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		Description

Equestria. Just another run-of-the-mill land in this young pony's eyes. He's grown tired of trying to live up to society's norms, or, as he likes to call it, living up to the reputation of an "Equestrian Idiot". His hometown suburbia of Los Pegasus has a lot of memories for him, but all of his friends are becoming lost in their own dreams and lives, and he feels as though it's time for him to see what else that Equestria has to offer outside of his town that's he's grown tired of.
-
This whole story is based upon Green Day's seventh studio album, "American Idiot". While there was a stage production of the album, that stage production also include songs from their eighth studio album, "21st Century Breakdown". There is a central story based around the entirety of the album's own "rock opera" style, following Jesus of Suburbia, but this is my own take on it, with my own depictions of the lyrics here in these chapters.
Just a small disclaimer; I obviously will not have any copyrighted lyrics in this story. Green Day owns the album that this story is based upon. I will leave external links to YouTube videos of the songs so that you can listen to the song that the chapter in question is based on(the chapters will be named accordingly).
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		Chapter 1-Equestrian Idiot


			Author's Notes: 
Here is a link to the very first song of the album, the titular song as well as the titular song of both this story and chapter, slightly modified of course. "American Idiot" by Green Day: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=a1BS7XnEZqc



	Equestria.
Just this one simple word alone is enough to describe so much more than just one land filled with ponies, griffons, and many other creatures, all of which are so unique in ways that nopony could ever describe. It could describe magic, it could describe the many cities, towns and villages in which all creatures lived in harmony with the occasional turbulent event, and it could even describe the development of much, much more than just a nation; it could describe the creation of perfect harmony, a statute system of rule, and the freedom of all who dwelled within.
And yet... it was also a word that meant very little or even nothing to some ponies. Some ponies heard it as a word that only told of their hometown that they'd grown tired of. Others heard it as a word and were reminded of all of the painful things that had befallen them throughout their lives. And some ponies... they heard the word and thought of the land of Equestria, but not as the magical, harmonic land that everypony said that it was. They saw it as just another run-of-the-mill land with no special qualities or advantages over any other place in the entire world.
This was the case for a teenaged pony in Los Pegasus. Born and raised in the slightly lower income part of the suburbs, he still had a decent life and a decent roof over his head, as well as plenty to eat and a good mother who treated him well. His father had been absent for as long as he could remember, but that didn't matter to him. He had his friends to fill in for that gap in his life. Oftentimes, the navy blue unicorn would sit on the front steps of his home, playing his guitar and singing as his grey mane waved with each small movement of his head, keeping time with his own music. Sometimes he would also go to popular street corners and play there with his guitar's case open for passerby ponies to drop a Bit or two in if they felt like doing so. He was both famous and infamous around the city for both his music and singing and his tendency to sit outside of thrift stores in the hood and the slums with some of his friends, doing next to nothing but smoking cigarettes.
This pony's name was Derek Beauregard. Seventeen years of age and very close to finishing out his last year of schooling, he was not much more than a pony with a musical talent and not much less than a pony with an addiction to nicotine.  At this moment in time, he was sitting on the front steps of the school with his prized guitar in his hooves, plucking the strings with his guitar pick as he tuned the instrument. The first group of students had been sent to their lunch break, and Derek was among these students. What he was doing at the moment was a part of his daily routine; every day at school, he'd eat his lunch, then go outside and sit on the front steps of the school for a smoke and play his guitar. He got the instrument tuned and strummed a few random chords to make sure it was properly tuned before starting to play the riffs from songs that he knew, lighting a cigarette with his magic as he did so. He puffed on it a few times without removing it from his lips and kept playing his guitar, catching the attention of a few bystander ponies.
"Hey! Derek!" one of them yelled. "Put out that cigarette! Remember what the principal said he would do if he caught you with another one?" Derek looked up and took the smoke out from between his lips, having taken a long drag on it. He blew the smoke out his nostrils, looking at the student.
"I'm a senior at this school, bro," Derek replied. "There's a week and a half left 'til school's over. I don't give a flying fuck if I get in trouble for smoking a damn cigarette on school grounds. Seriously, it's not like those dumb assholes on the southeast side of the school who sit there and smoke weed all lunch break. Honestly, this school's logic is fucking dumb sometimes." He took another drag on his cigarette, and as he brought it away from his mouth again it was enveloped in a magical aura that wasn't his own. He looked behind him and saw the principal of his school, who hovered the small tobacco product over and set it on the ground, stepping on it and crushing it under his hoof.
"Derek, how many times do I have to tell you?" the principal said, shaking his head. "No smoking on school grounds." Derek just shrugged.
