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		Description

This is a spin off story from "A Zebrica for a Human" 
Who knew that the existence of the multiverse can be proven by mistaking a Can of Rat Poison for a Can of sugar? I know right and apparently the afterlife is also filled with a copy cat version of the Care Bears in horse forms.
Either way here I am, being one of them, and somehow living a much more luxurious life compared to my previous one, thanks to some racist issues my new "DAD" has to deal with regarding his family and some Nobles. Not just that, but apparently these two dickheads (which I am as well) have a daughter the same age as me too, who is "Not" a dickhead.
So does this mean that we now considered siblings or just roommates? 
Anyway, having to go through puberty a second time should be...interesting regarding the fact that I am now a colorful cartoon pony with woodoo hoodoo powers. Darn, this is going to get awkward multiple times I am sure of it.
Octavia, can you please get me some Coffee because I am going to be needed lots of it. What...? Yes of course I am old enough to have coffee, don't listen to what your parents are telling you...and no you can not borrow my tablet to listen to some of my Retro stuff either. I was going to do that first.
FEATURED AGAIN ON THE VERY DAY IT WAS RELEASED. THE 19TH JULY 2017. THIS FIC MUST HAVE A TOUCH OF ALEXANDER ON IT.
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A Canterlot for a Unicorn

Chapter 1: Multiverse Theory confirmed in the form of Rat Poison

Proofread by: Fistfire 

*Beep
*Beep
*Beep
*Beep
My bloodshot eyes opened at the sound of that annoying alarm clock next to me. Why bloodshot? Well I can openly tell you.
“Once more, another sleepless night. And all I did was drink 2 cups of coffee while watching a late-night movie. Maybe I should stop doing that.” I muttered as the infernal contraption next to me continued the onslaught of eardrum murder.
I groaned while rubbing my sore and heavy eyes. “Bloody thing even started beeping even though I haven’t set it.” I thought to myself.
Then again, it is one of those new smart clocks. More like sadistic clocks, already causing an early morning ruckus even though I haven’t slept for a single second. Spent most of my night just rolling around and staring up at the ceiling.
A ceiling I know very well thanks to my last night date with it.
I would give it a name but my sleep deprived brain is momentarily unable to do so.
Checking the time and moving my gaze over to the window next to me to see a couple of morning rays penetrating the Schalusie, I made the slow, but steady mental decision to get out of bed and start another normal day.
A day that would certainly BE normal thanks to my tired state. I mean I am already lazy as it is but this just turns me into a sack of unused wet potatoes.
With a grunt I forced myself out of my night trap and stood up, deciding that today I am going to be taking a bath instead of a shower just because I feel like it.
Plus it would give me an excuse to lay down and not stand for ten minutes. Not to mention having to duck when trying to scrub my legs.
“I need coffee.” I automatically muttered while scratching my ass.
First things first, I left my room and stumbled over to the bathroom right next door to prepare everything. Squinting my eyes to find the proper soap bottles and trying to feel for the faucets. I then realized that I forgot my glasses back at my nightstand.
See what a sleep deprived  brain can do for you. I can’t even find anything to make jokes about it.
With all that said and done I wobbled myself out of the white room and back into my room to grab my eyesight. I decided to let the water run a bit on it’s own while doing other things.
Deciding that this is the perfect moment to get some coffee I dragged myself passed the living room and into the kitchen. It seems like that one of my cousins has already brewed some hot water before leaving for work which was quite convenient. Why was it convenient? Well that just means I don’t have to duck in order to get the kettle out of the cupboard below the counter. Win, win for me in my book, and that means I can get my morning brew faster which is also a plus.
I am lazy ok so don’t judge me Even if I am not being lazy, I am taking most of my time being at the mall or procrastinating like a king…which basically is another form of laziness to be honest.
Fumbling through the cupboard above and grabbing my mug, I poured all the ingredients into it before taking the thermos and pouring some hot water in it.
I took a slow sip of it and smacking my lips in a judgmental matter, with expression to boot.  “Hmmm…needs more sugar.” I muttered before grabbing the can of sugar and stealing a spoon full from it. I immediately took another test sip, only for my eyebrows to rise as the taste was something I wasn’t expecting. It was actually quite bitter.
“Eeeehhh…what the fuck is that, that is not sugar.” I gagged and coughed.
I quickly grabbed the sugar can the moment I could to see if what I took really was actually sugar only for me to realize that it was, in fact, not a can of sugar but a full blown can of Rat poison.
What is a Can of Rat poison doing on a kitchen counter you may ask? Well simple, just yesterday me and my cousins had finally decided to take the fight to these blasted vermin who have been always making a ruckus in the kitchen in the middle of the night when we were all hitting the hay. The plan was to simply disperse some Rat poison into the empty cupboards below where we suspected their brood was hiding in.
Long story short we did just that and one of my VERY responsible relatives had completely forgot to stow away the deadly can of chemical death in a much more appropriate location instead of leaving it on the counter.
A mistake I had walked right into.
Somehow in my still sleep deprived and tired state I managed to mistake the can of rat poison for the can of sugar. I blame the two companies for having an almost identical color scheme on their design, but I guess another part is for my unfocused sight. Again sleep deprivation can really mess up your focus.
“Well shiiiiiiiit….” I cursed as my vision steadily began to swim.
This stuff was quick, like seriously quick I didn’t even have the time to put my mug down before everything around me began to get swirly. So this is how it feels to get drunk then? Honestly, I wished that my first experience on a rollercoaster would have been actual alcohol and not fucking rat poison.  Either way, I was going to die. But hey at least I finally got my previous wish of trying to get a much more interesting morning instead of the ‘same old, same old’.
“Shiiiiit….I left…the faucet on…in the bathroom.” Were the last thoughts running through my head before I lost all control of my senses as the world around me turned dark.
See kids, sleep deprivation can get you killed so always listen to your parents when there say. “Get your fucking annoying asses to bed.”
Obviously, in the end I didn’t die somehow. Otherwise I wouldn’t still be talking afterwards. But still the afterlife I went to was certainly not something I was expecting, and I was honestly expecting a whole lot of fucking things before that point.
But this? This would even make good old Sheogorath scratch his beard for just a moment.
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
“Well what are we going to do about her now sweetie?” A concerned mare asked as she looked over at the door where her young daughter’s room is.
“I do not know, but I think we should just sleep this out for now. I know that some of my relatives are…well puffed up flankholes in a lack of a better term. But she is our daughter no matter what she is.” A stallion this time explained.
She just sighs, the lengthy exchange from earlier still fresh in her mind. Even more so the words of some rather narrow minded ponies as well.  She looks up at him eventually and nods to his statement.  “I know, though that still doesn’t excuse the fact that no matter what, she will have a difficult time ahead of her.”  She admitted before looking over at the door again.
The stallion just kept his pose as he casually gazed over at the door as well, sighing internally. “I know, which is why we shall try to make this as easy for her as possible or so Celestia curse me.  I do not care what the other nobles say or what even my uncle says.  I do not care that she is an earth pony. She is our little daughter and that is that.”  He finalized as he gazed at the door with full determination.
Hard and high expectations will be ahead for her, though maybe not so much in due time.

			Author's Notes: 
Here is the beginning of a brand new spinoff fic of Alexander Becker, the mortal version of Sheogorath...kind off.
Will his antics and sense of procrastination be to much for the ponies of Canterlot, or will his crave for all kinds of caffeine and cheese bases product bankrupt those who produce them?
Lets find out...well you find out, I already know the story. 
Also I know that there was at least another guy who took the time to take a look at this chapter besides Fistfire. So if it is you please tell everyone in the comments bellow. I forgot who it was and my PM box is a mess.
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Chapter 2: These are NOT the Shimmering Isles

Edited by: Cosmic Flash, Neon Scar

My eyes immediately shot open the moment I became conscious. How do I know I am conscious? Well the fact that I was breathing and feeling things around me. Things that normally should be absent when you add the concept of death into it.
But then again, I personally have no Idea how being dead feels like so this could easily be a pretty normal experience as well.
“Talking about experiences…where the hell am I?” I wondered.
Well Hell, I certainly don’t feel any heat or excruciating pain, or hear the everlasting screams of the damned, and even more important no Justin Bieber or Lady Gaga music.
So really this CANNOT be Hell.
“But still, where am I?” I continued to wonder as I continued to gaze up at the star filled darkness above me. Stars that should be impossible to see where I am from simply because of another human made phenomenon known as light pollution.
How light can be described as dirt is crazy for me…which is why I like it and give it a thumbs up on YouTube if it had its own channel. I am a sucker for crazy and stupid things. After all, it cracks me right up.
There was even a visible aurora on the corner of my vision which immediately gave me all sorts of hopeful ideas.
Mental gasp “Am I perhaps on the Shivering Isles? Can I go fuck both the golden Saints and Dark Seducers now and personally have an epic cheese party with Sheogorath himself? Oh yes that would certainly be a death worth dying for in my opinion.” I thought to myself with a grin as all kinds of crazy and nonsensical shenanigans are running through my head. Not to mention having the chance of becoming the prince of madness himself if I go kick Jyggalag in the chins.
Screw the boring call center job my cousin wanted me to partake in, I am going to become the Daedric Prince of Madness himself. Then I can use my new powers to annoy my annoying next door neighbor even more. The asshole had it coming ever since his balls dropped.
YES… finally, all of my procrastinating and knowledge of the elder scrolls is finally going to pay off. Shows those silly little naysayers who always kept on japing that I should stop being lazy and finally get a job of my own just like my cousins. Finally I will have my place to shine and to finally….
“Wait…these are not the Shivering Isles.” I realized right after I bothered myself to lift my head a little bit to get a better look at my surroundings.
What I saw was nothing more than the dark and disgusting walls of a city alley way and not the fantasy realm of Madness and endless fun that I hoped for.
Why disgusting? Well because there was a piece of an uneaten pizza slice right next to me. Covered in mold and whatever else kind of fungus that even Shigeru Miyamoto cannot come up with.
I am probably thinking of a completely different kind of Fungus, but for me fungus is fungus nonetheless.
I frowned. “HACKS, HACKS, FRAUD SWINDLE UNFAIR I DEMAND A REFUND.” I ranted in my head.
Truly, this was bullshit in so many levels.  This could easily be worse than hell in my opinion, all that is missing is some Lady Gaga music on stage sized loud speakers and I am ready to tear my own fucking head off.
At least send me to Disneyland for fuck sake if it’s not going to be the Shivering Isles, is that too much to ask? The only and first time I ever visited the most magical place on earth was when I was three. So that doesn’t count.
Oooh I am feeling TRIGGERED right now, or at least I would be if a little detail didn’t escaped me the moment I tried to get up to rant like a child who just had been denied his favorite toy.
I simply and easily fell back down to the ground the moment I got up, face first mind you.
“shung ofh ah voking bish.” I cried into the cobblestone.
What a glorious new start as a dead man, maybe bleach would have been a better supplement compared to Rat Poison. But then again, the bleach was down below in another cupboard which would have forced to duck in order to get it.
Not going too happened in the state I was in.
Now anyway. Why the hell did I fall down and lose my balance so bloody quickly you may wonder? Well that is simple. It’s because the body that I have been in and grown accustomed to too pretty much all of my life is NOT the same body I woke up in.
In fact it only became even more apparent to me the moment I mimicked the pope, that my body felt off and weird for some reason. Weirder than normal to be honest.
I wasted no time in rolling myself back on my back before forcing myself to sit somewhat upright to finally get a better look at me, and what I saw was…honestly something I have grown pretty much accustomed too ever since my first fever dream when I was Six.
 
“Either this is a dream or I really have lost my cloths and now I am butt naked with fur covering my skin.” I wondered to myself as I observed my newly decorated fur. Peanut butter in color to be precise, not only that but I had a dark chestnut colored length of thick hair sticking out right under and in-between my legs which I guess is some sort of tail.
Talking about legs, I guess you can call them hind legs now judging by the way they are shaped, not to mention the stubs they end in which where some kind of hooves if I had to guess.
I lifted my left arm to confirm my thoughts and, yes…yes they are hooves indeed.
So apparently I am a Horse now, or at least a very small one if the size of the dumpster to my right is any to go by.
So basically, I died and somehow got reincarnated as a horse foal of some sorts. Really I have seen much more stranger shit in my dreams then this.
This is nothing, not even close and surprisingly a lot more family friendly as well. Even most of my normal dreams are crazier than this.
“So I drink Rat poison, prove the concept of reincarnation with it and got turned into a miniature equine as an end result? Seems legit.”  I thought to myself while rubbing my chin.
For the sake of further investigation I also managed to realize that both my form and the colors and style around me seem a lot more cartoonish in my eyes then they should. Especially given my love and longtime experience of watching a lot of cartoons in my life, especially in my young adult years.
“Well, another check for the list then.” I mentally noted.
What list is that you may ask? Uh…well just a list of crazy and outlandish things I eventually came up with when I was bored out of my mind in one of my chemistry classes in high school.
So anyway, I am a horse now and most likely not on earth anymore. Which is good I guess as I don’t have to watch or hear about my own funeral. That would just be depressing.
Also that means I don’t have to deal with my stupid ass neighbor as well which is always a bonus in my books. Who would mostly likely be dancing on my grave which I don’t need to think about as of now.
Now it is time to explore my new situation and to find out what this place and new body have to offer. For starters let’s first check if I am still tripping balls or not.
I did just that, spreading my new hind legs like a prostitute bitch at the Reeperbahn street in Hamburg and trying to bend myself far enough to see what it holds.
“Yup still a dick.” I thought to myself with satisfaction.
With that now case now dealt with it was time to get off this cold ass cobblestone floor and dust myself off. Knowing that I am a quadruped now saved me yet another encounter with the flat wall of china and its kiss of nosebleed.
Standing on all fours is weird at first but with a lot more practice I should have the hang of it going sooner than later.
I dared to stick my head out of the dark Alley that I awoke in to see what else might or may not be outside of it, only for me to raise my brows as I saw more, larger horses in all shaped and even colors cantering around buildings that kind of remind of both Renaissance and Victorian style architecture at the same time.
I would have loved to evaluate how such an architectural combination is rather pointless when a sudden shift from behind broke my focus. I turned myself around to see what it could be, only to find a limp sticking out from behind the same dumpster I measured my predicted size from.
Wobbling closer to it I was a bit surprised to find out that it was another equine, though this one looked dirty and ruffled up with some rugged clothing covering most of his form. This world’s version of a Hobo if I am not mistaken.
“A horse Hobo huh? Very interesting.” I thought to myself while rubbing my chin.
Yes it seems that my limbs seemed to share the same dexterity as a human's. For a common and normal sense mind this is ridiculous, given the fact that I am a mini horse. But for me this couldn’t possibly be more normal for the same reasons I have already listed before. Plus I am FAR more open minded when it comes to shit like this. Multiverse theory and what not, plus this place looks like a cartoon as well so that makes it even easier to give the suspension of disbelieve.
What was surprising though was the fact that this homeless germ infested “wollknoll” was clutching both MY mug and MY tablet instead of that bottle of booze sitting right next to him.
How these two made it here I don’t know, and frankly I don’t care either as I am more concerned about this guy keeping MY stuff.
I frowned. “Meinz.” I thought while grabbing my mug away from him with both of my hooves.
I personally bought it in a Korean knick knack shop a couple of years back so I have the absolute right of ownership for it. No Hobo can have MY mug.
I was about to take my tablet as well until it's black reflective surface showed my new form.  I paused, looking at my reflection with curiosity and a level of intrigue at spotting something new on top of my forehead.
“A Horn? Not only I am I a tiny horse but also every little girl's dream as well? Double intriguing.” I mentally noted as I reached up a hoof to touch my brand new head accessory by tapping it.
Now some of you might be wondering why the hell I am not freaking out about all of this and the fact that I got basically turned into a unicorn foal judging by my overall size in comparison to everything else here.
Well it’s simple, ONE: I have already seen way more weirder shit in both my dreams and the freaking internet, and TWO: I just freaking died ok. So basically getting transported into a different world after my death and getting turned into a new species isn’t really that much of a brain turner when you know that you just died.
Especially for me.
Plus this might be the beginning of something new which I will take full advantage of. Plus I am somewhat MAD as well so there is that. I have no problems to openly acknowledge that I am crazy, because that is what I am anyway…or at least that is what the others tell me.
Mostly my teachers during my school days.
I scratched my head. “Whatever, my tablet.” I thought before swiftly grabbing my flat tech as well.  This though had the result of causing the guy to groan and move, trying to reach for something else while staying asleep.
I just puckered my new horse lips as I just pushed the still half full bottle of possible kidney failure towards his searching forelimbs with predictable results.
Grab and snag before turning himself towards the fall behind him and dozing off once more.
“Well…” I began to think. ”What now?” I wondered while looking down at both my acquired things which by the way are now much, much larger than I prefer for obvious reason.
Well except for the mug. The bigger the better. That just means allot more coffee from me.
That though only left one problem. How to take my stuff with me in my current state and form?
That’s when the obvious struck me once more. Taking my mug first I tentatively placed it onto of my head as both its size and shape was perfect for my current size to use it as a makeshift head dress. Though a bit heavy and bulky.
HA, that’s what SHE said… no really.
With my mug transportation momentarily solved that only left my personal fingerprint magnet. The answer for it was clear as well…or at least at the moment.
Just try and balance it on my back and hope that I won’t get distracted with something else and unavoidably drop it on the ground. Impossible for me and my naturally short attention span, but then again when it does fall it won’t be as disastrous as most would think, simply because I am not very tall to begin with.
I am almost dragging across the ground with my size.
“Well this has to suffice I guess.” I thought to myself as I tried to lift and maneuver the bloody thing onto my back.
Being a quadruped now does have its major disadvantages after all…like being a fucking quadruped for example. I will always miss my hands, especially my right one. Such useful tools of nature and one of the few things where she wasn’t drunk on cocaine when actually trying to make something new.
I am looking at you house fly, nobody likes flies and I mean no one.
“ADVENTURE TIME.” I mentally shouted while thrusting up my imaginary swords and telling Finn and Jake to piss off because I am stealing the show now.
Fun question, why am I thinking all of this rather than openly speaking them out? Well that’s simple…I have no bloody idea.
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
The little filly awoke from her slumber. A distant muffled voice managed to wake her up. She rolled to her other side, her tiny equine ears perking up at the sounds as she rubbed her eyes.
She wasn’t sure what it is or what is going on, but she was awake now so there really wasn’t much need to go back to sleep. Plus a sense of curiosity took a hold of her as she began to focus more on whatever was making that ruckus.
She was able to pinpoint that the noises were coming from outside her room, specifically past the door that separated her from the rest of her home.
She flicked her tiny ears a couple of times before climbing off of her bed. Her tiny hooves creating quiet clopping sounds as she touched the floor.
She immediately clip clopped her way over to the door following the sounds. Her tiny tail swishing left and right a bit in anticipation as the noise slowly grew louder the closer she got to the door.
Sadly she was still far too small to effectively reach the door handle on her own as she longingly looked up at it with her big purple eyes. She eventually decided to just press one of her ears against its smooth and clean surface in hopes to hear enough to understand what all of that ruckus was about.
For her it sounded like shouting, some of which had very distinctive and recognizable voices. They were arguing about something but she was far too young to fully understand or comprehend what they were arguing about.
She does recognize though that one of those voices was her mean grandpa who always seemed to look at her with that unsettling look.
A look she feared.
She quickly removed herself from the door before shaking her head. She didn’t liked these sounds so she decided to just head back to bed and wait until they were over.
Maybe then her mother could come into her room and lead her to the kitchen for some breakfast, and maybe even take her outside to the park.
She always wondered when they could go there again.
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Chapter 3: Ich will nicht in die Klapsmühlen…noch nicht.

“Who knew that death can lead to Hobo-hood?” I thought to myself as I woke up from my uncomfortable made shift bed, made out of papers and piled up cardboard.
It had been a few days since I woke up this new afterlife of mine. An afterlife that quickly sucked donkey ass as I soon found out. Even though this world was allot more colorful and…smooth lined in comparison to the one I just left because of irresponsible family members and lack of sleep, this was -in the end- all that this world has in improvements. These horses, or quote on quote PONIES as I found out sooner than later by eavesdropping on certain conversations where even more self-centered assholes then my own goddam math teacher back in high school, minus the self-centered part which is WHY it’s worse.
This is one of the only places where giving me a flamethrower would be a really bad idea, simply because of the fact that I might just actively run with it like an even greater lunatic then I’m already am and shouting things like “burn it with fire”.
One of the reason why you should never let me visit Australia, because I fucking hate there overgrown Spiders.
Anyway thankfully it where just the once with the fancy clothes that acted like that with the naked once being the perfect models of a decent, justified member of society. Or ponyciety or whatever you like to slang it.
Funny how I am now openly preferring hippies at this point.
Either way it was thanks to said hippies that I at least managed to get some food and water into me by using my incredible charm and new found added perks of diabetes in fur to aww and oooh the much larger variant of my new species into a sense of pity.
I also managed to learn that these talking rainbow colored horses where speaking perfectly English as well for some random reason or chance as well. Like why? I am literally in a completely different world filled with wonders and real hoodoo woodoo to beat it off if the abilities these unicorn preformed is anything legit. Yet this world speaks the same language as the Amis and the Brits do.
Why? If English is on the table then why not French as well? Or German? Or Swedish or maybe even fucking Hentai Japanese with their helium inhaled female voices? If we are going with the “most spoken language approach” that this wheel of chance seems to be operating with then shouldn’t these living crayons be speaking in Mandarin?
 
I mean there are allot more yellow peoples speaking ching chang chong then there are capitalist racists speaking tea time and biscuits.
 
Furthermore why does EVERYTHING has to speak and understand fucking English in the first place? No matter what universe or species we are talking about in the realms of fantasies or sci-fi, or whatever crazy nonsensical rules this world seems to operate with…everybody speaks English no matter what.
 
What is it with the universe and English anyway? Even diploma nerds say it’s a flawed language, and I had so much trouble learning this piece of crap back when I was still picking my nose in a regular bases. It’s like….AHHHHHHHHHHH
With my regular morning rants out of the way I forced myself to focus on the task at hand in regards to my still somewhat problematic situation.
Like trying to steal myself some DAMN coffee from one of those Cafés that these equine seem to love so much. I am so longing for a cup of coffee now, especially given all of this bull. I have my mug with me but no means to use it other than as a temporary helmet.
“Now that I am thinking about it. Do these ponies even have cheese? I could use some as well.” I thought while pushing myself on all fours.
Oh and also I managed to learn how to have a better grasp on my new four legged nature. Having to sit like a dog now and crapping like one as well…not the most rewarding feeling I have to say.
Either way, today seems to be once more another day of trying to control the pity of ponies around me and maybe even get some coffee my only mug.
But then again, I doubt they would give a “child” some caffeine in the first place. I did it once to one of my out town cousins (I have allot of them) for SCIENCE reason…and the results where…predictable. He became hype and couldn’t sleep in the same day which forced him spend an all-nighter by himself. Really nothing CRAZY or goofy like you see in cartoons.
But hey at least he had some Netflix to watch the whole night. So overall an experiment which ended in total and absolute success in my books.
Anyway, enough flashbacking. The stupid sun is shining and I have a full day of exploring to do and trying to brainwash more natives for my upcoming army of Care Bears horse clones to take over the world and them march on the gates of Carealot and watch it BURN.
I will make those Care Bears CARE for their lives once my conquest has been completed. I shall either smite them with my superior sugar rush or just use my own hoodoo voodoo to WHOO them into submission.
Yes, it did not escaped me that MY race can perform sparkle, sparkles with their horns. A horn that I have too, but no means of using it for obvious reasons.
I blame my sentimentality of skipping every MAGIC tutorial in every RPG. Why, because all I ever wanted to do was shot lighting out of my fingertips like a Sith that’s why. You don’t need a tutorial for that.
With all though said and done I placed my mug onto my head, balanced my tablet on my back and practice my “looking really pathetic” expression in front of a reflective scrap of alloy before heading out from my little alley corner in the search of more pry. Normally rubbing some gunk and dirt onto my fur would help make you look even more pathetic, but living on the streets for a few days already has accumulated enough shit on me that I really don’t need to do that anymore.
Plus I haven't washed it off ever since as well. See how well fucking nature can sometimes do sometimes right instead of all of the bull she mostly loves to pull.
I didn’t take me two steps out of the alley when my train of thought and lack of focus once more almost got me floored for the second time. Though this time by the unpredictable collision with another pony, or more like me causing said pony to trip on me while knocking me flat onto the ground at the same time.
Why is this relevant? Well it isn’t, just annoying to say the least, and painful too.
“Uff…watch where you are going. For the love of…” My “Rambock” argued before first laying her eyes on me.
She was a blue pony. A mare if my knowledge of horses is to be trusted, with orange hair and a horn jutting out from her locks. Another Unicorn, just like the majority of pones I have seen so far.
I say so far because I have seen hornless once before, but there were few and far between from what I can tell.
I glared up at her while she just looked down with shock and a huge level of concern when she realized that I was just a kid…a kid covered in all kinds of shit.
“Oh by Celestia a foal. A little foal living in the streets?” She exclaimed while quickly getting up on all fours.
I was about to retort to her before I realized that I couldn’t. Either I was too young or I my new vocal cords were just unable to really produce any speech which was both strange and a bit concerning on my part.
How the hell can I annoy those around me or tell peoples to piss off when I can’t verbally do so. Can’t do that with my hands either because I don’t have any fucking hands anymore, so no more flipping the bird towards peoples for me.
Bloody fantastic. How can I pick my nose now? Serious real life crises peoples, you can place your marriages and family issues down the junk bucket, because if a man loses his ability to pick his nose similar to a woman unable to go shopping in her favorite mall then you know shit is real. That or maybe losing access to his favorite show on television. Don’t know which one is worse. But then again, I never had the issue of the former because of the internet.
While all of those distracting and very common thoughts were running through my noggin, the mare seem to have took my sense of silence as a sign that maybe something was wrong, or maybe something was wrong with ME to be more accurate.
Why, well because she immediately began to bend down and closely look at me. Even going so far as to rest a hoof on my left cheek.
“Whoa there lady, stranger danger, STRANGER DANGER!!!”
“By Celestia you look all scrapped, dirty and a bit malnourished too, and you look barley to be five in age.” She went on while completely looking me over.
I would have loved to make a remark on how all the ladies love to get close to me when the whole “being barely 5” part quickly stole my attention instead. Never would I have guessed that I might have been THAT young to begin with.
I mean sure, I am tiny compared to all of these adults but still. Being barely old enough to fit into kindergarten was really something to think about. Manley in how smart I will feel when surrounded by equally aged kids for the first time.
For the first time, I will the smartest kid in class and not that weird out of town teacher’s pet who always gets straight A’s and gets bullied by those who prefer sports instead of math. Only difference NOW is that I will chew those bullies out while not giving too much of a shit about most of school except for maybe history classes.
I am a sucker for history after all.
Either way the mare continued to go on about invading my personal private space and touching this and that until her need for child molesting finally stopped. A look of realization flashing through her blue head before frantically starting to look around herself in the search of something…or someone to be precise.
“uhm…ex…excuse me sir but…may I have your time for a moment?” She called out towards a stallion working in one of the Cafés dominating this street.
The stallion in question wearing your typical French waiter outfit looked up from whatever he was doing before trotting his way closer to the blue mare.
“Well sure I guess. What is it that I can help you with?” He responded in a very obvious accent that just made me raise an eyebrow.
“So they do have French in this world.”
The mare nods before pointing a hoof at me. “Do you perhaps know who this foal is and to whom it might belong to? He looks as if the poor little fella has been leaving in the streets for years.” She questioned, which in turn caused the stallion to look down at me.
A look of know how crosses his features. To be honest I do remembering seeing him too from time to time when I go a bother the honest citizens of this place about my problems and plight by forcing them to ignore their own.
The ones who aren’t jerks of course. They can fully keep their own problems for all I care.
“Oh yes him, I do know him.” He exclaimed. “This foal has been around these streets since the start of this week, trotting around all alone and silently begging passing ponies and even some customers for some food and drinks. I personally have no idea who he is or where he is from, but I always suspected that there was something more…pressing about this child here.” He explained which in turn caused the mare to look at the stallion in shock.
“So does this mean that nopony is responsible for this foal and that he might be a lonely and abandoned orphan all together?” She question further.
The stallion nods. “I believe so, I mean I have seen the little guy constantly retreat back into that backstreet alley over there whenever he received food.” He pointed out.
The mare just continued to look on shocked before quickly being replaced with pity as her gaze landed back on me.
I just gave her the “so what now” look in return before she surprised me by suddenly picking me up from the ground with her fore hooves.
Once more stranger danger.
“Oh you poor colt, how and why would anypony ever abandon their foal like this is just beyond me, and quiet disgusting as well.” She announced with a look of disgust at the last part.
“Well then it’s a good thing you somehow managed to stumble…or well caused ME to stumble upon you in the first place. I know you might not fully understand what I am saying to you at the moment but you are looking at the headmistress of Canterlot's first and only Orphanage. You will be in much better hoofs then out here in the harsh and unforgiving streets of Canterlot.” She happily explained and giving me a smile at the end.
That news though had the completely opposite reaction in me as she was most likely expecting. A feeling of dread welling up inside me.
“Oh no, not the fucking orphanage.” I thought as the typical and common depictions of orphanages in both movies and games flooded my mind.
Not to mention all of these KIDS. I mean I have nothing against them but even I have my limits. Unbelievable I know.
All of those thoughts about abusive caretakers and Nazi like propaganda are flooding through my mind as the now know headmistress placed me on her back to carry me off into this world's version of Hell.
Maybe I am being a bit to dramatic about the “hell” part but I really don’t want to go into an orphanage, pedophilia is not my fetish.
“NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO. I don’t want to go there, if I wanted I would have gone there since the beginning and not bother myself to beg for food.” I Screamed in my mind as my mouth only did some weird grunting sounds.
Also she was about to leave behind my stuff as well. I don’t care where she takes me but I am NOT leaving without MY stuff. Where the hell am I going to drink my coffee from in the future?
I did the only sensible thing that I could think of at the moment, pulling her main really hard with my teeth and causing her to almost reel back like an actually horse.
Well she is a horse technically, just tiny, more colorful and WAY more talkative.
She twist her head back towards me with a glare. “Hey, just because you are a abandoned foal doesn’t mean that…” She tried to chide me before she noticed my own Glare and my gesture towards my things.
She blinked, before quickly understanding what I was trying to tell her.
“Wait…these things are yours?” She questioned stupidly which in turn caused me to facepalm mentally.
“Yes of course they are mine you blue Care Bear rip off.” I mentally screamed. I might now be on my way to a bloody orphanage run by either former prison wardens or self-inflicted pedophiles. But that still doesn’t mean that I am willing to allow myself to be bored out of my mind by not having my tablet with me which at least has some games, movies and songs stowed away inside its SD card. Battery won’t be an issue either simply because I quickly found out that the battery meter on the things was doing the “charging” animation nonstop ever since I got here.
Why? How? I don’t know and honestly I don’t care either. Things that are convenient are convenient and buffs are always welcomed in my book.
I just nod which did the trick. She quickly fired up her glow stick and perform her telekinesis on both of my things as they lazily came hovering towards us. I quickly grabbed them from midair which in turned surprised my new warden as her magic swiftly cuts out around my mug and tap. She just gave me another displeasing look before simply trotting along with me now sitting on her back.
“Great, ending up in a mental house faster than I have anticipated. Don’t care if it is just an orphanage or not. Having to deal with so many kids is surely going to test my own sanity. Even If I am a kid myself. I really wish I had some Coffee now.” I thought as my fate and destination where pretty much sealed at this point.
“Oh and by the way, my name is Deep Care in case you are wondering.” She suddenly introduced herself.
I just raised an eyebrow at that while leaning myself against her neck. “Deep care huh? Definitely a Pedophile then.” I thought to myself with pressed lips.
Besides being the equine version of care bears they now also have hippie names as well.
I blame my cousin for all of this.
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“Alex? Alex! Where in Celestia’s name have you run off to? I can’t believe that simply trying to give a foal a haircut could be so difficult.” I heard Deep Care complain as I was just casually hiding inside a cupboard.
It has now been a week since I got force shoved into the “Canterlot Orphanage” and have done quite a lot of things during that time. For one, I have obviously learned that this city was called Canterlot and that it is the capital of a country or rather ““Kingdom”” -double quotation there- of Equestria.
God…where to start my rant?
Let’s just begin with the naming system that this place has and then just work our way up from there.
Sounds good? Ok then.
This place must have been designed for little girls, I mean, really. Go chuck Care Bears and Barbie down the fucking cheese bin because this place it just as cheesy or even cheesier then the last to it literally almost makes me hungry just thinking about it.
Canterlot, Equestria, MANEhattan? And that is just three of them, every city, every little hamlet, every Strip Club bar and Pub has some kind of a bloody horse pun attached to it. Not only that, but all of these names are just photoshopped versions from my own world, photoshopped to be ponified to heed the need of whoever thought that this was funny.
I mean I think it’s funny, but a joke only works as long as it isn’t stretched too long like a bloody foot-long, and this joke IS a bloody foot-long for sure.
There really is no reason at all for everything to have a pony-related connection in it. Unless it’s cultural, in which I case I will just shut my mouth right there. But it still is cheesy, and I want some goddamn cheese right this moment because I haven’t had a good slice of cheese for almost two weeks, that goes double for coffee as well.
I want a foot-long now too. I know that I am now technically a herbivore but that still doesn’t mean that I can forgot about the deliciousness that is meat so quickly.
But anyway, now to the kingdom part of my problem.
… fuck the guy who ever thought that THIS was a KINGDOM in the first place. For starters, Equestria is NOT A KINGDOM!
A kingdom is a realm ruled or fully governed by a single individual… or more precisely a monarch who holds either the title of king or queen respectively. It has always been like that and shall always be. Heck, the name even says KING-DOM.
Equestria in comparison is NOT a kingdom, not even close if the history I have read about this place is anything to go by. And since this place is a magical fantasy cartoon style world with magical talking equines that remind me of just mutated versions of the fucking Care Bears with the same style “markings” on their ass cheeks instead on their chests, I am easily inclined to believe that its history IS history.
That and I don’t really care either, so I won’t bother to debunk it.
Also those ass markings are called cutie marks according to Deeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeep care. Which by the way is the hippest thing I have ever heard so far. It works on mares but what about the stallions?
Either way, the reason why I know all of this is because I snuck my way into the orphanage’s library right next to the schooling section of this place after “lights out” hour to do a bit of gold digging.
Short story shorter, I got caught by Deep Care and forced to head back to the sleeping quarters vis her glow stick while chiding and telling me that I can go and look at the “pretty pictures” in the morning. Lady, I am not a toddler, ok? I was looking at the pretty pictures, sure, but I was also reading all of the info that came with the pretty pictures below them.
I am a college graduate after all, even though I did jack shit with the degree I got from it. But whatever, back to the topic.
Either way, from what I know so far is that Equestria would be more accurately described as principality than anything else. Because all Equestria ever had from the beginning of its inception to the very present were two princesses. Not just one but TWO, ruling together.
The Disney stigma is strong in this one.
Either way, now it’s just one, simply because the other one went all spoiled brat over the other and shit broke out, and apparently they are both immortals, or at least have really good health care which is why the one who is still here is still ruling this… bla, bal, bla, bla…I don’t care about the rest.
All that I wanted to focus one where these two glaring issues I have with this place and the TRIGGER I felt from the last one. Being a history buff does make you trigger happy when crap like this happens.
But whatever, the situation is even worse when you consider that actual kingdoms with KINGS exist outside this rainbow coated coloring book. Like the Gryphon Kingdom and the Minotaur Kingdom.
Well that was a thoughtful.
“Alex! Alex, please, come out! I just want to make your mane a lot more orderly and less messy than it is now. You can trust me that I won’t cut off too, much I promise.” I heard the headmistress shout outside my little fortress of solitude.
She now knows my nickname as well. How? Well, I crudely drew it for her, that’s how. A feat that left her quite surprised and impressed at the end and me somewhat annoyed on my part.
Still, can’t get my vocal cords to work properly for some reason. Either way, the issue with all of these shenanigans is that she wants to trim my hair a little bit, which I openly denied by just running off.
I am perfectly happy with the look and messy style I have going on with my hair, plus I don’t really trust her with her voodoo hoodoo suspended scissors and the fact that her cootie mark talent was something completely different than that of barber as well. Plus the style she wanted to give me looked gay as well, so triple no.
“Fine, be that way then. But you will have to show up eventually. Especially during lunch time. Then we can finally fix up that messy mane and maybe trim you tail as well.” I heard her shouting before a set of clip clops began to slowly move away from my spot.
I exhaled before smiling in victory to myself. I climbed out of the cupboard when the coast was clear and landed on the floor, quickly giving my limbs a bit of a stretch to get the blood pumping in them more properly.
It was quite a cramped cupboard after all, even for my size.
“Want to catch me during lunch, huh? Well, too bad, first off, I won’t show up, and second, I have some snacks hidden under my bunk bed from last night’s ‘raid’. So I will be good for today.” I thought to myself with a clever grin.
With nothing better to do at this point I casually made my way back towards the main entrance hall of the orphanage to get to the main stairs that go up to the second floor of the building, ignoring all the other foals running about the place while making my way back to the large bedroom that holds my bunk.
Just like a Herberge, the rooms were shared among multiple kids, arranged by age and even race to some extent.
Speaking of race, it has also been here where I found out that there were three different pony races in this world. You got me, a unicorn and the master of the arcane, then you got the new one that got crossbred by a bird known as a Pegasus. And then we have the boring ones, the simple and down to earth (literally) ground ponies, or better earth ponies as they like to call themselves.
I heard from one of the kids that earth ponies boast the best endurance and physical strength of all of the tree sub races, But until I am hit in the jaw and sent to a hospital by one of them I will keep myself open minded on that one.
Entering my room and passing by some of my roommates (which were all dickheads like me), I made my way over to my bunk and sighted another roommate of mine tumbling around curiously with my tablet. Which would normally be issue if it wasn’t for the fact that I let him borrow it in the first place. Why? Well, for starters, his name is Mystic Tune and he was basically the very first to happily introduce himself to me and even went so far as offer his friendship to me on the very first day.
Such naïve friendliness is quite rare in my experience and I had no choice but repay the kid in kind for his kind nature. I have a heart too, you know.
Either way he is a good kid and has a great love for music and anything related to it, which is totally not surprising, given that his name is MYSTIC TUNE.
Anyway, I showed him my stowed away song collection inside my tablet, which mostly consists of classic 80’s songs and retro style music, and funny enough, he somehow immediately got hooked to it.
I also have a lot of classic and celtic music and saved in there as well, but those are not the focus now.
Apparently, almost all of the music that exist here in Equestria is either something similar to jazz, swing, and classical music. Which isn’t too surprising, given the lack of technology here, or proper technology that I know off.
Either way, the little guy… who is practically the same size as me so that statement has as much meaning behind it as No Man’s Sky being honest to everyone, was just happily bumping his white and purple haired head to some tune via the earbuds that I also mysteriously have for my tablet.
No, seriously, these were the actual earbuds that came with the product inside its box when I bought it.
But hey, as I already said, conveniences are conveniences and should not be questioned. Especially when it provides more possibilities for entertainment. I am all about procrastination after all. Just give me a comfy couch, a huge mug of cappuccino, and a plate full of my favorite selection of cheese and will happily sit on my ass all day hypnotizing myself with Netflix, while occasionally flashing the middle finger towards my neighbor whenever I see him flip his own bird towards me when passing by my window.
Which is one of the reason why I was jobless to begin with, despite a finished degree in college. I think they just gifted it to me just to get rid of me.
Anyway, Mystic Tune finally noticed my presence the moment I tapped him on his shoulder. He immediately looked up at me with a smile before removing the earbuds.
“Oh, hey! Do you want you magical tablet thing back?” He casually asked in his young high pitched boy voice. But then again, everybody here had squeaky sounding voices, except for the ones that are older than 7.
Yes, even this place already has some annoying numbnuts and bullies, mostly the older ones, which was totally not surprising at all to find out. Kids will be kids after all, same with Tune over here whose ears dropped when I nodded to his question.
“Well ok, but can I maybe borrow it again later when you don’t like drawing on it anymore?” He predictably asked, which I answered by just giving him a nod again.
He smiled at this before hopping on my bed and telling me his thanks before dashing out of the room to do whatever he does when I am not looking.
Obviously playing with the other kids outside behind the yard. Get your pedo minds out of the gutter.
With him out and about, I laid flat onto my bed and simply allowed myself to relax for a bit. I have to admit, all of this; dying, waking up in a strange new world instead of getting sent to the afterlife and getting turned into a colorful cartoon equine is still somewhat brain turning no matter how mentally prepared and crazy I really am.
I guess I could treat this situation as my afterlife too as this is after my previous life, after all. But still, who would have guessed I would end up in a colorful but still flawed world by the means of rat poison.
Why flawed? Well, because renaissance type nobles, that’s why. Also, hobos, and some weird headmistress pedo. I still don’t have a proof or lead that she is a pedo, but for the sake of self-satisfaction and a need to mark her as a pedo because she just plumped me right off the streets without me even asking, I am going to assume that she is a bloody pedo because her name is Deep Care and because she runs an orphanage all by herself.
Does it make sense? No, but to be frank, it doesn’t have to be. My whole situation alone doesn’t make sense, all that I am doing right now is to add to that to keep the train rolling.
“Hey, you want to go out and play hide and seek with the others?” Tune suddenly perked up while poking his head from around the door.
Well, that was certainly unexpected, but whatever. I was originally just going to chill for a bit but I guess a little legwork can’t hurt. Plus, I am a kid again so I might as well have some kid related fun from time to time.
Might even get my mind off of from certain things while I’m at it.
I nod, which in turn made him smile even wider. “Nice, me and the others are going to be waiting down below in the backyard.” He announced before dashing off again a second time in the row.
I have to admit, the energy these little buggers display is intoxicating in certain ways. Not just because of the fact that I am technically one of them in body, but just in general overall.
“I am going to dominate these kids, hohoho.” I thought to myself. My much more sophisticated young adult mind should prove to be the edge in this hide and seeking game.
No, get your minds out of the gutter, I am not talking about THAT kind of domination.
“AAHA! I knew that you would come out eventually, I’ll have you know!” The voice of Deep Care suddenly entered my ears the moment I stepped out into the hall.
She was also blocking my only way down to the ground floor. Can’t have that now, can we?
I froze, before frowning. “Well it’s a good thing that I’m going to play hide and seek then.” I noted before charging the mare out of random while screaming like a complete lunatic.
The diversion worked as she back padded with wide eyes and falling backwards off the stairs.
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
It was late in the afternoon when a carriage drawn by two ponies came to a halt in front of Canterlot’s only orphanage.
A noble and well known unicorn sighed as the sight of the orphanage came into view. He personally hates the idea that he has been forced to go through this by his uncle and the rest of his family back in Trottingham. Tradition and family rules are fine and all, but at this point it has dissolved from simple traditions to downright racism.
His family lineage and legacy demands a unicorn child to be the next in line after him, and ever since he and his wife gave birth to a earth pony instead of a unicorn, tension between his family back at home and the very society of nobility here in Canterlot has been giving him nothing but bad blood and gossip among the elites.
Elites his flank, but apparently it had managed to get so bad that he is now forced to adopt a unicorn foal and present him as his own in order to not get disowned by both his uncle and auntie back at home.
They even went so far as blaming his wife for this genetic mishap, which is where he drew the line.
He couldn’t take it anymore and let this continue to keep going on, his own frustration is forcing him to do this.
“Do we really have to resort to this, honey? Can’t we just ignore all of the gossip and backlash from your family and just live happily with our little filly?” The mare beside the stallion questioned, sounding both unsure and distressed at their situation.
The noble stallion shook his head. “I am sorry Camellia, I too wish nothing more for us to have just that. But apparently rules and traditions won’t allow us to have such pleasure, even with all of our wealth.” The stallion replied, sounding tired and somewhat defeated.
Camellia still looked and felt awkward and somewhat unsure about what they were about to do, but she had full confidence in her husband to know what to do. It has always worked out well so far. This is why he was able to marry her in the first place, despite not being from a noble lineage herself.
He just nodded again before finally opening the carriage door and stepping out, his hoof clopping on the cobblestone street beneath him, followed by his spouse. Her luxurious scarf and feathers on her hat swayed in the soft afternoon breeze while her husband fixed up his suit a bit before they made their way past the front gate and towards the front entrance.
He abruptly turned around right as they reached the door. “You two can go ahead and dismount the harnesses if you want, this may take a while.” He instructed the two ponies attached to the carriage.
The two gave their thanks before both his wife and him turned their attention back to the beautifully carved oak door. He pulled a string attached to a bell above him with his magic. The chiming of the bell echoed all around them as they waited patiently for somepony to answer.
Thankfully, neither of them had to wait long as the unlocking of the door could be heard from the other side before it promptly opened, revealing an aqua blue unicorn mare with an orange mane.
“Yes? Can I help you?” She asked while openly holding a pack of ice on the right side of her head.
This though immediately took the attention of the two nobles as Camellia couldn’t resist to point it out.
“Why are you holding a pack of ice against your head? If you don’t mind me asking, that is.” She politely asked the mare in front of her, after which her casual look dropped to a frown.
“I fell down the stairs. Guess which body part made first contact with the floor?” She replied, which carried the attended massage towards Camellia.
She just nodded in understanding, which her husband took as a queue to step up.
“Sorry for this unannounced intrusion, miss…”
“Deep Care, or just Care for short.” Deep care introduced herself politely.
The stallion nodded to that. “Well, the pleasure’s all mine, miss Deep Care.” He announced before gesturing toward himself. “My name is Sir Brass Silver Watch.” He introduced himself before gesturing to his spouse. “And this is my lovely spouse Lady Camellia Harmonic.” He finished his introduction before focusing back to Care.” As you might be able to guess, my wife and I have come here for a very specific and simple reason.” He explained which in turn made the blue mare raise an eyebrow.
“Let me guess, you are here to adopt a foal, is that it?” She laid out which made both of the two nobles nod almost in sync.
Deep care silently sighed. “Well seeing as the two of you are obviously nobles I guess I can just skip the whole ‘home exception’ part and just jump right straight to the actual discussion and paper work… which isn’t less of a hassle either.” She explained this time with a much louder sigh than before.
“I know how that feels, even I despise paper work.” Sir Brass admitted before the caretaker stepped off the door to grant the entry.
The two nodded their thanks as they both entered the entrance hall of the orphanage, miss Deep Care closing the door afterwards.
“So, what are you two looking for then, and what exactly are the reasons for the two of you want to adopt a foal if you two could just… well, you know.” Deep care questioned as she made her way over to the reception table, to the left of the hall.
Both Camellia and Brass shared an unsure look with one another afterwards. Brass eventually made up his mind as he moved closer to the mare behind the desk.
He pressed his lip nervously before speaking. “Well, for starters we are particularly looking for a unicorn foal. As for the reason, well…” He trailed off while trying to think for the right words to say, but his wife seemed to have it covered.
“The reason why we are looking to adopt a foal is because… well… I am sterile. Thanks to a serious accident I had when I was a foal.” She lied, which caused the other mare's eyes to widen in surprise.
“Oh… wow… I didn’t know that.” She responded before rubbing the back of her neck. “In that case… I am sorry for even asking in the first place.” She apologized, sounding and looking genuinely sorry for this situation.
Camellia just smiled. “It’s alright, you wouldn’t have been able to know that anyway. I haven’t openly told anypony about that instead just a few friends and my husband over here.” She assured her.
Brass on the other end was genuinely surprised at Camellia’s response to flat out lie at the caretaker like that, but then again, telling her the honest truth as to why they were looking for a unicorn foal specifically would have made things a lot more problematic in the end; something he certainly didn’t want more of given the problems he already has to deal with his own family.
It felt somewhat wrong to deceive the mare like this, but in the end, it seemed to be necessary. Politics do imply a little bit of string pulling after all. Plus it’s too late to back down now, better to just go with his spouse’s backup story and regret everything later when he actually has the time and patience to regret something in the first place.
The mare nods before eventually disappearing under the desk and returning back with a folder with some papers in it.
She opened the folder before looking back at the pair. “What type of age are you looking for? I would recommend the youngest as the foal will have a much easier time to create attachment to the two of you, if you gave him or her the necessary attention and love a healthy foal needs. Would that be ok?” She questioned.
Both Brass and Camellia nodded, which in turn made Deep care look down at the list of foals calling this orphanage their home, primarily at the page that has every unicorn listed in it.
She was sorting through all of the foals in ages between 5 and 7. Normally it would be better and also fairer towards the older foals to be picked first, but it does stay true that younger foals are much easier to mold given their lack of knowledge of the world around them and greater need for attention.
The older ones, especially those past 10, have a certain level of independence already which would make creating attachments a little bit more difficult.
She quickly began to write down the list of names of suitable foals before rolling and grabbing the paper with her magic. She eventually left her desk and addressed the two pairs to follow her.
The two complied as they followed her past the main stairs and into a corridor.
“Can you two please wait and take a seat at the lounge while I go outside and round up the foals I have written down? Shouldn’t take too long… hopefully.” She asked, which again was answered with nothing but nods by the couple.
They entered the lounge and took their seats on the nearby couch to patiently wait for the caretaker to come back with the selected foals for them to choose from.
Camellia sighted. “I can’t believe that we have to resort to this. To think that tribalism is still a thing in modern day Equestria, even if it’s just selective now.” She muttered.
Brass placed a hoof over her shoulder in a reassuring manner while giving her a small smile. “I know that this is difficult but… If this is what it takes to finally give us some peace and quiet then what can we do? Plus we might actually do a good thing by giving a discarded foal a new and better home in the end. I am sure that we can love him or her just as much as we do for our little filly. Plus she may now get a permanent play partner as well.” He counted all of the positive views of their decision, which thankfully helped in easing some of their worries together.
Camellia smiled. “I… I guess you're right with that. Let’s just focus more on the moral positives rather than the negatives.” She admitted, which made Brass’s smile only grow.
The two embraced each other, knowing that even if the entire world was against them, they still had each other and their daughter.
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
Deep Care went out to the large backyard that the orphanage possessed. She knew that most of the foals were out here during this time, spending as much time outside before they have to come back for dinner and eventually to bed afterwards.
She was right, the yard was full of foals of all ages and races, playing and running around the large green surface of the backyard. Pegasi were trying to fly, unicorns were trying to levitate things (both of which she should keep a closer eye on), while the earth ponies were running around or crawling under bushes or climbing trees.
It always brought a smile on her face to see them all just happily interacting with one another and being full of energy. Sure, there where the rougher ones that seem to always get into trouble, but then again kids are kids, just give them a stern talk and they should behave more… for a while at least.
She didn’t waste time in calling out the foals on her list; some were obviously missing, but that only meant that they were somewhere inside. With the foals behind her, she made her way to a different bedroom to find the others. With all of them eventually collected she made her way back towards the lounge where the two nobles were waiting for her. Though one was missing from the group; it was the new one she just picked from the street over a week ago, but she was sure that missing one wouldn’t be an issue at the end.
In her opinion, he was the least likely to be picked; uncooperative, devious…
It truly would be strange for them to choose him.
She instructed the kids to line up and wait outside in the main hall while she went past the stairs and to the lounge to get the couple.
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………...
Both Brass and Camellia perked up as Deep care knocked on the side of the door frame to get their attention.
They ceased their hugging and sat up straight as Deep Care stepped into the room.
“I have the foals rounded and lined up in the entrance hall. Feel free to have a look at all of them if you still want to go through this.” She announced.
Sir Brass nodded. “Of course we do, we have come here to give a foal a much better home and we are going to go through this.” He answered with his new found motivation.
Deep Care smiled. “Well, in that case just follow me.” She instructed.
Both Brass and Camellia got up to follow the mare out of the lounge and back out into the entrance hall beyond it. They found themselves immediately flooded by a wave of over energetic foals the moment the two groups made eye contact with one another.
Brass was forced to use his wife as a meat shield at that point.
Camellia just giggled. “Aww look at all these wonderful little foals.” She commented as a couple of them were jumping up and down right in front of her.
“Is it true? Sre you going to be our new mommy and daddy?” A little white and orange colt asked right in front of Camellia.
She smiled down at the little filly and nods. “Yes, yes we are.” She happily answered.
“What is your name, little one?” She asked the colt who was enjoying a little pat on the head from Camellia.
“Mystic Tune, miss. I love music.” He replied happily which Camellia could only mimic. Already allowing herself to be hypnotized by all those young and happy faces.
“Oh honey, all of these foals are just so adorable. Are you sure you want to only adopt one?” She immediately asked her husband who was still using her as a living barrier.
“Well… yes, we don’t want to over complicate things after all.” He answered after having relaxed somewhat.
He was just surprised, that’s all.
He carefully observed each and every foal presented to him, besides the obvious coloration and gender there really wasn’t much difference in case of their personality and character. Which meant actually deciding who to eventually pick would just be down to just color preferences alone. Which would be stupid and unfair to some extent towards these youngsters.
“Are these really all of them?” Brass suddenly questioned out of the blue.
Both Camellia and Care perked up to that sudden question. Care in particular seemed a bit more surprised as she knew that he wasn’t particularly wrong with that.
“Why are you suddenly asking that, honey? I mean, we practically have so many foals to choose from already!” His spouse questioned while giving some of the foals some gentle head rubs, which they happily accepted.
It didn’t take long for the others to butt in as well, trying to get the same kind of attention.
Brass looked back up.” Simple; for fairness’ sake, really.” He replied before switching his gaze over to the caretaker. “Are you sure that these are ALL of the foals available in the same age range as these? I would like to give ALL of them a fair chance to get a better life and be part of our family. No excuses.” He continued.
Deep care was feeling a bit unsure at first before she eventually sighed. “Well… yes, there is actually one more foal similar to them… but only in age, mind you.” She explained.
Brass raised an eyebrow at that. “What do you mean by that?” He asked, which again caused the mare to sigh.
“Well, it’s… complicated. But instead of just telling you, I guess I should show him to you instead and let you decide.”
Brass nodded to that. With that, Deep Care made her way back outside to seek out the last foal Sir Brass requested.
“You can be quite fair sometimes, you know that?” Camellia commented while looking over her shoulder towards her husband.
Brass simply smiled at that. “Well, I have to keep my reputation, after all. Which is why a lot of my clients trust me to begin with.” He answered.
“Let’s just then get to know each and every foal then.” He thought before doing just that.
Unknown to him, his sense of justice and chance is going to change his and his wife's life forever. For either the better or the worse for his sanity.
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“Hey, you.” Someone said from right under me, which forced me out of my relaxing trance. I looked down only to roll my eyes, knowing fully well who it was.
The three stooges of this place, where one lost their balls in a previous accident many years ago.
Tetra and her two “friends”. One girl, two dudes. Not only that, but they also were 5 years older than me. Well, in body at least.
She is a blue and purpled haired filly with an attitude problem so high that it is a wonder that she isn’t already choking from the vacuum of space. While her two goons, which I wonderfully dubbed as “Diddle Dim and Diddle-your- fur-color-is-puke-green”, since I haven’t bothered to remember their names.
They were onicorns too, which turns them into the three dickateers of legends. These three stick together like some weird form of a threesome too… which just perfectly paints the future these three jokers would be having.
A perfectly justified thought process, simply because these three deserve it for being your generic and very formulaic local bullies of the orphanages.
I already had my fair share of encounters with these three stooges and so far it ended pretty much the same way how it always did.
Just either ignoring them because of my obvious flaw of not being able to verbally confuse them with my slangs or just tell them to fuck off hard core, or just scream and just go completely loco on them the same way I did towards Care the day prior.
Either they back off or Deep Care shows up afterwards to defuse the bomb.
Highly undignified, but hey, I am a kid again, so whatever.
It kind of sucks being this young and this small again, especially without the ability to openly swear like a salty sailor. We all gotta start small whenever firing up a new game. But that still doesn’t mean I am willing to be patient.
CONSOLE COMMANDS BABY! Too bad I don’t have access to those outside of my games... otherwise what little morals I have left would automatically go out the freaking window and onto my neighbor’s garden. Chaos guaranteed and amusement to be had. I would turn my neighbor’s house into a gingerbread one and spawn an army of rats onto his property. Watch and be amuse at the carnage while filming it on a 4k camera that I would have spawned in as well for future generations, especially once the pest control team arrives. Just add one extra rodent for every one they catch.
I am going off track again.
I shook my head and looking back down, only to get a small rock hitting me square on the right cheek, which forced me to flinch back against the trunk of the tree.
Oh yeah, I am also resting on a tree branch. How did I got up here? No idea, and to be honest, I don’t care either. Makes me feel big and tall up here, being above all of these little toddlers. Especially towards those right below me.
I heard a series of giggles and chuckles afterwards while rubbing the sore spot on my cheek.
“Kids these days. Good thing I can’t use my voodoo hacks on you yet” I thought to myself with a bit of a grimace.
“Hey, did you know? Miss Deep Care has called all of you little babies over inside because of some grownups showing up to adopt one of your group, and she did NOT call you. Which isn’t really much of a surprise given how overly weird you are.” She explained while I was till busy looking off into the distance and not giving her any leg room to work from.
Again, kind of sucks to not be able to properly talk. Opening my big ass mouth is one of my main weapons after all. Silver tongue and spouting complete rubbish to confuse my adversaries.
“Yeah, plus he doesn’t even know how to talk yet. I think he is more stupid than weird.” One of the colts beside her announced which caused another series of chuckles.
“Nah, I think he is more loose in the head than anything else. No wonder he doesn’t even have any parents.” Tetra said once more, which just made me frown even more.
“Look who's talking. No wonder, with your attitude..”
To be fair, she wasn’t completely off the ball here. I am aware that my ways and mindset are… brow-rising to most, which obviously reflect in how people's tend to perceive me.
I blame those chaotic fevers dreams I tend to get most of the time.
It’s usually the crazy ones that are the most self-conscious on who they are and what they are doing. No genius in history was ever sane. Not that I am calling myself a genius or anything. I am just...unique in my own way, something that school never accepted.
Speaking of school, I will have to go back to it eventually. Great, I can already feel my brain cells disappearing behind a backroom door already. All those physics and math problems and other stupid shit I will never use, ever, except when I suddenly decide to become a physicist or any other job that requires university levels of mathematics.
Which… no. I am too comfortable of a person for that stuff. I prefer the finer aspect of life like games, music and art, and some history thrown in here and there, and sitting on my ass all day and just not giving a damn. Like right now, just ignoring these three bullies for the sake of not removing myself from my self proclaimed throne of the world which happens to be nothing but a random branch of an oak tree. Imaaaaagination.
That, and I honestly have no idea in how to get down.
A few more rocks and stick where being thrown up my way at this point, all of them luckily not reaching or hitting me. The thick branch below me just being a perfect shield. Harmless but still rather annoying.
“Seriously, you guys are like 10 and you are picking right now on a lone 5 year old for you own kinks? At least bully someone your own belt high. But then again, all wanna be bullies are pretty much the same, no matter what world or dimension you find yourself in.” I thought to myself while crossing my forelegs.

“Alex? Alex, where are you?” I suddenly heard someone call me from a distance, someone I know very well simply because all she ever does is call me.
I shouldn’t have written my name on that piece of paper for her. Now all she does is call me for things I don’t like, except when she is calling for breakfast, lunch and din-din.
“Oh applesauce, it's Miss Deep Care.” One of the colts announced.
“Applesauce? Really? I know a lot of kids back in my world that can produce much saltier swear words than that… actually, all of them.”
 
Tetra just laughed. “Probably just calling him to make sure that he doesn’t do anything stupid or poops on his tail.” She teased.
“Come on, let’s just do something else.” She announced.
Her two goons nod before following her, finally leaving me alone and sadly unable to get rid of the beans I had for lunch.
But then again… I already went prior to this so I have no idea where THAT idea came from. I guess I could have just thrown an acorn at them or something. But still… how the hell can I get down?
That’s when an idea struck me. I picked a random acorn from one of the branches above me with my mouth and dropped it onto my right hoof. I reeled back, took aim and threw the nut as hard as my stubby forearms could at the head of one of the bullies below me.
The effects were immediate, and predictable too as I heard an “ouch” coming from the girl’s muzzle before she turned around and glared up me.
Right about now I would be mentally questioning myself on the probabilities of hitting her in the first place, especially knowing that I am normally a terrible shot. But that thought had to be placed on the backburner for the moment, because now it was show time.
Or more like ass time for what I have in mind. Basically giving them a taste of there own medicine. In physical form no less.
Both her and her two Diglets immediately made their way back under me. All three of them staring up at me with glares, especially Tetra who was still rubbing the back of her head.
“Hey you little snitch, do you think that you can throw a tree nut at me and get away with it?” She shouted which just made me chuckle.
“She doesn’t even know what an acorn is. How cute.”
 
She was picking up a rock with her hoof, her intentions clear and for me my Qu on what I wanted to do.
With a leap of faith similar to the ASScreed games, but far less graceful, I flung myself right above these guys for a very obvious reason. All of their eyes widened in an instant, but it was too late as I landed right on top of both Tetra and her two friends with a loud thud.
A perfect landing to cushion my fall.
Well, somewhat cushion my fall, I don’t know what type of physics this world seems to be operating on but it seems to be mostly similar to the ones my world in enslaved with, i.e. this still didn’t feel as smooth as I was hoping for and still somewhat hurt myself in the process. But still a hell of a lot better than just jumping down with nothing below me.
Just rub the soreness from my back and everything should be fine, something I cannot say to the three now lying flat on the ground under me.
I honestly hope that I didn’t overdo it this time, otherwise this would be….
“Ohhh…..” All three of them moan almost in sync which immediately gave me the answer I needed.
Those three will fine. Children these days are allot more sturdier after all when I was there age 14 years ago.
I mean they are born in an age where lady Gaga and kanye west are ruling over the music industry, and having nothing to listen to besides stuff like these two does tend to toughen a person up. It this case childrens.
With a smile I hopped off of those three and made my way casually over to where I believe I heard Deep shout from. Well, as casually as a kid with a bit of a sore back can at least. I think my back managed to slightly graze Tetra’s horn on my landing. Need to check my back on a mirror if I have the free time. But I am sure that Deeps would be able to notice something on me when I go and see what got her jimmies in a bristle.
If this place even has jimmies to begin with. If they do then they probably have James as well, or John or maybe even Jamaica.
I eventually found her just standing at the back entrance of the orphanage, looking towards the left side of the yard where most of the kids were running about.
She eventually spots me at the halfway mark..
“There you are! Where in Celestia’s name have you been hiding again?” She asked while trotting over to me.
Again, I was inclined to say something, but obviously, couldn’t, so I just decided to point a hoof at the oak tree I was hanging about most of the day.
She just ignored my gesture before ushering me follow her. “Come on, a pair of nobles are looking for a foal your age range for adoption. Hurry up, they wished for all of the foals to be present before they would even make a final decision.” Deep care explained.
This just got me a bit salty to the fact that Tetra was actually right for once. Was she really intentionally forgetting me and just called in all of the kids in my age range except me?
“Real smooth there Deep, real bloody smooth to just dust me under the rug like that.”
I would have loved to mentally criticize her further for her move when her sudden contact by pushing didn’t bring a hold on that first. The lady seems to be in a real hurry with this.
I hate being rushed.
“Come on, hurry, as I said the two guests and the other foals are waiting in the main hall just for you. So please, get a move on.” She urged.
Did I already mention that I hated to be pressured? First she started scheming behind my back and now she is rushing me as well?
Bloody fantastic, lady, just really likable on your part.
I pushed her hoof away from my ass and just walked myself back inside, like how she wanted. Once back inside the orphanage and past the main stairs, I was greeted with a sight similar to what I saw kids do around an ice cream truck that was having a sale... with the two adults being the aforementioned trucks. At least the mare seems to enjoy the overwhelming attention though.
Then it hit me. “Wait...these two are really nobles, judging by their clothes and over-excessive use of bling bling.” I thought to myself as I looked at those two with suspicion.
Obviously, my previous encounters with these money bags were… questionable at best and just flamethrower inducing at worst. Either they were stuck up or asses, or stuck up IN their asses. At least the horns on their skulls are a true visual representation on what they truly were in my books.
Dickheads. Which is Ironic.
So, props for the guy who came up with the idea to make all of them… or at least most of them, unicorns. You nailed the visual aspect perfectly. Have a cookie and maybe some beer.
I am part German after all. Wonder if these guys have pretzels as well?
“Well, here we are, the last foal.” Deep Care announced the moment we were within earshot.
All the attention was quickly shifted to me afterwards, even the kids as some of them just gave me a strange look.
“The silent one?” One of them perked up as I stopped right in front of them.
“He is not silent, he just can’t speak, that’s all.” Another one piped in, this one actually being Mystic Tune himself, one of the foals in this place I actually come to know and like.
Also one of the few who didn’t automatically mark me as weird too. Well, at least the majority are being honest, something most of us lose when we get older.
Heh, that makes me look and feel like a real philosopher. How quaint.
“He is unable to speak? Why would that be?” The stallion questioned curiously as he eyed me. His British accent and overall look immediately perking up my attention.
I love the British accent. It’s really classy in my books, and that laid back and nicely oiled hair and mustache really just screams ‘British gentleman’. Similar to the style’s you would find in the late 19th century.
My love and interest for history showing itself once more. I just really love this kind of stuff.
Deep just shook her head. “I do not know.” She responded before looking down at me. “I was planning to head to the doctors with him the first day, to see what might be the issue regarding his lack of speech, but whenever I tried to do so, Alex over here just disappears faster than I can even grab him with my magic. Which is… frustrating, I have to say.” She added.
“Well that’s because I don’t trust doctors and their pointy needles that they constantly insist on jamming to your butt cheek. Even if they promise you some gummy bears.” I thought as the British stereotype rubbed his chin in thought before a light bulb seemed to go up inside that stud.
Hey, I did a bit of a rhyme there.
“Wait, how would you know his name if you just said that he isn’t able to speak in the first place? Did he have a name card on him when you either found him or he got brought here, or did the pony who sent him here tell you his name?” He questioned.
Seriously, I could listen to that accent all day. I might actually get to do just that if for whatever reason the guy picks me over everybody else.
Just trying to keep it real here.
Deep Care shook her head again. “Well, no… he actually wrote his name down for me crudely on a piece of paper. Which was quite surprising given that most foals don’t even learn how to read and write until they hit six. Which by the way he seems to be true for the former as well as I caught him doing so a couple of times on the more advanced books back in our library.” She explained while rubbing the back of her neck.
This alone seemed to intrigue the tuxedo wearing stallion even more, especially the mare which I didn’t really gave much focus to until now. She too had that stereotypical biscuit look and feel on her. Long blond and curly hair on its tips, earrings and a long scarf.
Well, honestly, besides the hair there really isn’t anything British about her. Unless her accent is similar to…
“So in other words he is quite advanced for a foal his age.” She commented out of the blue which also helped me get the answer that I needed.
“Yup, totally British as well.”
Her voice kind of reminds me of Jane from Tarzan.
Deep Care nods. Man, she does that a lot now, doesn’t she? “Well, yes, in certain ways he does seem to be a lot smarter than he mostly shows.” She answered.
“Mostly shows?” The stud questioned this time.
“Well… he does act like a child most of the time. Like the part I just mentioned about me wanting to send him to a doctor.” Deep went on which again caused the stallion to rub his chin while looking at me with interest.
Don’t tell me…
“Anything else that is… unique about him?” He question.
Care began to think about it for a few moments before she looked up at the stud.
Another rhyme. I should just start writing poetry if this keeps up.
“Well…” Care began. “He is also unusually quiet and distant sometimes too, not really interacting much with the other foals like you would expect for somepony his age.” She answered.
She obviously didn’t see the few times where I did join a little band of munchkins in their little game of seek and go hide, or building a sandcastle that actually resembled proper “sandcastles” instead of either just mounds of sand or bucket shaped towers with cuddly representations of walls in between. But yet again, unable to openly voice up my side of the story, simply because I don’t have a voice.
I mean I do, but, all I can get out are either screams or utter gibberish, with some hmm’s and ahh’s mixed in-between. Though I am feeling that my vocals are slowly starting to untangle themselves the more I try. Could really be just be a lack of muscle memory on my part since this body of mine is still rather new and more or less foreign to my own senses. My mind knows how to speak but my body does not. That is, at least, my hypothesis.
This time it was the British mare who perked up. “Oh, how sad, maybe the poor colt suffered from some kind of trauma which makes him behave this way?” She suggested.
Deep just looked thoughtful. “Could be. I mean I found him all alone in the middle of the streets before bringing him here into the orphanage myself. It could be that he had experienced something that made him the way he is today. Foals are very fragile when it comes to that.” She hypothesized which just made me smile inwardly.
I love it when people try to understand me but ultimately can’t. Just so entertaining and interesting to listen to, just like that one psychiatrist in my local hospital. Even more so now as a kid. The prospect of them trying to figure me out is just ridiculous. I mean, I am just a 5 year old in their eyes, after all. What kind of a story and character can you get out from a 5 year old? In that state most kids are pretty much the same anyway.
Or at least from my own observations. I do have, or had, a lot of cousins after all. My family was quite expansive, certainly spanning continents in that regard.
Wonder if my new one will be the same if they somehow take me instead of all of these other, more likely, kids. You can’t really pick wrong from them.
The mare looked especially concerned after hearing that, while some of the foals, including Mystic, looked rather surprised instead.
They obviously don’t know my origin, but then again they don’t need to know.
It’s already good enough for them to think that I am weird. Any more perks and I might receive some issues.
Anyway, at that point I was kind of sick and tired of just standing around in one place, so I simply and casually sat down to ease all four of my legs. Even though they don’t really have that much to keep off the ground anyway.
It was at that point where mister fister suddenly invaded my personal space and once again re-activated my “stranger danger” siren inside my skull. I should really start to consider tweaking the settings a bit on that thing, so that I don’t run the risk of getting a headache because of it.
Anyway, he circled me a bit before stopping once more right in front of me while rubbing his chin in thought. I just kept my eye on him, raising a curious eyebrow at this walking credit card while, to my slight surprise, he did so too.
The guy was evaluating me, or at least that’s what I understood.
“So honey, which one are we going to pick? They are all absolutely wonderful in my book.” The mare announced with a smile.
I dozens of me, me’s ranged out afterwards from all of the foals. All obviously eager to find themselves new parents for them to love. But all of that just went over my head as I was still focused on the stallion that was also rather focused on me for some reason.
Again, I can tell that the guy was studying me and most likely also evaluating everything he has heard from my care take so far.
He eventually bends down, looking at me more closely while I did the same. The guy actually had a bit of cologne on him.
“Do you know your parents?” He casually questioned me. An odd question to say the least.
I just nod while keeping my gaze on him.
He hummed. “But they are not here aren’t they?” He questioned again.
I nod again as well.
“And there is no way for you to return to them yes? You were forced into the situation you are in now?” He asked further which again I answered with just a nod.
I wasn’t really ‘forced’ into this, but at the same time it is kind of true as well. Kind of was my fault too for not paying enough attention as to what I stick my spoon in. But I will obviously never admit that just so I can say “it was all my cousins’ fault”.
He was in charge of the rat poison after all. He bought it.
He just nods to that, a momentary glint in his blue eyes before rising back up.
“Well, that was weird.” But not as weird as to what was to come.
“Well I think I found the foal I wish to adopt.” He announced which immediately got everyone’s attention, even the foals’.
“Really, honey? Which one?” The mare asked curiously.
The stallion just smiled. “Him.” He answered while pointy gently at me.
“Well, this is certainly a surprise.”
 