"Whatever," he said nonchalantly.
"Get in my office," the principal said. "Now." Derek sighed and got up.
"I think I'll just save you the trouble of having to reprimand me and calling my mother by leaving," Derek replied. "Don't matter anyway; you're just gonna send me home after all this is said and done. I'll be back tomorrow." He walked down the steps, and as he stepped off the final one, the principal sighed.
"Alright, alright," the principal said. "I'll let it go this time, since it's so close to the end of the year. Besides, I won't have to deal with you much longer anyway, you're graduating."
"Damn right you don't have to deal with me," Derek said. "And I don't have to deal with seein' that ugly mug of yours anymore either." Some of the students at the bottom of the stairs burst out in laughter while the principal just sighed and walked back to the doors of the school.
"'Ey, Derek!" a voice yelled from across the lot in front of the school. Derek looked out into the street and saw his good friend, Hood, who was as usual clad in his green hooded jacket and flat brim snapback hat which covered up his jet black body and maroon mane. Derek smirked as Hood walked over to the steps and the two brohoofed.
"'Sup, homie?" Derek greeted him. "What you doin' here? I thought you dropped outta school last month, dog."
"I know, man, but that ain't gonna stop me from comin' and seein' my homies here," Hood replied. "'Sides, I ain't got nothin' better to do anyway."
"True enough," Derek agreed. "Yo, you want a smoke?"
"Hell yeah, dude," Hood said, "pass that shit over here." Derek pulled out the pack of cigarettes he always carried in his front left brace on his left foreleg and hoofed it to Hood, who took one and lit it before giving the pack back to Derek. As Derek took the pack of smokes back, he noticed that Hood's hoof was shaking uncontrollably.
"Hey, you good man?" Derek asked. "You're shakin' like fucking hell."
"Yeah, yeah, yeah, I'm good," Hood replied, dragging on his cigarette. "Just rough shit at home, y'know." Derek wanted to believe him, but he never remembered Hood ever telling him that he'd dropped out of school nor did he remember Hood's family or home life ever being "rough".
"Don't try and play me, dog," Derek told him, "what's really goin' on?" Hood looked at him.
"Man, I ain't tryin' to play you," Hood responded. "I'm just here to hang out wit' you, ya crazy guitar-playin' unicorn." Derek raised an eyebrow.
"Somethin's up, man," Derek said. He was about to ask what really was the problem when the bell rang, signifying the end of lunch. "Shit. Hey, I'll meet up with you after school, bro. Usual spot. Sound good?"
"Yeah," Hood responded as the two brohoofed. "I'll holla at ya later." Derek nodded and walked back up the steps and into the school, and Hood watched him go before leaving himself, walking back down the street.
School let out at around 3:30, so Derek made his way through the rest of his afternoon classes, barely caring enough to even look up at the board in any of them. Once the final bell of the day rang, Derek gathered his things and left the school, heading for the spot he'd told Hood he'd meet up with him. Something seemed... off. Derek had known Hood all his life, but he'd never seen Hood acting like this, nor did he ever catch Hood lying to him. And yet... he was now. And this threw Derek for a completely new loop.
It took him a few minutes, but he reached the local hangout; it was the corner drugstore just two blocks down the street from Derek's house. He saw Hood sitting near the front steps and yelled out to him, and Hood looked over, smirking.
"What's crackin'?" Derek asked as he walked up and sat down beside his friend.
"Eh, not much, man," Hood replied. "Just chillin' out like usual, y'know."
"Yeah, I gotcha," Derek said as he pulled out his pack of cigarettes. "Smoke?"
"Aw, hell bro, you don't need to ask," Hood replied as he slid one out of the pack. "You know me." Derek smirked.
"Yeah, I do," Derek said as he lit one of his own and then Hood's. "At least I think I do. Now what the hell was going on with you, showin' up to school like that? Did you drop out, or are you lyin' to me?"
"I didn't drop out, man. I just stopped going."
"Why? We're so close to gettin' out of this town, dude."
"'Cause I'm sick and tired of the fuckwits there, man. Always pushin' me around, callin' me names and shit, beating me up..."
"So? I was always there for you. I bailed you out plenty of times. Shoulda just stuck with it, dude. Now quit playin' me. Your family ain't rough and your home life ain't either. Stop making me feel like a damn fool." Hood sighed.
"I can't tell you my plan, dude."
"The fuck you can't. I ain't gonna be another Equestrian idiot. So you fuckin' tell me or I'm goin' home."
"Fine then, homie. Go run home and I'll see you tomorrow, 'cause I ain't tellin' ya what's going on."