Even more surprising for Deep Care, if her wide eyes where any indications.
“Are you sure? I mean, besides his alleged ability to read, he is rather odd for a foal and at certain times even quite a hoof-full.” She pressed.
The stallion just turned his smile to her. “Yes I am sure. He is quite unique, I can tell already by just looking at him. Plus…” He paused for a bit. “There is also something… relatable about him that I cannot personally ignore, enticing me more to pick him over everypony else.” He explained.
Deep Care was, of course, confused at this somewhat, same with me as I didn’t fully catch on to that last part. I was too busy looking at the reactions of the other foals.
Some of course looked distraught, but other obviously seemed happy for me, especially Mystic Tune, the good kid.
The mare on the other hand seemed… knowing… but then again she IS his wife after all. Depending in how many years these two were married there would be no mare more knowing of his history and character than her.
“Maybe even knowing him TOO well?”
“But why the weird one?” One of the kids whine.
“Simple.” Brass smiled. “I was once weird too when I was young.” He answered before looking back to his wife. “What do you think, honey? Is my decision ok with you?” He asked.
The mare smiled. “A surprising decision I am sure. but I can tell that something about him specifically speaks to you. Though if you would ask me I would just be taking all of this foals with me if I could.” She responded which in turn made the stallion chuckle.
He eventually turned back to me and lowered his head. “What about you? Are you ok with the idea of us taking you with us as your new family?” He asked me.
I just shrugged. Feeling rather indifferent about all of this than anything else. He just chuckled before raising his head and looking back at Mistress Deep care. His smile dropping somewhat.
“Well, let’s just get this over with then.” He sighed.
Care nodded. “Of course, but first, let me lead these foals back up into their rooms, seeing that is steadily getting late.” She said which was accompanied by allot of “Aww's” from all the kids.
As more and more kids passed by me to follow Care back up to the second floor, I was suddenly tapped on my shoulder.
I was none other than Tune himself.
“Congratulations on your chance of getting a new home. I guess… this means you will be taking you magical white board thing with you, won’t you?” He said.
Of course the first focus running through his brain is of course my tablet with all of those tunes stored inside. But again, can’t really fault him for that as he IS just a kid and an incredibly young one at that. It’s just nice knowing that he took to time to still talk to me afterwards.
Quite the role model this one.
I just smiled and gave him a nod which he accepted as an answer. He was about to say something again when a certain caretaker had other ideas.
“Mystic Tune, I said that it is bedtime so please stick with the group and get to your room.” Care called out which left this one sided conversation rather short.
Tune said his final goodbye before running off to catch up with the others leaving me and my new “parents” all alone in the hall.
Well, this is certainly something new to get used to. Then it hit me.
“Wait… did I just go from poor to fucking rich in an instant?” I thought to myself with wide eyes.
I grinned. “Like this outcome already. Where the fuck have you two been this entire time?”
I am going to be drowning in biscuits in the foreseeable future. Hopefully these guys actually have some cheese and coffee on their weekly shopping list in whatever overpriced store they get their grub in, otherwise I will still be going into a tantrum none the less… before I “borrow” my new dads credit card of course.
Do they even have plastic here?
“Oh yeah I almost forgot to introduce ourselves to you.” My new dad suddenly announced which automatically got my attention as I looked up at his smiling visage. His wife or “mom” moving next to him, also smiling down at me.
These horses really love to smile, don’t they?
“Your name is Alex, right?” He questioned first, which I confirmed with a nod.
“Well then, it’s nice to meet you, Alex.” He gestured to himself. “My name is Sir Brass Silver Watch.” He introduced himself before gesturing over to his wife.” And this here is my spouse, Lady Camellia Harmonica.” She did a little bow at the end of that before hunching down in front of me.
“We will be your new mom and dad from this day forth and we will promise to give you the same love and attention as our daughter back home.” She whispered to me, which was an interesting revelation I have to say.
“So wait…they already have a child?” I wondered to myself.
This, of course, was immediately rather suspicions on my end. Why adopt me if they already have a child of their own? There is certainly more to this besides getting a child I, just know it. But, in the end, who cares? As long as I get my cheese and coffee once I am there, not to mention not having to deal with so many kids anymore.
Again, nothing against them, I just don’t have to attention span to actively deal with all of them. Especially with the likes of Tetra. Getting rid of her is also a nice bonus, and getting automatically rich at the same time. Can’t forget about becoming rich. It is very important and essential in forgetting my previous mentioned suspicions.
Just imagine all the cheese I can get now. I would be salivating right now if it isn’t for the fact that I suddenly got a face full of a… face. Lady Camellia’s face in fact.
Yeah I can’t openly call them mom and dad knowing that my real mom and dad are still out there. I think… if you don’t add time dilation into the whole “new dimension” thing.
Let’s not even bother, my mind is already chaotic enough as it is.
Anyway, I think this move is dubbed as a nuzzle? I don’t know and really don’t care either as this was more awkward for me than it had a right to be. Maybe it’s because I am still human inside. Which is good because I hate using my roots of origin, regardless if I am in a new world with a new body or not.
I come from a race that invented the atom bomb to blow up its own stuff. Fear my nuclear fusion and sense of self destruction. Masochism never has been so… explosive.
“Well, now that all of the youngsters are in their rooms, let’s do the paperwork.” The voice of Deep sounded from behind, which thankfully stopped the face grinding.
“Yes of course. Let’s go sign a dozen or so papers about child safety and insurance.” Brass sighed as he followed Deep to the front desk.
Does my insurance cover a lack of dairy products? Because I would seriously love some now to process this.
Like the fact that they already have a kid and that all of this smell rather suspicious in my end.
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“Alright, we are ready to depart. Take us back to the estate.” Brass called out from his carriage window after we got seated.
There was no audible reply as the carriage just started to move afterwards. Here is a funny brain twister for you; apparently, ponies pull ponies in this world. Well, not really that strange to be honest, considering the fact that in certain places in Asia humans are pulling other humans as well, as a form of public transport. But still, the concept of these colorful horses pulling other horses through the streets is still a bit of a brow raiser given the fact that their species is used as beasts of burden back in my world.
I wonder… do they use work animals here, or do they have just themselves?
Either way, I was sitting on the left side of the carriage, directly opposite from Brass, and right next to Camellia who was sitting in the middle.
Thankfully, the carriage windows were low enough for me to peek over if I cranked my neck high enough from my torso, and even completely over them if I stand up and lean my head against it.
Why thankfully? Well, that’s because I have this “wanna sit next to the window” sentimentality ever since I was a kid… The first time.
“Well, this isn’t going to get confusing in the near future at all… which is brilliant… no, really.”
I also took my stuff with me. What, did you really think that I was going to leave both my mug and tab behind for a chance of lots and lots of round things? Well if you ever thought that then you were practically right… Maybe.
I mean, I could have maybe left my tablet with Mystic Tune if we all were in a serious hurry but my mug goes where I go. That derp face and slogan below it is just too rare to ever come across again… especially now. Plus it IS my personal coffee mug, and I had some really good and relaxing moments with that ceramic piece of art.
Cappuccino never tasted better in my entire life as the moment I first drank from it. It’s all about the memes. The moment I saw the image and slogan on it I knew it was perfect for me.
It was literally speaking to me. “Buy me, and the derp will always be with you. Always.” How could you say no to that?
Anyway, it’s now a road trip to my new, oversized home in which I will be certainly getting lost for a very long time.
I would normally take this time to stick my earbuds into my… well, ears, and listen to some tunes while the world in front of me passed by. Except I can’t because my new “mom” was so clever in placing them both in a compartment just above the rear seats where I can’t reach them.
I could have protested but before I knew it, it was already too late. Ehh… whatever, I guess I can just imagine the songs in my head and stare out the window. That’s what I would have done if miss flower name or some kind of harmony didn’t poke me in my furry side.
“Please, sit down, Alex. It's safer and I don’t want you to hurt yourself before you can even see your new home.” She pleaded.
I just rolled my eyes. “Why, am I going to fall off my seat and hit my head on the carriage floor? Please, I suffered way more physical abuse than this, like the time where my cousin and I went into that Vietnamese massage shop and….” A bump in the road halted my thoughts as I got launched from my seat and slammed head first onto carriage floor.
Who knew that you could test fate via your thoughts as well? Also, fuck the one responsible for road maintenance in this city. He obviously does a really shitty job and his neglect is a danger to all children, myself now included.
Also, that hurt. Like, a lot. I guess Camy had some leverage on her statement.
I could hear both of them gasp after I hit the floor. I didn’t even have time to moan in pain with added drama when I suddenly found myself losing my sense of gravity and ground contact. Most likely her using her glow stick on me to lift me back up.
“Oh dear heavens, are you okay? See? I told you to sit down so something like this wouldn’t happen.” She half panicked and half chided as she sat me on her lap and began to inspect my head.
At this point I was too busy trying to get my perception back under control after that sudden telekinesis she pulled on me. Not to mention the raging headache I have in the forefront of my head.
Fine, I will stay seated now.
Apparently, and thankfully, there wasn’t anything wrong with it, at least visually, as she eventually sat me back down next to her, but not without giving me more reasons to not do this again by lecturing me further.
“See, this is precisely why I want you to stay seated. The roads can be bumpy sometimes, even here in the capital. You’re lucky that you didn’t hit yourself too hard.” She continued.
“Yes, yes, I know. Sit down and don’t frown, I get it. Jeez, not even a whole first day and she already reminds me of my real mother. Brilliant.” I thought while rubbing the sore spot.
Thankfully, the rest of the trip was pretty uneventful. We passed by a lot of streets and ponies before eventually reaching an area of the city which I guess can be considered the place where most of the city's budget resides.
No wonder those bumps exist in the first place.
The street we are travelling up to is, according to the sign I read earlier, named Greenwood Boulevard, quite fitting given that this street is filled with over-decorated mansions and gardens the size of most of the homes and businesses we passed earlier.
So much for a waste of space. I mean, I am all in for a nice spacious garden, but why would you need that much greenery around your home if you just spend most of your day jerking off at the size of your own wallet or drowning yourself in all kinds of exotic food more expensive than your average house?
The only one who would even bother in the first place is the gardener. The owners would either be too lazy to leave their oversized homes or be outside of said oversized homes to make everyone not able to afford an oversized home feel bad about themselves.
Basically 98% of the population. Which is difficult because how is anyone from those 98% going to scout out enough money for such a specific item when those measly 2% are hoarding in all of the available money in this sugar invested country?
Capitalism at its finest, even here.
I know so because I have seen and experienced it myself. How can someone with that much moolah be so stingy? Even towards a fucking child?
I take it back, I take everything I ever threw at dear old Mc Scrooge. At least that duck has a heart… and balls, like, really big balls. Better borrow some of his balls for the foreseeable future if my predictions on how life as a renaissance-type noble are accurate.
Money does tend to speak louder than words… and basic morals too. If I have learned anything from all those action movies and horror wannabes, it’s that you should always expect the absolute worst in any situation. That way you won’t be surprised or disappointed when it does happen.
Anyway, it really didn’t take too long after crossing into lazy town from simple town to finally reach the very estate that I am going to be calling my home for the foreseeable future, and I have to say my new parents seem to be just as guilty in hoarding most of the national treasury as everyone else that lives on this street. Only difference was that the front didn’t feature any British style garden, Romanesque greenery or something Hellenic, but I am sure that there is at least one around the large bungalow if am given the freedom to explore it later.
Either way, the gate itself was nothing special. Just your typical iron gate you easily associated with every other mansion or estate you see in many different depictions. The only thing that was… kind of different was that the gate is actually a part of the main building itself. A perfect reason why my new home doesn’t feature a front yard like all the others. I bet the whole thing circles around some kind of courtyard, which was quickly proven when the carriage stopped right in front the main gate. I could only barely peek through the bars from my position, much to my new mom’s dismay of not staying seated.
Woman, let me explore, okay? I AM a kid again after all, and kids are naturally very curious… even if I have never lost that aspect.
I meant the kid part by the way.
“Open the gates! Sir Brass of the Silver Watch and Lady Camellia Harmonica have returned.” I heard someone shout from outside, most likely one of the pones doing the pulley.
I could barely see another pony trotting up from behind the closed bars before stopping just in front of it. He seemed rather well dressed, to be honest. Is he maybe the butler?
“Sir Brass, what exactly brings you to this fine establishment? Do you and your mistress possess an invitation?” The stallion asked in a much defined UK accent.
“Yup, certainly the butler… I think.”
My new dad poked his head out from the carriage window with a smile. “You know exactly why we are here, old friend. Don’t tell me that you have already forgotten that we live here?” Brass responded in amusement, which I guess was reflected by the stallion if his own expression was to be believed.
“Of course I haven’t, sir, just wanted to make sure that no nasty doppelganger would come by and impersonate you and Miss Camellia. Like in those novels you seem to like reading recently.” He called back with a gentle smile on his brown muzzle.
Brass just chuckled at that. “Well, just tell the guards to open the gate now. Both me and Camellia had a long day behind us and we wish to just relax for the rest of it.” He called out with a small sigh at the end.
The butler nodded before talking to an off-screen individual past the gate. There was a silent clank and rustle to be heard before the gate finally opened. The carriage immediately began to move again, giving us access into the interior of the property as the gates behind us could be heard closing.
“Well, here we are, home sweet home I guess.” And what a home. Just image the entire thing had a kind of a rectangular layout with the middle being dominated by a rather large courtyard, with nicely trimmed bushes and other greenery on its side and a large water fountain in the center.
The fountain itself was rather interesting though as it depicted a pony version of lady luck pouring water down into a basin, which then splits it into five different streams running down the rocks before finally landing on the large pool surrounding it. A pool large enough to bathe in during hot summers.
I mean, I am sure that such actions aren’t allowed in such a piece of art made from marble, but that won’t stop me from actually trying… many times. Because indoor pools suck. Not sure if this place even has one but at the same time I don’t care for a very good reason.
Everybody can smell it when you’re letting something loose while being in the pool.
It’s all about secrecy after all. Plus, most people are too lazy to climb out of the water just so they can answers nature's call before going back in anyway.
That’s what chlorine was invented for.
Actually, I think it helps with the smell as well… haven’t been in any public bath for a very long time. Specifically for that reason.
“Well, here we are. Finally. I desperately need some tea.” Mister Brass sighed as the unsuspended carriage finally halted in front of the main entrance.
Why unsuspended? Because this ride was the rattiest ride I ever rode in. Either blame the roads or the wooden box on skinny wheels itself. If I get old enough… again, or finally get a hang in voicing out my un-understandable philosophies to my inmates then I shall introduce the concept of wheel suspension towards these wooden washing machines.
Because I am a spoiled man, who got spoiled by the wonders of modern automobiles. Perhaps even inventing the concept of… FOUR horse power carriages instead of just two. It will be like… this world equivalent of a Porsche. My own ‘oversized home to make people feel bad about not having it as well’, here I come… maybe, if I am not too lazy or just forget about it.
Brass was, of course, the first to disembark, followed by Camellia and then me, with me being levitated onto her back.
I tapped her on the head and let her silently know that my stuff, the only two items I have from my old world, were still in that stupid unreachable compartment inside the carriage.
She just smiled before telling that a maid can get them and bring them over to my new room after it has been prepared.
I do have to say, from all the ponies I have met so far, both Brass and Camellia have been the most morally focused and levelheaded individuals so far. AND they are freaking nobles. The bane of many nations and the cause of many assassinations and revolutions. Not to mention being complete asses to everyone else who isn’t like them.
Wealth does turn you depraved, especially when you had it all since birth, which I believe most of them did. Geboren mit dem goldenen Löffel und so weiter. Something that can NEVER happen to me… because I am already depraved enough as is. My cousins don’t call me a couch potato for nothing.
No, that doesn’t mean that I was fat and all. I was actually pretty normal physically. No major fatness besides a tiny belly. No health problems or eating disorders either.
Some might say that I am BS-ing them, but really, medical wonders and oddity do exist so… yay for me. I can be lazy and not reek from the negativity of it… besides getting too comfortable with it.
But hey, that didn’t stop me from freeloading off of my cousins and drinking all of their coffee.
I am mentally rambling again, aren’t I? Ah yes, familiar territory, how much I love you. My mind is sometimes just so much more interesting to explore than the outside world.
I think things are finally returning to normal for me. Speaking of normal…
“Actually… where are we?” I clearly lost track of what happened. While I was having my internal monologues to some imaginary audience, Brass, Camellia and me on her back must have moved past the double door entrance and into the greeting hall, which, by the way, was just as disgustingly expensive smelling as everything else. Why wouldn’t it be?
“Well, this is it, Alex. Your new home. Quite an upgrade from your previous life, don’t you think?” Camellia announced, which just made me look around a bit with mild interest.
Why mild? Well, what the hell am I going to be doing with all of this anyway? It’s not mine, plus some of these might be worth more than my very life.
“Upgrade? More like opening up a console window and typing in all of the instant level ups, skill level ups and spawn all best items you can think of in an instant.” I thought to myself, a certain ponified “The Scream” taking my immediate attention.
Looks good, but seriously did I land in some alternative mirror universe instead of a brand new one? The cheesiness levels are so high they are seriously making me hungry ever since it started. Where is my Gouda? The cheese the orphanage had SUCKED. I need real French, Swiss or Nederland goodness, not that cheap copycat American garbage.
At this point the whole amazement of this place’s baroque style interior (only in white) was really going over my radar in favor of finally getting myself something to eat. Because apparently I left the orphanage before I even had the chance to get some dinner, so that obviously sucks. This might also be my chance to finally get some good cheese in this new land, which I am sure or at least hopeful they have in stock here.
I mean, if they have the terrible American crap here then they most likely have something similar to the aforementioned European specialties as well.
Hmmmm… Gouda, Emmental *doing the Homer Simpson impression*.
“Uh… are you… are you okay, Alex?” Camy suddenly asked which snapped me out of my daydreaming trance.
Everybody was apparently staring at me, including the maid carrying my stuff on a plate on her back.
Was I publicly drooling again?
I shook my head before my stomach suddenly decided to do the talking for me.
“Well… that is one way to announce it. Another beautiful example that this world seems to function with cartoon physics from time to time. Which I honestly love and will exploit to the ALMOST best of my abilities, if I remember to do so that is.” I thought to myself while Camellia just giggled.
“Well, it is almost past dinner time anyway. Good thing your tummy reminded us of it otherwise it would have been us receiving the embarassing situation later on.” She teased while playfully poking my belly.
I just shoved her hoof away. I honestly have no idea why she was talking about being embarrassed. My body did a perfect job in announcing my needs without even having to bother with words. Which I still can’t understand, mind you.
“Olivia, could you please go and tell the cook to start preparing dinner after bringing Alex’s items to his room?” Camellia asked, turning to said maid.
The now known Olivia nodded. “Yes, of course, Miss Camellia, no problem.” She responded before trotting off to do just that.
“Olivia, quite fitting for her olive green coat.”
I was obviously still a bit antsy about letting her off alone with my stuff, but I guess I can trust her with them for now given that she is employed under my new equine parents.
RICH equine parents. Let’s not forget about that.
“Well, if you excuse me Camellia, I will also head to the kitchen myself if you need me for something. Gotta get myself some well needed tea after this rather exhausting day.” Brass announced next to her.
Camellia just nodded. “Of course, honey. Could you go tell Octavia afterwards that dinner will be ready soon? She is most likely in her room at this hour.” She requested which in turn made Brass nod before trotting off in the same direction where the maid went; the left wing, to be precise.
With nothing else to do, Camellia and I left the greeting hall to the opposite direction. Why? I have absolutely no idea, but I am sure that she is going to inform me. Right about...
“I think a little bath would be a nice way to fully make you a part of our family here, Alex. Plus you do have a bit of a smell sticking on your coat and I would love for you to look clean and serene when eventually meeting with your new sister… or just a friend depending on how you view her, but I am sure the you two will get along well. She even is the same age as you.” She answered, which was certainly more than I wanted to know.
Then again, knowledge is power, after all.
That still left one question unanswered though.
“What the heck was the point in adopting me when these two already have humped a daughter into existence? If they wanted another then just go get drunk in a local pub.” I thought while staring at the back of the mare’s head.
I would love to ask but I obviously can’t, plus I don’t want to risk my new rich child perk so quickly for something that could easily be just a move of laziness on their part. I mean, making babies is a lot of work after all, especially for the lady.
Plus I am absolutely positive that the answer will fall onto my lap regardless. Just make sure to keep raiding their kitchens and check my bed and closets for boogeymen.
Don’t ask me how, but I do smell something shitty here, like literally. I think we just passing an occupied toilet right next to another door we stopped at.
“I told Hector to not have those expired beans for breakfast this morning.” Camellia sighed before opening the door revealing… more expensive shit in overflow. The bathtub alone was already as big as your average home bathroom.
“Now let’s just get you clean up a bit, shall we? I promise that this is going to be fun. Octavia herself just loves playing during baths.” She explained as she gently sat me down on the pony equivalent of a toilet. Which, by the way, is similar to a human toilet, only much lower to the floor.
I just sat on of the toilet lid patiently and watched her fumble around with the bathtub faucets with her glow stick. Soon both hot and cold water began to pour, filling the tub slowly with warm water and even creating a bit of steam in the process.
I do have to say, despite the large dimension if this golden goose shittery, it had still a distinctly cozy feeling to it, even more so now that the entire space was being covered in a soft layer of warm vapor.
The other reason why might be because of the subtle lightning and the overabundance of fluffy rugs covering most of the flooring.
And this is just perhaps the guest bathroom.
“Alright, done.” Camellia announced which stopped my thoughts.
I perked up and saw that the jacuzzi-sized bath was full. Well, full for my size.
“Alright, it's bath time.” She announced again with a smile.
To be honest, I have nothing against the idea of someone giving me a bath. At least it's way better than having someone try and cut your hair with a pair of magically suspended scissors.
I jumped off the lid and made my way over to the jacuzzi-sized tub and jumped right in. It’s rather practical that the bath was neatly low towards the floor, otherwise literally jumping in would have been impossible for my size.
There was an audible splash and a bit of a yelp. I do have to say that this felt really, really nice. I mean, the orphanage had baths too but never with that much space or bubbles.
No idea when she added those into the water, but then again I was momentarily distracted.
I heard Camellia sigh as I saw a towel being levitated towards her. A sign of success for my handy work.
“Well, besides getting me wet while still stressed, let’s just focus on getting you clean quickly before dinner. Both Brass and Octy aren’t the most patient individuals when it comes to food, let me tell you.” She explained before levitating over a sponge and big bar of soap. The only two normal items so far. Good job you two.
“Alright, just hold still and relax. I will be doing most of the work for you. This won’t take long.” She said before the scrubbing commenced.
I only have one rule with this.
“You can clean everything else but my crotch. I shall do that myself, thank you very much.”
 
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
“Cheese, cheese, CHEESE! OH GLORIOUS HEAVEN ABOVE LOOK AT ALL THIS CHEESE!” My mind screamed as my eyes sparkled at the second most beautiful sight I have ever seen.
Why only second? Well, the first one involves high school and a little accident where I misjudged the male changing room for the female one. Who knew that jugs can get that big at the age of 15? Some real Japanese hentai shit that was.
Anyway, enough thinking because it’s time for eating.
“Ah, ah, ah, Alex! I know you’re hungry, but in this household you got to learn that dinner only officially starts when every member of family and staff are present. So please, be a little bit more patent while both Olivia and Octavia make their way here.” Camellia lightly chided, right before I was about to literally jump onto the table and dive into the golden horde in front of me.
Well, I guess it was also a good thing that she used her voodoo to keep me seated because her chiding would certainly have been much worse. But still, damn you, woman, stop being such a cock block and let me get some damn cheese! Finally getting a chance of choking myself into delusions with some good ass gold and here you are preventing me from doing that. Right here. Right in front all of this CHEESE. Right here in front of me.
“I want some darn cheese, dammit.” I thought while crossing my forelegs and pouting.
The reason why we haven’t, or more precisely, why I can’t jump in and get some of that golden tease is because of both their daughter and maid were still missing in action.
Everybody else is already here. Brass, Camellia, some random cook and Hector which turned out to be the butler’s name which, by the way, is the most badass name so far.
Freaking Hector, all that is missing is for another stud to be named Achilles and this world would have automatically redeemed itself for me. Don’t care if this place still reminds me a lot of Care Bears or not.
Let’s turn everything into the Iliad, shall we? Just hope that they won’t change Troy into something stupid like Trot. Then I would be mad.
Mad as in mental, not emotional. Or maybe both. Which is worse. For everyone.
Either way, I am just trying to preoccupy myself with other thoughts while waiting for the final two stars of this concert to finally step up from behind the curtains. Not to mention that I could smell the hard stench of cheese from here which was just making this whole ordeal that much worse.
“What the fuck is them taking so long? Are they masturbating or something?” I wondered, feeling more and more annoyed about this by the second.
The smell was literally taunting me at this point. My fantasies even conjuring an image of a hazy middle finger and an impish laugh.
Yes, I know that this particular line of thinking is seriously uncalled for given that one of them is just like me in terms of physical age and size. But this is MY mind and as long as I don’t say it out loud it should be good, plus I just want to get some freaking cheese in me damn it. At some point even Camellia’s abilities of the force won’t stop me from devouring my enemies. I can already feel my pain and passion fueling the dark side inside of me in the form. Where is my lightsaber?
It was at that point where two figures suddenly poked out from around the corner of my vision. Camellia next to me smiled as a small filly with the most depressing color scheme entered the dining room.
Thoughm personally, that was not the main focus.
“Fucking finally. Can I have my cheese now?” Was my only mental response as she sat down silently right next to her father and completely opposite from me. Not that I could see her well of course, thanks to the giant eye sore in between us.
The lonely mountain of Erebor, only without the mountain.
“Well hello there, sweetie. How was your day?” Camellia asked with a smile, which went over the filly’s mind, much to Camellia’s dismay.
Emo much? And still just 5. Just imagine how she would be when she is hitting her puberty.
This forced her father to poke her side in order to get the little filly’s attention, which thankfully did the trick.
She raised her head. “Oh… uhm, it was fun, I guess… I just spend most of my time with mister Hubsie playing in my room with all of his other friends.” She answered in her innocent but still very British sounding voice.
That alone makes me like her in an instant, despite her making me wait so gosh darn long. Plus it makes her look that much more adorable as well, despite her missing horn.
“Wait… she has no horn?”
 
Camellia smiled. “Well, it is at least nice to know that you were having fun, sweetie. But for now, let’s just eat.” She finally announced the exact sentence I was waiting for this entire time.
I sighed loudly. “Fucking finally. I would have gone MAD if this took any longer. Finally… give me all the Gouda and Emmental this place has in store so that I can…”
“Oh, and sweetie, say hello to somepony new.” Camellia announced before poking me in the side and interrupting my mojo.
“AWW COME ON.”
“You as well, Alex, how about saying hello to your new sister?” She said with a smile, which in turn just made me frown. Inwardly, of course, don’t want to risk the risk of risking my chance of finally getting something that isn’t grass and flower related.
Seriously, I forgot to mention the fact that I was living off a lot of hay and daisies ever since I got here. I mean… they weren’t bad and all, but still kind of thought provoking when you consider that previously, eating shit like this would have easily made me sick and gave me a one way ticket to the toilet…
“Oh shit, I just remembered I forgot to turn the faucet off back at home. Geez, that incoming water bill. I guess a good reason why I am here and not over there. Sucks to be my cousins at this point. One of them even got recently fired as far as I can remember before coming here.”
I shook my head before looking up at the gray and black haired filly opposite of me. Not really surprising at all that she was staring back at me. Curiosity clear on her features. Though what I found kind of insulting in the end was that she soon looked away and started grabbing for some food that I couldn’t see because of the large wheel of cheese in front of me.
I pouted. “Lady, I know that most ladies just bothered to give me a passing glance in my previous life but at this situation it is just downright rude.”
I just huffed before just doing the same thing as she and reached for the cheese… only to realize that it is uncut and that I don’t have a knife or hands to grab it.
My eyes went wide in horror. “NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO! FROM ANNOYING TO RUDE, TO DOWNRIGHT NIGHTMARISH!”
 
SO NAH UND DOCH NOCH SO WEIT ENTFERNT.
“Gaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!” I shouted out in utter frustration, which caused everybody to almost to fall of their seats.
I was not a happy camper at this point. Fuck all of their money and just give me some cheese. It’s the only gold I ever wanted.
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
“Well, this is it. Your room, Alex. Quite exciting, don’t you think?” Camellia happily presented, which went over my head as some small traces of my previous euphoria were still running through my system.
The euphoria of having finally eaten some damn good cheese after all this time, and I have to say… THAT WAS SOME OF THE BEST CHEESE I HAVE EVER EATEN IN MY LIFE. Who knew that rich people can afford more than just overpriced wine and golden cocaine? You know what, forget everything I said earlier about nobles, if they can get their hands on such good dairy products then I guess it’s money well spent in the end.
Plus, you would be supporting those cheese makers to make even more of their really good gold. Absolutely brilliant I would say, not to mention the jaw drops I produced when I almost managed to finish off an entire wheel all by myself.
Well… I would have loved to devour the entire thing but mister Brass gas had to ruin my plans of a world record by yanking the almost finished wheel away from me, saying things like “eating that much in one go for a foal is NOT healthy” kind of bullshit.
The outcry in both protest and despair were real at that moment. I could have sworn that someone was laughing at my pathetic display of a tantrum, but honestly, I had completely different problems back then to really give a care about that. That, and my sudden urge to go somewhere quickly as the cheese apparently was really rushing through my foal like system.
At least I kept my good feels from that trip to the rainbows, so in the end all was still well in my books… almost.
A tap on my big head forced me back to the outside world. “Uh, Alex, are you paying attention, or are you still in need to head back to the bathroom? Told you already halfway that you should stop eating so much, but you kept going regardless.” She half asked and half chided, which again went over my head a bit as I looked into the room in front of me. MY room.
I was both impressed, intrigued and somewhat scared at the same time.
“THIS is my room?” I thought while darting my eyes around. “This bloody room is twice the size of my living room. Granted, my living room wasn’t that spacious compared to others, but still. THIS BIG SPACE is my ROOM?” I finished my thought as I took my first steps into this new waste of space for a foal.
Like, really, isn’t this a little bit too big for a kid my age and belt size? I mean, think about the boogeymen and all that wonderful space of shadows he can hide in. Not to mention under my new bed too, which again was certainly a tad bigger than I wanted it to be.
Just image all the ebony and ivory you can hide under there.
Huh… that’s what she sa-not really the time for that joke. I have an oversized room problem to deal with. That, and potentially having to go grab a knife from the kitchen in order to defend myself for that pedophile son of a bitch. Not that I have met him at any point of my previous life but that still doesn’t mean I shall let my guard down just because of it.
Especially now, in a world that might even stair him, voodoo hoodoo, mythological creatures and that shit. Either way, having to sleep in a much more open space than I normally would feel comfortable with would certainly be something I need to get used to. That, or just pull over the bed curtains that I just noticed.
That way I can make my space a lot smaller during the night and become less paranoid.
I heard Camellia sigh from behind me as I stepped further into the room to explore all of its new wonders.
“This might be something we have to fix at a later date; you not paying attention.” I heard her mutter while moving towards the first cupboard my eyes lay on.
“Where the heck did that maid dump my stuff at.”
“Oh and by the way, if you are listening, Olivia, as she was told, placed both your cup and… the white flat thing on top of your bed. Just saying.” She informed, something I did finally pay attention to because of one little detail she just missed.
“It’s a MUG, not a cup, miss flowers. Also, thanks for the info.” I thought, my next target being the bed for obvious reasons, only to find out that the bed was a little bit too high for me to comfortably climb up on.
I thought that this room was prepared for ME and not Chewbacca.
Camellia seemed to notice my confusion. She lightly chuckled, which by the way felt a bit insulting on my part. Fine, I let her have that one, for ignoring her causing such a tantrum earlier.
“You, know it would be easier for you to get up on bed via the steps on the other side.” She informed and trotted up to the bed as well, opposite from where I was standing.
I just followed her, and truth be told they were indeed steps leading up to the bed just as she said. Neat, but also why? Why not give me a bed for MY size?
Whatever, I am sure there is a logical reason for it, like maybe they don’t have any other beds in stock for my size, simply because they weren’t expecting to adopt a child or whatever. With that thought out of the way, I immediately got up onto my bed and testing how bouncy it really is for me to bounce on when nobody's looking.
I have a perfect excuse to be childish now after all.
“So, what do you think? A better bed than you had back in the orphanage?” Camy asked as I started to feel the fabric and texture of it, and I have to admit, not a bad bed in terms in softness but sadly no real bounciness on it, most likely because of its mattress being a full cotton one instead of those old school ones with springs in them. Which is fine I guess, simply because of my bed back on earth being almost similar to this one in comparison.
Also, my stuff was indeed on my bed, right under the pillow in fact, which I would love to point out is even fucking larger than me somehow.
That’s what she said.
“Uhm… Miss Camellia? My I… have a moment?” The voice of Olivia suddenly perked up as I was busy expecting Mount Pillow of the Pillowlayans.
I wish I had a flag now to claim it.
Camellia turned her head. “Of course, what seems to be the issue?” She responded and turned towards her.
I was listening, but still had most of my focus fixed on taming this mount of a pillow and plowing my imaginary flag on it for the glory of my new Snitch Empire. The Republic of Java will envy us on this day.
Olivia rubbed the back of her head.” Well… I could tell you. But you have to see it to believe it, in my opinion. So if you could allow me some of your time, that would be very appreciated, Miss Camellia.” She awkwardly stated.
Camy obviously seemed confused at first but eventually nodded to the maid’s request before turning back to me, witnessing my glorious achievement.
“I won’t be gone for long, Alex. Just go ahead and explore your new room some more. I will be right back.” She told me before her and the olive mare went together wherever it was that they were going together.
Which was good, because this gave me the chance to finally relax and be alone to reflect on everything that happened so far and my new position.
I slid down onto my bed, laid my head on my newly-claimed territory and sighed, my head almost getting devoured by the oversized nature and fluffiness of the pillow.
For once, not much was happening inside my head at this point. Just using this moment to stare up at the blue ceiling above, as I was slowly and surely getting tired.
My eyes closed, or rather, that’s what I would have done if a set of hoofsteps coming from my unclosed door didn’t rouse me from my relaxation.
I pushed the lump of pillow away, no longer obstructing my view to the left where the door was, only to be somewhat surprised to see a certain individual peeking her head from around the door.
It’s the filly with the depressing color scheme from earlier. Well, almost depressing, her eyes at least where a rich purple which is quite the contrast to all of that gray and black she sports all around her.
My eyes met hers. We just stared at one another across the room, me in intrigue and her more in a sense of childish curiosity and even a small level of…  suspicion and… envy?
Really, envy? Only a day old and we might already have a rivalry going on.
“So, are you really my new… brother just like mommy and daddy told me?” She suddenly ask and also breaking the ice.
I would have broken it myself but… well… duh.
I sat upright, giving her question a bit of thought before just mentally shrugging and nodding. Octavia in response tilted her head as she continued to just stand there.
“Why do you just keep nodding or gesturing? Can’t you talk?” She asked further which again I answered with a nod and a self-pointing hoof at my throat.
She just seemed more confused after my response. I sighed before just deciding for the more complicated route of just drawing it out for her.
It’s a good thing my tablet registers hoof touch as well, otherwise trying to draw and basically do anything with a stylus would just be impossible with this second pair of feet; I can’t even get the stylus out of its housing to begin with.
So, the hoof it is, pressing down the power button on the top left corner and pressing at the icon to start the app I used for drawing. This though, unsurprisingly, took the little filly’s immediate attention as I saw her move just a little bit closer to have a better look.
After a view moments of trying to get a decent visual representation done of my current problem I flipped the tab towards her, showing her the somewhat crude drawing about me being sick, with thermostat, ice bag and obviously a green expression.
Not truly accurate on what my actual problem is, but still, somewhat relatable giving the sore feeling I get whenever trying to actively speak or say something that isn’t just noise.
That though seemed to go completely over the little filly’s head as she seemed to be more fixated on the tablet in my hoof.
Not surprising, to be honest. Mystic Tune head the same reaction when I tried to communicate with him via images as well.
“Ooh what is that thing you are holding? It glows, is it something magical?” She questioned, before moving up even closer. Whatever suspicions and/or envy she expressed earlier was completely gone now and replaced with the childish wonder and curiosity most kids have at her age.
Which is good, I guess. Honestly, I am in no interest in being in some kind of attention contest with the REAL child of my new caretakers.
I say REAL because I can’t get the critical detail out of my head that she doesn’t seem to have a horn, despite being the child of two horny ones.
Is it maybe some kind of a biology that I am missing here? Because logic would dictate that two of the same species should give birth to a species similar to theirs. Again, either I spent too much time doodling during biology classes, or her parents lied about her being their actual child and maybe her origin is just like mine.
You know what, it’s not important to be honest, plus being overly logical isn’t really my thing either. I love the insane, stupid and the ridiculous. Which is why I love movies like the “Scary movies” “Epic movie” or the “Superhero movie”. Stupid and overly ridiculous. It’s brilliant.
I am getting distracted again.
I just scratched my head as best as a hoof could before deciding to just jump down and give her the whole thing. She can find out herself what it is. Thankfully I have no… questionable things stored inside of it which obviously makes it safe for child use.
I had all of them stored in my laptop anyway. Too bad that it couldn’t come with me as well, but I guess weight limit rules via TransAfterlife Airlines are much bitchier compared to the more traditional airline companies.
She obviously looked at it curiously at first after I laid it on the ground in front of her. I decided to make her exploration a little bit easier by exiting the Paint App and going back to the home screen.
Her eyes immediately lit up at all the colorful icons and wallpaper of a deer and a gazelle that I drew myself in one of my spare times. Which I always had.
She didn’t waste any time in mimicking my gesture from earlier and randomly clicked on an icon she liked the most. Funny enough, it was Plants vs Zombies, a game I had stored in it forever and completed since then. Just never bothered to uninstall it, just like most of other apps I have in it.
She immediately flinched back a bit when the zombies popped up.
“Ewww… what is that? It… it looks kind of icky.” She questioned, which just made me smile.
I just pulled up an endless game, the one on the backyard, and started to casually play the game in front of her. She, of course, was fascinated immediately, watching as I planted cartoony looking plants which then fought and fired on an equally cartoony looking wave after wave of zombies.
I even let her take the wheel at some point, testing to see if she was smart enough to mimic the exact controls I used in front of her, and to my enjoyment she did as she started collecting suns and placing down plants in places that I pointed out for her.
Overall, she was having fun and honestly so was I just watching her have it while giving out funny comments about what is happening on screen… until all of those giant zombies with the little midges started to spawn and the game from that on just turned in a full on war of attrition which we quickly lost.
She seemed sad that we lost, but honestly, it didn’t happen a moment too soon as I began to hear hoofsteps coming towards our direction. I quickly slid the tablet under the bed right before the image of Camellia came around. A look of both confusion, wonder and slight annoyance dotting her features.
“Alex, how… how did you manage to clog the toilet so badly? Furthermore, how can a small foal even DO that?” She asked, not really paying much attention of the fact that her daughter was right next to me.
I just smiled victoriously at those news. Feeling quite accomplished at the fact that I can just amaze and confuse people here the same way as I could over in my world.
Alexander Becker, you done it again. Normality is just overrated in my book.
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“Octavia, Alex, are you two ready? The carriage is already waiting outside.” Miss Camellia’s voice echoed from the main hall, which was easily audible, even from my bathroom.
“Yeah, yeah, don’t get you jimmies into a rustle there.” I mutter while trying to fix my battlefront of a bed mane and ignoring my bloodshot eyes in the mirror's reflection.
A certain aspect I always hated during my school days slowly creeping back into my life - having to wake up early again.
In case someone didn’t know, I am NOT a morning person. Especially when forced to get out of bed earlier and without coffee, something my own doctor has proclaimed to be an unhealthy thing for me… when I was suffering a bit from insomnia back then, or so he believed.
Anyway, it seems like yet another annoyance of my new life that I am forced to go through a second time. Still doesn’t mean I have to like it. I was already happy when I finally managed to get that piece of resilient toilet paper from my college and never had to go through that bullshit system ever again.
I guess, in the end, I was the one who got shafted as an end product. All because of the irresponsibility and carelessness of a certain relative. But then again, I am no role model of responsibility either. I would have certainly left that can on the counter as well… or just thrown it towards my neighbor’s dog house.
That thing just kept on barking for every little thing and even had to be aggressive despite its small breed. Goes to show that the smaller ones are always the nastiest. Goes true for me now as well, though I obviously don’t go around trying to nip people on the chins; I rather sailor talk them. Should always take a salt shaker with me if that is the case.
“Alex, are you still in there? Mommy is saying that we need to get ready quickly or we are going to miss our first day in kindergarten.” I heard the sweet, sweet voice and little Octy knocking on my door, taking me out of my thoughts.
I have to admit, she has quite honestly grown on me this last month I have been crashing around here, and same for her as she quickly managed to forget all of her caution and envy she had towards me from WAY in the beginning. For her I have grown to be the very first friend she ever had in her life and honestly she openly shows it all the time as well.
Always asking if I want to come over to her room and play or just bullshit around in the backyard outside.
And yes I was right in my first assumptions that this mansion also has its own over stylized green carpet. It’s just hidden past the courtyard and behind a second gate. Sadly no pool which means that the lady luck fountain is going to get desecrated by me sooner or later.
I wonder if Octy would be up for some of my usual shenanigans. I honestly haven’t tried yet, just for the sake of keeping her out of MY troubles. But it’s still on my new to do list of things on this world. Including going all Sly Cooper on a tiara of that wanna be cliché cheesy good girl princess that this place has.
You know like every Disney princess ever… or princess figures in general.
I am certain that she wouldn’t mind me taking it, I mean, she IS a fucking princess after all with her own Disney style castle, only with a bit of Russian style architecture mixed in it.
It’s mostly out of spite, as I have a natural repulsion and mistrust for authority figures. I blame my high school and college teachers for that... especially my gym teachers.
After I finally managed to get my hair in a semi-decent shape despite all of my mental distractions and that I somehow managed to do all of that with my bloody limp stamps, I hopped of the little stool and wobbled over to the door and opened it.
A very well groomed Octavia greeted me from the other side, with saddle bags and all that jazz. I thought that we are going to the Garten von Kindern and not school?
She just tilted her head a bit and looking at me funny while I just stood there, feeling like a sack of potatoes… nothing new there.
“You don’t look very ready to me. Also where are your saddle bags?” She asked in her usual childish curiosity.
I just shrugged. “Don’t know, maybe somewhere under the bed. But I am too lazy right now to go get them… also a bit too drowsy.” I muttered that last part out.
By the way, I can talk now. Neat huh? How? Well, simply, the magic of caffeine… which didn’t last long thanks to a certain maid catching me before I could really leave this universe. Short story even shorter I managed to find their coffee stashes during one of my late night scoutings and just HAD to try and make some good coffee and give my novelty mug something else to do than just carry milk, juice, water, or act as a secret storage unite for all of the stolen sugar cubes that I, well, stole.
Well, I got my self-made coffee despite controller issues and took a sip from it. The entire cosmos immediately opened to me the moment the first few drops flowed down my system. I think I even meant Kefka and Willy Wonka playing poker with some stray dog from a certain Disney movie I can’t place the name on now, but I am not sure if I have seen all of that right because Olivia just had to be a cunt and pull the plug on my drug.
Image the utter shock she had on her face when I started to curse and whine like a salty sailor with his finger stuck up his ass… that someone forced him to… with super glue.
Cutting it even shorter, she told my caretakers about my vocal tantrum, which they, of course, didn’t believe because most of the words I was spouting out in the time didn’t even exist in your typical traditional equestrian dictionary.
That and a child my age shouldn’t be able to know or understand such swear words in the first place.
You can just tell how good I am at deceiving everyone for just being… me…
Who knew being an undercover spy can be so damn easy.
But I am just rambling again, aren’t I? Then again, at this point, those who would even bother reading my journal should have gotten used to it by now.
My mental journal.
“Alex?” Octavia said while still looking at me, rather confused.
I blinked. I guess I must have been just staring off into space or making weird expressions as some have pointed out… mostly my other neighbors.
“Yes.” I responded almost automatically.
She just pouted a bit. “I said I could go get your bags for you if you want.” She explained, most likely just repeating herself.
I just shook my head. “Nah, I don’t even think that my bags are really under my bed. It was mostly just a guess. Honestly, I have completely forgotten where I dumped them in the first place.” I responded, which gave me a tilted eyebrow in return.
“Anyway, it’s ADVENTURE TIME.” I declared before just marching off past the confused little filly. Which is ironic because technically we are the same size.
“You know, you really are weird and confusing sometimes.” Little Octy commented as she soon followed behind me.
I just smiled. “You don’t even know a quarter of it.” I thought to myself as the two of us made our way outside to “our” waiting mother. Well mostly Octavia, as I still have no idea on how to navigate these halls without just ending up back in the kitchen.
Because of the cheese closet and a second chance of sneaking in another cup of joy for myself; now that I know where they keep all of the good stuff, I just cannot resist anymore. I need to find that cosmic poker house again so that I can join these guys, and scam Willy for his chocolate factory. Even I have a raging sweet tooth that needs to be seen by the sugar dentist.
“Finally, why did the two of you take so long to get ready?” Camellia asked as we exited to the courtyard. The morning sun already being way too cheerful in my opinion. Wish I had Auriel's bow with some blood arrows right about now to slap that smile out of its face.
I casually exhaled. “Well, it’s mostly because of me, I was busy trying to do my hair. Something I am sure is relatable to all mares and fillies.” I remarked before hopping into the carriage.
Camellia rose an eyebrow. “First, it’s called a mane, I thought we already went through that. Also, how would you know what a mare does?” She asked.
I just kept casual as Octavia followed suit. “I saw you a couple of times doing your mane in your and mister Brass’ room. You sometimes keep the door slightly open.” I answered as Octy took her seat right next to me.
She looked a bit surprised. “Wait… I do?” She wondered to herself and tapping her chin a bit.
She eventually just shook her head. “Well anyway, let’s just get going. We are already late as it is.” She said before stepping into the carriage herself and taking her seat opposite from Octy and me. She gave the two pulleys the go sign which they nodded to.
With that we were off and just reminding me again of the idea of introducing suspensions to this thing.
The carriage left the grounds of the compound behind and entered the busy streets of early morning Cant-to-lottery. I obviously just spend most of that time staring out the window, just watching all of the passing colors and buildings go by.
I would have kept quiet like this if it wasn’t for Camy to suddenly notice something wrong about me at some point.
“Wait, Alex?” She asked which forced me to look at her. “Where are your saddlebags?” She pointed out.
I just scratched my head and shrugged. “Somewhere flying around my room I guess. Had no idea where I placed them so I just went without them.” I truthfully answered.
Her eyes went wide for just a moment before facepalming- or facehoofing I guess- and sighed.
“So, in other words, it means that you didn’t pack any of the sandwiches Olivia made for the two of you this morning?” She asked while keeping her hoof still on her face.
I just shook my head which in turn caused her to sigh loudly this time. “I guess we have to make a small stop then.” She muttered before sticking her head out of the window.
“Could you two please stop by the closest café? Need to buy some sandwiches for one of my foals.” She called out.
“Of course mam, no issue.” Came the reply of a stallion.
Camellia shook her head at me. “Alex, sometimes I wonder if you do these things on purpose or not.” She sighed.
Honestly, most of them aren’t that intentional. I really did misplace and completely forgot about the bags she gave me, or the fact that there was food on the counter. When I am sleep deprived I do tend to be not in 100 percent working and thinking condition during morning. A perfect example obviously being me dying from rat poison.
So excuse me, princess, if I tend to be unreliable. I am more of a thinker than an organizer. I mean, monologue counts as thinking, does it not?
The carriage eventually stopped in front of a nice looking food joint that kind of reminds me of Starbucks back on Earth. In fact, after doing a double take at the ridiculous prices from here I would say that this IS in fact a horse version of bloody Starbucks. This world seems to love stealing things from mine and adding horse puns to them, so why not bloody Starbucks as well since we are here?
Normally I would be highly against spending so much money for a fucking sandwich, but given the fact that my new caretakers have more banknotes in their banks then they have blood cells in their blood banks, this philosophy just gets nullified almost immediately.
I mean, you can’t really go wrong with spending your money on food and drinks right? You know, the two essential things you NEED to actually stay alive.
“You two stay here, ok? I will just go buy something quickly.” She said before getting of the wooden box.
I watched her trot into the store before Octy tapped me on the shoulder. She gave me a smile when I looked at her.
“I actually have your sandwich packed my bag as well. Just had a feeling you might forget them, so I just took precautions and packed them with me as well.” She whispered before opening on of her bags and showing me the two wrapped up morsels.
I smiled at that before giving her a smirk. “You sneaky little filly. Why didn’t you then informe Miss Camellia that you took my double laid bread instead?” I curiously asked.
Her smile just widened at that as she closed her bag. “Just wanted to mimic some of your… what do you call them? Shi-shinanana…”
“Shenanigans.”
“Yeah that big word. Just wanted to give them a try and see if they are truly funny like how seem them to be.” She explained.
That really made me smile and also gave me a bit of “the feels” as well.
“That’s nice I guess, but please don’t try to overdo yourself. Not sure if your parents would be handle a double me in the foreseeable future.” I told her.
Her smile dropped as she looked at me, confused. “Why do you constantly keep saying ‘My parents’? Aren’t mom and dad your parents now as well?” She perked up which in turn made me lose my smile this time.
“Smart question.” I thought while looking away and scratching my head.
To be fair, I do have a pretty good reason as to why I am not identifying them as my full blown parents. One of them is because I am adopteds so… duh, and the second being that I already have biological parents living on the other side who either are still depressed or have managed to move on after my death.
Geez, that went really depressing really fast. Need to think silly thoughts, like… George Lucas actually being a competent solo film director. Yeah that one is certainly silly.
No disrespect towards my biological parents, but… what is the point in getting all emo, especially knowing that I will never most likely never see them or my home world ever again?
I just shrugged. “Because they aren’t my real birth parents.” I honestly told her.
She wanted to say something to that but paused before just nodding, seeming to understand my logic before just sitting back straight against her seat.
I shrugged and went back at scouting out for a certain mare inside a coffee store. Buying just a sandwich certainly does take its time. I really wish I had my tablet right about now for some time killing or music.
Because waiting with nothing else to do is boring.
Finally, the mare in question returned from the store with a rather large bag stuck in her mouth and a bit of an annoyed expression on her face. She entered the carriage and dropped the bag down onto the floor with a sigh.
“Can’t believe that the cashier managed to talk me into buying more than I originally wanted to.” She muttered before using her glow rod to fumble through the bag’s contents.
“Bought this one liter mocha cappuccino Monday special for such a ridiculous price. Not to mention those….” And that’s where my all my attention immediately halted as both my eyes and ears perked up at what she said.
“Did she just say one liter of pure cappuccino mocha?” I thought, as that one sentence she said earlier just continued to play over again and again and again rapidly in my head.
I completely looked over the fact that Starbucks was all about coffee to begin with.
I think I can already smell the smoke coming out from my old cassette player in my head from playing and rewinding so fast. I really should have upgraded it to CD long ago, but then again you can’t really trust me with something as fragile as a CDs. I managed to get every CD I ever owned scratched up beyond recognition over the years.
And let’s not even get started with DVD or Blu-ray players, don’t have the imaginary money for them… or the read speeds.
All of that nonsense immediately came crashing to a halt when my more sensitive pony nose managed to pick the scent. A scent I know so well, because I have a normal working memory like everyone else… which only becomes forgetful on some occasions, mostly with certain things that are generally not important for me to remember anyway.
The smell of genuine, fresh and hot cappuccino, right here, in this very carriage, in reaching distance.
Human off, animalistic instincts on. The deal is sealed. I must find that space casino again so I can get my own coco factory.
With a mighty, strong, epic, but in the end pathetic battle cry that would make the Fus Ro Dah… still a million times more epic, I launched myself at my prize. The many outweighing the few as Spock would say, in which case I get many, many mugs full of coffee while the few get jack shit.
Camellia yelped in surprise as I landed directly on the foam but still rather sturdy mug. The added smell of chocolate chips inside this container of brown gold just adding fuel to my inner fire. Fuel that I accidentally misjudge as simple gasoline to water which caused the flame to be snuffed out, only to be re-ignited stronger than ever with shades and a cigar in its mouth.
“Alex… what… what in Equestria are you doing? No you can’t have coffee… you're too young… now see this is exactly why you can’t… would you stop being so strong… how can a foal have such a strong grip?”
By the way, I do not suffer from a caffeine addiction. This is perfectly normal, for me at least. Also, stop laughing, Octavia, this is serious business. We are talking about coffee, after all.
But still, she does seem to find humor in the most odd occasions, mostly involving me and my usual antics.
....................................................................................................................................
“Alright, here we are, and thank Celestia just in time as well.” Camellia announced as the carriage stopped.
“So, is this the place where I can make lots and lots of friends like you said I can, mommy?” Octavia asked while supporting herself up the right window of the carriage.
The sound of many uncontrollable foals echoed through the air outside the carriage.
Her mother nodded while smiling down at her daughter. “Yes it is, sweetie, a place full of fun and many, many foals like you. I am sure you will find and make friends in there in no time.” She answered which in turn just made Octavia somewhat excited but still a bit intimidated.
All of this though went completely over my mind as I had other issues to deal with.
“Ohh, having fun, making friends and bla, bla, bla, bla how exciting.” I sarcastically thought while sitting in my seat all frowny with crossed forelegs.
Having been denied and forced to watch a 1 liter cup of perhaps the best cappuccino I could ever have in my fucking life flying out the carriage window and wasting its content on some stupid mare that just had to stand in the way of its flight path was really killing my boners right about now. Especially since Camellia over here was using her console commands to cheat her way through victory by using her glow stick to keep me still and away from my prize.
Remind me to never play something in PvP with her... or heck, even PvE. Because I might get banned alongside her for even allowing to join in in the first place.
“Bloody voodoo hoodoo cheat hack glitches.” I thought further as the door opened with Octavia being the first to jump out.
Camellia looked at me with a raised eyebrow. “How about you, aren’t you going to hop out of the carriage too, Alex? You are going to miss your first day if you don’t.” She asked.
I just said nothing, keeping my frown and pose on the seat. Camellia just sighted before using her forehead schlong to antigravity me out of my seat as she stepped out. While still keeping my fore and hind leg crossing pose mind you.
She sighed again. “I do not know how and why you are so crazy about getting and drinking coffee in the first place (perhaps because of your actual birth parents), but you need to understand that you are way too young to be consuming caffeine, it will just mess with your head and give you nightmare if you do.” She explained, which, honestly, just made me huff internally.
“Yeah right, I am already getting nightmares and an unstable mind for NOT consuming enough caffeine in the first place.” I thought to myself as she levitated me back on the ground.
“Just try and have some fun in there, Alex, ok? And please, for the love of Celestia, please behave yourself in there. How are you supposed to make friends if you keep acting like that?” She kept on going which honestly was just going over my head at this point.
“Easy, give me coffee and I might consider a possible friendship with the person who gave it to me.”
She just shook her head in regards my silence. “Anyway, let’s just get ourselves familiar with this place and meet all of the other foals and parents.” She announced before trotting off towards the front gate.
I grumbled before getting up and following her just for the heck of it. The front yard, or should I say playground, was just as much of a collection of rainbow barf and living crayons as I imagined it to be. Mostly unicorns again, but certainly some flying things and grounded ones as well.
Not sure what it is about unicorns, either I am located in a city where the majority of living colors are in fact unicorns, or they are just fucking like wild rabbits and are slowly overpopulating the lands with their horns.
Hope it’s the second one, because then it would certainly make more sense in the end.
Also at that point I would be most likely considered as a living HUNK. Which would be a first.
“Now, where did Octavia suddenly gallop off to? She was close by just a moment ago.” Camellia wondered as we both stood in the middle of all of this mess.
“Excuse me, young lady.” Someone called out from behind us.
We both turned around and found an elderly looking unicorn mare standing behind us. Judging by the bling I am pretty sure that she is one of those money hoarding cults that dominates a large portion of my home turf. From just a first glance I could already tell that I don’t like her.
“Do you mean me?” Camellia asked as she turned around to face her fully.
The old-timer nodded. “Well yes, I was just wondering if that gray filly over there next my nephew is perhaps yours? I already asked a couple of parents here and none of them seem to be her caretakers.” She explained, gesturing towards Octavia watching a lone unicorn colt using his magic to construct a sand castle… that hacker.
But besides that, she obviously looks and sounds very full of herself… just like everyone else of her kind I meant so far. Besides Brass and Camellia here, of course.
Camellia nods. “Well yes, she is my daughter.”
She huffed. “Well then, in that case could please tell your ‘daughter’ to keep herself away from my nephew? I will not allow an earth pony simpleton to be near my magically gifted nephew.” She subtly demanded. I say subtly because most of it was covered under a huge level of posh and arrogance.
If I didn’t like her before I certainly don’t like her now. It’s a good thing I don’t have a flamethrower… or sharp teeth.
Camellia flinched back. “Excuse me?”
The mare held her head high and huffed again. “No, excuse me. Do as I request or I shall do so myself, and trust me, you do not want me to do it myself. I have spoken.” She finalized before trotting off and leaving both of us annoyed.
Well, I am annoyed but Camellia on the other hand looked more like she got slapped in the face and then kicked in the crotch as an aftermath.
“What, that arrogant, self-centered…” She wanted to rant before stopping herself. Inhaling and exhaling sharply.
“Not worth it Camellia, not worth it.” She muttered to herself.
With a shake of her head she trotted past foals and parents towards the two lonely foals in the sandbox.
“Octavia, Octavia.” She called out which caught Octy’s attention. “Could you please stay close to me? I don’t want you to get yourself in any trouble on your first day here.”
Octy looked at her mother confused but complied as she got up and trotted over towards her mother. Same as me as I don’t want to be alone anymore around these potential nobles in case I accidentally go chihuahua on their ankles.
Octy looked up her mother. “But why? All I was doing was watching that colt building a sand castle with his horn.” She questioned, which in my mind sounded kind of dirty.
But that is normal.
Camellia sighed. “I know, but still, please stay close to me, both of you in fact. I don’t want to lose sight of the two of you. You both can play around and have fun with the foals after the introductions are done.” She explained a bit bullshittingly.
I know that she is trying to avoid the topic of racism towards her, but then again I am sure that her, and frankly pretty much all of these younglings, the concept of racism would easily be WAY out of their heads to even understand.
Almost crazy to think that such a colorful and sugar infested world can have such a level of racism within its mists, and I am usually all about crazy stuff, but this… this is a bit TOO realistic for my taste. Heck, it might even be worse compared to the bigotry in my world.
If only the care bears were like that, at least then I wouldn’t be bitching and complaining about how overly cheesy it is to “care”.
Great, now I am hungry again, didn’t even have time to get breakfast thanks to this whole “wake up early” crap.
Suddenly a bell rang out which got everybody’s attention.
Camellia sighed. “Well, this is it then. Let’s go have a look at the inside and get a little tour around for you two to familiarize yourself here, ok?” She told us.
Octavia nodded while I just kept silent. “Will you be staying with us here mommy or are you going to go away afterwards?” Octy questioned as we followed the herd of foals and gown up filing into the building.
She looked down at her daughter. “I will actually be heading over to our store where you father is currently running it. But don’t worry. You and Alex will be in good hooves while both Mom and Dad have to do a lot of grown up things. Again, trust me, you are going to have fun in here and learn a lot of new things too. Just remember to behave and everything will be ok.” Camellia explained.
I did a short motorboat. “Yeah, grown up thing. Like paying taxes and getting shouted and complained at from customers if you really work at a store. Real serious and overall depressing grownup stuff indeed.” I thought to myself as we filed into a large room with a mare standing on top of a small stage.
Guess this is how they do kindergarten stuff in this world. Obviously can’t remember MY first day in kindergarten because it really was such a long time ago.
Except for that one time where I poured glue into the kitchen sink of my kindergarten. Because I wanted to find out if it still works after it’s clogged up.
Stupid, I know, but who cares? Especially now that I am older and still doing stupid things.
“Welcome, everypony, especially all of you young mares and stallions…” At that point I immediately lost my attention as I began to think about all the crazy shit that I can get away with in the eyes of these custodians. Like wondering if they have super glue laying around here.
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
“Well, this certainly brings back some long lost memories.” I thought as I watched one of the grownups trying to understand how a toilet bowl can catch fire. Simply, pour gasoline into the water and throw a lit match into it.
Apparently these horses actually do possess gasoline, but it is only used as a form of dirt remover just like how it first got used back in the 19 hundreds. They do know it's flammable, but funnily don’t understand that the shit can still burn even in water.
I guess experimenting a bit with chemistry isn’t really a top priority with these walking crayons. But then again, they do have voodoo hoodoo on their side.
This act of mine wasn’t anything nefarious mind you, I just wanted to test out a clear liquid bottle that I found in one of the cupboard during one of my “hide and seek” sections. The smell alone was already a dead giveaway, but I still wanted to be sure by testing it out personally. Which is why I chose the ceramic nature of a toilet bowl, lid up and just pour a few drops into the water and light a match with my mouth. Besides a small mat, the toilet paper and whatever else is inside that medical cupboard nothing else is even remotely flammable in there.
The results were pleasing of course, but that still alerted the caretaker the moment a small whiff of smoke come out of the senior’s bathroom.
Luckily I managed to vacate myself out the area via the bathroom window long before any of the grownups got see me, which obviously meant that I was saved from chiding and lecturing.
“I don’t understand. Did one of the unicorns’ foals perform some curious magic experiment over here or are we missing something?” I heard one of them question from behind the backyard porch where I am hiding.
I at least also had the decency to close the window during my get away.
That statement though brought a smile on my face. “Ha, doing curious magic experiments in a toilet. How lewd.”
This thought didn’t last long as my attention found itself diverted elsewhere. A certain gray filly I know very well.
“Huh, wonder what she is doing there on the wing alone.” I wondered to myself.
I got up and made my way over to her. There are a lot of kids running around, talking and playing with one another. The fact that nobody was at the swing set with her is kind of a dead giveaway as to what is going on here.
But I can still go over to her and check just to be sure. I am supposed to be her friend and brother figure after all.
I tapped my hoof against the rusty frame of the swing to get her attention.
“Hey, Octy, how is it hanging?” I asked with a bit of a grin at the end.
She turned her head. Looking at me in confusion before looking up at the set. I immediately knew what her problem was and answered for her before she could even ask.
“It means how are you doing.” I answered for her.
“Oh…” She responded before hanging her head again and staring at the dirt below her. Again, it doesn’t take a genius to figure out what might be the issue here but I am still going to allow her to explain it herself for simplicity’s sake.
She sighed. “I am doing fine I guess. Just sitting here and watching all the foals play around.” She explained which perfectly confirmed my prediction.
Though the reason “why” is still open for debate.
“Well then, why don’t you go and join them as well? I am sure most of them won’t mind.” I suggested which in turn just her ears fold against her head.
“It’s because I cannot play the game that the unicorns play or do.” She simply answered.
This time it was me who became confused as I looked over at all the other foals playing around. Again, most of the foals here are in fact unicorns, but what really did immediately perplex me was the fact that they were all using their horns for most things. Like manipulating the shovels, buckets, and whatever else sandbox toys to their advantage.
I personally have seen things like this before when I was joining a random group of munchkins with their hiding and seeking but at the time I didn’t think much of it.
I guess she feels like a bit of an outsider. Just like how a foreigner feels out of place in a school full of natives. I should know, I was one as well.
I blinked before focusing back on the gray filly. “Well then, why don’t you hang out with some of the other earth ponies here? I am sure that they have no problem in you joining them.” I suggested further.
To my surprise she shook her head, before sighed once more. “They say that my fur looks boring.” She flat out stated.
At this point I was slowly starting to get mad. I know that kids can be little shits but not be so neglecting like they are now. I can understand bigotry when it blatantly obvious when it comes to race but judging someone because his or her fur color isn’t as gay fully colorful as everyone else is just plain rude.
Even Sheogorath would just turn them into cheese for their level of buzz kill.
I snorted. “Well too bad for them. At least their eye colors don’t pop out so beautifully in the same way yours do. I mean, pink fur with pink eyes. How generic and uninspiring.” I announced while sounded as flamboyant as possible.
Learn it from the Filipinos, there are a lot of sexually confused people running around in that country. Most of them are barbers, funnily enough.
She smiled at that. Not enough to make her giggle as usual but still an achievement nonetheless.
She eventually giggled just how I wanted. “You are really silly and weird sometimes.” She commented with smile.
I held my head high. “You know it. Been the reigning champion of weird for years. From Hamburg to Neuschwanstein I was known as the most enigmatic personality in all of Germany… and no, I did make up that title myself mind you.” I declared which still made her giggle despite the fact that most of the words and names I used went completely over her head.
“Well do you… maybe want to play with me instead? You don’t have to if you are having fun with the others.” She asked before her enthusiasm slowly sipped away at the very end.
I blew a raspberry. “Pfff, forget about them. I don’t know them anyway, which gives me a perfect excuse to listen to my inner ‘stranger danger’ voice.” I told her which in made her smile once more.
“So does that mean you want to… hang out with me?” She asked with a smile.
I nodded. “Sure, why not. We live together, don’t we? So why say no to that?” I respond before positioning myself behind the swing for obvious reasons.
“Plus, you can’t swing a swing without someone swinging it for you.” I added.
Before I could start though something inside the little filly seemed to suddenly click on something as she looked back at me with curiosity and slight realization. “Wait… did you mean Germane back there? I think I heard daddy mention that name before in one of his… grown up stuff. Is that where you are from, maybe?” She questioned which in turn made me pause almost immediately.
“Wait… they have a horse version of Germany as well… with the same horse pun as everything else?” I thought with wide eyes.
I feel both thrilled and annoyed at this revelation at the same time.
Yay for Brötchen and Schwarzwälde torte, and boo for butchering my home country’s name.
Ich bin nicht entzückt.
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“Goodbye everypony, and have a safe trip home! Hope to see you all again next week!” Our caretaker called out as foals exited the building and joined their waiting parents on the yard.
Same with us, as we began to search for little ol’ Camellia in this furry and rainbow-colored mess.
I guess, in a way, it’s actually pretty advantageous to be the one with the “boring colors” in comparison to everyone else, as it is much easier to find someone in a crowd full of flamboyantly-colored horses. I guess Camellia must have noticed this logic as well, as she saw us faster than we were capable of spotting her.
She smiled as she trotted towards us. “There you two are, how was your first day in kindergarten? Did you two have a lot of fun or make any new friends?” She questioned while looking down at the two of us with a certain level of expectancy.
Too bad we have to crush that for her.
I just shrugged casually as a response while Octavia just looked down at the ground while pawning at it. Her enthusiasm quickly dropped as a result before she leveled herself in front of us.
“What is wrong? What happened?” She questioned worriedly.
Since Octy wasn’t probably going to actively say much regarding the issue, I simply decided to place it upon myself to do it instead for her. Actually, I was more or less forced to do so, now that I think about it.
“The kids didn’t want to play with her simply because of her gray and dark color scheme. Me, on the other end, got asked to join a game quite a lot, but denied all of them just to stay with Octavia.” I explained.
Camellia’s eyes went wide in shock before changing to that of pity as she nuzzled her daughter. “Oh, I am so, so sorry to hear that sweetie. I was so sure that making friends for you here would be a lot easier. I am so sorry that this wasn’t the case.” She apologized, even though there was nothing for her to apologize for. The one that should be apologizing would be the parents of these kids for failing at their job in being parents.
And for the kids to be so painfully biased to begin with. I knew that kids this young are capable of developing quite the stupid bias, like girls having cooties or school being the living plague… which it is. But I cannot remember even the slightest that kids back in my world, specifically during my own youth, were that openly biased about something.
Not sure who is hacking these foals’ brains with such glitches, but I have an ill feeling that it has something to do with the nobility of this place, where bigotry seems to seep even into the common citizen’s mind.
Bigots or not, nobles are nobles and do have a lot of power within a society, especially in a monarchy like this one. One of the many examples as to why I dislike monarchies in the first place.
It’s old, uncool, and only made for dungeons and dragons nerds back home. Unless we are talking about Lord of the Rings or Star Wars, of course. Or, if I somehow get crowned as a king and have to guide and govern my own kingdom. Then monarchy would be hip and cool in my books.
Not being biased at all, of course.
Camellia eventually sighed before a smile forced its way up onto her lips. You can’t fool me, woman, nobody goes from sad to happy so fast without being mentally challenged. I said nothing.
“Hey, how about the three of us go get ourselves some ice cream before heading back home? How does that sound?”
Octavia, of course, immediately perked up at that while I just stayed indifferent.
Not sure how ice cream can fix social problems, but for her, or rather kids in general, everything just works as long as it has sugar in it.
She smiled at that, which as a result got Camellia to smile as well. A genuine smile, I might add. Octavia was even the first to enter the carriage while impatiently waiting for the two of us to get in.
Camellia just chuckled at the sudden enthusiasm of her daughter while I just scratched my head. If I ever knew controlling kids would be THAT easy, then having to deal with my hyperactive nephew back when I was 10 would have been a breeze.
Just chuck an ice cream cone down his blubbering mouth and I could have easily hoarded the Playstation 2 for myself without having to hear him whine and complain all the time.
Killing Gods in God of War does require a lot of concentration after all, but I am distracting myself again. Let’s just get ourselves some bloody cream on an ice and get back home.
There is far better shit waiting for me there than any ice cream dealer can ever provide for me. The cheese closet.
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
Well, who knew that being a 5 year old again could be so… generic? I mean, I am basically doing the same fucking thing that I have been doing ever since my first gym class back at grade six.
Doing absolutely fucking nothing while at home, and since the earthly commodities like games and internet aren’t a part of my life anymore, this does leave my choice of options pretty… mundane and bedridden. Not that it was even remotely exciting to begin with. I mean these horses don’t even possess a bloody mall where I can go eat fries and totally drain my new dad’s credit card for stuff that I ultimately don’t need and would most likely forget about later.
These racist care bears don’t even have credit cards to begin with. How am I going to be carrying my future allowance? Inside a coin bag? Yeah, that’s certainly not going to be very enticing for thieves or daring hobos to rape my ass for.
I need safety, especially in a world as hippie as this. Clothes? What are those, and those that wear them do it completely wrong. The only clothes they seem to ever wear are the ones designed for your upper torso, which totally defeats the purpose of wearing shit in the first place. Why not just ditch your clothes entirely and cut off your bushy tails while we’re at it?
Let’s go FKK on this shit. Old DDR style.
I outwardly sighed. See what boredom does to me? It’s fascinating, isn’t it? No, really. Barely old enough to be considered potty trained and already having lewd thoughts. Well, granted, I am only a five year old physically… but it’s the thought that counts, a thought that suddenly leads me to the realization that I have a tablet at my disposal. A tablet that I left under my bed and totally forgot about the day prior.
I shrug to myself, knowing fully well that Octy and missus Mum aren’t going to return from ”music practice” for a while. Because she thought that having her daughter being able to play music just like her old woman would be a great way to build up confidence regarding her… everything. That pretty much left me all alone at home with a Hector rip-off and an olive green frenchy in a mini skirt. Talking about music, this pretty much gave me a satisfying idea on how to pass my time while being self-bedridden, especially when everybody is gone, including their most likely unnecessary and mundane questions about Human technology.
The idea was simple; use my tablet as an oversized MP3 player to listen to some 80’s music. Why 80’s music? Well, because everything prior to the 2000’s is absolute garbage in my opinion, specifically in the pop genre. Call me old school, but that’s just how I roll, and besides actual ancient history I just found the 80’s so fascinating. The music, the blocky games, and of course, their wild uncombed hair and excessive use of makeup that just tends to make them look like clowns or just crazy persons.
And you know how much I love crazy shit.
I guess I can thank Vice City for my affiliation to retro music, but I am just getting ahead of myself again. Let’s just see what I got saved up.
Kneeling on the edge of my bed and fishing for my previously-forgotten tablet, I pulled the flat dish out of its bunker and brought it up with me to the center of the bed.
Feeling satisfied that the ear buds were still wiggled around it, I carefully untangled them before fiddling them up onto my horse ears. Not sure how I am able to accomplish certain things with thumb-less appendages, but again, I am not going to complain.
Good conveniences are good conveniences after all.
I turned the thing on and flicked the screen around in search for my music files. My smile only grew when I noticed the title of the first song that popped up.
Cheri, Cheri Lady from Modern Talking. The most 80’s band right next to Nina or The Scorpions. Plus they’re all German too so that works double for me. In your face, corporate America. I can hear the nationalists getting triggered already. Good, because they can’t get me here in magical rainbow horse land. Your nukes are no match for the power of RAINBOWS, MADAFAKAS!
Pressing the play button and laying back down, I just let myself go as the retro filled my hearing. Not sure how much time passed after that, but I know for a fact that 10 songs had passed through the self-arranged playlist when the door to my room suddenly creaked open.
How did I notice this despite my current lack of hearing? Well, easy, a certain olive green hoof suddenly shook me out of my groove which forced me to look up to its source.
She looked a bit annoyed, which was rather adorable on her greenish face I have to say, but other than that nothing new that I hadn’t already seen countless times before in my life.
People tend to either get confused or annoyed the moment I enter a room which I always liked for my own selfish sense of entertainment. Pleasing everyone is boring and downright impossible anyway, so why even bother? Just go the opposite route instead and see their reactions unfold. You wouldn’t believe the power that confusion can give you. More power than any Ring of power can ever grant you. See for yourselves, I have never seen the One ring downright stun someone into silence which would give the hero or the villain the much needed chance to get a quick and precise death blow to your enemy.
Confusion, baby! Only in Europe… and maybe parts of Asia as well.
She immediately started to say something which I, of course, was unable to hear. I secretly moved my right hoof under my pillow where I stashed my tablet (because I am clever) and fiddle for a while until I managed to turn it off which also canceled out the music.
“…doesn’t mean you should ignore it when somepony is calling you. Do you understand?” Olivia chided which just adds to her adorable naivety.
I just instinctively nodded despite not really knowing what the heck she was chiding me about in the first place. I managed to learn in my earlier years that just nodding when someone is looking particularly annoyed is usually the safest strategy. Used moderately during my school days and even all the way up to college years. But be careful, don’t exercise that mentally too much in other situations or you might otherwise get yourself roped into something that you clearly don’t want to.
Never happened to me thankfully, but then again it doesn’t really take a genius to come up with that logic. Especially when TV and the internet gives us the perfect examples.
She eventually just sighs, shaking her head before just looking tired instead of annoyed. “Anyway, as I said, Sir Brass has instructed me to ask if you would like to accompany him and I over to their family business in the heart of the City. It will be only you and Hector in the house if you choose to stay though, and I have to personally admit, he isn’t particularly well-suited for foals.” She explained, or rather repeated herself which in turn caused me to perk.
“Hmm, a chance to leave the house and see more of this damn city with only dad and frenchy over here? Well I do like frenchy… even though she thwarted my plans for coffee that one time.” I thought to myself while evaluating my options.
For one, I am fine from where I am now; just a bed, a tablet, and easy access to a toilet and a fridge. So really I am all set to waste my time as professionally as I have been since the day I was born.
But… what exactly am I procrastinating for? I am five in the eyes of these horses so I obviously have nothing to do. Which is fine by me, but I am getting off track again.
On the other hand, it would mean that I would be able to get some well-needed knowledge as to how my new step parents get all of their moolah. Plus I will be able to continue to prey on frenchy’s little naivety some more, which is always fun. The strong and insane must prey on the weak.
Learned quickly during my time here that she was obviously leaning more towards the naïve and innocent side of things. Two great perks for a guy like me to take full advantage of as this type of people are just the easiest to mess around with, and since I am considered by all to be nothing more than a normal five year old, you wouldn’t believe the shit that I am openly getting away with.
And, to be honest, I do kind of like her for that… or learned to like her. Maybe it’s just that French accent that draws me in. I am a sucker for good sounding accents though, just listen to Brass and Camellia for example.
Also, Olivia was the one who pointed me towards that cheese closet that one time, while being the one who always helps me to cut the cheese for easier consumption… yup, I think I do really like her, which means that I am going, just to confuse her some more and make her go cross-eyed.
With my decision set and my reasons laid out I just nod, letting her know that I was in on their gig which in turn just confused her for some reason.
“What? Does that mean yes for coming along or yes for staying here?” She questioned which in turn just made me frown a bit.
“Going with you two of course. Why would I nod for saying no? I am not going to be left behind with a wanna be Hector, just in case an Achilles comes by and thinks that I am his younger brother Paris or whatever. I don’t want anything to do with that, especially once they both start blaming me from stealing the beautiful Helen from Sparta myself.” I explain with a raised head and hoof, which in turn just confused her.
“Uh… what?” Was all she could say as she just looked at me funny.
I just kept going. “Yes, what. What will happen to Helen after Troy falls? I am certainly not going to ship her ass back to Sparta. Eine Seefahrt ist NICHT lustig, especially during that time period.” I dramatically added while crossing my hooves.
She was just completely lost at this point. She eventually regained her control and blinked, before shaking her head a bit to get the confusion cleared out. Seriously, what is it with these ponies and always suffering from a mini stroke when something doesn’t click with them?
“Anyway… so you want to come with us, then?” She asked, forcing her way back into the topic without suffering too much of a brain aneurysm.
I just smiled, accidentally ripping my ear bud out of my ears as I shot up.
“HELL YEAH, LET’S FUCKING GO TO A BARKADA TRIP, LET’S GO AND MEET SOME PEOPLE.” I declared with a huge amount of enthusiasm to back it up.
Olivia predictably flinched back, most likely because of my sudden tone, but from my swearing as well. She was about to say, or rather, chide me about it when I just interrupted her by hopping off my bed, passing by her and giving her a friendly slap on the hind leg.
“Anyway, time is money as they like to say, something I am sure Brass can agree on if I ever ask him about it. Let’s not keep Copper, Bronze and Brass waiting then. C’mon chop, chop.” I commented while making my way to the door, leaving the mare behind me stumped.
“Hey, wait up!” I heard her eventually respond as she quickly caught up to me.
I quickly allowed her to take the lead from this point forth as I had obviously no idea where the Brash boy was currently located. Even if I did, I would still most likely require some assistance regardless, simply because I haven’t bothered to familiarize myself with the layout of this place yet.
Why? Well, why should I? I already know where the kitchen is, where the exit is and I even know how to get to my room from these two aforementioned locations, a room that houses my own private bathroom as well. So really why would I need to know the rest of the mansion as well?
It’s not like Brass and Camellia possess some underground vault where they keep and store all of their coinage Scrooge Mcduck style or anything… on second thought, if both Brass and Camellia DO possess such a vault right under our hooves then I immediately need to know how to get there and where from.
I always wanted to see how it feels to swim in money. Those comic books do make it look very enticing.
Anyway, Olive and I where now just trotting along through the Baroque style hallways of this home. Her leading the way in front of me with me just casually following along before eventually staring up at her mini skirt out of boredom. And guess what was terrible? Well, not terrible-terrible, but more terrible as in TERRIBLE in hiding what a skirt should be hiding in the first place. It’s a pony ass, no surprise there, but what eventually really ended up to be a surprise and also somewhat intriguing, was the fact that she was actually wearing something back there.
No, they were not panties like most people would think, that idea would just be too simple and generic for this current situation. Nooo, what she was actually wearing back there was a full blown, hardcore, unadulterated white thong, a freaking thong going straight through her olive green butt cheeks. I didn’t even knew horses could wear those.
That my eyes went wide after THAT realization would have been an understatement.
Granted, they were still horrible, as in “they were doing a HORRIBLE job at concealing the very thing that they were designed to be concealing in the first case” kind of horrible. Why? Well, simply because of pony private parts being WAY more obvious naturally in comparisons to a human's. But still, it’s the thought that counts and the fact that she is actually not running around completely nude in the house, or in public… I think.
Now that I think about it, this would be highly inappropriate for public. Not just that, but also a very bad tease as well. A really bad tease as in “it leaves nothing open for a stallion’s imagination as it still perfectly outlines exactly what is actually hidden under there” kind of tease.
Zero effort, again you might actually be better off in just mimicking everybody else and wear absolutely nothing at all. You already have fur, just make sure that your naturally given drapes are doing their actual fucking job and it should be fine. I just contradicted myself, didn’t I?
I shook my head before just looking at something else to either admire or mentally bitch about.
Like her stockings. Completely the wrong color in my opinion.
Why am I turning into Karl Lagerfeld all of the sudden?
I just scratched my head. With all of that said and done and me once again looking somewhere else and not at my path for future reference, we eventually stopped in front of a large single door at the end of a hallway.
Olivia knocked politely a couple of times before waiting patiently.
“Yes, please come in.” I heard Brass respond from the other side, which in turn allowed Olivia next to me to open the door.
I peeked my head through. “Oh, it’s just a simple office. How… simple.” I thought to myself, feeling a bit disappointed.
Granted, there really wasn’t anything simple about it at first glance, given the fact that everything here just screamed Victorian style in terms of furnishing. But comparing this to everything else I have seen so far inside this house, this looks and feels pretty mediocre.
How… refreshing.
Olivia smiled as she stepped in. “I did as you asked, Sir Brass, and according to him, he is very much interested in joining us to downtown Canterlot. Even though his delivery on that was… random.” She announced.
Brass just smiled at that as he pulled out an envelope from a drawer. “That’s nice to know, always wanted to bring my children to ‘take your kids to work day’, as the others like to call it.” He half joked before closing said drawer and making his way to us. The things floating in his voodoo hoodoo.
Seriously, I really need to know how to do that myself, just imagine the shit I can pull with that.
“So you want to join us to our family’s business? Granted it’s not as exciting as Kindergarten or a toy store, but we can stop by and get ourselves some donuts and ice-cream on the way there if you want.” He suggested which in turn just made me look up at him with a curious frown.
“How about a cheese sandwich, or that one Starbucks clone me and Miss Camellia passed by the other day?” I counter-suggested, which gave Brass turn to look at me curiously.
“Well a cheese sandwich is fine, but getting you coffee is completely off-limits. Camellia has already told me what happened on that day and I am also fully convinced that coffee is not for young foals.” He explained which was a rather predictable answer.
I just puckered my lips in defiance and said nothing, knowing full well that I won’t get any coffee from him anytime soon… or anyone else for that matter.
What does a man have to do to get some coffee around here? I need my cup of Joe.