"Fine, but don't come runnin' to me if the cops come down on ya. 'Cause I ain't dealing with that fuckin' shit, and don't bring that anywhere near my mom or me. We've got enough problems as it is." He started walking away, but Hood finally caved in.
"Alright, alright, fine," Hood said, sighing heavily. "Look, man, it's like this. I'm plannin' something big. Huge." Derek turned around.
"Like what kind of big you talkin'?" Derek asked.
"Like ponies are gonna die big," Hood replied.
This hit Derek like a stack of bricks. Hood had never been violent towards anypony ever before except for when he needed to be. And now he was talking about... murdering other ponies?
"Whoa, whoa, whoa, hold up a second," Derek said. "What in the fuck you plannin' on doing anyway? You going to kill other ponies or some shit? Because if you are, you definitely stay the fuck away from me."
"You don't tell me to stay the fuck away from you! I wanted you to help me, homie. Takin' revenge on anyone and everyone that's wronged us."
"What the fuck you even talkin' about? Everyone who's wronged us? The ponies that wronged us are dumb fucking shits and we should just forget about 'em when we get the fuck out of this damn city."
"I can't forget about 'em, Derek. It just doesn't work like that man. Not with me. You might be able to get the fuck outta here and get on with your life, but me... I'm stuck here. I can't do jack fucking shit about getting out of this town because I got no fuckin' money. And I gotta live in this place with those little cocksuckers and I ain't gonna do that."
"Fuckin' come with me! I ain't got anywhere in particular I wanna go, I just wanna get the fuck out of here!"
"So do I, man, but I can't fuckin' leave."
"Fine then, you little bitch! If you're too fuckin' afraid to come with me away from this fucking place, then you can stay here and rot in this fucking hood! Go kill your fucking enemies; I don't give a fuck. I ain't gonna be another fucking Equestrian idiot, livin' up to society's so called 'norms' and being ignorant to all the shit that's going down. So I'm gonna go and tell the cops about your little plot before you can start it." Hood looked at Derek.
"You ain't goin' to the cops," Hood said. "And it's because you ain't gonna live that long, bitch."
Hood then pulled a sharp knife out of his jacket and slashed at Derek. Derek blocked the slash, which had been aimed at his chest, with his hoof. He knocked away the knife and head-butted Hood in the face, causing him to become disoriented for a few moments as Derek grabbed the knife off of the ground with his magic. He was about to toss it away when Hood knocked Derek down, making him drop the knife. Derek got back up, but at this point, Hood had run off, presumably to hide somewhere.
"FUCK YOU, HOOD!" Derek screamed, holding his injured hoof. "I THOUGHT WE WERE FUCKING FRIENDS, YOU DICK!!!" He then limped away from the drugstore and to the police station, which was only a few blocks away. As he entered the building, the attendant at the front desk looked up at him and lifted his eyebrow.
"Can I help you?" the cop asked.
"Yeah, you can," Derek said. "One of my friends went insane today; he's talking about going around and killin' ponies that 'wronged him' or some shit and I don't want anypony gettin' hurt."
"Alright, can you give me some details about the party in question so we can investigate and keep an eye out for him?" the cop asked, his eyes becoming completely serious as he hovered a pencil over a piece of paper.
"Yeah," Derek said. "He's completely jet black with a red mane, usually wears a green hoodie and a flat bill snapback. He's about my height, large build, pretty burly." The cop made notes of all of these things.
"And who would be his targets?" the cop inquired. "And where would these ponies most likely be found?"
"Most of 'em would probably be schoolmates of ours," Derek said. "School's not in session tomorrow so they'd be scattered around town; a lot of 'em hang out at the local drugstores and the library." The cop nodded and made notes of these places.
"Thank you for the tip, sir," the cop said. "I'll make a case file on this right away and put out police units near the library and a few of the drugstores as soon as I can."
"Good," Derek said. "Because if he does get on his rampage, you can't say I didn't warn you." Derek turned and walked out of the station while the cop walked into the back, immediately alerting other officers of what Derek had just told him.
Derek just walked home after this. So many things were going through his mind; he felt lightheaded from the loss of blood from the slash on his hoof, which was bleeding profusely. But he could still form coherent thoughts; why now? Why would Hood do this? What could've driven him to this point?
And why now?
Derek didn't give a shit though; he'd done all he could. He'd tried to convince Hood not to do what he was going to do, and now he'd told the cops so that nopony innocent would get hurt. There wasn't anything else he could do now.
But he definitely wasn't an Equestrian idiot.