....................................................................................................................................
“Alright, you’re doing great… well, almost… actually, not at all. I guess a guitar truly is just for unicorns.” Miss Soft Harp commented as she took the guitar away with her magic.
I looked down at my hooves with a frown. The constant failed attempts and trying to properly pull the string has made my hooves all hurty.
Mother behind me just sigh; not a sigh of being tired but a sigh of disappointment, which is much worse and makes me feel even more bad than I already do.
I know mommy is trying her best, and I know that she really loves me but… the problems about me always seems to be about the fact that I don’t have a horn like mom and dad… or Alex.
I just looked down at the ground as my ears folded against my head. I really don’t understand why everything is so unfair around me. All because I wasn’t born without one of those horns.
I know that I am still a pony, but everypony just seems to treat me as if I was something else instead. It’s just not fair.
“Every instrument we have tried today just seems not to work well for Octavia. We even tried the piano, but she is still too small to reach all the keys, and besides that even if she does get older she still wouldn’t be able to operate the keys in the same effectiveness because earth ponies have somewhat broader hooves compared to the other races.” Miss Soft Harp explained, which I guess means something bad.
My mom just looked discouraged by that as she looked at all the instruments I was asked to try out, most of them just being too difficult for me to even hold. Like that trumpet thing or that violin, or that… pipe thing I forgot the name of. To me it looked like a flute but mommy said it had a more… professional name, whatever that means.
Overall, we have tried every instrument that Miss Soft Harp had in her shop. All of them turned out to be… too difficult for me to play or even get my hooves around. Well, I can play them, but I would guess anypony could just start stroking the strings with their hooves and some kind of sounds.
And just sound isn’t exactly music, as we all heard.
I just kept to myself as always did as mommy and Miss Soft Harp continued to talk to one another.
Not really sure what it was about because I wasn’t really paying much attention at that moment. I was just too busy feeling guilty in how I disappointed my mom… again.
“So you really don’t have anything else a foal like her could play?” My mom asked after I started to somewhat pay attention again, though my thoughts were still… not very nice.
Miss Soft sighs. “Well, yes. That’s, sadly, all the instruments I have at disposal at the moment. It’s just a shame none of them seem to connect with her very well, while other are just more affiliated with magic use. Again, I am sorry if I don’t have more to offer.” She apologized with a sorry tone.
Both Mommy and her eventually looked at me still slumping around the stool which just forced me to slump back even more. I just don’t like it when ponies look at me like this… as if I was different… as if I wasn’t a pony.
Maybe they are all right, maybe I am just… different. Maybe I am just weird after all.
I was really starting to feel awful. Everywhere I seem to go I just seemed to get reminded again and again that I don’t have a horn like mommy or daddy. Why is having a horn so important? Is this why Mom and Dad adopted Alex from the orphanage, to have a unicorn?
“Is he going to… replace me?”
My eyes went wide of just a moment before I forced these ideas out of my head.
“No, Alex is my friend and really has been the only true friend I have. He is funny, certainly weird and silly sometimes but still funny and really friendly to me. He even plays with me when other foals won’t. He is just… he just seems to understand me the most. I know that he is a friend.” I thought to myself in an attempt to calm myself down.
It was actually then when my mom tapped me on the shoulder which forced me to look up. She smiled, though somewhat sadly, which was worrying. I knew that she was disappointed.
“C’mon Octavia, Miss Soft Harp doesn’t seem to have anything here for you. Perhaps we could try again in a different music store with a different teacher.” Mommy explained. “Let’s just go take a small stop by the donut store. I will even buy your favorite flavor.”
With that I hopped off from my stool and followed my mom out of the store. I do like donuts, but I just know that even those won’t help me to feel better. I just feel so… lost right now. Like how I usually feel.
I just don’t understand why everything just seems so hard. Why can’t I just have more friends and have fun?
I just want to have fun, just like everypony else. No more of this “Bullshit” as Alex always says… whatever that means.
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
“So, does this mean that you are still a virgin?” I curiously asked Olivia while looking up at her from her lap that I managed to occupy against her will… and won.
She in turn just looked at me, shocked, while sporting a very obvious blush on her olive green cheeks.
“Wha… what the… just because I have never had a special somepony doesn’t mean that… HOW IN EQUESTRIA DO YOU EVEN KNOW WHAT A VIRGIN IS?” She demanded, trying to look all offended even though I knew that she was both confused and totally embarrassed to the core.
Oh, how funny it is to mess with the naïve ones.
I just looked smugly at her. “Simple…” I began. ”Because of the Internet. You wouldn’t believe what a guy can find with just one simple google search.” I explained which just made her even more confused… if that is even possible.
“What… what the hay is an Internet?” She questioned which in turn just made me raise an eyebrow knowingly.
“Yeah, I know, right?” I stated with extended arms. “That’s what I am asking myself too. I mean, couldn’t they have come up with a much cooler name than just calling it the International Network? I mean, that name is just so… uninspiring, needs more finesse in my opinion.” This was apparently her breaking point as she seemed to physically give up.
“Nevermind, forget it, just… are we at the store yet?” She questioned while looking at Brass seated opposite from us.
He, of course didn’t pay her any attention, just like he has been this entire time since I conquered Olivia’s lap and started to probe her mind with questions. He has been staring at all of his notes and documents this entire time, mumbling something every once in a while and looking like he was crunching numbers in his head.
Basically doing his job while on his way to his job. Talk about taking your job seriously, and we haven’t even reached the sandwich store yet. What a great job.
I’m already getting hungry for just thinking about cheese sandwiches.
“Sir Brass, we have arrived at the Market district. Would you like us to make a stop at the closest food selling establishment, or would you like us to just continue straight to your store?” A rough sounding stallion called out, which was no doubt one of the dudes strapped onto this carriage.
Brass finally perked up to that as he lifted his head away from his papers, even going so far as to remove his glasses with his wonder wand before sticking his head out the window.
“Actually, would you two just pull over here instead? I was planning on doing a bit of shopping anyway before heading over to the family store. We might as well walk the rest of the way ourselves, it’s not that far from the store here anyway.” He said, which in turn caused me to look up at Olivia.
She looked back at me with a raised eyebrow. “Carry me.” I casually asked while raising my hoof towards her.
She just looked at me funny. “Carry you? Why would I want to carry you? You have perfectly good legs to stand and walk on your own.” She pointed out which in turn just made me pout.
“Well, if you don’t then I am going to tell everyone back at the store that you are a virgin, and love wearing a thongs under your skirt.” I threatened with crossed hooves.
Olivia of course didn’t look too happy, despite her blush. “What? No… you, you wouldn’t.” She challenged, a challenge that I gladly took on.
“Oh, I will.” I pressed on.
“Never.” She pressed on herself while getting close with her muzzle.
“Never what?” Brass suddenly joined in which in turn caused Olivia’s blush to only intensify.
“No-nothing, nothing at all sir, Alex and I are… just having a friendly game of dare… yes.” She tried to bullshit her way out.
Well, I was having none of that. ”Actually, I want to say that she loves to wear a se…” I tried to say before Olivia’s hoof had other ideas.
She just laughed awkwardly. “Shirt… of course I like wearing shirts, they are just a lot more comfortable than most ponies would give them credit for, in my opinion.” She quickly butted in, which in turn just caused Brass to raise an eyebrow.
He just shrugged it off before collecting all of his stuff, which was also the same time the carriage pulled off to the side and stopped at some random store which name I will most likely forget about later because it’s not important. So why even bother?
Olivia sighed in defeat. “Fine, I will carry you. But please keep that… strange mouth of yours shut while we are trotting around the streets. The last thing I want is for you to make a scene around us.” She pleaded before Brass stepped out of the box, followed by her and me now on her back.
I scratched my chin in thought. “A scene, how the heck can I make a scene without a script and a camera to work with?” I casually questioned which in turn just made her groan.
Also… ”You are basically asking a mad person to be sane. It’s like the coming of the four horsemen - you are just asking for the apocalypse to happen.”
But fine, I will force myself to keep quiet for now, only because I don’t want to lose my only cheese cutter’s favor… or have her die out of redness.
Really, what is it with these horses and their emotions? It’s all cranked up to eleven on them. Compliment them by saying that they are pretty and the first thing they will do is blush, face to the side and start pawing the ground awkwardly with a bit of a goofy smile on their faces.
All I did was telling that filly that she looked pretty good and BOOM, I get the “Kissing” song sang by everybody. Quite a surprise that they even know this song, let alone that it even exists in this world.
I guess they DO grow up really fast these days. I blame the internet, even though there isn’t one here… yet.
Riding around the shopping avenue… no really, that’s its name… on Olivia’s back was... well... what the fuck was everyone expecting? I am riding on Olivia’s back, around town, just because I am too lazy to do it myself. Nothing special here.
We simply visited a grocery store, a bookstore, and a supply store before we finally ended up at that one place that sells food and shit… well, food that you eat on a table, a food joint of some sort. I wouldn’t fully call it a restaurant either simply because the prices here weren’t outrageous.
They were all fast food level in pricing, which is nice… I guess.
Some of the ponies sitting around the tables outside the store give me and my group a curious look as we approached. I can tell that all of the diners in this decent establishment where all simple commoners. How? Well, they were all naked, that’s how.
Crazy how being naked in this world is considered to be middle class. Back it my world the reason why certain people didn’t have clothes in the first place was either because they are too poor, or self-justified hippies. Mostly option two, simply because even the poorest of people have at least rags to cover themselves up with.
I was, of course, forcefully removed from Olivia’s back and placed on a seat the moment we found one. Both Olivia and Brass quickly took their own as well as a waitress immediately came over to our table. Some ponies were still staring at us by the way, mostly at Brass who looked as British as ever.
“Welcome to Sunny Daisies and Sandwiches. What would the two gentle stallions and lady have?” She professionally questioned as she whipped out a notepad from her apron.
I only just noticed that she had neither a horn nor wings, which meant that she must be the same race as Octy face. In fact, nobody in this joint even had a horn, with most of them being your simple normies that where both horn- and wingless. I guess I now understand why all of them where looking at us curiously with some passing noble either looking shocked or just disgusted.
Brass, a noble, was dining in a place for normies, filled with normies, and he wasn’t giving a shit about it. This just perfectly drives home just how deep their racial and social divide really goes. Elites are expected to be just hanging out with either people of the same social or financial status while normies should just keep to themselves and not bother them. I can’t help but fully respect Brass for this, he is just one of those very few that just completely ignored this social mindset, despite having the rights to be just as snoopy is the rest of his kind, but completely ignored it for the sake of just “DO IT”.
He seemed like the golden egg on top a turd mountain, or maybe I have been watching too much “The Angry Videogame Nerd” to be quoting it like that.
Screw it, just give me my sandwich already. I have an Olivia to ride after all… well, ride as in literally riding her, and not that… other activity.
Get your minds out of the gutter you filthy people.
Brass just smiled at the young lady after he lowered his notes again. Can you please stop looking at those? Feeding a child is more important than making money. You already have a shit ton of that to begin with.
“Well, yes.” He responded before fixing his tie. “We would just like three of your triple cheese sandwich adventures please, and some simple juice along with it.” He ordered.
Now this should be funny. I have yet to see a non-horny to try and use a pen to write something with it. Until now all I have seen so far were either the use of a glow stick or the use of wings being mistaken as fingers. Which, by the way is normally bullshit, because feathers are feathers and not fingers. But hey, I saw it work with my own eyes, so who am I to call this bullshittery out?
She pulled out a pen out of the side of the notepad with her mouth and began to… oh, so that’s how they do it. All she did was move the pen around the pad with the help of her mouth. From my angle it looked super bullshit, but I would guess that she is actually writing something on that processed piece of driftwood and not just doodling some random scribbles on it. This action of hers is funnily enough a lot more believable than the whole wing issue I pointed out earlier. I can easily believe that, with practice, anyone could be able to write with their mouth. Maybe not that classic wavy style, but good enough to actually make it understandable.
When she was done, she stashed the notepad back into its lair and trotted off, only to stop and turn herself around, her expression telling me that she forgot something… which she did.
“Oh wait, I am so sorry for not asking, but what kind of juice would you like to have? We have many flavors to choose from.” She questioned.
Brass just kept his ever patient smile as he answered. “Whatever is on top of the order really, just surprise us.” He responded.
The mare nodded before trotting off once more to act on his order. A lot of the strange looks have long since subsided as many have simply returned to their own minds and businesses. Well, not all, that would be obviously WAY too easy. A noble, a mare to be precise, that I immediately recognized as that aunt figure of that one kid that Octavia should not be close to, just looked like she had her own two cents to throw into this well.
Or just rocks, as I would imagine that she would be too stingy and uptight to even do that.
I could already imagine what she was about to shat out.
“How tasteless, dining in such a dirt and common-run establishment for a pony of your status. Haven’t your parents ever taught you some self-respect or class?” She criticized, which was just typical.
Brass of course kept calm as he turned to the upstart hag. “Simple…” He began. ”It’s called enjoying the more simple aspects of life. Also, yes my parents HAVE taught me self-respect and class, which is why I am her still wearing my suit and keeping my mane well combed.” He responded, staying cool and not giving her any leverage.
She just huffed before trotting off but of course needed to have the last word. “Suit yourself, though don’t be surprised if the upcoming gossip about your presence here are going to impact your family's status. How you even managed to get some respect I will never know.” She added before disappearing into the crowd.
Brass sighed after she left while rubbing his forehead. “Almost just as bad as my uncle.” He muttered while momentarily keeping to himself.
I have to agree. Even though I have no idea who or how his uncle is, but from his expression he sounds just as aristocratic as the rest of these money hawks. Their ruler should be taxing the everlasting shit out of these guys to keep them in line. Unless she is just like them, then everybody here is fucked and I get my perfect excuse to find this “Germane” Octy once mentioned and to be with my people… well, theoretically speaking, of course.
Neither Brass nor I had the time to linger on our own thoughts for too long though as the apron-wearing mare suddenly came back with a plate balanced on her back. Brass being the oh-so-cliché gentleman that he is, used his voodoo hoodoo to free the mare of her burden and levitating the three plates of the sandy witches onto the table.
She kindly thanked him for his efforts before trotting off again to most likely get the batch of drinks he ordered.
For me it was “Fuck the drinks” especially when my sensitive pony nose quickly picked up the scent of these well-prepared morsels.
Cheese. Melted, heavenly cheese, and three of them at the same time.
My mouth just watered at the thought, even more so when I managed to identify the different smells thanks to years of experience.
“Fontina, Gouda, Mozzarella. I think my nose and my crotch are going to have an orgasm.” I thought to myself as I looked at the baked sandwich with an almost-vampiric need, before doing a Homer Simpsons instead and gurgling my own saliva.
“MINE!!!” I declared loudly which shocked everyone around me.
I grabbed the sandwich in my predatory hooves and squeezed it, watching as some of the cheese leaked, out which only intensified my inner beast.
Without wasting any time I took my first bite, only to realize that this shit was still melting hot. But I forced it down as my taste buds quickly registered something else.
I was in heaven. This also meant I need to somehow bug Olivia about making something similar to this back at home, otherwise I would be searching through her drawers for those thongs and blackmail her. If I can find her room that is... or I could just ask her.
Yes, I know blackmailing this sweet little naïve thing is just unethical… but I am hungry, damn it, and as long I am not legally old enough to raid the kitchens when someone is actually looking then I obviously need a pair of second… hooves to make me breakfast, lunch, and dindin.
Plus she cuts cheese like no other. Those precise, delicate slices which she makes are just so sexy to look at; those perfectly proportioned cuts, those slow strokes make any cheese enthusiast hard… not that I got hard by watcher her, simply because of the lack of muscle memory my new young body had in regards to pumping blood into some… ”Key areas”.
But I am getting ahead of myself again, especially since when my vision slowly started to swirl as I enthusiastically chewed on my food. Too bad that Fontina give me a lot of gas, otherwise I would have asked for seconds.
Which… wouldn’t have worked anyway if I still wanted to, because, as I said, Fontina has the tendency to give me gas, and me eating one right now does create an immediate recipe for disaster one way or another. Well a disaster for Olivia’s eyes at least.
I somehow managed to unhinge a massive boogey out of my system after my 3rd bite, which caused half of the outside consumers to immediately abandon their seats. Not sure how my new body is capable of such feats of  bodily wastes in such quantities, but I blame the active cartoon physics that this world sometimes operates from... which does make my normal case of “Die Blähungen” a lot more prominent. In the end I still managed to “accidentally” create a scene despite Olivia’s wishes.
I just continued to happily chew on my food while Brass just looked at me funny with a handkerchief held to his nose while Olivia just buried her face in her hoof, most likely in embarrassment.
I guess I should try and make an effort to tell them what I can and cannot eat well in the future, especially with these cartoon physics coming out of hiding every once in a while.
But alas, I regret nothing. Plus its suits my needs pretty well.
Get used to my random scene making, Olivia. I can promise you more where that came from, either intentionally or unintentionally.
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
“Well this is it, Alex, this is our family's pride and joy, and the very source and reason of our name and status within the noble community. The very symbol of the Silverwatch name but… I doubt you will have much interest in that anyway.” Brass announced as me, him and a still-agitated Olivia were standing in front of a rather big and very fancy looking establishment.
Right at the very center of the city, mind you.
I have to admit that I am not very impressed with this at all, even if this store is three stories tall. But then again, I have only seen the outside of it and not the inside. Furthermore, a three story building isn’t really that tall in comparisons to a three story building for humans, so there is that.
I just crossed my hooves and decided to be honest. “Not very impressive. It looks fancier in comparison to everything around it, but that’s it.” I answered, which in turn caused Brass to chuckle.
“Well, I will admit that from the outside it really doesn’t seem very special, but once you go inside and get an understanding of what our family has been specialized in and known for throughout the land, then I am sure that you would withdraw you lack of wonder just a little bit.” He responded, which in turn just made me more curious.
“We’ll see, Copper and Brass, we’ll see, thanks to my fever dreams and my over-exposure to the Internet I am very rock solid when it comes to my level of expectations and suspensions of disbelief, which… are almost non existent to be honest. So show me what you got.” I thought to myself as I followed brass into the front glass door of this supposedly-impressive thing.
Not for Olivia thought, as she was busy with her own problems in carrying all of the shit that Brass has bought on his shopping trip prior before finally getting here, which is also why I am not riding on her back anymore as it is occupied by a large set of shopping bags.
The moment I entered through the main hall was the moment when I realized what this store was all about, and again, I was not impressed, especially with some of the customers that here. Nobles, of course.
“This is just a massive jewelry and accessory store.” I commented out loud, feeling generally unimpressed by what the countless glass panels and shelves had to offer.
Again, Brass just chuckled while I was busy examining a rather simple silver necklace with a big sapphire as its highlight.
“Not just any jewelry and accessories, which would honestly be rather generic and a bit too trivial as to why our family name is so big despite the fact that we still possess the largest jewelry business in the city.” Brass explained as he moved behind the counter and opened one of the panels to pull a much more delicate and well-crafted necklace out of it.
“No, what makes our family so famous and respected for almost a 1000 years of history is because of our ability and talent to create some of the best enchanted jewelry and items in the whole kingdom. Our family has always been some of the most skilled jewelry smiths and enchanters since the early days of Equestria.” He finished, which he demonstrated by causing the gem in the necklace he was holding to glow in an almost fire-like effect.
I looked back down at the necklace behind the glass and saw that the sapphire-like gem also gave off a soft glow from its center, which in turn really caused my brows to arch up somewhat.
A rather pleasant surprise, but again nothing to major in my book. I just had to immediately connect this shop's specialties with services that the College of Winterhold offers. Enchanting services, and the selling of such items.
At this point I was just more focused on the possibility of getting myself a necklace with Conjuration reduction cost than the actual store itself. Just image all of those Atronachs I can let loose on those pesky nobles. Especially our next door neighbor, who I started to slowly hate thanks to his constant bachelor-esque parties that this show-off likes to host over there.
The tedious night time hours I had to suffer through because of him, and he even started to call me and Octy loud and rowdy whenever we were fucking about in the backyard.
The nerves of some people. I even discovered a batch of used condoms in one of his trash bags. What an animal.
I wonder if he could give me pointers.
I just scratched my head at that thought before just following dear old Brass past some onlookers, overinflated customers and of course a lot of bling.
Brass eventually told me that he had to head up to his office for some work that would most likely not interest me, so he offered that I could stay down here and roam around a bit as long as I behaved and didn’t harass the staff or customers.
Wishful thinking, but alas, what is a boy like me to do.
Olivia, on the other hand, was carrying those shopping bags into a side room that was only meant for employees. In other words, I was finally free to do what I wanted.
Ooh, the possibilities, especially in a place like this. I wonder if there is a necklace that can make someone look super attractive to anyone. I would totally give this necklace to Olivia so that she can stop pleasuring herself in vain.
I think that those were her moans I heard coming from the bathroom the other day.  But I wasn’t really paying too much attention to it at the time, just like with a lot of other things in my life.
But alas, time to mingle with the jingles… uh, I mean, ponies.
I began to look around the shop at that point, trying to spy something to do, check out, or even my next victim to harass.
There was a decently sized number of customers roaming around the shop, which is honestly kind of a surprise, given what this store is all about. Granted, most of them do belong into the category of “I am too rich for this shit”, but there were of course some naked ponies mixed in between them as well, most likely to just browse what this joint has to offer and dream about having something that they obviously cannot pay for.
I actually find it somewhat good that these enchanted items are so difficult to obtain for the normal masses. Not because of the possible danger of some of them reaching the wrong… hooves, because they already kind of do, but mostly because it would mean more for me down to road to experiment with and to abuse the ever living shit out of them. First I need to give Brass and Camellia some cancer though, cancer as in adorable cancer; the diabetes. Use my pwease to woo them while I still can.
Or at least that’s the overall plan. If it works on mares then why not on stallions as well? Well, stallions that aren’t acting like little bitches.
After a moment of just looking around I eventually managed to spot a pleasing target. A simple mint green Pegasus mare stationed behind one of the counters. What immediately drew me to her were the facts that she kind of mimicked the oh-so-cliché sexy librarian look. Glasses, a hair bun, and of course a face that is just as innocent-looking as Olivia’s. A perfect target for harassment if I ever saw one.
I stopped myself as a thought suddenly crossed my mind. “Am I already going local?” I thought to myself with a bit of a surprise.
I immediately mentally dismissed it. “Nah, can’t be. I mean, my balls haven’t even dropped yet, so how in the living lala land can I even be producing the hormones necessary for such thoughts? Even if that is the case, then it wouldn’t really matter in the long run anyway as I would just forget about it again the next day. In-built firewall protection, better than any condom.” I thought to myself with a satisfied grin before making my way over to the other end of the counter. Ignoring all of the stares aimed at me and the complaining comments about letting a foal run around unsupervised within a magical bebop shop.
I sneaked my way behind the same counter the mare was occupying and pulled up a sizable stool up onto it that I managed to spot in a corner. The mare in question looked at me curiously from where she stood as I climbed up onto the stool right next to her, taking position onto the counter as if I was a salesman ready to sell something to some unsuspecting idiots.
Which I actually might, an idea immediately crossing my mind.
“Uhm… hello there, little foal? Uhm… what exactly brings you here into the Silverwatch shop all alone… and with no supervision?” The mare curiously asked beside me while I was busy making myself comfortable on the stool.
I eventually looked up at her with a businessman type look. “Entschuldigung, aber sprechen sie deutsch?” I randomly questioned which caused her to blink at me for a couple of times.
She raised a curious eyebrow as she responded. “Unzuverlässig Ja, aber leider nicht so flüssig.” She responded.
I just nod before looking back ahead of me before her words finally registered in my head. It was my turn to furrow my eyebrows as I looked back at the mint green mare next to me.

“Moment mal, sind sie vielleicht von Germane?” I curiously questioned.
She sadly shook her head. “No, though my parents originally come from there. I was born here in Equestria after they migrated. So basically I am a lot more equestrian than I am Germane.” She explained.
I just “Oh…” as a response feeling both intrigued and somewhat disappointed at the same time. I was really hoping for a second there that she was really German because it would have meant that I had someone to share my love with Pretzels and “Schwarzwälder kirschtorte” with. UND LEDERHOSEN, don’t forget about the Lederhosen… and beer.
Where is my Germany when I need it?
The mare besides me eventually smiled, before ruffling my already messy mane with her less messy wing to make it look even messier than it already was. So really, nothing has changed as far as I’m concerned.
I just shooed her wing away before retaking my business-like position on the counter, resting both my arms onto its surface and clapping my hoof together in a patient manner.
The mare beside me found my act to be somewhat amusing of course, as I heard her chuckling a bit. Too bad that this wasn’t an act, otherwise it would be kind of funny. But no, I was dead serious when I mentally decided to try and scam someone in of their hard… or easy earned cash.
“Would you stop your chuckling?! I am trying to attract some customers here.” I annoyingly pointed out which in turn caused the mare to look down at me curiously.
“You are? Well, in that case you can pretty much wait as long as you can sit still, because most ponies just come here to browse these wares and get immediately put off by these ridiculous prices we have in display here.” She explained, which in turn just caused me to bury my face into my hooves and groan.
“Well, with THAT attitude you certainly won’t sell anything. You got to be assertive, aggressive in your marketing, be literally in their faces until they finally succumb to your will and buy something from you, or until they just straight on punch you in the face for being so darn close. Because then you can file a lawsuit at them for assault and then scam them for even MORE money than you originally would have gotten from them. Its business making one-oh-one, has nobody ever taught you that in school?” I explained professionally and directly before returning to my pose.
The mare of course looked at me with confusion, and also a bit with surprise at my straightforward answer.
She was about to say something when I quickly cancelled her out by spotting my first customer; a yellow unicorn mare with an orange mane who was curiously browsing a set of rings at the same counter that me and… what her name where occupying.
“YOU THERE, GOOD AND TRUSTWORTHY CUSTOMER!” I shouted, which in turn wasn’t really that necessary as she was already within earshot.
But of course I did it anyway because MY business strategy is all about being aggressive. It also gives me a perfectly legitimate reason to shout too.
This did the trick, as the mare in question automatically lifted her gaze to look at me. The mare next to me was about so say something again, only for her to get artistically thwarted once again.
“I see that you seem to be highly interested in those beautiful rings that our house has so lovingly and skillfully crafted. What kind of a price range did you have in mind?” I professionally stated which in turn caused the mare to just curiously look at me.
Mystery mare number one was once more trying to take control of the situation before I shut her down yet again. Though this time by casually throwing some nearby ads at her face while keeping my gaze fixed on mystery mare number two.
I just kept my smile. “Well, do you wish to purchase something?” I casually questioned.
The mare just looked at me dumbly before shaking her head and regaining her composure. “What, no I was just looking around. Also aren’t you a bit too young to be selling anything, little colt?” She pointed out which in turn caused the sexy librarian to clear her face from all of those commercials.
“Yes that’s what I was going to say this entire time.” She unintelligently butted in, to which she was rewarded with another batch of ads directly in her face.
I just grinned. “Well, yes, yes I am.” I boldly stated before looking back at her. ”But just because I am young doesn’t mean that I lack the capacity to be reasonable. You see, manufacturing all these wears does cost a lot of time and effort on our part, so much so that it is very heavy on our funds which is why these prices seem ridiculous. A higher production cost does translate to a higher selling value after all. Do you understand me?” I explained casually while keeping my perfect business aesthetic.
She just scratched her head. “Well, yeah I guess that makes sense.” she responded before looking back at me. ”But still, why would I want to buy any of these? I mean, I would love to get an enchanted ring for my coltfriend the same way he got one for me during my birthday, but… again, it’s so expensive.” She sighs at the end.
I nod. “I understand, sometimes it is our budget which is holding us back from the things we want. Same for us, we need to make sales in order to continue providing Equestria with our enchanting expertise and wearables. Just imagine what would happen if we ever would go down like that. You won’t be able to get your love one the gift they so healthfully deserve and not just you, so many lovers all across the kingdom wouldn’t be able to show their loved ones just how much they mean to them. Is this kind of future that you wish upon your fellow kind?” I challenged while acting both sadden and somewhat distressed as the same time.
My tactic worked, milking the overemotional nature of these living crayons. “Well…” She began “That would certainly be a shame. I have heard that this family offers the absolute best in both goldsmithing and enchanting, and personally I really don’t know or have heard of anypony else being able to offer something so similar… well, the enchantments I mean. I don’t think anypony else makes enchantments so commercially available like that.” She explained, mostly to herself then me as she scratched her head again.
She did regain her focus though as she once again looked back at me. ”But, isn’t that what these noble are here for too? I bet these higher ups are your best customers.” She added.
I just shook my head. ”Nope, just because you are rich doesn’t mean that you are immune to stinginess and greed. I bet you know what I am talking about with this one.” I explained which in turn caused her eyes to light up in realization.
“Oh… well, yeah you're kind of right with that too.” She agreed while turning her gaze to some of the nobles. Said nobles were just looking at some of the items and scoffing, before turning around to leave the store.
At least there is one thing that these money bags are good for; proving someone's point, and in this case making me money.
Hah, who knew that rich people can help you make money. Ironic, right?
This was my moment to ram it home. “Well, you see, we can’t even rely on the rich to help us keep our expenses in check. It’s smaller individuals like you that have the mindset and will to peruse our wares for very special occasions and keep our business afloat. So please, I implore you to help us keep going and continue to provide excellent quality to the masses.” I explained.
She, of course as planned, was giving my words some thought. This wasn’t enough though, as she still seemed rather hesitant. I could perhaps pull out my diabetes card but what would be the fun in that? Instead I kept my visage business-oriented as a thought quickly entered my mind.
For the first time I looked over at nameless Pegasus for some answers. “Hey uhm…” I began which got the mares attention, she seemed momentarily lost before understanding my meaning.
She perked up. “Oh, yeah I haven’t told you my name have I?” She realized which just made me roll my eyes. Granted, I haven’t told her my name either, but that’s just because I didn’t have a good reason to do so. Again, despite sporting a sexy librarian type of look, she was still of course “Stranger danger” situations. Even more so thanks to some of the hentais I and my my cousin watched.
It was like spying, while also spying what he was spying. Those bloody tsunderes.
She just sighed. “My name is Andrea Wind. Wind pronounced in germane, that is. A lot of ponies do love to pronounce it in equestrian, just for simplicity’s sake.” She introduced herself, which in turn just made me nod.
Business first, introductions later… if I remember to, that is.
“Anyway, Andrea Wind, does this store accept monthly payments when a certain individual doesn’t have the funds to pay for an item outright? Like, credit or something?” I questioned curiously, which in turn caused Andrea to think for a moment.
She eventually nodded. “Well, yes, we do offer a credit system in case a customer wishes to purchase something that is currently outside their budget. Though we never fully advertise it to anypony simply because of… well, I don’t know honestly.” She explained, which was all the information I needed.
I turned back to the still waiting mare with a smile. “Well, there you go, miss, you can still be able to purchase something for your coltfriend despite not having enough bits on you right now. What kind of an enchantment were you looking for?” I laid out, which again caused the mare in front of me to start thinking.
She rubbed her chin with a hoof. “Well…” She began. “Something that could help him multitask better at his work. He does work as a crafts pony back in Ponyville, which means that he constantly has a lot of tools floating around within his magic. Something that will help him get some better control would be perfect.” She explained which again was all the information I needed.
I turned my gaze to wanna be “Deutsches Pferd”. ”Quick, go fetch the enchanting that matches this kind lady’s description.” I ordered which in turn caused Andrea dela mhe to raise a brow.
“Why not go look for it yourself since you are taking charge of this customer?” She countered.
I just gave her a deadpan look. “Really…?” I respond while crossing my hooves.
She just looked at me strangely before realization swiftly slapped her in the face. She just sighed before trotting past me. “Fine, I’ll go get them off the shelf.” She responded which in turn just made me smile.
“Excuse my coworker, she can be a bit dense in the head when it comes to customers.” I kindly explained which in turn caused the mare in question to look over her shoulder.
“I freaking heard that.” She called out.
The mare in front of me looked somewhat amused by this, which is exactly what I wanted to portray here.
A happy customer is a good customer after all.
Andrea eventually returned, with a tray full of rings, or horn rings as they are called. She placed the tray gently onto the glass surface of the counter. The mare perked up at that as her eyes scanned over the assorted items.
“Oh dear Celestia, they are so beautiful.” She commented, which again made me nod in agreement.
“They are, aren’t they? Please feel free to browse and ask questions. Andrea over here will gladly answer any question you have regarding these wares.” I explained.
“I am?” She asked with a hint of confusion.
I looked up at her with a neutral look. “Yes you are. It is your job, isn’t it?” I countered.
She just sighed again before stepping closer to the counter where the mare was carefully browsing the accessories.
The mare eventually looked up with an obvious question glinting inside her eyes.
“These are all fantastic, but… I don’t know which rings does what in terms of enchantment. I am looking for something that can help my coltfriend multitask better at his job.” The mare questioned.
Andrea on the other end rubbed her chin as she seemed to think, or rather try to remember what each of these rings do.
I just shook my head. “Why not just write it all down or label them so you don’t have to keep it all in your noggin’? I am pretty sure a list is laying around here somewhere.” I thought to myself as she continued to collect her thoughts.
She eventually perked up… before falling off again. It seems that in the end she just didn’t know in the beginning.
“I think I do have a list lying around here somewhere.” She mostly told herself which in turn just made me tap my hoof against the counter impatiently.
“Well hurry up, then. Stop being so inefficient and go get them.” I added which in turn just made her groan.
“Alright, alright! Geez, just just give me a second here.” She responded before sticking her head in a cupboard behind her.
I just smiled back at the mare which in turn caused her to scratch her furry little noggin. Andrea eventually returned, a list held within her lips. She quickly began to scan through them before smiling.
“Ah, here we go.” She announced as she placed the list down on the counter. She focused back at the rings. ”Alright, these four rings here are perfect for your requirements, miss…?” Andrea asked before looking up at the still nameless mare in front of us.
The mare perked up at that. “Oh, yeah. It’s Sunflower, or just Sunny as my friends like to call me thanks to my matching mane and coat colors.” The now-known Sunflower answered, which in turn made Andrea smile.
“Nice to meet you then, Sunflower. I can certainly see why ponies would rather call you by that nickname. Those colors really ma…” Andrea started before I promptly interrupted her by perhaps the third set of ads that she has received in her face this day.
Call about “getting showered by commercials these days” with the way I have been introducing her to both Manehatten fashion and Trottingham watchmakers, you would assume that she is getting more ads thrown at her face that any modern television.
If I keep this up she might eventually buy something from either of these two companies, which is good. That’s what commercials are for after all. They will annoy you until you finally buy something from them and be marked as an idiot for doing so, just to get even more ads later on.
Everybody wants your money, and right now I want this sunny-colored mare’s money so that I can impress Andrea with my commercial-ling skills and forget about it later on.
I have completely different priorities after all, whatever they are. I let future Alex worry about that. I am sure he will be cursing past Alex for his negligence and overall forgetfulness.
Either way I gave her a hard glare after she recovered from the shock of getting another batch of paper thrown at her. She looked at me in annoyance which only increased mine.
“Less girl talk and more providing service. Go ahead, chop chop, we don’t have all day, and neither does she if I am guessing correctly. What the heck is my adoptive dad paying you for?” I instructed.
Andrea just huffed before looking back at the mare who was just continuously lost thanks to our antics.
Andrea sighed before re-engaging her smile. “Well… as this… colt over here stated these here…” She pointed at a couple of rings individually. ”… are enchanted with the “dual mind” enchantment, offering a gather deal of control for a unicorn's magic when worn, but only for utility skills, of course.” She explained.
Sunny nods as she again looked at the presented rings with a greater degree of interest. A golden one with a blue gem embedded in it especially caught her attention.
“Hey, this one has the same exact same coat color as my coltfriend. The shape and size also looks pretty perfect for his horn.” She pointed out.
This obviously made me smile as it pretty much means that I have managed to make a hit and sink at the same time.
I leaned myself right in front Andrea and took her position. “A very good choice there, miss Sunny! Not only is it a very beautiful and well-crafted peace but also…” I stole a sideways glance at Andrea’s list before looking back. ”…the cheapest of them all, funnily enough.” I announced which again caused her to perk up.
“Wait, it is?” She questioned, sounding genuinely surprised to that.
“Seriously? Let me see that.” Andrea suddenly pushed herself forward to look at the list herself. Her eyes immediately went wide as she saw the price. “Dear Celestia, I haven’t even realized that these have been on sale for quite a while. Something to do with them having been sitting on the shelves since before I got hired here.” She realized, which of course was all the funfair I needed.
“So, are you interested then? Do you wish to help finance our continuous production and get something for you lovable coltfriend in return?” I questioned, which in turn caused the mare to nod.
“Well, I guess, I don’t see why not. Might as well do something nice for my lovable Aqua Shine in return for all the nice gifts and moments we spent with one another. Oh, this shall just be perfect.” She announced happily.
I nodded before looking over at Andrea. “Well, you heard her. Write her up and pack her bag. We managed to finally make a sale while at the same time helping our a wonderful relationship blossom even further. You two can easily continue whatever conversation the two of you were about to start after you’re done.” I instructed.
Andrea, on the other hand, just seemed somewhat dumbstruck as she finally realized that a little five year old colt like me actually made a sale today. She eventually shook her head, before finally doing her job and helping the mare write up her purchase.
“All in a day’s work.” I said with a grin.
Who knew that actual business work could be so damn easy?
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
I climbed up the stairs to the second floor where I think Brass ran off to when he ditched Olivia and me. The front of the door leading to the stairs was one of those “Personnel only” type of doors which most timid-minded individuals would normally ignore. Not me of course, since I am practically the son of the owner. That, and pulling out one of the oldest tricks in the book to the poor ass security personnel who stood there.
The old “Look over there” type of trick which in turn allowed me to quickly sneak in and look the door behind me. How? With the help of a chair of course which was conveniently placed right next to the entrance.
Thank you, mister convenience, and thank you, pony society, for having one of those indoor lock switches you could turn.
I just grinned to myself as I continued to climb the stairs in the hopes of finding my adopted money bag and trying to convince him to go and get me a soda.
Because I am thirsty, simple as that.
“I am not asking for your approval, nephew. I am expecting it. Your initiative in trying to get something out of your… hornless daughter is commendable, but still a useless endeavor. Without a horn, she will never get far in today’s society.” I heard a distant voice say after I finally reached the top.
My ears perked up at that. ”I smell a noble.” I told myself as I began to look around.
The upper level was really just your basic collection of doors and short corridors, most likely offices and one or two janitor closets for two horny employees to do in.
I should go check those closets for any white marks, but I have other eggs to fry at the moment, like following that voice so I can look at it, and complain.
“Uncle, we have already been over this. I do not care what you uphold, but she is still my daughter. I already did what you asked of me, so just let me be a normal father to my otherwise normal daughter.” I heard the distinct voice of Brass shout back as I followed its source.
I kept close to the wall and slowly sneaked my way over to a slightly ajar door. Not a very easy task, given that I have hooves.
Normal feet would certainly do a much better job in Metal Gearing this shit, especially with the floors being made of hard, polished wood.
I eventually reached the narrow slit that separated me from whatever it was that’s happening in there and casually let my ears to most of the dirty work.
I could hear someone scoff. “You and your sentimental side. Instead of upholding decades of tradition… it is certainly infuriating, dear nephew. I have no clue what my younger brother has done to you, but it doesn’t matter anyway.” I heard the old snobbish dude say with a sight before he continued. “Either way, I would like for you to focus more on the ‘Development’ of that second grade unicorn of yours so that he can become a grade one unicorn worth of our family’s standards. That’s why I instructed you to adopt one in the first place. One straight mishap of your wife is enough for me. I already warned you that marrying into a middle class mare would lead to problems.” He continued to bash.
I could practically hear Brass frowning hard, given his sharp breathing and low growling. Those horsey ears are pretty great, I have to say, but I can’t get distracted now, given from what I heard so far from these two.
“So… I have only been adopted just for the sake of needing a unicorn to succeed after him?” I thought to myself with an understanding expression.
I always had a feeling that there was more to this, especially the added lies in the orphanage and the later discovery that they actually do have a child of their own.
Some real low-end conspiracy shit, for more selfish reasons rather than for something grander. A pretty normal behavior for a sapient being. If it is capable to be kind and selfless, then it’s also capable of being cruel and selfish.
Such is the price of being self-conscious, receiving madness… wait, that’s just me.
I blinked my eyes before focusing back at the conversation, and not a second to late which allowed me to “Dishonor” this shit even further.
Now I just need rat-summoning powers.
“Yes, yes I will, uncle, I will. Just… just stop watching from over my shoulder all the time. I am aware of our family’s traditions and name. Alexander will be molded into the nephew you and the rest so demand. That’s why I even agreed to go through with this, to adopt a unicorn so that I can keep you all happy back in Trottingham, and to keep shelling our family’s expertise here in the capitol. Nothing more and nothing less.” Brass answered, which in turn just gave me a sentimental slap in the face.
It was my turn to frown at this. “So… I am basically just a ticket for Brass to keep his place and status here? I am perfectly fine to see selfishness in individuals, heck even I am perfectly fine and aware that I am doing it too, but this…? This is some real low great stuff right here, especially when considering that I am just a simple 5 year old foal that probably just wants a family of his own. Using a young rascals from an orphanage as a tool? Now that is some grade A selfishness right there.” I thought to myself as the conversation within the office continued.
Like really, imagine that it would be Mystic Tune in his place. The poor lass would be devastated to hear this. Not for me, of course, I obviously still got a win-win regardless. All the cheese and future coffee that I can get… if I play nice for this overzealous none-relative of mine… which most likely will never happen because I don’t like him… already.
I was about to leave when I suddenly heard a set of hoofsteps coming towards the door I was hiding behind.
Gotta love those hooves, spies and paparazzis will have a real hard time sneaking up to me without me knowing… which sadly also goes for me because… I am a tiny talking horse too.
Either way, I knew what was coming. So I did the only thing I could do, which was fucking nothing. The door opened outwards towards me which in turn caused me to be automatically shielded by whoever it was on the other side. A strange way to mount a door backwards, but hey, I am not complaining. Certainly makes this whole metal gearing a whole lot easier for me.
Just need an eye patch and a fake cigar and I am all set. Because I still need my lungs for more shouting and bullshit rambling.
“Whatever, dear nephew, let’s just hope you make a wonderful job. I hate to personally travel back over here to once again lecture you about traditions and priorities. Long-flight carriages are such a drag, and nauseating. Not to mention that those Pegasi are just too incompetent to flight straight.” Mister posh uncle commented.
I, of course, stayed quiet while rubbing my sore nose from the kiss it received while carefully eyeing the shadow of these two peeking out from the door's edge.
I heard Brass sigh. “Yes uncle, you do not need to worry. I will stay true to my auntie’s wishes and keep this forward store running in the capitol while upholding further expectations. You won’t need to travel to Canterlot anymore, I promise.” Brass answered.
I could see one of the shadows nod. “Good to hear, then.” He responded before trotting past the door, giving me a good view of his backside and finally revealing himself to me as he trotted away. A somewhat-fat looking old stud with light gray mane and a very light brown coat, also with a very expensive looking suit clinging to his skin.
The posh old dude eventually reached the same set of stairs that I just came from, disappearing around them and leaving me and Brass alone standing in the corridor.
Well, mostly him, as he obviously had no idea that I am hidden behind his backwards-installed door.
He grumbled, before giving the door which was shielding me a few test pulls and pushes. Thankfully not far enough to hit me with it a couple of times.
“Still can’t believe that two local carpenters managed to install the new sets of doors all backwards. Need to contact them again and have them fix them all.” He mumbled before stepping past the door and closing it in front of him, basically revealing me in the process.
His eyes went wide in surprise as I sat there frowning up at him with crossed forehooves.
“A-Alex… what… what are you doing here?” He stuttered.
My frown just deepened. “Playing Metal Gear, what do you think?” I answered before getting back up on all fours and casually canting away from him.
I gave him one last look before descending down the same set of stairs I just came from. “Which you ruined, by the way. Now I have to start the mission all over again without having reached any designated checkpoints yet. Thanks for your help.” I sarcastically added before leaving his confused and still-surprised form still standing there.
I was actually serious. I was hoping to feel all sneaky and spy-like when he just had to ruin it by leaving the office. The nerves of some people.
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“…Hey can you hear me? Alex…hello…EQUESTRIA TO ALEX!!!” I continuously heard Olivia shout.
I simply didn’t respond as I was too busy listening to my ear buds blasting in some more 80’s hits like Billy Idol or Toto into my noggin. If that was the case, then how the heck am I even capable of hearing her shout when I am too busy listening to music that these ponies probably won’t be able to understand?
Well simple, there is always a momentarily pause whenever a new song started after the last one, and then there were of course the certain sound and complexity levels that different songs had, not just that but also how many instruments were blasting into my ears at the same time.
Just one electric guitar or synth keyboard playing doesn’t really result in the cancellation of the real world around you.
Music is so chaotic man, which is why I love it so much, right next to the internet, then games, then good movies (sometimes bad once too), followed up by ice cream, coffee and on the very top of course CHEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEESE!!!
Got to love myself some cheese, without it I can certainly start packing my bags and travel to the shivering isle to take Sheogorath’s place as the new mad prince, or at least that’s what has been hinted at by the end of the Shivering Isles DLC.
Or scheming Willies chocolate factory right out of his gasps, which would easily be a closed second.
Either way I hid my head momentarily under my blanket and removed my in ear hidden earbuds so that thong wearing virgin of a french maid (I know, what a tease) won't notice them. How? Well I eventually remembered that my ear buds had wireless functionality in combination to being capable of connect directly to a device via cord. Which makes it a lot more convenient when trying to hide them away from any prying pones and avoiding myself some really annoying and technologically exhausting questions.
I don’t feel like answering to a mare who seems to the live in the 18th century…while wearing a thong mind you.
Anyway, just unplug the plugs and turn on Bluetooth. Since whatever hibbie jibbies is working on the tablet’s battery seems to be also working on the ear bud’s power cells as well. Which is perfectly fine with me and has no need for any further investigations.
Because in the end I don’t care really.
Convenient conveniences are convenient after all.
How convenient.
Either way, I remerged myself from my blanket, only to still see a rather irritated looking Olivia tapping her hooves in front of my bed.
I just gave her a casual grin which in turn just made her sigh while shaking her head.
“Sometimes I wonder if you either have actual hearing problems or if you are doing this on purpose just to annoy me.” She mumbled.
Actually it’s both, with one being related to the use of earbuds that nobody can see. Because pony ears are much larger and deeper than human ones.
That’s what she said…no literally. Olivia actually said that when she was discussing how a pony stallion outside was “digging a hole” with his “shovel”. I think she has a secret thing for construction workers and gardeners, who knows.
I just hopped out of my bed while shelving this idea in my mental filer drawer for future use. I looked up at the mare and waited for her mind to re-kick start which it finally did.
She quickly remembered what she wanted me for. “Now that is seems that I have your attention, I just have been informed that both Miss Camellia and Sir Brass are out of the house and have instructed me to keep an eye on the two of you while they are off on business.” She explained with a smile that leans to both childish pride and sense of responsibility.
Well she is just 18 after all. Just got enlisted into this household a year before I arrived here…or so she told me when I randomly asked her.
I just gave her a questionable look.” Then what about Hector. Isn’t he here as well?” I asked.
Oily producing tree over here just rubbed the back of her head awkwardly while blushing. “No…no he…he is here but he is…also currently unavailable thanks to a…mistake I made.” She confessed which in turn just made me smile.
Ah, yes, the good old problem of diarrhea, seems that modern medicine here isn’t as advanced as I had theorized with their pills or potions taking a little bit longer for their desired effects to kick in. Which truly means that the poor old butler is definitely down for the count for today. All thanks to a little mistake that Olivia made during breakfast today…which I talked her into with my impressive charms.
Granted I had no idea that it would be THAT bad towards poor ol Hector, or even BE bad in general. I knew that cheese was universally known to be prone in giving someone bad gas when consumed, but this…this is certainly some next level shit and also somewhat sad when you think about it as a cheese lover.
The poor guy was found out to be allergic against mozzarella, the cheese that I convinced Olivia to pour more of it into the soup she was making. I mean, smaller doses are fine but bigger doses will apparently send him to the shitters.
Again, sad reality but nothing less to laugh about. Yes I know that toilet humor is somewhat stupid, but I have made it already clear that I am all about stupid shit. Mostly in just how pointless they are in the end.
Either way…AGAIN she seemed to get herself back on the task at hand.
“Anyway, as I said, not that I am taking care of you two that means that maybe we could…”I stopped her right there when I swiftly realized something.
“You said “taking care of the two you two”. If that is the case then where is Octavia?” I pointed out to her. Clearly not seeing her with her or waiting outside my door.
She just smiled with confidence, which of course was ill founded. “Well she is right…” She stopped after she realized that I was right. She looked over her shoulder a couple of times before turning around completely, forcing me to frown as I once again got greeted by her questionable dress attire.
I do enjoy a good looking woman in some sexy jazz but the problem right now is that she is NOT a woman. I am still FAAAAR away from ever thinking about going native here. I mean, how the hell am I even going to start doing native when I haven’t even started going local?
There is some really complicated personal social shit going on here but I just can’t put a finger less limp on the word that I am looking for here.
Ahh yes, I think it’s called ignorance…or something like that.
Olivia eventually gave me my vision back as she turned back around to face me. Looking rather confused and slightly panicked.
“What the…I…I could have sworn she was just with me a moment ago?” She questioned, before giving me a questionable look which I immediately blocked.
“How the heck would I know where she’d run off too when I didn’t even pay you any attention when you first slid yourself in here? This is all on you.” I responded which in turn just made her frown at me for a moment before panic once again kicked in.
“Oh dear Celestia, this is my first time being fully entrusted with the two of you and I already lost their daughter.” She panicked talked before realization hits her.” I gotta find her.” She babbled before dashing off to do just that while giving me a one last parting gift of her ridiculously short mini skirt.
How someone like her is even allowed to work around kids I will never know, but at least only one of us is actually a kid.
Either way, with her gone and with me alone, that meant that I practically had a free pass to do whatever I want to do while she is busy to search for something that isn’t there. Well it is there but it’s certainly not where she thinks it is there.
Confusing I know, but one alliteration that certainly makes sense to me. No explanation needed.
I was about to retrieve my earbuds from under my pillow when suddenly out of the corner of my eye, I spotted a gray and black furred ball peeking from around the corner of a closet.
It was none other than Octy herself, having hid herself behind it while Olivia was too busy shouting my ears off even though they were busy with something else.
Sneaky little girl, using her focus on me to “Disappear”. Not sure why she did it but I will find out soon enough.
“Is she gone?” Octavia whispered from her spot.
I just nod, which in turn made her leave the cover of the overdesigned closet.
She closed the door and carefully cantered her way over to me.
I raised a curious eyebrow. “So what’s up?” I casually responded.
She just rubbed one of her forelegs awkwardly, while looking off to the side.
“No-nothing, just wanted to play with you alone.” She responded sheepishly before continuing. “I mean, I like miss Olivia and all but I just…don’t know…she seems kind of weird. More so compared to mom and dad during hearts and hooves day.” She answered with a bit of a blush.
This just made me grin. “Ah, even she seems to recognize the child unfriendliness nature that Olive’s outfit is encouraging. With that sexy french maid outfit and thong. Good job there Octy, you seemed to be growing up faster than I expected.” I thought to myself with a bit of realizarion.
This could actually be thanks to me, but nobody really needs to know that now do they?
No I am not showing her any porn of anything. Not that I even HAVE any porn to show her anyway. Even a character like me has some decency in him. No I was actually just showing her some of my old “Barkada Trip” photos that I took with my tablet. Most of them revolving around beaches and chicks wearing bikinis in said beaches. One or two of them even wearing said thongs that Olivia seems to enjoy.
Granted she was more fascinated with these weird upright looking creatures that these photos depicted than anything else, but the beauty of all of this is that I can easily show her and explain my true origins to her without even completely alienating or shocking her out. She is a kid, and just with all kids at her age, stuff like this just seems really interesting, cool and new. Which were City's exact words when I told her that I was actually an alien in a colt’s body.
I just smiled down at her. “So, what is it that you want then? What exactly do you want to play?” I questioned.
Personally I really had no issues to be a kid for her. (especially given that I am kind of a man child myself) I like her so why not spend some needed time with her like I was intended to do…while also molding her into a female version of me so that we can overthrow this fake ass monarchy together and instate a rule of fun, ludicracy and madness, muahahahaha.
She tapped her chin in thought, before simply shaking her head. “I think I have a better idea.” She announced which in turn made my brows raise in curiosity.
“Oh, and that is? I responded.
She pointed a hoof under my pillow. “You have promised to show me some of your world music inside your magic tablet thingy. I think now is a better time than ever, especially when miss Olivia to busy running around the mansion.” Octy suggested with a smile.
I looked over at the pillow, before looking back to her with a genuine smile of my own.
“Oh she is certainly going to love this, especially after her failure of learning music herself.” I thought as I scrawled my hoof under the pillow and pulled out my white bodied tablet from under its fluffy confines.
Octavia wasted no time in jumping up onto my bed and sat down next to me as I woke up the machine. I began browsing through my files until I finally reached the “RETRO” section of my collection.
I am actually kinda glad that I purchased the 64 GB SSD when I had the chance. How I got the money to get anything given my normal lazy state is kind of irrelevant, let’s just say that I have and keep it like that.
I immediately began to browse all the different pieces and song that I have hoarded over the years, dismissing most of them for now as I was in a search for ONE particular song that I am sure Octy over here would like.
I finally found. With a smile I selected it and let the music player do the rest. Soon the speakers on my tablet where blasting “Girls just want to have fun” by “Cyndi Lauper”, like…quite literal in fact.
This was certainly surprising.
I personally never remember the speakers on this thing to be THAT good, let alone THIS loud on default. I am not sure what kind of weird voodoo hoodoo physics this place is high on but it seems to have a rather positive outcome to anything related to human tech. Which again is fine by me as super convenient conveniences are always super convenient in my book.
Do not question the Deu Ex Machina in this world. Just embrace it an absolutely abuse the ever living shit out of it. YEEEEEES please give me moooooooooore.
Either way, with the song now covering pretty much the entire room about girls just wanting to have some fun and all that Jazz, it really got me thinking as to how this song could also be interpreted. It doesn’t take too much of mature thinking to realize what this song could glorify as well, but hey, she is just a kid so all she is hearing is a song about her gender just hanging out and having a good time.
As predicted she actually liked the song and style of music it produced, moving her head left and right with the rhythm and holding a very pleasing smile on her ponified muzzle. Despite being all electronic and modernized rather than the more classic stuff that is mostly common here.
Then again, that’s all that they have from what I know so far.
Again, same results with Mystic Tune back in the orphanage. Either I am missing something or this world REALLY needs a musical upgrade. Which is shown by the immediate like of just two individuals. Granted it’s just two and even more granted it where two foals but still…actually not I might actually just be getting ahead of myself now.
I am just a retro lover, not a musician.
After a while the song eventually ended (just like how all songs do) which brought silence back into the room.
Not for long though as Octy was rather static. “That sounded great, something I have never heard before. What kind of instruments can make such sounds? I have certainly never heard any instruments that I have seen or heard that can mimic these tunes, so many weird but still interesting sounding tunes. This is so cool.” She jumped up and down in both childish wonder and excitement that was quite intoxicating to see mind you.
I might actually have to request Olivia to buy me a gas mask if that is the case, after she finally returns from her troll trip that is. Octavia certainly got her good, though in a rather noobish kind of way. But she is just 5, almost 6 in fact, soon in that end just give her some time. She has lots of room to learn anyway.
Dumbly enough I actually forgot to remove the “repeat” option from the music player in my tablet, which in turn caused it to repeat the song while I was suddenly hit with a brainstorm of epic proportion.
Octavia was about to say something when I quickly shoved my hoof into her mouth while unconsciously tapping the “pause button” on the screen.
“WAIT! I have an idea.” I announced to no one in particular.
“Pfffree mhmfff daaffff muffff.” I heard Octy mumble next to me, sensing her lips and tongue gracing normally clean hoof.
I say normally because now it was covered by a layer of spit. Disgusting but I guess I have to live with that, especially given the fact that I am a four-walker now.
I pulled my hoof out of her mouth and wiped it on her tail much to her silent protest (hey it’s her spit after all) before grabbing her face and bringing it close to mine.
My eyes wide with expectations.
“I have the absolute perfect and totally amazing idea on how we can make ourselves the most RAD kids back in toddler school. Not to mention to confuse the ever living shit of all of those grownups at the same time.” I announced again, pressing my hoofs against her cheeks and making her look like a goldfish.
She seemed surprised, but otherwise intrigued. “You mean at the kindergarten?” She responded, quite muffled given her squeezed lips.
I released her from my bond. Only to bring her close again by wrapping my left forearm around her shoulder.
I nod. “Yes, the Garden of Kinders.” I repeated before looking off towards nothing. “The most epic idea in history. We are going to retro-fy our school and make ourselves the most know kids in the block. No more will you be bound to only me as your playmate, when this is done you shall be the most RAD chick the school has ever seeeeeeeeeen.” I explained, waving my left hoof in front of me in a slow and dramatic manner.
Octavia followed my gaze with confusion. “You mean the ceiling. “She babbled.
I nod again. “YES, yes of course it’s the ceiling. What else were you thinking I was talkin-OF COURSE NOT THE CEILING. I WAS TALKING MORE ABOUT THE FUN YOU AND I WILL HAVE WHILE ALSO MAKING EVERYONE CONFUSED AS ALL HECK.” I somewhat shouted, not on her but rather at the ceiling that both of us were staring at.
Not sure where the hell she got the ceiling part, but I have to say, that is one nice looking ceiling. All those pegasi and birds flying about in between clouds. A fascinating piece of art, and yet another perfect example in how bloody RIPPED Brass and his family really are.
If this is the standard design for a simple kid’s room for the rich, then I probably might suffer from the dreaded cross eye syndrome when I finally discover the master quarters of this place.
Oh wait I already know and to be honest it looks pretty much the same as this room in terms of expenses. How disappointing.
Either way back on topic.
I looked back at Octavia after a short pause of silence. “So, are you in or are you out my dear black and gray?” I questioned giving her one of my trademark grins.
She just stared at me, a subtle blush forming on her gray cheeks before looking away and fiddling with her hooves. A rather unpredictable result but one that didn’t really bother me to much as I was still waiting for her input on the subject.
“Uh…hello?” I shook her a bit, which in turn did the trick in getting her attention again. She looked back at me with a bit of surprise.
“Uh…ugh yes. Yes if it’s really as fun as you say it would be then I guess I would be in. I would certainly love having more friends to play with.” She agreed.
This again just made me grin which in turn just made her grin as well, though in a more awkward way rather than the craze, lunatic one I always do.
Beggars can’t be choosers after all. “Well then, in that case we better start practicing before returning back to toddler school at the end of this weekend. Shouldn’t be too hard or take that long.” I announced before finally letting go of her and grabbing my tablet again.
This made her seem a little bit sad though. But I of course ignored it for now as I was too busy searching for a song that would easily serve us as a prime entry stage for fame and fortune.
Well far less fortune and more fame given the fact that both of us are already ripped on the money department. Well mostly her as I am still being used as a tool for both her and the wishes of Brass assinite of a family.
I obviously still have that one encounter printed deep inside my mind since yesterday which still makes me feel a bit bitter towards the big British dude. But he has made steps in trying to explain himself, saying that those words were meant to appease his rather demanding and racist uncle than anything else.
I of course am still a bit sceptic about this, but hey it’s a start. Plus he bought me pack of Emmentaler cheese already sliced and easy to devour for a little foal like myself. So really how bad could it be.
Not that I can be bribed by cheese to believe anything…no really.
“HA, there you….are?” I suddenly heard Olivia shout as I was still busy searching through my shit.
Both of us looked up from where we sat and saw a rather messy but still very confused Olivia standing at the doorway.
I just grinned and waved while Octy did the same, but more subtle the me and far less enthusiastic.
Olivia eventually spouted, after she got off her surprise of course. A sexy french maid with a thong and now a child head as well? How old is she, 5 and a quarter?
Stupid question I know, but one I still asked because…fuck it.
“Miss Octavia, you had me worried when you suddenly disappeared from behind me. Where in Equestria have you run off to?” Olivia questioned as she stepped closer to us.
Octy just smiled sheepishly before pointing at the closet she hid in early.
Olivia followed her hoof gesture and frowned. Muttering and most likely chiding herself for her lack of…well I like to call it too much naivetéand lack of experience on her part.
“Well anyway, since you two are here, I will not leave you two out of my sight ever again while both Miss Camellia and Sir Brass are still out of the house doing their business.” She declared before a smile creeped up on her face again.
“So, what do you two want to play? I have several board games that we could try out to have some fun.” She quickly suggested.
Both me and Octavia looked at each other. Judging by the lack of time we have towards the end of the week there obviously wasn’t much space in playing some weird silly games about a ponified monopoly board if we wanted to…or rather if I wanted to get this amazing idea out of my system. Because god knows that an idea can linger inside someone’s mind for a really long time before it is finally realized or forgotten.
So obviously, that means getting Olivia back out into a wild goose chase which in turn would give us the time needed to make some practicing moves for the big show. But how to do it?
Well, it seems that my partner of crime over here got it covered.
“Miss Olivia.” Octy began innocently, which in turn gave her a very curious look from the chick in question.
“Would you be interested joining us with playing dance instead? I am sure it would be a lot of fun.” She offered, giving her a big smile.
I on the other hand felt a bit betrayed by her offer of letting a “grown up” join us in our duper super-secret plan in claiming dominance over the kindergarten and all of its inhabitants for my…uhm I mean OUR glorious first step to world domination. But alas. How bad can Olivia, one of the most adorably naïve little grownups I have seen so far, joining us really be?
The answer, really bad. Like thong constantly at my face kinda bad.
It’s a good thing that I lack any form of hormones right now. Because my morality won’t keep me “safe” FROM myself forever. I am technically a member of their species now, and both my body and my mind are slowly waking up to that.
Where is an “actual” adult when you need one?
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
“Alright you two, have fun.” Camellia, or should I say “Adoptive MOM” called after she brought us back to where little toddlers, like us, naturally belong. I say toddler because no matter how old these kids claim to be, they are still walking around on all fours just like how a toddler does in its early years.
Same with the grownups which is just comical. I am practically surrounded by babies, both physical and sometimes even mentally.
“Will you be getting us some ice cream afterwards mom?” Octy asked as she looked up at her mother.
Camy smiled. “Of course, why not? But only if you two behave yourselves.” She replied getting an even bigger smile in return from her daughter.
Guess that we aren’t going to be getting ice creams today after all. Because, behavior is NOT an option for me, especially with what we are going to do today. But alas it’s most likely not going to be such a huge loss, given the fact on what we might actually gain today if our…or should I say MY plan in turning ourselves into kindergarten legends is going to come true or not.
Today will be the day where everyone shall witness my smooth moves. Even though I got nerfed to be a four walker instead of a two. But it doesn’t matter, because cartoon physics is back in action here baby. Because, as I did find out during our “practice” sessions, that moonwalking with nothing but hind legs is actually possible.
STILL, possible if I may add. Having a smaller and lower situated body also means having a lower center of gravity to work with. Which means that mimicking bipedal movements as I am is actually somewhat possible.
Also pony hooves are again, a lot more dexterous than normal once, so that helps too.
A lot of people might not suspect this, but I am a REALLY smooth dancer. Spending a lot of time at home and contributing nothing for society, does gives someone a lot of time to perfect their crafts.
Much to the annoyance of my old neighbors of course, as I didn’t bother to use headphones for quite some time. Why? Because trying to actively find my misplaced headphones each and every time was kinda annoying, so over time, I just stopped bothering to look for them and just plugged in the base speakers instead. A tendency which really hasn’t changed after my ponification, as I again managed to misplace my earbuds after a whole evening of heavy use.
Minus having access to those massive speakers but then, not too hard of a loss here.
Darn me and my lack of personal discipline. But then again it has only extended itself towards my earbuds and not anything else…yet.
But at least it means that…
“Alex, Alex…are you…spacing out again like how you always do?” Octy suddenly asked while poked my left shoulder, which in turn did the trick of bringing me back to the land of the physical.
I blinked a couple of times before turning my head to her. Taking note of the fact that the entire front yard was now mysteriously void of any activity. “Funny, the front yard was filled with overzealous looking kids just a moment ago.” I thought to myself and with a raised eyebrow.
I really must have been spaced out for some time then. Wonder why Octy is still here then and not mingling with the rest of the toddlers back inside.
Well she got my answer.
“Miss Tender Hoof was wondering where you were when everypony was already inside. So, I told her that you were having one of those “spacing out” moments and still outside. She then told me to go get you. Even though…” She shuffled a bit in place.”…you told me to not disturb you when you are having one of those monolug…monoluging…
“Monologuing.” I corrected her swiftly.
“Yeah…uhm that one wherever you are doing that.” She answered.
I just smiled. “Ah, don’t worry about. Plus, you actually did a really good thing by snapping me out, as we obviously have much more important things to focus on besides playing silly games or practicing self-imposed mental isolationism on a ridiculous level. We have an act to perform.” I stated, before marching off to the front entrance of the building with one simply question in mind.
“Hmmm…how to actually do this?” I thought as I pushed myself through the front door.
Yes, I am going to admit that I haven’t even bothered to properly think this idea through or do any cohesive planning before this day came.
Why? Because I am the type of guy who likes to wing his shit instead of planning it, that’s why. Also, I have a very erratic way, or rather tendencies of getting ideas on emergency moments, so that kinda helps to.
“Ahh, here you are. What were you doing out there all alone? Most foals even said that you were just standing still on one place while staring off into the distance. Is everything alright?” The ever-present voice of Miss Tender hoof entered my fluffy ears after I entered the building.
I say ever present, because she is the so called “teacher” of our group. I say it in quotations because, half of the time, I am the one who ends up teaching her and the kids and not the other way around. Though if any of my given information is even remotely usable or valid for such young minds, or even towards these grown-ups is of course highly debatable.
And also, highly inappropriate at times, but again, nobody knows.
In the minds of these ponies, everything is just so beautifully naïve and gullible to everything I throw at them. Getting either surprised, shocked or confused beyond reckoning whenever they see or witness something that normally shouldn’t be.
This world is like the ultimate playground for me. A world filled with highly emotional and downright fuckable (in a mental sense) ponies. The world that I just left in comparison was far more logical and “mainstream” at almost everything that you can think of that such huge sense of surprise were pretty much rare at some locations. That’s where the majority of white coats come in though, to do most of the explaining for us. And if no solution was made? Ehh…we would just go back in watch TV, serf the web, play games, or work our asses for someone we don’t even know or like.
The last actually doesn’t apply to me as should be obvious.
But I am just rambling again. Better save up my constant monologuing for another time. A time where I cannot be disturbed preferably.
Either way, I just looked up at the questionable and somewhat worried looking mare next to me and grinned. “Yes, yes of course everything is fine. I was just internally monologuing that’s all. Trying to pretend that an invisible audience is watching my every step and that I need to provide them all with both the entertainment and the constant quoting of popular pop culture references, because I am to lazy as crap to be original. Just rolling with the flow and see what sticks. That is the motto of the day.” I answered, kinda truthfully, I might add, which is just a super cheap way of either getting my ass out of gas, or still achieving my goal in brainfucking the peoples around me.
Seems that I have the archived the latter rather than the former here as she just tilted her head at me in confusion.
She eventually shook her head to clear it. “Colts these days, WAY too much imagination in their heads. Wonder what types of comics books they sell these foals today. Must be quite the mind turner, even for foals.” Tender muttered, before quickly ushering me towards the classroom with her hoof.
“Well anyway, go on then, the other foals are already waiting and we can’t obviously start without everypony present. You too Octavia.” She announced before somewhat pushing us in the general direction of said classroom.
“Hmmm…guess I can pull out my dips during recess time. Better than any I guess.”
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
“Alright, you got everything set up?” I questioned Octy as we were both hiding inside a bush, right outside of the kindergarteners backyard. All set up a ready to go.
Octy nods.” Yes, all I need to do is press the play button on your magic tablet thingy and it should be good to go.” Octy answers, giving me a smile and another nod…for some reason.
“What is it with these ponies and their overreliance of body language. Wouldn’t be surprised if they use more than just body language for their bodies. For being naked all the time.” I thought to myself, completely out of context I might add and just generally rambling as usual.
Not to mention showing the obvious age advantage I have towards all of these kids….and even some of the adults too.
Either way, I smiled. “Great, now just wait for my mark and…you know what screw it, let's just do it now and get everyone’s attention while the grown-ups are still overlooking the playing field from their porch.” I announced, forcing octy to give me a somewhat confused look?”
“Really? Right now?” She asked, tilting her head.
“Yes right now, I am starting to feel the groove coming into my system already. We need to capitalize on it while I can still feel it. Just remember some of what we have managed to practice during the weekend and all should be smooth. Just follow my lead and the ice cream shall be ours.” I responded, again giving her a grin.
She again nods. “Alright, hit play and try to dance on my hind legs. Got it.” She saluted, curiously enough before dashing out the bush and leaving me alone in it.
“Well let’s see if she even remembers which icon on the screen actually signifies the play bottom on the music player.” I thought to myself while exiting the bush myself.
“Oh hey, what were you two doing in the bush? Where you playing hide and seek?” A random pony suddenly asked after I crawled myself out of the front porch foliage.
Turns out to be a random filly, judging by the voice and the obvious feminine looks she sported when I turned my head to look at its source.
“Well yes, but now we aren’t anymore. Sorry if you wanted to join.” I responded, which in turn caused the filly to frown.
I just patted her head before leaving her be. Making myself towards the center of the large playground while dodging a lot of frolicking foals and chasing adults to catch said foals for doing something stupid.
Ah kids, they never change, no matter what world or what species they are.
Anyway, I made my way over to the middle of the playground for one good reason. It was home of the only set of benches and picnic tables that were perfect for my intended purpose.
Why they are there is not important, but what is important is the good surface area and elevation they will proved for this show to be a total success. I might just be doing this for the LOLs, but then again, everything I do is really just for the LOLs. Nothing needs to really make sense for it to happen after all. Plus, I am generally just testing the grounds too. To see what sticks and what is possible in this colorful cartoon world with its weird voodoo hoodoo and all that shit.
Plus, I am a kid again. The amount of shit that kids can generally get away with is quite astronomical for someone with my antics. So total and unadulterated abuse of my second chance of childhood shall be conducted with earnest.
Responsibilities? What the fuck is that?
Either way, again most of the kids I passed by were either ignoring me, being generally lost in their own personal worlds just like how kids are, while some even gave me a tentative wave or a call. Which I returned for manners sake while also denying those that ask me if I wanted to join their little game or not.
Denying them was easy as I had my own plans to focus one as I tried to climb up onto the bench and the tall and perfectly flat picnic table beyond it. I have to say, climbing things with hooves is surprisingly simple, but that notion was already long established when I somehow managed to climb up a freaking tree with them back at the orphanage.
But alas who cares, plus being up high on top of the picnic table pretty much meant that the show was ready to begin. I could see that Octavia was inside another bush nearby with my tablet at the ready.
I gave her a long wide wave with my arm, which she returns in earnest before starting to fiddle around with my tablet. Only for me to frown and almost jumping back down to press the button myself when I noticed she was just looking at the brightly lit screen with cluelessness and momentary confusion when an adult suddenly decided to call me out.
“Hey, get down from that table, you might fall off and hurt yourself if you’re not careful.” I heard a mare shout, making me blow a raspberry at the ridiculosity of her reasoning to actually get down from here.
“Really, then what about the slide, the swing and the large castle thing at the sandbox over there? Especially with its lack of railings at some places.” I thought to myself.
“Ahh, now I remember again.” Octavia suddenly shouted, yes, literally shouted in self-imposed glee before finally remembering what the play button was.
I can tell because the song that I personally picked before coming here finally starting to play from the, again, surprisingly loud speakers of this normally not so loud device.
The song being “You spin me around” from “Dead or alive”. The perfect song to literally spin in place before losing any breakfast, lunch or dinner that you might have had because you were too stupid to realize that spinning on a swivel chair so fast and for so long might actually upset the stomach that you were born with.
A true story, and one that I won’t bore you with right now because, I obviously don’t have a swivel chair anymore.
Either way, a large grin immediately formed on my ponified lips as the strong blast of the song quickly entered my fur covered ears. I automatically began to tap my hoofsies as the rhythm was going through me.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PGNiXGX2nLU

A lot of activity was swiftly halted around the playground as the song echoed all throughout the compound. Boys and girls, and even all of the adults who could hear it had all of their eyes and ears were quickly trained at the supposed source of the music. Specifically, on me, just like how I wanted.
“Time to move the groove.” I thought to myself as I got up onto my hind legs and extended my arms upwards in a triumphant stand, grinning ear to ear before doing a single spin, Michael Jackson style, and moon walking like him with hooves and fur covered nakedness.
No white suit for me apparently. But…
…Pulling out a random eyepatch out of nowhere instead and putting it on. I began to actively groove, shake, moonwalk and even perform a split with a spin at the beginning at the song. All of the attention was now squarely fixed on me as I began to move about on the table as if the 70’s and 80’s where still a thing somehow. Or rather, being introduced in this ponified alien world.
And besides just dancing to the song and giving the concept of autonomy a big fat middle finger. I even began to mouth dub too the song as well, pretending and making it seem like as if I was the one actually singing the song.
Octy on the other hand was actually not too slow behind in getting herself up onto the table and joining me in my bipedal oriented dance. Basically, proving that nature, is once again, stupid.
Suck my unwashed hooves, science.
Moving my head arms and hips at the rhythm of the song and acting like the guy from the actual music video of the song. Octavia even joining me in dubbing the song once the chorus hits. Spinning a few times on the tip of my left hind leg when the “you spin me around” part of the song played. Again, being smooth as ice and moldable as jelly.
Proving that, NOT contributing to the betterment of society leads to becoming a snake at every dancing club or bar. Or in my case, in my own four walls with angry shouting neighbors.
Yeah, I am an asshole too.
Once the first chorus was over though, I began to jump off from the table and started to personally zip around and invade the personal spaces of all the little colts and filly nearby while still dubbing along. Resting my right arm around their necks or supporting myself on their backs while robotically moving my head from side to side. Even doing so to some of the grown-ups to brain fuck with them some more.
Especially when I looked up and deep into their eyes when I sang “friends now baby” and getting REALLY close to the “a little bit closer” part.
Once I starting to dub “I want your love”, I immediately zipped myself back on top of the table with Octy again joining me while waving a giant golden flag above her. Again, mimicking the actions on the video. But unlike mimicking the video, I starting to point my hoof at random foal or grownup whenever I dubbed” I want your love”. Shaking my hips and head as if they were made of gelatin.
They might as be, as far as I am concerned.
I starting to spin again in place a couple of times when the final moments of the song played. Pointing my hoof at the distant Tender Hoof on the porch at the guy continuously to sing ‘I want your love’ before doing another spin.
Once the song ended, I finished it up with another split, followed by a short moonwalk and then finalizing it with another spin before striking a pose at the end of the track. Completing my masterpiece and brainfuckery. There was a momentary flash at the edge of my vision when I stroke my pose though. Similar to someone taking a photo nearby with the flash setting turned on or something. But I obviously didn’t pay much attention to it as I was busy basking in the glory of my achievements.
Another fine piece of art, and total confusion.
To say that everyone was brainfucked would have been an understatement. Though eventually, one by one, the foals started to cheer. Being the first one to re-plug their processors with the adults still suffering from thermal throttling.
I bowed and so did Octy after dropping the random flag from her hooves. A lot of kids immediately began to flood us, jumping up and down and asking all kind of exiting induced questions as to, “what kind of music that was” or “If we made it or not”.
Some even asked if I was really the one who sung or not, in which I just shrugged while acting somewhat clueless myself. Obviously don’t feel like having to start explaining myself and my tablet. Let alone to so many foals and their overwhelming curiosity. Though I have a feeling that I have to still explain myself to one or rather all of the adults who were still busy doing the “goldfish impression” from where they all stood.
I just ignored them for now as I focused back at our new collection of underaged fanboys and girls. All still eagerly asking question and telling us how awesome I wa…uh I mean WE were.
“What kind of music was that? I have never heard something like that before”
“The dancing was awesome, you dance even better than my big brother.”
“I didn’t really understand most of the song, but it still sounded great.”
“Was this somehow magic related? I really didn’t see any band of ponies nearby who could have possibly made that music. Is this maybe some kind of new spell or something?”
“Can you maybe teach me how to dance like that as well?”
And the questions simply and casually continued. Octavia was smiling from ear to ear at all the attention she was getting. Most certainly a first for her, given her usual lack of self-esteem she has thanks to the racism within her own family, or rather, in public too sometimes, both from snobby nobles and even some commoners.
I generally just let her bask in her shine. Which is one of the reasons as to why I came up with this idea in the first place. Just to give her better chances in making, quote un quote “friends” and that cheesy stuff.
“hmmm, I want cheese now.”
But either way, I like her. But I obviously can’t have her clinging on me all of the time and only me. I have my own personal missions to follow after all. Most of which are not particularly filly friendly, or rather not very well optimized for a team of two.
I prefer to play single player. There are usually a lot more interesting stories involved than in the former.
Either way, it didn’t take long for the some of the adults to regain their mental and physical controls as the one that originally called me out at the beginning was also the first to shake herself out of her stubborn.
She immediately made her way to us, pushed herself past the mass of boys and girls and looking at the two of us with both curiosity and confusion.
She seemed to be on the verge of saying something, before her eyes suddenly seemed to wander off at something else.
“Is that…is that…” She stuttered somewhat. Looking at something that no grown up woman should look at a child of my age.
Well physically presumed ager but you get the point.
“You…you already have a cutie mark? That is certainly rare, especially for a foal your age.” She unintelligently pointed out.
I say unintelligent because I have no idea what the fuck she was talking about. Cutie mark? Sound like something the freaking care bears would come up with, and I HATE the care bears.
“*gasp…Alex she is right. How…but…when?” Octy suddenly joined in, staring at the same spot on my body as Tender did.
I grumbled “Did my dub and dance suddenly made them all lewd or something. My glorious eyes are up here.” I thought to myself before curiosity finally took over me.
And what I saw left me very, very confused.
“Huh?” Was all I got out while staring at my rump. Seeing the new addition that Tender was talking about. The Theatrical masks of both comedy and drama, one smiling and one frowning with a third being strangle nestled in between them looking quite angry. Anime style angry in fact, with those crudely circled eyes with frowning eyebrows, or of course the rectangularly shaped open mouth with razor sharp teeth in them.
To say that I WAS NOW dumbfounded myself would be an understatement. Especially that third mask in the middle really started to give me questions.
“Why the over the top anime version?”    
“Whoa…look he already has his cutie mark.” A random kid shouted. Pointing his hoof at rump which everybody quickly followed.
A very loud gasped emitted from the large collection of foals around me. Causing their own little…actually really HUGE eyes to become even bigger. I on the other hand just raised an eyebrow at this while still being clueless at everything.
“Seriously, what the heck is a cutie mark?” I openly asked.
My question was swiftly ignored though as I suddenly found myself flooded with overzealous eyes and smiles by the equally overzealous looking foals. Instead of asking what the hell the song was, they were now asking how I managed to get this butt mark while also asking what it could possibly mean.
I would love to know that too you know. What the hell does this mean and why on the ass. The most controversial place you can put a mark on.
Why not on a more “safe” place like the belly? There was at least ONE thing the care bears did right.
As I was thinking that though, I didn’t realize that I was literally getting flooded by these foals and their over excited eyes and questions. Even going so far as to climb up the table I was perched on, much to tender hooves protest and everyone else that was quickly making their way over here.
I looked over to Octavia for help, only for me to realized that all of the attention was squarely fixed onto me. Leaving poor young octy all alone standing on the sidewalk.
“Well shit, seemed to be that I am going to be needing a plan B after all.” I thought, before finally disappearing under the waves of toddlers.
Only to be eventually rescued by a grown up. If there was one thing that was good about this whole new situation, was that at least it helped the pones to miraculously forget about the first brainfuckery that I caused.
Thank you Deu Ex machina…mark.   
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“No, No, No, NO. This one is boring too so, NO.” I complained. Throwing more and more books over my shoulder which didn’t interest me, much to Olivia’s displeasure.
“Can you please top throwing all of these books around? I have brought you here so you can find something to entertain yourself with. Not to cause a ruckus.” She chided. Trying to catch all of the books I was throwing over my shoulder, and failing miserably.
Because I can obviously throw faster than she can catch. Also, she IS a terrible catch as well. Let’s add that reality check on the list shall we?
Either way, I kept my vandalism going as I replied. “Well it isn’t MY fault that this library of yours is actually filled with the largest collection of rip-offs and fan fictions I have ever seen. I mean look at this…” I pulled out a random book to show it to her.” The Masters of the Rings? That is just a rip off of “The lord of the rings” only ponified and poorly disguised with replacing “Lord” with “Masters”. For shame. Poor J.J.R Tolkien is rolling in his airtight claustrophobic grave right about now after I mentioned this piece of shit to the world. You ponies should all be ashamed.” I dramatically added, throwing this piece of copy-puss over my shoulder too, and causing the mare behind me to “eep” in surprise.
Must have almost hit her with it or something. But alas, I have much more important things to do then worry about that. Like finding myself some literal entertainment that doesn’t consist of either fanfiction, baby books, or fanfiction baby books.
Like this other rip off of Dora the explorer that I found. It even had boots still as a monkey on the front cover. Why this shit is turned into a children’s book, I don’t know. Especially considering the fact that most kids, if not all, for its designated age range can’t even read or write to save their lives.
Something that poor old Olivia over here was quite shocked to find out, when I told her, AND proved her that I could read and write myself.
Well not so much on writing part though. I obviously lack the five digits I need to properly pull off a written sentence, and trying to learn writing with my mouth is just…ehh.
“Ooh what is this? A book about adventures?” I announced, before perching up this new throw-able ammunition up to my eyes for closer inspection.
I arched an eyebrow when reading the title. “Daring do and the Temple of Tentacles? Looks like a really bad hentai fli…HEY I WAS READING THAT!” I shouted after the book was, disrespectfully pulled away from me.
Olivia frowned and shook her head. “ALL except THAT. This type of stories are NOT suitable for foals, No matter how mature you say you are.” She chided. Keeping the book away from me while I was trying to grab it.
Not an easy feat to do when only a foot tall and having dinky little arms as...well arms.
“Says the woman who is allowed to babysit foals while wearing the most skimpy looking French maid outfit I have ever seen. While also wearing a thong underneath that same skimpy little skirt of yours and shoving it constantly into my face. What are you, a pedo?” I countered, glaring up at the mare to challenge her.
She immediately blushed, darting her eyes side to side in surprised panic before her face quickly transitioned to many different expressions instead. Ranging from dumbfounded, insulted, regret, realization, anger, back to dumbfounded, before finally landing back to an expression as if someone just told her that she was fat or something.
“What the…no I…I am not a pedophile. What in equestria made you come up with that? And also…”She trailed off a bit. Her facial features once again taking a couple of different forms before eventually landing on confusion. She stayed like this for a couple of more moments before looking down on herself and observing her outfit.
A few gears seemed to be turning inside that naïve little head of hers before a look of realization finally flashed upon her. 
She looked back at me, her ears flat against her skull and looking off to the side a bit.
“Well…maybe I do look somewhat…HEY, I TOLD YOU THAT YOU CAN’T HAVE THAT!” She shouted, realizing that I had somehow managed to take the book back from her and when she wasn’t looking.
To my surprise, it had some pretty well detailed illustration as well. VERY detailed illustration and facial expressions.
“Give me that.” She announced before snatching the book away from me a second time and throwing it over her shoulder. Only for it to soar past a very surprise looking Brass as he entered the scene.
Even more surprised when he saw the rucked on the floor.
“Miss Olivia, what is the meaning of this?” He asked while looking at the mare in question.
Olivia ears immediately perked up. Her eyes mimicked her ear’s expressions as she quickly turned herself around, her panic perfectly matching her facial expression and breathing. Not to mention the realization as to what this made her look like to be.
“N-no, sir its…it’s not what it looks like I swear. I…I didn’t do all of this…he did.” She stuttered while pointing a naked hoof to my equally naked direction.
I just looked at her indifferently, casually looking back at a book that I randomly picked up. Arching an eyebrow at the frantic looking mare and saying absolutely nothing.
Brass raised his own eyebrows at this, looking at the mare accusingly which Olivia quickly managed to pick up.
She was about to say something again when Brass beat her too it. “Miss Olivia, as far as I know. You were the one who almost managed to hit me with one of the books which are scattered about on the floor, and as far as I see it, you seem to be the main culprit of this chaos, especially judging that some of the books of the upper shelves are scattered about as well. Places I am sure a foal like him can’t reach. Even with the ladder, which would just be too dangerous for him.” Calmly accused, again giving the mare a furrowed brows in the end.
Olivia on the other hand again just stuttered around, before finally sighing in defeated acceptance. “I will go clean this up right away sir.” She mumbled before doing just that.
I grinned, watching her mumbling to herself while picking up all of the books that I so unconventionally, threw over my shoulders. Doing the same with the random book I picked up. Though a little bit more subtle of course, as to not to divert Brass’ attention from her to me.
Unknown to him, I did climb up the ladder myself to retrieve these books on the upper shelves. Again, much to Olivia’s earlier protest. But he doesn’t need to know that, does he?
Either way, with my daily dose of trolling out of the way and with Olivia finally off my back for a substantial amount of time. I quickly re-grabbed the aforementioned “adventure book” and quietly scuttled myself away from the crime scene without much notice.
I am now genuinely curious as to what type of kinks these ponies are into. Given their mostly naked personality and their even more outrageous fashion choices. Mostly revolving around their tails, the only natural thing that keeps everyone safe from getting flashed.
Anyway, I have personally never read any books of such nature. But that doesn’t mean that I can’t have a peek now does it? And I am certainly NOT going to wait until my balls drop like how Olivia suggested.
Plus judging from the titled and the few illustration I have seen so far, this thing is mostly likely going to turn out to be rather corny in terms of trying to be “exciting”.
There’s only one way to find out after all, and that is to open up an actual book this time that is not made of electronics or a silicon screen.
Been a while since I had a papercut.
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
“Well, this was certainly a bummer.” I say while tossing the book off of my bed.
“All substance and no real build up or resolution. Or at least not the type of resolution I have heard a million times before. This book was even just part one for Christ’s sake.” I complained, crossing my hooves and hitting my head against my pillow.
I should know, because one of the cousins I was living with had an extended history browser of watching all kinds of anime. Even the ones not meant for family friendly substance.
Guessing what his desktop password were was not too hard, judging by said history and poster on his wall.
Either way with that little trip of vague descriptive detail and allot of over- excessive drama. I was once again left with nothing better to do beside procrastinating on my bed and occasionally blow a string of hair, or rather mane of my furried face.
Because Pony head hair grows like human hair apparently. A biological annoyance which even proceeds from changing from a race of assholes…to another race of assholes. Because ponies don’t seem to clearly understand the very concepts of tails in the first place. Like that gardener down below my room’s balcony. Who is again, a mare and had her tail tied up in to a tight bun.
It’s not too hard to imagine what I was referring to. Especially considering that she is a mare as well.
There IS one point that I can give Olivia for. At least she has the incentive to actually wear “something” to compensate for her short tail.
Maybe I should lessen my trolling towards her because of that.
I grinned. Nah, her personality is just too perfect to not troll her. Such adorable levels of naïvity are just so adorable to witness. But then again, she does originally came from a pretty poor family far into the country. So at least her lack of foresight is somewhat explainable.
“What to do, what to do, take a poo.” I muttered to myself, feeling the thrill of both the previous trolling and the poor excuse of a hentai flic leaving my system.
Granted it wasn’t THAT bad, but still somewhat tame from where I am from. Plus, the illustrations where in black and white too, so that is a bummer as well.
“Need to make sure to toss this thing out the window or something. Can’t have this bastardized version of a tree laying around with Octy constantly busting through those doors and asking all kinds of things from me. Can’t have minors looking at softcore porn after all, that would be scary. Look at the son of one of my old home neighbors back home. The kid eventually developed noticeable biceps on his left arm, proving to the everyone that he was actually lefty and not a righty. Bullies these days can get really crafty with their craft. It’s a good thing that I have managed to barley miss all of these “innovative” thought process of the teens these days. Otherwise I would have surely lost “ALL” of my sanity at some point. Which could have been both a good thing or a bad thing, given to who you ask.” I mindlessly mumbled. Looking at the book and contemplating if I should actually toss this shit out now, or later.
My laziness knows no bound.
See, now that I have the time to just mindlessly mumble, think, or monologue as much as I want, I am going to take full advantage of it. Granted, most of my boring time is spent thinking, mumbling or just sleeping to kill of the time. But never have been generally doing so in such a consistent level as I am doing now.
I still can’t personally get over the fact that this place lacks both TVs and the internet at the same time. Two main sources of my previous entertainment, if I wasn’t to busy watering the plants, arguing with my neighbor, playing games, or going to the mall.
All of which where also things that I am missing too. Even the only decent job I ever had of simply watering the plants or trimming the bushes has been taken away from me. Which is now being done by a Gardener down below, with very little respect towards public decencies. I might actually just throw the book in front of her so that she can make much better use of it then I can. I might even call in quote on quote “sick” for a really long time, which in turn would force my adoptive father to get someone who is more…PG friendly and “natural”.
In fact…
I immediately perked up. Picking up the book from the edge of my bed and quickly making my way over to the balcony door and opening it. Once outside, I immediately spot the very culprit that I was thinking and mumbled about before.
Miss Green hoof, the most generic name possible in regards to her talent while also being a visual threat to poor little Octy. The little filly already has someone like Olivia to lounge around and she certainly doesn’t need someone else who is even more lewd with their fashion choices.
I shall guard her mental innocence, by getting rid of the physical offense down below. Or so is the plan at least. Man, I am REALLY starting to affect the careers of others, aren’t I?
Welp, sacrifices must be made in order to fulfill the needs of social evolution. Plus, I’m bored and still very much testing the waters on things that I can and cannot do in this voodoo hoodoo cartoon world.
“For science, and a little tad bit of selfish curiosity. Do they even have fish here to begin with?” I mumbled while dropping the book and rubbing my chin in thought.
Remember, still a quadrupled here.
I eventually just shrugged. “Eh, whatever. I am sure I will get my answer to that sooner or later. For now. I have a book to throw.” I declared, picking the book back up with my hoof, and grabbing the balcony railing with the other, I heft myself upwards. My head perfectly overlooking the fancy railing and the large garden below me. But more importantly, my victim as well.
I gave an evil grin, satisfied to know that she was still at large both in doing her job and flashing me with her posterior. A sight which no foal should normally be allowed to see, but alas, I am just a foal in body. Which is why a little R and R is going to be perfect for this mare with the need of the right material.
Softcore Tentacle porn material that is. Again, softcore for human standards, but probably fappable for these horses.
“Let’s see what kind of a reaction we can get out of this horse, shall we?” I told myself, grinning as I lined up the shot before throwing the book. The tome hit true, perfectly landing right next to the bent over mare with an audible thud and an even more immediate result.
The mare yelped, jumping away from the readable projectile, and looking down at it with wide, surprised eyes. I on the other hand ducked away, to prevent myself from getting spotted of course, and taking full advantage of the thigh gaps between the supports. Which, by the way, we're made of marble too, because why not.
Everything else here already reeks of both stolen taxes and profits made of overpriced jewelries. But alas, I am just getting myself distracted, which I obviously don’t want while conducting a very important social experiment.
Either way, I kept low. Watching the mare pick up the book with great confusion and curiosity.
“What is this?” I managed to hear her say, thanks to my enhanced pony ears and what not. She looked at the book on her hoof, turning it from side to side before finally turning it towards its front cover. Her curiosity immediately turned into shock when she realized what she was holding.
“Daring do and the Temple of the Tentacles? What is such a highly limited edition of a Daring Do novel doing here? Books like these are highly sought after by simple collectors and Daring Do fans alike. These things are worth a fortune and well known. Why would anypony throw THIS away?” I heard her say, which in turn, almost causing me to choke up under my own breath when she said that this “cock block” of a novel was actually worth something.
Like actual money, and allot of it. Lots and lots of it. Which I can personally use to get my own desired goods, and maybe a whole sack of coffee too. If anyone would EVEN let me. A piece of literated treasure, that I so naively threw away in front of a green hooved gardener.
Also, did I every mention that she was literally green as well? With pink colored mane and tail to boot? Yeah, those ponies really don’t make it hard now do they?
Either way, with the realization hitting me like a freight train, I did the only sensible thing that my greedy little mind could come up with. I glared at her, climbing up onto the railing fully and positioning myself towards my target.
Watching her smile to herself and eventually stashing the book down into her saddlebacks. Looking from side to side to make sure that nobody was seeing her.
I immediately pointing a hoof at her and shouting. “Hey, that piece of a golden turd is mine. I found it first. Give me my dough or suffer the consequences, lady!” I challenged and pretty much getting the mare attention almost immediately.
She looked up with a raise eyebrow. “Your book? As far as I know, according to the old country rule of “Finders keepers”, I found it next. So that makes me the new rightful owner of this book. And besides…” She trailed off a bit. ” You seemed to be WAY too young to be owning such a piece of literature in the first place. So, I would actually be doing your parents a favor bey keeping this away from you. Today's youth is tainted by too many comics books and tabletop games anyway. Let’s not add eroticas to the mix too.” She answered, turning herself away and attempting to resume her work.
I on the other hand, was grinding my teeth. Ready to jump down and claim what I originally took when nobody was looking. Which is exactly what I did. Jumping down from the second-floor balcony and directly towards the oblivious garden mare down below. Cushioning my fall with her own plump body and knocking the ever-living wind out of her in the process.
She collapses, hitting the ground with a very audible thud and a “Oof” coming from her mouth. I didn’t rest though, as I soon commenced the actual attack of this offense. By grabbing her mane with both my teeth and hooves, and pulled hard.
“MINE, MINE, MINE MINE MINE MINE MINE MINE MINE MINE. IT'S MINE.” I chanted with a mouth full of hair, pulling on her main both with my hooves and my freshly brushed teeth.
I may be rowdy, but at least I’m a clean rowdy. Even acts on assault can be done with class.
At the end of the scuffled though. I eventually managed to get back what was rightfully mine in regards to the Philippine gangster rules.
If someone takes what you stole first, then go steal it back with double the force and double the effort. Or maybe I am just making shit up.
But alas the constant pulling and rodeo riding on her back eventually lead her to capitulate. Giving me back my book while laying on the freshly cut grass exhausted.
I grinned, holding the book up high on my hoof before marching off with my head held high and my generosity low. Because the money is mine and I have stole it first. Just need to somehow find a way to cash it in so that I can start spending it all.
The age of not being able to reach the upper levels of the fridge and kitchen cabinets where truly all of the good shit is. Including my cheese. Are finally going to be over. Just need to find myself back inside and then think about my next strategy later.
If I can find myself the way back inside that is.
What is it with rich people and adding a shit ton of hedge mazes to decorate their homes with? Ridiculous, at least give the wanna be burglars a chance of breaking into your oversized shit, and lighten your purse a little.
I’m sure that they are going to have far better use of Brass’ small change than he or Olivia has.
Such selfish people, even my own adoptive parents.
………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………
“Pfff…for fuck sake. Stupid mazes and what not.” I mumbled, as I re-entered my room with a frown plastered all over my furried face.
It may not have taken as long as I originally thought It would be, but it certainly still took way too much time for it to be considered comfortable.
Like 15 minutes level of the uncomfortability of constantly hitting dead ends and having to trek back and try out different paths instead. Rinse and repeat. That is until I eventually had “Die schnauze voll” and simply crawled myself under the foliage that the organic labyrinth walls were made off. If I had done that at the beginning, then I would have saved myself a lot of time and clip clops.
Though such a drastic approach had its price.
Basically, now being nothing more than a Dirt ridden, fur raffled, sticks, leaves and branches hanging every, type of mess. If I wouldn’t know any better, then I would say that a bath would certainly be a good option now in terms of entertaining myself.
Which is good, because I quite like taking baths in this home. The baths here -even mine- are just as an overkill as the rest of the mansion. Granted, they weren’t exactly very large, but they did share a lot of similarities with the rest of this estate when it comes to expenses. Being just as “exotically” decorated as the rest.
Marble, gold trimming, Ivory, you get the idea.
Either way, besides that, the real fun of taking a bath really comes to the jacuzzi sized bathtub that I have, or should I say a small private pool. Giving me, and “certainly me”, a lot of space to just chill out and enjoy the heated water and the over-excessive use of bathing soap. Bubbles, bubbles everywhere and almost quite literally. Not to mention the addition of scented candles, which are always kept stocked within the bathrooms drawers.
Taken a bath certainly has never felt so Zen before. Certainly, never with that tiny piece of shit bathtub that I used to have back home. That, and we mostly preferred using of the dedicated showers instead of the tub itself. But alas, the past is the past and the present is certainly a lot more exciting…and procrastination inducing.
I just smiled, thinking on the many hours I could ruin my fur covered skin while indulging myself with scented candles. I even managed to once skip through lunch because of that. Which made me both angry, and happy at the same time.
Hapgry I guess would be the term.
“First need to get rid of this book and store it safely somewhere where nobody, especially octy, cannot…”I tried to say, before the doors leading into my room abrupted me. Allowing a very disgruntled looking hector to trot into the room.
Yeah, I forgot to mention that he might actually be one of the main reasons as to why burglars have never bothered to bust themselves into this estate in the first place. He may be your typical English butler, but pony names were far more than just name similar to cutie marks or whatever that hippy shit is called again. Acting also has an extension of their actual character as far as I know.
Hector here can be a real beast when push comes to shove. Which he certainly proved during the last time when Octy and I were escorted off to kindergarten by him instead of Camellia.
That poor carriage driver never stood a chance when he bumped into ours and proclaimed that it was our fault and not his. Well, that is until Hector himself stepped into the fray made it VERY clear to him that it was, in fact, his fault and not ours. Never have I ever seen someone’s sense of self-esteem deteriorate so quickly.
“I thought I was seeing things, but the obvious dirt tracks you left behind, and the fact that you also look the part very much prove me otherwise. Not sure what you did outside to become so messy, but one thing is certain. This cannot stand, especially in this household in which I am tasked to look after for. Time for a bath, and no buts and ways.” He commandingly stated, giving me a look that told me that he meant what he said.
I quickly tried to hide the book behind me. A move that was quickly found out to be useless as he wasn’t really focusing on the book I was trying to hide. He instead just used his voodoo hoodoo to grab me, before carrying me towards the direction of the were the bathroom is.
I raised eyebrow. “What kind of buts and ways? When have I ever complained in regards to taking a bath?” I countered while clinging onto the book.
Front cover facing away from him of course.
He stopped for just a second, before resuming his trot. “Oh, well yes of course. Force of habit I guess. Most foals would normally be against the idea of taking a bath, same with Miss Octavia. But you…”He gave me a curious look.”…Sir Alex is certainly FAR from being your average, run in the mill foal. Nothing against that of course.” He responded, fixing her gaze back forwards while opening the bathroom door with his hoof.
I smiled. “Well that is certainly still a debate for some individuals. But it is true, I am FAR outside the definitions of normality. Makes me look a lot more…”unique” when compared to the others.” I answered before he finally sets me back down, knowing full well that I won’t try to run away because…I like those baths.
He just went over to the previously mentioned jacuzzi of a bathtub and began fiddling with the valves with his voodoo hoodoo, which in turn, caused steaming water to exit from one of its outlets.
Yes, they were outlets, not your traditional faucets, just outlets. Nicely carved and golden trimmed holes in the wall with valves above them. Not complaining of course. At least it makes the whole wall look a little bit more cleaner to look at.
Eventually, he turned around. “Alright, a few more minutes and your bath should be ready. Would you like the same set of bathing soap and scented candles?” He professionally asked, in his superb British accent no less which I could easily listen to all day.
Did I ever mention that I am a sucker for accents?
I held my head high and responded. Making myself look posh while sounding the par as well. “’Well yes of course, what kind of a ridiculous question is that? You should have long memorized my bathing preferences right about now, dear Hector old house. Just preposterous.” I responded, giving my own best British noble impression.
It worked, because all he did was rolled his eyes and smiled. He is one of the only cool horses so far. Someone who has no problem of going along with my antics. Granted he still get confused just like anyone else, but he chucks it up pretty well, which I should both give him respect…and a challenging expression for.
Because I prefer my audience to be a lot more like Olivia and a lot less like Hector.
He eventually stepped to the side. “Anyways, my lord…” He added that with a bow. ”The bath is ready for you. Also remember to scrub your cutie mark as well as it is just as badly ruffled as the rest of your young master posterior. Don’t want you to miss about the opportunity to brag about your early cutie mark towards the other foals and even adults, now would you?” He commented, raising from his bow.
I just raspberry. “As if, I am certainly not as family offensive as some of the ponies out there in the streets. So, no, I am totally fine about not shoving my ass at everyone’s face. Mostly because I cannot reach that high up with my ass anyway without using the likes of chairs or tables. But the day shall come, mark my words.” I responded. Climbing into the bath and simply allowing myself to drop directly into the water and causing a small, but still respectable splash in the end.
Respectable enough for Hector’s suit to get hit, and for him to pull out a handkerchief, (or is it hoofkerchief?) out of nowhere and drying the spot off.
He then raised and eyebrow after I re-emerged from the water. “Huh…how come that there are so many bubbles forming on the surface of the water already? I haven’t even added the bathing soap yet.” He questioned, looking at me and the bottle of soap next to the bath itself questionably.
I smiled. “Well that’s easy. I farted.” I casually replied as more and more bubbles where collecting on the surface around me.
His face twisted with disgust, before bringing his handkerchief up to his snout. “I will just pour in the bathing soap then, and eliminate the stench that way. Your bowels really are a mystery sometimes, Sir Alex.” He commented.
I just grin, letting lose another set of impulses which in turn created more bubbles.
“Well, at least the water now feels even more warmer than it did before. So at least there is one positive to this.” I thought to myself.
I guess eating a lot of cheese will do that to you. But I have always treated it more as an asset rather than an annoyance. The amount of times where I was able to get some free extra seats around me is certainly a plus.
More space for me to slouch around.
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“So, what exactly does your cutie mark mean?” Octavia asked, for the upteenth time ever since she woke up, and to an extent, woke me up as well by barging into my room and bouncing on the bed.
No really, she literally bounced on my bed right next to me while I was still busy curled up, half asleep.
With her around, who really needs a Wakemaster or the fucking sun anymore? She does the exact same thing, only better and a lot more infuriating with her methods. But then again, I can’t really stay too mad at such a level of enthusiasm. Mostly when she is around ME.
Which is a fine sacrifice I guess, especially when you consider how much LESS enthusiastic she usually is when she is just running around with her mom somewhere. Which is almost every day for most of the day, or at least that is what Camelia told me when I actually bothered to ask her this morning. With me being generally better ‘behaved’ when she is walking around with her mother somewhere.
Which is rather cute to know I guess, but certainly not the best idea of staying attached to me for almost everything.
I have to admit, I was never really considered to be the best role model for young children, especially towards my younger cousins. Plus, there are also my own personal, self-inflicted quests that I sometimes partake in. Like with the lewd, grass green Gardner mare two days ago.
Such adventures are not meant for small little fillies. Especially those who are actual fillies and not just some previous grownup that got nerfed to be stuck inside a child’s body.
Now THAT is a lewd thought for you, and shame to all of you for thinking those thoughts. Get you filthy little minds out of the gutters. I just cleaned them yesterday…which I would have said if I was actually still back in my world, where I sometimes did actually clean out the gutters for my cousins. Because, nobody fucking else was going to do it, but me.
Mostly because I was the only one stuck in the house for 23/7 while the rest of the brood was out for work during the weekdays.
Work…the bane of civilization and everyone with any sense of self-inflicted comfortability and laziness.
Where was I? Ah yes, Octy was still here sitting next to me while poking my muscles. Why? Because she is lew…well no, mostly because of that care bear rip off on my ass.
Everybody has it, and shockingly enough, even Olivia. And no, it had nothing to do with anything lewd or sexual like how some of these horse hookers do within the local brothel that we curiously passed by on our way to the city park. It was actually quite disappointing…and kind of predictable to say the least.
It was just a simple olive branch with a couple of olives hanging from it. Yeah, I know, shocking. Olivia, an olive green mare with actual olives on her rump, who would have guessed?
Either way, I shooed her offending hoof away while continuing my walk through the city park. Not alone of course, as missus MOM was actually chilling on a nearby bench somewhere, chatting it up with another chic next to her that I don’t know.
I shrugged. “I already told you. I don’t know. It’s just a trio of expressions depicted with the style of three theater masks. With one at the center actually being new and depicting your typical angry anime expression that most animes like to use. Which is kind of interesting, if I have to be honest. Even though I was never really that big on anime to begin with.” I answered.
I looked around at all the stuff the park had to offer, a fountain, a couple of statues of some other horse, and the large pond off into the distance. Most likely filled with ducks or geese, or whatever other things that floats like a boat.
Like crocodiles for example. Though I doubt they would even allow such animals to be roaming around with in a public park. And a park constantly filled with free meat of all ages and sizes, no less. Dark and inappropriate humor, everybody has it, and everybody expresses it in their own way.
But besides that, Octy just frowned. “But…but you should at least know what your cutie mark represents. Everypony does, even if they didn’t know what their cutie mark will be at the end. Or at least that’s what mom told me.” She responded, rubbing her chin thoughtfully like how all the horses do with their body language.
“Well then, your mother is an idiot.” Was what my trollish side wanted to say, but obviously didn’t.
Again, I just shrugged. “Well whatever, not my field of interest. Even more so when it is plastered on my lower region. The worst place to slap a tattoo in my opinion.” I replied again, stopping in front of one of those statue thingies and giving it the good old criticism, like those uneducated or talented individuals usually like to give.
“Hmm, could use some more ‘details’ in certain places.” I mumbled, looking particularly at the crotch area of this pony.
Octy just gave me a tilted look. ”Huh? What kind of details?” She asked, acting on her natural curiosity.
I shook my head. “Never mind, you are too young to know that.” I answered before turning away from this half assed work.
She of course, quickly followed me as I made the pond to be my next destination of thing to look REALLY close at.
“Kids, don’t stray away too far please. Just stay at the park’s pond area where I can still see you two.” Camellia suddenly called out.
“Yes mom, don’t worry.” Octy called back before turning back towards me as she followed me.
She again, gave me a confused look, though this time mixed with a little bit of shock as well. ”How come you don’t care what your cutie mark means? Everypony cares about what their cutie marks means, because it’s a mark which shows the world in what you are truly special in. Or at least, that is what mom once told me.” She once again commented. Digging deeper and deeper into this cute tattoo subject way more than it really needs to be.
Again, kids, no matter what dimension you are in, they are always the same. Until you need to grab a rope and pull them out from the hole that they like to dug themselves into.
“Well, remember the little secret that I shared with you in the beginning that I am really not a foal but an alien from another realm of existence entirely?” It was my time to ask, giving her a look after we stopped in front of the now known to be a duck pond.
She nods. ”Well…yeah, but I have always assumed that your kind might have cutie marks too. Something to tell others what you are special in.” She responded, or rather guessed while rubbing her chin once more.
I just scoffed. “Pfff no, I mean if my kind really was operating under the same rules as these butt tattoos, then making porn would have been a very big industry if someone really needed to be born to do porn. The level of social depression this would create could be staggering. Nothing to fap to and nothing to make you momentary forget in just how much of a loser you truly are with the chicks…or the dudes if you are a girl. “I commented, again enticing both Octy’s curiosity and confusion at the same time.
“What is porn?” She innocently asked as she stood in front of the duck pond.
I smiled. “Something which you are way too young to know, Octy. Ask me again when you finally hit puberty and see colts in a completely different light, or fillies if you are developing into that.” I answered, keeping my gaze fixed forward on the ducks in the pond.
She just puffed out her cheeks in annoyance. “You always keep saying that. You know that I am not really that young as you make me out to be. I am already a big filly.” She argued, pointing a hoof at herself and holding her head high to try and prove her point.
I just rolled my eyes with a grin. “Sure, sure you are, can’t even pronounce most of the BIG words that I use sometimes. Not to mention that you are still making a mess in your bed once in a while according to both Hector and Olivia.” I countered, giving her a big stupid grin to add further salt to the now open wound.
She blushed. “Wha-what? No-no I…I don’t do that…uh…whatever both Mister Hector and Miss Olivia are telling you are lies, just…stupid little lies to under…undermen…uh…undermine me, yes undermine me. I have never wet the bed, at least not for a really long time.” She stuttered, looking off to the side and basically betraying herself with her disastrous attempt in getting a lie across her point.
“Sure, whatever you say, princess.” I casually responded, before picking up a rock with my hoof and throwing it into the pond. Causing several ducks nearby to scatter in a frantic frenzy.
“Hehe. No wonder Bart likes to be such a dick to animals sometimes.” I mindlessly chuckled before picking up another rock and throwing it too. Causing yet another big splash and more ducks quacking in panic.
“You know, that isn’t very nice.” Octy commented while giving me a sideways glance.
“So, neither are ducks. I still have a couple of steaks to fry with them for what they once did back home. Those little garden hating bastards.” I threatened. Narrowing my gaze on those little vermin’s before picking up another rock.
Granted, those ducks that shat all over my tulips where just wild ducks flying over my house while migrating south. But ducks are still ducks no matter if they are domesticated or wild. They were all part of the same family and therefore sinful of the same mistakes the other group did.
They certainly contributed in making my job as a household gardener a lot more difficult during winter months, thanks to their need for defecations.
They even ruined my old scooter that used to always be parked right outside the gates of our property. Those handles were forever ruined, no amount of acid or bleach could fix them. In the end, I had to go buy brand new covers for them out of MY own pockets.
Nothing makes me more grimy than paying out of my own limited pockets…unless its food, drinks, or both.
Can’t never say no to a good glass of ice tea, or a cup of coffee. Not to mention cheese or anything related to chocolate.
Trying to keep a balanced figure of ass. Just give me what I want and we can both walk away with all four limbs and vocal cords still intact.
Either way, I shook my head and got myself back to reality. Mostly just to prevent myself from thinking about food too much. I still haven’t managed to sell that wonder book that I managed to repossess from the most unoriginal looking mare possible.
Plus, Octy was staring at me again, reminiscent to the fact that I had once again spaced out. My old psychiatrist used to call it a symptom, but I just personally like to see it as a nifty way to escape the boredoms of reality. Because I somehow managed to run low on stones already, despite of having just throw three into the pond.
Stupid park staff and their over-excessive vigilance of keeping this space clean. Its killing the mood of stone flinging maniacs like me.
“Oh hey, look at all of those foals over there.” Octy suddenly pointed out at the other side of the pond.
I followed where her dirty little hoof pointed and immediately saw to what her attention was drawn too. A large flock of foals, of all possible colors, races, and genders that you can think of.
Well, only two genders, but no one have said that futas aren’t a thing in this voodoo hoodoo world. Plus, the additions of Brothels and little miss Olivia pretty much displays in how…dirty this world can really be. Maybe even dirtier than mine, if all the strange fashion choices and constant neglect for clothing are anything to go by.
Yeah, I should probably stop talking so much about sex and porn for a while, and start to focus more on the scene in front of me. Particularly at the one individual who was leading this band of munchkins.
“Hey look, it’s lady Deep Care from the “Klapsmühle” I used to live in.“ I pointed out. Looking over at the aforementioned pedophile and slave driver of children.
It was at this time, that it was Octy’s turn to follow my gaze and look at what I was seeing. “Oh, so that is Miss Deep care then from the same orphanage that mom and dad adopted you from, yes? She seems like a pretty nice lady when she is taking care of so many foals.” She mindlessly commented with a smile.
“Well, not until you learn that she does indoor schooling too.” I thought to myself, while looking at the gang.
But one foal in particular was really giving me a sense of déjà vu. A foal who I should know, as he was the first and only one I could generally stand in that sugar rush of an estate.
“Seems that Mystic Tune is still calling the orphanage his home. Too bad, the guy is one of the few who actually deserves a better and taller fridge to raid from.” I casually commented, cranking my head a little bit to the side to spot him better behind a distant bush which was obscuring my view of him.
Octy tilted her head. “Mystic who?”
“Eh, just a wonderrous little foal I know from the orphanage. Someone that I am sure you would like, as the two of you kinda share a lot of similarities in terms of character traits and quirks. In fact…” I said, before trotting closer to the band.
“Hey where are you going?” Octy called out as she only followed me with her eyes.
“Well, closer to these foals obviously. Just want to see if some of the foals from the good old days are still orphans besides just Mystic. It has been about half a year since then.” I called back, keeping my attention fixed on getting my furried ass over there while dodging the occasional grown up or pet dogs along the road.
Horses having pets, now that is something to scratch your head for.
“Alright, just remember to keep within the vicinity of either me or the other caretakers. We obviously don’t want any of you to suddenly get lost, or even worst, forgotten when we eventually make our way back the orphanage?” I could hear the every so memorable voice of Deep Care say. Mostly because of the fact that her voice was the most prominent that I had to listen to for the first couple of weeks every since I was drafted into the orphanage. And mostly revolving around attempted lectures or chidings for many of my shenanigans that I have done.
A third of them actually being Thera related, but I am not going to get into those details for now. Especially when I quickly spotted the aforementioned filly and her two goons still being part of the pact. Not surprising giving her dominatrix like attitude and her incentives to lie and trick her way up to the top and out of trouble or chores for the sake of not having to go through them the normal way.
At least there is one thing that we both have in common then. Especially for the chores part.
Trouble is something I find myself in rarely, because I am just to good of a troll to get caught …or just too lazy to be bothered.
“Yes, miss Deep care.” The entire mass of children droned. Giving Deep Care and some of her ‘helpers’ a satisfying smile and nod in return.
“Well then, in that case, go ahead and have fun. And remember we will be returning back home when the sun crosses over the largest tower of the royal castle over there. So just keep that in mind. Now again, have fun, and do remember to stay within the vicinity of the park. Keep close and all will be fine.” She announced, before the whole gang of colours were finally giving their freedom to vandalize this prestige looking establishment within their leisure.
Those poor park workers and managers.
Either way, some foals (in particularly, two certain colts and one zealous little filly) didn’t waste any more time in transforming my predictions to reality. Picking up some nearby resting rocks from the ground and flinging those acorn sized pebbles at the same ducks that I just harassed. Though unlike me, both Thera and her gangbang were actively trying to hit the ducks themselves instead of just splashing them with water. Which, was of course, totally missed or ignored by any of those so called ‘helpers’ that Deep Care hired. Even she seemed to be oblivious on the more sociopathic behaviors some of her brood seemed to be indulging themselves with.
Well, calling them out for their behavior would obviously defeat the purpose of trying to stay anonymous behind a bench in the first place.
Metal gear folks, a game which revolves around a big robot mech, while spending most of the game trying to be stealthy. How stealth and robot mechs come together is beyond me. But hey, japan was never really known to be subtle. So why start with games?
“Alex?” Someone suddenly called me out, which in turn, pulled me out of my thought.
I turned my head, only to be met with a very surprised looking Mystic tune standing right next to me. Not sure how he managed to find me so easily. But then again, it doesn’t matter.
I made myself look confused. “Alex? Who? Who is this Alex? And who exactly are you? Mother has always told me to be wary around strangers. That Includes foals.” I responded, twisting my voice, trying to make myself look as foreign to him as possible.
This seems to did little besides confusing him for just a moment and making him raise his eyebrow. I never really expected for him to actually fall for that to be honest. But hey, it was worth a try. Plus, I would have told him the truth anyway if I did somehow work …because, why not.
He eventually chuckled. “No, no, I know for a fact that it is you. I remember that ‘fake bri…British voice’ …was it?” He wondered, in which I just nod. ”Well yes, I remember that fake British voice you always did for jokes when talking to the other foals. Just like the same way you did just now. Pretending to being somepony else.” He stated, keeping his smile and getting more and more excited with each word.
And before I knew it, I was quickly and suddenly embraced by this overactive furball and a newfound retro lover. Or so I think, if he still remembers the times when he listens to songs whenever I allowed him to borrow both my tablet and my earbuds while I was out of the house or doing my usual shenanigans to everyone around me.
Primarily to Deep Care and any other grownups working at the family friendly asylum.
But either way, the sudden violations to my rights of personal space thankfully didn’t last that long. I soon found myself released from his grasps while he keeps a huge grin on his face.
Normally, I would take this as an act of gayness towards me, but knowing full well in how ‘touchy’ these ponies can be, allowed me to just let it slide as he is just generally being a fucking pony.
The sacrifices I have to make to keep these sapient equines happy.
“Oh dear Celestia, this is so cool. I never thought that I would see you again so soon, and certainly not out at a public park of all places.” He stated, which in turn caused me to raise an eyebrow this time.
“Huh? Why not in a public park? Aren’t public parks meant to be…well…for the public? Which would mean that there might be a much greater chance for two lost individuals to eventually find each other in one of these public places? So why this logic?” I questioned, which in turn caused him to rub his chin in thought.
“Well, didn’t you particularly said that you are not very fond of ‘going outside’ for most of the time? Which you showed by staying in our room for most of the day and not really interacting with any of the foals besides being approached by them? Because of that, I just simply thought that finding you in a public park would be a lot harder when compared to most other individuals.” He answered, quite cleverly in fact, which was certainly a bit of a surprise on my part.
He is certainly one of the more clever foals out of the orphanage. Or rather was, if someone else managed to snatch up that title for themselves during the time I was pissing off Hector, or Olivia respectively.
It's just so hard to act outside of your already established character, you know?
Either way, I just shrugged. “Well, now you found me, I guess. Now comes to the question as to how will you take advantage of this situation. What shall you do now?” I philosophically questioned. Sitting down on my haunches and mimicking the famous pose of a thinking Greek philosopher.
He just scratched his head. “I don’t know, maybe tell me how life is going with your new foster family and talk about how my life has been going on back at the orphanage?” He more or less guess.
I just hummed, until an idea suddenly popped up inside my head. “Oh yeah, wait. Octy face.” I mindlessly exclaimed, again much to mystic’s confusion.
“Octy? Who is octy? You mean that gray filly who has been watching us this entire time?” He asked, pointing his hoof past behind me.
I followed his gesture. It was indeed octy, standing right next to a tree close to the pond, while giving me and mystic a very curious but also cautions look. Mostly towards mystic, because…obviously.
I smiled. “Oh yeah, that’s her. The little gray girl. Also, before you are ask, she IS the true daughter of my foster parents in case you are wondering.” I answered, just for the sake of getting to things straight right away.
But then again, these are all just barely six year old foals. So, such thought processing might not yet exist within their young and self conscious minds
“Oh, so they had a filly already? Strange, then why adopt somepony from an orphanage then when they already have foal?” He asked again, more to himself rather than towards me judging by his tone.
I simply ignored him before I raised my arm in an attempt to usher her over. She was reluctant at first which was somewhat understandable. Mystic here is a stranger to her after all, not to mention a unicorn too, which so far, have been nothing but bad PR towards her with the only exception of being me of course.
After a few moments of just worryingly standing there, and me still trying to usher her over. She eventually sighed and tried to make her way over to us. The key word here is ‘tried’ which she would have, if a random rock didn’t suddenly decide to hit her in the head and force her off of her hooves rather quickly.
I think I even saw a tiny spry of blood flying to the air from where the rather sizable pebble hit her.
Time slowed down for me afterwards as I watched her dainty little form hit the ground harder than it should have. Watching her as tears immediately started to leak out of her closed eyes and with her mouth forming to an expression of pure pain and agony.
A massive cry didn’t took long to follow after, as she quickly moved her hooves up to her head in hopes of lessening the pain, and to an extent, to stop the now very visible bleeding from her wound.
Time quickly returned to normal for me when the first ponies nearby finally realized what was going on. I mean how could you now, with a young little filly laying on the ground, screaming and crying her heart out wild bleeding very noticeable from the left side of her head.
I don’t know how, but my intuitions quickly told me exactly who the culprits where who caused this.
I smell bullies. Sociopathic, little bullies, and one toxic little filly just filled the role.
My suspicions were swiftly confirmed when I looked over at the direction where I last saw those three little foals was making trouble at, and saw that all three of them, especially Thera herself, had expression of pure horror in their eyes.
“Thera, you…you accidentally hit her.” I managed to hear one of her goon’s stutter despite the distance.
So, it ACTUALLY was her now wasn’t it? Ooh, this really rustles my jimmies good. Especially knowing that she has practically the same brains as her little band of wanna be bandits and rebels.
Then again, it also now makes total sense. Because from the three, she was by far the worst shot of them all if memory of my many encounters with her in the orphanage were anything to go by.
“Oh dear Celestia, the poor little filly.” I heard one of the nearby adults cry out as things finally started react around me.
Same for me, but more like towards these three fuckups and their homicidal tendencies. Picking up a few stray rocks on the way while doing so.
An eye for an eye after all, and nobody had ever said that I was a nice guy either. I can and will get pretty nasty myself when push comes to shove.
Don’t make a mad person MAD is my slogan for the day.
“Hey, wait a minute, isn’t that…?” One of the colts tried to say before he was quickly silenced by a rock hitting him square on the muzzle, forcing him on his flank. Most likely breaking his nose, but then again, who cares. Especially not me at this current moment.
The two still left standing where of course shocked by this sudden turn of events after they finally noticed me approaching them, even more so when they saw the deep rooted glare I was giving them.
Thera in particular, had the largest eyes and the most low hanging ears of the two. Minus the guy whose ears where literally touching the ground right now.
“Alright, from all the stupid shit that you three have done, in particular you Thera…” I glared over at the taller filly which made her flinch. ”…this is by far, the most careless and most irresponsible thing I have seen so far from the three of you. Throwing large pebbles at the little ducklings while somehow managing to overshoot and hitting a small little filly instead. A little filly whos life has been facing nothing but discrimination and racism since the day she was born. Primarily from her own family. And now, she is bleeding, laying on the ground, and crying her dainty little eyes out in agony because one of you can’t even hit a fucking pond? Who knows what how much damage you conflicted into this little filly’s head, with your taller bodies and greater strength. Just adding another item on her ever-growing shit list of things that the world has been fucking her over with.” I chided, half of it through shouting while throwing and catching the pebbled on my hoof mindlessly.
Generally being the grown up for once. Despite the massive Irony of this situation.
“Wait a minute, why am I even getting intimidated by a baby foal like yo…” Thera tried to counter but didn’t succeeded. Mostly because I was now flinging rocks at them like a mad man. Again, ironic, but at least it forced them to retreat almost immediately, while taking their nose bleeding friend of with them.
I continued throw rocks at their direction for a bit until they were out of reach. Only for them to be swiftly intercepted by Deep Care herself and one of her helpers. Glaring down at the trio for what they have done.
Serves them right, and now their punishment was on the way, accompanied by some serious stereo scolding from Deep Care. That only left me to quickly make my way back towards octy, where a healthy number of ponies have already gathered around her. Most importantly miss Camellia herself.
She looked frantic, panicked and scared out of her wits after she witnessed the state her daughter was in. Pushing herself past the gathered masses and in front of a stallion who was already trying to calm Octavia down and mending to her injuries.
I on the other hand, wasn’t really that far behind, followed by mystic who also joined me. Why? I don’t know. Kids are just generally curious after all, especially towards scenes and drama.
Or at least I was, or rather, still am.
But my curiosity wasn’t really aimed to quench my first for drama, but rather, to see if Octy was actually ok.
By the looks of things, she kinda of was, mostly thanks to this stallion who swiftly managed to patch Octavia up with a bandage he probably pulled out from his saddlepack on his back.
And judging by his equipment and that butt mark he has on his ass, he was most likely a doctor, or at the very least a nurse of some kind.
“Oh dear Equestria and everything that is good, what happened? Is Octavia ok? Is she going to be ok?” I heard Camellia asked. Both her sense of fear and panic perfectly noticeable in her tone.
The stallion nods. “For now yes, but you need to bring her to a proper doctor just to be sure. Sadly, I am just a nurse and can’t really do much besides covering her wound and help stop the bleeding.” The stallion responded.
So, he actually is a nurse then. Pointless, but information is still information. Especially in a place where I don’t have access to the fucking internet anymore.
Again, something I am just never going to get used to.
But constant playbacks aside, I was genuinely concerned for Octy’s well-being. She already has been dissed by both her own family and a lot of posy looking nobles for simply being what she is and not being what she should be. Thanks to that, she obviously lacks a lot of self-esteem for herself, which in turn, makes her seem somewhat undesirable towards many foals of her own age. She is still so damned young, and already has to put up with all of this social crap before she can even properly learn how to distinguish a bloody comic from a simple playboy magazine.
But hey, it is universally known that the universe, or existence at large is a total drag for most of the times. Ridiculous, or just plane old annoying. Something she will learn eventually, not now, but one day it might click with her.
Which is why I am who I am, and generally giving one half of the world my middle finger while completely embracing the other half in all of its nonsensical and ridiculous glory. Why fight the current when you can just relax and allow yourself to be taken downstream? Flinging middle fingers and insults along every beaver built dam on the river while throwing rocks at them.
See what I did there?
“Quick, we got to bring her to the nearest hospital. Don’t worry Octavia, everything will be fine, I promise.” I heard Camellia say in tears as she placed Octavia’s own crying form onto her back.
All physical and with no voodoo hoodoo mind you.
To my surprise, Camellia suddenly dashed off with the nurse leading the way. Leaving me behind, perplexed and a little bit insulted.
I can understand why she did it given the current circumstances. But the bitch still left me, alone, in a park, and as far as she knows, I am just a little five year old colt. Almost six in fact, if both Octy and I truly share the same birthday month. Which is around august in case someone is wondering?
“Well shit…” I muttered, when I eventually lost sight of both Octy and her mom.
“Well, seems like I have to start asking for directions if I want to go a find this hospital where these two have fucked off too. Meaning, I will have to ‘socialize’.” I said with added air quotes before looking around at the slowly dispersing mass to see who best to ask for directions.
“Alex…you…you have a cutie mark?” Mystic Tune suddenly shouted behind me. Which caused me to pause and frown.
“What are you gay? What are you doing looking at my ass like that?”
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
“Ugh, fucking ponies and their terrible sense of direction. Seriously, you would think that for someone living in the city for who knows how long, would at least expect know where the closest hospital is from ‘Duck pond park’ (and yes that was its name, brilliant isn’t it?) actually is. But it seems that most of them were actually just tourists, or simply citizens coming from a completely different district entirely. What were the odds that all of the above where true?” I grumbled to myself. Not really paying attention where I was going and almost causing a street accident with two carriages.
Actually no, I did cause it, if the sudden crash and the aftermath sound shouting where anything to go by.
See kids, this is why you always look left and right first before crossing a street. To prevent shit like this and car insurances to go sky high.
Either way, time to finish crossing the street and observing the newly dubbed hospital building in front of me.
Not that I stopped of course.
“Huh, so this is the place? Looks just as Victorian as the rest of the city so far.” I thought to myself as I looked up this rather simple looking building. And by simple, I mean the overall architecture and size it shared in comparison to every other building around it.
If it wasn’t for the very obvious red cross plastered right above the front entrance, I would have never guess that this was actually a Hospital.
Same thing for the brothels that I just passed by while getting here. Only making its sexual intended uses clear, by peeking your head inside and seeing all of those suggestively dressed mares capering around within its halls.
Yes, even the concept of placing a bouncer in front of a door seems to be foreign to these ponies too, besides just placing plain random old guards in front of the entrance. Which was missing too, because I bet that the dude was actually in there, getting himself all kinds of tear shaped pussy and donut looking ass.
How do I know? Biology, that is how. Also,  because of that green hooved Gardner mare too, who is sadly still enlisted as the estate’s local garner.
Well it's mostly because I have never told anyone of that incident, even to both Brass or Camellia. Mostly because I forgot to do so, but also to keep my re-procession of the book to be a secret.
Yes, yes, I know, it’s basically stealing. But how much can you really steal, when your step parents are just filled with it? The money I mean, not their ego. That title goes to Brass’ extended family over in NOT Nottingham, rather, the un-originally named trottingham.
I blinked. “Less thinking and more getting myself in there and see where the two have clocked in to. Do not worry Alex, because this time, no doctor is going to approach you with an oversized sewing needle of a syringe. It is Octy who is sick, not you.” I thought to myself, before pushing through the double doors of this establishment.
The entry hall was... as expected. Large, white, with seating arrangements lining up both walls, and with a few coffee tables spread about between them. A couple of ponies where occupying the seats of course. Besides that, the entire room was also in a very hospital looking with a counter at the other end of the room and two different hallways disappearing on each side, with a stairway located right next the counter I was facing.
Why I am describing this in my head while knowing that nobody is really going to hear them without the use of some voodoo hoodoo, the force, or just plain old boring telepathy? Well I don’t know and neither do I care. Shit like this has pretty much become mandatory for me.
But I guess I already said that.
“Stop, stalling Alex, go over to the counter and ‘socialize’. Despite in how jarring it can be.” I thought to myself, before willing myself forward.
A lot of curious eyes were immediately aimed at my way as I passed by awaiting patients and the equally perplexed looking nurse or two.
It certainly doesn’t seem to be normal for these equines to see a lonely colt entering a hospital all willingly without any parental guidance or grownups accompanying them. But then again, the same can be said about my world as well.
Anyway, the mare in front of the counter gave me a raised eyebrow the moment I stood in front of her. Having to crane up my head so many times for almost everything is certainly a drag. But after all these months, I pretty much got used to it.
For the most part.
I was about to engage talk with the mare, when a certain other mare didn’t just appear out of thin air to my left. The side where the illusive stairs are.
“Alex, Alex is that you?” Camellia asked as she stood on top of them. Her shock and surprise quite noticeable.
She wasted no time in cantering her ass down to embracing me. Much to my silent protest of personal space, and child abuse.
“Alex, I am so sorry for having left you behind at the park. I was just so frantic about Octavia’s well being that I…” She cried out into my ears, before I shoved a hoof into her mouth.
“My lungs, Camellia, my precious little foal lungs.” I muttered with puffed cheeks and a lot of strain on my part.
Thankfully she quickly understood the dilemma she putting me through and immediately released me from her death hug. I gasp a couple of times before composing myself, getting up on all fours before glaring up at the mare in front of me.
I had the tendency to ask her “what the fuck” but swiftly strained myself from doing so. I already had enough distraction for now, and really, I just wanted to go and see how gray face was doing. I may still stand to my believes that she shouldn’t get too attached to me for many obvious reason. But then again, I can’t really fault her for doing so.
“Well, how is Octy? Is she fine? Have you two already been visited by the doctor while I was busy asking around the city to find this place?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.
“Wait, you actually went all this way completely by yourself without any…” She tried to say before my glare quickly stopped her.
She swiftly composed herself and sighted. “Well, sorry. Also, no we…we haven’t been visited by the doctors yet. But the local nurses say that she will be fine…but…I obviously still want to hear from the doctor himself though.” She answered with her ears hanging limply against her skull.
I can move my ears too, but most of the time I just forget that I even can, which in turn, causes them to stay stiff for most of the time. Which some did pointed out strangely enough.
First my ass, now my ears. See, this is the problem I have with a naked society and hippies, no sense of bodily privacy at all.
But I am just losing track again, not very good, especially now when she ushered me to follow her. I did of course, and ascended with her up the stairs and onto the second floor where things looked alot more hospital-ish than before.
Long corridors on each side, with many, many doors on each end of the wall, most likely leading to seperate hospital rooms for the sick to slouch around in.
Or to die, if they are one of those unlucky once. Dark, but such is life.
Anyway, both me and flower girl over here promptly stopped in front of one of said doors before swiftly opening them with her horn. Inside the room was just as generically white looking as the rest of the building is, with two single beds occupying most of its space. With one obviously being occupied with the filly in question.
She does look well thankfully, having long cried herself out of her situation and just lazily sitting there with a sad frown on her muzzle. Facing away from us and out the window to her right. Though, her gaze was swiftly switched to us the moment we entered the room. The bandages on her head very much obvious now.
She smiled a bit, after spotting us.
“Well how are you doing sweetie? Has any of the nurses or even the doctor come by while I was gone? Despite in how short it was.” Camellia asked, in which the filly shook her head.
“No mom, nopony came while you were gone. I was just sitting here for the most part, staring out the window.” She answered.
Well, she does look and sound normal though. That is of course, good to see and hear.
Flower pot just nods, before quickly moving to a chair next to Octy’s bed and plumping herself down on it. I tried to do the same, though with a bit more difficulty, as to be expected.
Being so small also has its downfalls.
Octy eventually looked at me once I was perfectly sitting on my stool.
“Hey, you know...you really didn’t have to go out of your way and throw rocks at those larger foals as well. They could have easily hurt you as well if they wanted to.” She commented, which Camellia obviously picked up when she turn her gaze towards me as well.
I just scoffed. “Uh...whatever. I at least, had the ‘weapons advantage’ while also sporting a very mean glare that froze them almost instantly. You won't believe how scary and creepy little kids can be when they get really, REALLY mad.” I responded while waving my hoof dismissively.
It is true though. Kids, especially the little ones, can turn themselves into tiny little devils if they want to. Screeching higher than a nail on a chalkboard and going into a mild rampage that even rambo can’t mimic. And of course, that glare. A glare that perfectly mimics the children from the village of the damned movie.
Though, with a lot less paranormality.
Either way, Camellia raised an eyebrow while I was thinking all of that. “You know, she is kinda right. I personally don’t approve to you throwing rocks at kids. Even though if they…” Camellia tried to chide me when the doors to the room suddenly opened.
Every eye, including mine, were naturally aimed at the door. Only to reveal and white coated stallion and a nurse mare behind him.
By the way, I was referring to his doctor's coat and not the fur he wore underneath. That patch of hair was actually in a light blue color incase someone might be wondering.
Camellia immediately got off of her ‘hocker’ to swiftly greet this high ranking member of modern society.
You won't believe how much a good doctor, especially where I am from, can earn each month. They sometimes spend more time sitting in a plane then actually sitting in their offices or operation tables.
But that is of course, a rant for another day.
“Well, greetings there doctor...uh…” Camellia began.
“Doctor Stitch, Fine Stitch in full.” He responded, smiling towards the mare.
Camellia nods. “Well yes, sir...uh I mean Doctor Stitch. It’s nice to meet you.” She greeted.
“Well yes, the pleasure is all mine...Miss Camellia Harmonics, yes?” He questioned while looking at a clipboard that the nurse gave him.
Again, Camellia nods. “Well then, about your little daughter.” He began which immediately got flower pot’s attention.
“Yes doctor, is she...is she going to be fine? Are there no long lasting or permanent damage on her head?” She worriedly question, getting straight to the point.
Which is good, because I was somewhat impatient as well.
The doctor didn’t answer, but instead moved himself up towards Octy’s bed with the nurse following her. He closely examined Octavia's head. Humming to himself loudly while occasionally looking at the board of his.
I tried to steal a look at it too. Only to find indecipherable shit, and all kinds and medical gibberish that no mere mortal could understand.
Unless you went to medical school.
“Well…” The doc finally began after a long awkward and tense silence. “There should be nothing to worry about. Reading from these notes…”He presented the clipboard towards Camellia. “the only thing that the rock managed to damage was a bloodvein running across the side of her skull. Which is why she was bleeding so much previously in the first place. It is kind of luck that your daughter here is an earthpony and none of the other two races. Earthponies have generally a much denser bone structure compared to unicorns and pegasi. If she were any of the previous two, they might have actually been a high possibility for her skull to be fractured, which in turn could cause all kinds of precautions, especially for someone still as young as her. Again, really lucky that she is an earthpony and not of the other two.” The doctor explained which immediately got a sigh of relief from Camellia.
“Oh thank Celestia.” She sighted, which in turn caused me to arch an eyebrow.
“Celestia, celestia, celestia. The only name I always hear in both vain in thanks is bloody Celestia. Who is she? The rip off version of christ or something? Now we are treading on no, no zones here.” I wondered to myself.
Did I ever mention that one half of my family were christians? Yeah, I actually know a good deal about religion and stuff...even though I might seem like the very last guy to be asked about religion.
Wonder what kind of religion these horses have to bend over for. Hope it's none of this Latin American ones like the Mayans or Aztecs. Now that would makes think...surprisingly a lot more intriguing in a twisted way.
Colorful, naked, cartoon ponies sacrifices virgins and cuts out hearts for their dark gods. It couldn’t get any more metal than that.
Either way, the stallion just nods and smiled when Camellia looked over Octy with a relieved smile.
Though the doc continued. “Anyway, thanks to this she will only need to keep her head out of trouble from now on while occasionally changing the bandages a view more times. After that, everything should be well with little to no complication. In other words, you and your daughter and are free to do…” He then suddenly looked at me. ”...oh and your son too. Must have been quite scary to see your sister like this wasn’t it?” He asked while looking at me with a bit of concern.
I tapped chin and hummed. “Well it was concerning. But I am afraid that you keeping things mixed up here. I am, in fact, just adopted.” I told him.
He looked surprised at first before softing his gaze. “Oh well, sorry then. Didn’t realize that.” He responded, looking over at Camellia for confirmation.
She nods. “Well yes, as a bit sad as that might sound, but he is still just as much part of the family as our daughter is. No matter what his origins are.” She stated, giving me a smile.
I would like to say that her comment was hitting me ‘right here’. But that would be a bit to cliche and somewhat out of my usual shenanigans. So I will say that I feel...appreciated, and just smiled back.
“Anyway, I guess it's time to go then. It is getting late, and I bet that Brass is already wondering where we are.” Camellia suddenly announced.
“Well then in that case, let me no longer hold you back. Again, stay safe and remember to change that bandage again before ushering her to bed.” The doc responded, which again got a nod from the mare.
“Sure, and thank you so much doctor.” She offered.
“No need to thank. It is my job after all.” He responded before taking his leave, with the nurse following him.
“Well, do you feel well enough to walk on your own honey? Or do you want to hitch a ride?” Camellia asked.
Octy shook her head. “No thanks...I think I can walk just fine on my own. Plus…” She looked over at me with a smile. ”...I have my brother to help me out in case I get wobbly.” She announced.
Well shit, it guess it really IS happening isn’t it? To divert her now, would most likely just hurt her. Shit...me and my sense of morality.
And with that, we were off with me carrying a new burden on my shoulders. The burden of being Octavia's brotherly figure.

	
		Chapter 12: A Lessons about butt marks…how lewd



Chapter 12: A Lessons about butt marks…how lewd.

Proofread by: Mindful_Dreamscape 

“Alex, Alex, breakfast is already done. You are the only one who  hasn’t come out of bed yet. Everybody is waiting for you as we speak.” I  heard someone shout from the other side of the locked door, more or  less disturbing the once peaceful sleep I once had.
I grumbled, rolling myself to the right and lazily gazing up at the clock next to me hanging on the right-side wall.
My frown only deepened when I saw what the asinine clock was telling me.
“Blood,  eight AM in the fucking morning. Rousing someone so early should be a  national crime. Either being forced to pay a hefty fee, or even worse,  jail time without a bed.” I mumbled, silently cursing as the knocking  persisted. A little drawback in having your door locked I guess.
The potential to create even more of a ruckus with that is very obvious.
“Alex,  Alex, get up, and please, for the love of Celestia, return the room  keys to me. I need them more than you. I work here and need to have  access at all the different side rooms and storage rooms. Especially for  the attic.” Olivia continued to shout, while still abusing the poor  woodwork as if it was her bitch.
I mean it could be, if her job really is to clean all of the messes that I leave behind on an almost daily basis.
Like  yesterday, when I tried to use some very fancy looking Jam to fix the  squeaking hinges of my just mentioned door. An attempt that Olivia  disapproved of heartily, especially when it was “imported” Jam from  Germane.
I always knew that the very recognizable language on the front sticker was very…recognizable.
Either  way, I already knew that little old Olivia here wasn’t going to live it  up and leave me in peace. Something which I have quickly learned over  my stay here, that despite her natural naivete, she can be as hard  headed as a hard head on a male’s penis when it comes to waiting it out.
Basically, being a dick, while not having a dick at all.
A  futa basically, a reality check that this world I’m in still has to  prove to me for simple science and comedic reasons. But, it shall only  be a matter of time. One day, I will be old enough to look into these  elusive-sounding playcolt magazines that some of the random grownups  like to talk about in the open streets.
I shall one day track them  down and know all of their secrets. But before that, I still have an  Olivia to flip the middle finger to…if I had any fingers to flip with.
Damn you, hooves, and your lack of digits.
With  that out of the way, I grumbled once more before finally pushing myself  upwards into a sitting position and starting to rub the crust from my  eyes.
I eventually switched my glare over at the door after my  eyes had been de-crusted. I would have loved to just ignore her mindless  bleating and simply gone back to sleep, but then I would risk the risk  of her getting either Brass or Camellia at the door for help. A move I  want to avoid, especially knowing that both of them have their own spare  keys which can open up pretty much everything within this mansion.
Even Camellia’s bedside drawers, which I accidentally uncovered when I was testing my stolen goods.
Seems  like that big old Brass over here isn’t really giving his mate the love  that she craves. But then again, if he did, then I would have a lot  more siblings to worry about than just Octy. Which is also why I started  to lock my doors in the first place.
My bed is not a trampoline.
With  that said, or rather thought, I groggily rolled myself off the edge of  my bed and created myself a very audible thud for nobody to hear. Once  back on all fours, I smacked my lips out of habit before casually  wobbling my way over to the door and climbing up onto the chair which I  had placed there yesterday to reach the lock with the keys in the first  place.
Once up there and with the key finally turned, I pulled on  the door handle with a hoof before jumping down from my throne and  watching it as it opened under its own momentum.
I immediately glared up at the offending mare once I had the clear view to do so.
She, of course, was unimpressed, as she just frowned at me. “Alex, where are the keys?” She promptly questioned.
“In  my ass, for causing such a ruckus and robbing me of my well-deserved  sleep. It is obviously some kind of national holiday, which also means  that toddler school is out, WHICH ALSO MEANS that I can finally sleep in  until noon, like how I always wanted. I never ever get the chance to do  so.” I complained, causing little old Olivia here to raise a skeptical  eyebrow.
“Yes, you do, you always try and sleep until noon  whenever you get the chance. Like, pretty much every morning on every  weekend.” She responded before going back to her frown.
“’Anyways,  the keys if you will. I need to clean up the attic today, which pretty  much means that I will be busy for the majority of the day.” She added,  looking and sounding not particularly impressed with the notion of  cleaning the attic.
I, of course, took heed of this as I raised my  own eyebrows. Making use of this topic might give me the chance to  divert the original one.
I need those keys too, because this  stupid door doesn’t have one of those one-sided locks that you can  either switch or press to keep the door closed.
That’s another  innovation I need to place on my bucket list of things to introduce to  these ponies. First inventing the suspension, and then the one-sided  lock for doors.
I bet a lot of single mares and stallions are  going to thank me for this very important invention. Birth rates will  plummet or increase, depending on the situation.
“You sound as if you like cleaning up the attic at all? Why would that be?” I innocently asked.
She  sighed. ”Well, it’s big, for starters. You won’t believe the amount of  dust that can collect itself up there in a very short amount of time.  Hector, in fact, has to always help me out up there whenever it’s  cleaning season.” She answered.
I gave her an encouraging smile  while patting her on the chin. “Well don’t worry. I am sure you will do  an amazing job as always. I mean, there has to be a reason as to why  Sire Brass has hired you to be this home’s caretaker and not some other  mare with vastly more ethical fashion tastes.” I replied, before  casually strolling past her.
“Hey, my fashion tastes are none of  your business little one. At LEAST I wear something.” She called after  me, sounding not very amused with my little harmless jab.
I just  smirk while keeping my gaze forward. “Yeah, but its still doing a pretty  bad job in hiding what actually needs some hiding. Maybe allow that  tail of yours to grow, then we can talk once more.” I called back,  before casually rounding the corner.
There was no quick response  as I continued my way to the dining room. I have a feeling that she is  going to eventually respond, or rather, remember the main reason why she  came knocking on my door in the first place.
“Three, two, one…”
“Hey,  you still haven’t returned my keys yet!” She finally exclaimed,making  me grin as I finally reached the door towards my destination.
If  only she knew that the keys are literally right in front of her. Well,  more like behind the door, but still close enough for my alliteration to  work.
I of course didn’t bother pulling them out of the keyhole. Why should I if it is needed in locking the door in the first place?

“Ah  Alex, there you are. We were specifically waiting for you to finally  start breakfast.” I heard a British-sounding Brass say as I entered the  dining room as casual as ever.
Because making a continuous scene  whenever I enter a large room or place within this building is already  old, boring and gray. Especially when I’ve so frequently done it before  on many random locations and times. You can only reinvent the wheel so  many times before you eventually end up with a jet engine instead of a  wheel, and a jet engine isn’t of course as versatile as a wheel.
Which would just make things a heck of a lot more complicated for someone of my crafts.
But  either way, besides just spouting nonsense like how I usually do, I  eventually looked up at Brass after I seated myself opposite from Octy’s  chair, where, by the way she still had her head covered with a bandage  thanks to yesterday’s smashing event.
Yeah, I know terrible joke and completely out of context right about now. Oh and, time to ask questions.
“What,  though, exactly prevents you from starting breakfast without me all of a  sudden? You have all consistently done so in the past before. So, what  makes this breakfast so special?” I seriously questioned.
This  time it was Camellia who answered that question as she smiled at me.  “Well, very simple of course, we managed to get something very special  just for you to commemorate the occasion that you finally managed to  find your cutie mark. Even more impressive is how early you managed to  do it. Such an event is quite rare among foals your age. Usually most  foals only ever get their cutie marks once they hit elementary or even  high school.” Camellia answered.
This made me think. “Ah yes,  those elusive butt marks that everyone keeps spouting about. Completely  forgot that I even had one of those rear-brands to begin with.” I mentally mumbled, remembering that had I somehow managed to get into their little cult without even trying to do so.
It’s  silly really, having a never-removable picture tacked onto the most  private region of your body. Imagine if I were still wearing pants, then  this whole sitting muscle mark concept would be just as pointless as  telling your friends that you have corns on your feet. Nobody is going  to see it if you are keen on wearing shoes all day. Even indoors, which  is ridiculous.
But either way, I was more interested now in  finding out what this mare meant when she mentioned that she had  something very “Special” for me to celebrate this very mysterious, yet  important, achievement.
I looked over at the chick and gave her an  expecting look. “Oh, and what might that be?” I simply asked, much to  Camellia’s satisfaction.
“Well, we obviously know how much you  love cheese and all, so we went out of our way in getting you something  special. Or rather, importing, for simplifications.” She announced  before clapping her hooves. “Hector, dear, you can bring in the food  now. We are all present and ready to begin.” She called out into the  room, specifically towards the door behind her, which led directly into  the kitchen, if my memory serves me well.
It did, as a very  finely-dressed Hector quickly emerged from the double door…doors, with a  rather hefty-looking cart pushing along in front of him.
My nose  immediately started to tingle. A smell I haven’t smelled for a really  long time. Something that I even managed to forget existed, as shameful  as that sounds for a dedicated cheese lover.
“No…it can’t be…”
“Ready  to serve, madam. As requested.” Hector oh-so-professionally added,  before revealing a very large pot from under the cart, and magic-ing its  steaming content directly onto the table in front of me. Followed by  all kinds of breads and other wheat-based products around it.
The scent was almost intoxicating.
“We  managed to import a large quantity of Fondue from Germane right here  into Equestria. It might have been really expensive to do, but  considering that you love cheese so much, in the end it really wasn’t  that much of a problem. Nothing is too expensive for our little foals  after all. Even more so for somepony who managed to find his special  talent so much earlier in his life that most ponies could ever brag  about. Bon appetit.” She announced, before lifting the lid with her  magic and fulfilling all of my theories and dreams.
My eyes and  ears immediately went wide. Granted, it is technically Swiss in origin.  But since a ponified version of Switzerland doesn’t exist in this world  then Germane would be the next best thing in terms of geography and  cheese products.
My mouth was watering at this point.
“CHEESE!!!” I loudly exclaimed, causing everyone to flinch around me.
“Uhm,  yes…cheese, we know how much you love it. Go ahead, eat as much as you  can, Alex, we certainly have a lot more of this if you ever feel the  need to have more in the future. And again, congratulations on getting  your cutie mark, Alex.” Brass added.
This caused me to momentarily  stop as a very annoying thought suddenly entered my mind. Annoying  because it is preventing me from getting myself some overpriced bread  and dipping it into this large pot of melted cheese.
A question, a question which I should ask before I forget again.
I looked over at Brass mid-reach and gave him a curious look.
“Wait  a minute, why are we “Celebrating” my ascension to some special social  status right now? I’ve had this butt mark for at least a couple of days?  Couldn’t we have had this celebration a lot earlier than now? What was  the hold-up?” I casually asked as my arms and legs were slowly getting  tired of keeping this “half-reaching-out” position.
But I kept strong…just because.
Again,  Camellia was the one who provided the answer as she smiled somewhat  awkwardly at me. “Well, it’s mostly because we somehow managed to  completely forget about it. Especially after Octavia’s accident here.”  Camellia answered, looking over at her daughter with a worried motherly  look.
A sad look which Octy mimicked at the mention of that  memory. I mean, how can it be a memory when it literally just happened  yesterday? But, then again, I can be full of shit myself, so let’s not  focus on that.
Let’s focus more on the fact that my step-parents  somehow managed to forget one of the most important things that  apparently makes up a good chunk of their race’s ethics and requirements  for society.
I was feeling a bit hurt, not much, but just a  little. Enough for me to notice it and for me to give both Camy and  Brassy a very disapproving glare.
I shook my head slowly at them and frowned. “For shame, to forget your adopted sons tattoo mark…”
“Uhm, Cutie Mark, dear.”
“…YES cooties mark…uhm wait, what was I going to say?” I suddenly trailed off.
“Uhm…you were about to be the first to dig into this fundo…fondou…funue…”
“Fondue, dear.” Camellia corrected her, which in turn got her a little thankful smile in return.
“Yes,  you were about to be the first to have a taste of this…fondue thing.  Which, by the way…looks kinda icky, if you ask me.” She added.
Not  minding the obvious insult just made to every cheese lover alive, this  still caused me to immediately perk up, though understandably for  completely different reasons.
Plus, my left foreleg was really starting to cramp up on me.
“Oh  yeah…” I simply replied before looking back at the pot of liquid gold  in front of me. The steaming nature and scent of melted cheese almost  making me want to just jump in and most likely get myself scolded for  doing so.
But, I am civil, if no less patient at time. So I  quickly improvised by grabbing myself a fork and impaling a piece of  bread with i….
“Where are the forks?” I automatically asked as I  began to look around. Seeing everything from plates, to pot, to platters  filled with bread and some glasses filled with water, milk, or juice.  But obviously no forks.
No coffee also, which is fine, otherwise I might have caused a scene regardless.
My step-parents are learning very fast it seems.
Either way, Camellia, on her end, quickly noticed this little error as well before quickly addressing her British butler.
Guess even British peoples can make mistakes as well.
“Uhm,  Hector, you seem to have forgotten to bring out the silverware as well,  Hector, old dear. How are we supposed eat without them?” She announced,  which in turn, caused Hector to perk up next.
“Oh dear, my most  sincere apologies madam. I have no idea what has gotten into my mind for  having forgotten about them.” He apologized with a bow, though not  without giving me a quick look before doing so.
Oh….ooooh I see  what he did there. Sneaky little bugger. A beginner’s move, but still a  troll nonetheless on a capital level. I will get you for this Hector, if  I can bother myself to do so, that is.
Certainly not today, because today it is my day off….from school I mean.
Anyway,  I just grumbled to myself before finally sitting back down. Crossing my  arms and puffing out my cheeks in an impatient, childish manner.
“Well then hurry up there,Hector. I am hungry, and time is money after all.” I called after him.
He  then stopped, before looking over his shoulder with a smirk. “Woah  there, Alex, hold onto your horses. I only have four limbs to work with  after all, and a horn, in case you want to be smart and point that out  too.” He replied before finally disappearing behind the double doors.
I just rolled my eyes before returning to my childlike demeanor.
Someone is learning especially fast, which is bad for business of course. Competition is exhausting after all.
“Why did he say horses?” Camellia curiously asked, after which Brass just shrugged.
I  on the other hand was busy waiting my ass out. Which is somewhat hard  to do, especially when there is melted cheese right in front of me that.  I could again just jump in, or simply use my hooves or mouth to do the  fork’s work for me. But I obviously don’t feel like getting scolded  again, and potentially fall asleep in the middle of it as always.
Getting scolded is so…boring.
“In that case, I really need to  start in getting my own voodoo hoodoo under control to prevent such  issues from every happening again. Also, just imagine the amount of  trolling I could do with such disembodied powers.” I thought to myself as I mindlessly grabbed a piece of solidified wheat and began to chewing on that instead.
“Say  Alex, you have yet to tell me what exactly your special talent stands  for.” Octy suddenly voiced, breaking the code of silence and honor.
A  really bad timing which was made even worse when you consider that she  has been asking this same question to death ever since I got home with  it.
“Uhm…Alex?” Octy suddenly called out, which again, brought me back into the realms of boring reality.
I blinked before looking back at her, realizing that I must have spaced out again.
“At least it’s good to know that I am still capable of distracting myself without causing too much of a scene.”
“Yes, Octy?” I asked, just for the hell of it.
I  obviously still knew what was on the little filly’s mind. But again, I  simply ask just for the hell of it, and because I have no other ideas at  the moment to divert this question without having to cause another  scene.
Plus, Camy and Brassy where here too.
“Well to be  honest, I am somewhat interested myself now that Octavia brought it up. I  certainly have never seen such an…interesting cutie mark before. The  two comedy and drama masks are easy to guess. But what about that  strange looking third in the middle that looks…rather angry.” Brass  added, looking down at my rear while rubbing his chin.
I just squinted my eyes at everyone. “For fuck’s sake, what is it with everyone and looking straight onto my rump? Is everybody bisexual here or something?” I mentally complained.
Personally,  I was starting to get really uncomfortable by this whole rear-peeking  thing that is going on right now and to be constantly asked by everyone  and everything as to what this rear tattoo really is. Maybe I should  start asking Camellia for a pair of pants for my next birthday.  Certainly, it would solve the butt tattoo problem in an instant if  nobody can see it.
Either way, I just shrugged. “How should I know  what it is? It’s just a random mark on a rear. No biggy. Maybe it is  showing that I am really good in trolling individuals. Would make  sense.” I casually responded.
Brass was, of course, not really convinced with my own theory as he continued to look at my butt.
“Or,  it could mean that you are good in entertaining ponies? Could certainly  be its meaning, especially in how good you are in keeping everyone's  attention aimed at you if you really want to.” Brass theorized, which  doesn’t sound too far off to be honest.
“But still…” Camy began.  ”Then what about the third expression in the middle. The one who shows a  very angry looking frown.” She added, tilting her head questioningly.
Which a lot of these equines like to do. Somehow.
I  again just shrugged. “Ehh...could be but in the end I personally don’t  care what it means as I will still continue to do whatever it is I feel  like doing. Not bound to some magic voodoo hoodoo or whatever.” I stated  confidently while crossing my hooves.
At that point the  conversation was basically over as both Brass and Camy simply accepted  my answer as it was without even bothering to probe it further. If  someone doesn’t want to play along then why continue?
Though Octavia didn’t get the memo apparently.
“Or  maybe his cutie mark could signify how crazy he is. Maybe similar to  some mad god or spirit or whatever.” Octy suddenly announced which  caused me to raise an eyebrow.
“Oh sweetie, you and your silly  fantasies. I doubt that a ponies Cutie mark can show how crazy somepony  is, or anything else which is seen negatively. A cutie mark is supposed  to show a ponies special talent, not a disability or a quirk.” Camy  commented, to which her husband Brass just nodded too.
Though I  personally have to say, that little miss Octy here isn’t exactly too far  off with her assumption. Especially when she mentioned a certain god  she shouldn’t be aware of.
A certain prince of madness of a  certain western RPG. One which I adore and kinda relate to. I guess that  this could also be a meaning behind my voodoo mark as well, symbolizing  the “unique” mindset I have.
Great, now I am the one getting  invested with his whole Voodoo mark thing. I need to stop, otherwise I  may start creating some pretty normal thoughts for myself, which is  obviously something which nobody really wants.
Because the moment I  start having normal thoughts for a change is the moment where everyone  will get even more lost and confused then they normally will. You can’t  make a mad man have “normal thoughts” for a change, otherwise the  universe might implode out of computation errors. And we don’t want that  now do we?
There, now I certainly feel better about myself for having thought that.
“Sorry  for the long wait, Sir Brass and Lady Camellia. But apparently somepony  has managed to make a complete mess with every cupboard or drawer we  have in the kitchen. Misplacing everything and everywhere.” Brass  commented before his gaze was firmly fixed on me as he began handing out  the necessary utensils to everyone.
I just shrugged. “Wasn’t me.” I lied, even though It kinda was me now that I think about it.
I  was trying to look for some coffee last night to somehow scratch the  itch I have at the back of my mind for not having any coffee for so  fucking long since I got to this world. An itch which obviously still  persisted, now that I reminded myself of it again.
My left arm was  already getting jerky as it is, just by thinking about it. And no...get  your minds out of the gutters, you perverts. I don’t use my right hand  for such acts...mostly because I have hooves now instead of hands which  obviously complicates things. But alas, who cares, especially now that I  have some melted cheese to devour in front of everyone. 
And devour I shall.  Showing these equines just how much a widdy little child like me can  swallow down when it comes to his most favorite food in the world.
A  little magic trick of mine. Maybe THIS is my aforementioned special  talent? Eating cheese like there is no tomorrow. Well there seriously  might not be too many tomorrows for me to wake up on. Giving the fact  that I have to go back to school again. A day I obviously don’t look  forwards too.
The school system SUUUUCKS, no matter what world or universe you are in.
......................................................................................................................................................................................................................
“Ahh...that  was great.” I commented to myself as I left the dining room and group  of surprised grownup behind to return to my fortress of solitude. A.K.A  my room and solitude. Which would be nice if that was true, but sadly it  isn’t, thanks to either Octy or Olivia constantly barging into my room.
“Hey Alex.” A certain filly called out behind me which caused me to blow a tired sounding raspberry.
Speak of the devil.
I  stopped, allowing the little girl to catch up with me. Which she did in  not too long, as she wasn’t as bloated as I was. Hmmmm...thinking about  that breakfast again makes me hungry once more. I guess knowing my  limits when it comes to either cheese or coffee is a foreign concept for  me as I always get hungry when thinking about cheese. Even though I  technically can’t eat another bite to save my life right now. Or maybe I  can, who knows, I have never been in a situation where my live really  depends on how much I eat.
I shall await for this day with utmost gusto. It would certainly be interesting to find it.
“Yes, how may I help you?” I asked, sounding all businesslike, when she stopped in front of me.
She huffed for a couple of moments to catch her breath, before finally answering her piece to my question.
“Alex...you  still haven’t answered what your cutie mark is, besides guessing. I am  still highly curious what it might be.” The little gray filly asked in  front of me with her usual smile and unhealthy curiosity.
My left eye began to twitch at this, especially when she stretched her head to the side to look at my rear region more properly.
“Oh for FUCK’S SAKE!” I complained loudly.
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….
“Ugh...these  horses and their lust of ass-watching.” I complaint with a grumble as I  laid on my bed after a long and annoying day.
Why was it  annoying? Well, apparently having your own adoptive family and household  staff pestering you about that “rear tattoo” of yours is apparently not  enough, and now a large portion of the town had to join in as well to  expose their secret fetish of suggested pedophilia.
All eyes glued  on my rear and asking all the same questions. All thanks to Camellia  and her need to expose my “achievement” to every soul she met at the  park. All I wanted to do is throw thick bread slices at those ducks in  the park pond and watch them trying to murder one another to get those  large slices for themselves. My idea of a Roman gladiator game. No blood  or death, just bread and a squad of ducks pecking one another for the  biggest bite of food in the pond.
Hey I never said that I was a  good minded person myself, though in contrast I don’t really start  throwing solid stones at ducklings. That is a bit too much, even for my  liking. But that was beside the point, because right now I was actually  having a bit of trouble falling asleep this night, thanks both to my  experience and to the large sum of coffee I had secretly managed to get a  hold of in one of those cafes that we had visited today in order to eat  some  dinner.
The results of my caffeine addiction were as  predicted. I got scolded by Camellia and pestered by Octy on what this  adult drink even tastes like. Neither of which were nice, but it at  least helped me in getting that subconscious itch away for a while,  which is nice. Now I can finally focus more on the simple things  of...well, things, and try to somehow get some shuteye.
I guess this body isn’t exactly well equipped yet to handle my daily dose of caffeine. Which is just annoying.
I  sighed, before looking over at night table clock next to me. “For  fuck’s sake, 1 am in the morning. Ugh, this is certainly going to be a  wonderful morning when the damn alarm on this clock finally goes off at  around 8 am or so. Especially when tomorrow is another day in the  slammers. Kindergarten, not as bad as regular school, but still not as  preferable as just...not going. I am far too antisocial and lazy for  this shit.” I openly complained.
I was about to close my eyes for  the tenth time of this unfruitful night, when a silent knock to my door  quickly prevented me from it. My eyes immediately tore themselves open  at the unexpected visitor standing behind my door. The nerves of whoever  knocks on my door at this hour must be immense, even though it doesn’t  exactly matter that much, as I am still up, but then I’m also not that  much less cranky.
I grumbled. “Oh verdammt und zu zugeschissene  sheisse. Was ist den jetzt schon wieder?” I complained in my native  tongue as I pushed myself out of my blankets and casually made my way to  the door in order to give this person a piece of my mind.
My  caffeine-minded mind, which is the actual main reason why I am still up  and so damn cranky about it. I love sleep, and this is just a sin for  all dedicated sleepers and lazy persons. Plus I also need the energy  that sleep provides in order to flirt or pester my local kindergarten  teachers again. The over-expressive faces of those ponies are just too  good to pass up.
“YES, I AM COMING!” I shouted before finally  reaching the door and almost ripping it off its hinges while opening it.  The key word being almost, as my childlike body and arms are obviously  far too weak to do any ripping of any sorts.
Besides maybe ripping  paper, but I never bother to do so with the threat of getting a paper  cut from the damn relics of the past. Using actual paper to write  something. What stone-age period is this?
Either way, the person  as to whom I eventually came face to face with was certainly someone I  can’t possibly all bitchy about for to long. It was none other then  little Octy, with her hair all ruffled up and with a pillow in between  those herbivore teeth of hers. Because mine still held the  characteristics of that of an omnivore, thankfully. Though personally, I  have no coherent clue as to how long this little piece of nirvana is  going to last for my self-confidence, knowing that I technically still  have baby teeth given my age.
But alas, it didn’t matter as I  still had an Octy to raise a curious eyebrow to. Which I did, quite  quickly in fact, when I came to the conclusion that it really was her  and not some coffee-induced hallucination like the one I had during my  time at the local cafe this evening. Which is one of the reasons why I  managed to cause such a scene in the first place.
“Uh...” Was all I managed to get out while looking at the little filly in front of me.
She,  in turn, didn’t say much, as her gaze continued to be fixated at the  floor beneath her. An action I would have almost mimicked myself out of  curiosity, if it wasn’t for the fact that she then decided to speak.
“Sorry...sorry  for waking you up...Alex, but...I...” She stuttered a bit before  pausing. Making me even more curious on the fact that she looked and  sounded a bit frightened. Did she maybe just wake up from a terrible  nightmare or something? This would certainly be a funny reality when she  actually had one and somehow decided to maybe…
“...I had a  terrible nightmare...and...and I thought that...maybe I could come here,  especially when mom and dad's room is so far away from ours...I...I  didn’t want to have to go through the dark and empty hallways all  alone...it's just...is this maybe okay?” She then added, giving me a  blank head slate as a result.
This was so fucking uncalled for  that I almost laughed...almost. But knowing how terrible nightmares can  be for little children of her age pretty much forced me to just mentally  accept her request for late night company. Especially with that face of  hers, my own personal fatigue, and a lack of coherent thought processes  thanks to said fatigue.
I am probably going to regret this in the morning but fuck it. I just want to continue laying down on my bed and being cranky.
“Fine...I  mean...this bed I have as a...well bed is certainly spacious enough to  easily hold two, three, or even four full grown ponies with ease with  some modest room to spare. So, personally, I have no issue in letting  you bunker down to escape your night terror woes. It's all yours.” I  responded with a yawn.
Octavias mood immediately brightened at that as she gave me a joyful smile behind that feather filled pillow of hers.
“Thank  you.” She simply chimed before trotting past my slumped down form and  hopping onto my oversized bed. I on the other hand just scratched my  head before looking back at the dark hallway outside my doorway. I have  to say that it does look a bit unsettling when all lights are off and no  one is in there. But alas, this is probably just my child minded brain  doing its talking and nothing else.
“Eh...whatever, another event and another one spend. Now I also have to act as her personal dream psychologist when her mind  starts to fuck up again. Great...” I quietly commented to myself before  finally closing the door and making my way to my bed also.
With a filly next to me no less.
No...go away, you perverts, go away.
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