	
		Chapter 2-Celestia of Suburbia


			Author's Notes: 
WARNING: This chapter DOES contain both alcohol and drug usage. Obvious disclaimers are needed(or rather I feel they are XD). Consumption of alcohol under the age of 21 within the United States is illegal activity, and any drug (except for marijuana in some states, in which case you need to be 21 to use it) is illegal. Please do not do drugs, and drink responsibly and when you are over the age limit.
Anyway. Here's the lyrics to the song in question: "Jesus of Suburbia" by Green Day: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bXvgDq4ASGM Enjoy all! :)



	It was later in the morning on the next day when Derek awoke. He sat up in his bed, rubbing his eyes and wondering what had happened the day before through his clouded mind. He took his hooves away from his eyes and looked at them, seeing the ugly, scabbed over cut on his right hoof. Everything from the day before became clear to him again, and he grumbled as he cursed Hood again, picking up his guitar and placing it in the case. He grabbed his small bracelets that he wore on all of his legs and slipped them on before picking up his cigarettes and slipping them into their usual holding place. At that moment, his mother burst into his room.
"Derek!" she said. "Quick! You've gotta see this." Derek, quizzical, followed his mother into their living room to see that the news was on the television, and the liner at the bottom of the screen said "Attack Prevented by Authorities". Derek immediately knew what it was about as the pony voicing the news simply confirmed it.
"...Once again, an attack on the local library here in Los Pegasus has been stopped before it could happen," the reporter was saying. "Police have released the identity of the attacker and his statement of motives as of now; a picture, shown on the right, depicts Hood Jaguar, an eighteen year old earth pony who could have caused the deaths of many ponies known to have been schoolmates of his. His only statement given for his motives was simply 'They f-worded with me one too many f-ing times'. Several weapons were confiscated from Hood, including many knives, all of which are unknown as to how Hood was able to acquire them. The police can only guess that Hood got them from acquaintances in gangs, but no official information has been released."
"Did you know Hood was going to do this?" Derek's mother asked him, looking at her son. Derek hung his head and ran a hoof through his mane.
"...Yeah, I did," Derek replied. "...I was the one who tipped off the cops." His mother looked at him strangely, and he pointed to the TV as the reporter continued speaking.
"Authorities have also released information that only yesterday they received a tip from a local pony that they have dubbed the 'Celestia of Suburbia' due to his knowledge of where this attack was going to happen and who the targets were going to be, as well as a description of the assailant that was completely accurate down to the last detail. The police will not release the identity of this pony to protect him from possible retaliations from ponies who may be associated with Hood, and the authorities have told the public already that they will be on a high alert notice for the next several weeks until they are absolutely sure that there is no longer a threat." His mother looked from the TV to him several times, and then she hugged him tightly, her eyes becoming filled with tears.
"Thank Celestia he didn't come here to try and kill you...," she sobbed softly into Derek's shoulder as Derek placed his hooves around his beloved mother, trying to soothe her.
"He already tried yesterday, but I'm too smart for a dumb fuck like Hood to get me, Mom," Derek said, holding her closely. "Don't worry... Nopony's gonna take me away from you." His mother continued to cry softly as he looked back to the TV, ignoring everything that the reporter was saying and focusing only on the background, which the camera zoomed in on slowly as several policeponies walked out with Hood in hoofcuffs, leading him to a waiting police vehicle. They forced him in, as Hood was still resisting, and Derek could hear Hood screaming endless profanities and curses in the background. They then shut the door and the vehicle roared away, leaving the scene and a large group of bystanding ponies were held back by officers left at the scene. There was suddenly a knock at the door, and Derek's mother went to answer it as Derek walked towards the kitchen, which was two rooms away. She opened the door, and two policeponies were outside.
"Are you the mother of Derek Beauregard?" one of them asked.
"Yes," Derek's mother responded.
"Can we speak with him, please?" the officer asked.
"What is this about, officer?" Derek's mother asked in reply.
"I'm sure you just saw the news report about it, ma'am," the officer said. "When we mentioned a description of who tipped us off, the perpetrator muttered Derek's name under his breath. We wanted to come here and speak to him to see if we can find out anything that might help us in determining Hood Jaguar's possible motives and any events leading up to today that caused him to tip us." Derek's mother gasped slightly.
"So who the hell's at the door, Mom?" Derek asked as he walked back into the living room, looking down at a bowl of cereal he'd fixed for himself. "It better not be any of Hood's fucking friends or I'mma kick their fuckin' asses all the way ba..." He trailed off as he looked up and saw the policeponies at the door. "...Whatever Hood told you, I ain't a part of his shit. He pulled that shit by himself."
"We aren't here to arrest you, Derek," the policepony said. "We just want to ask you a few questions. If you'd just step outside with us for a few minutes we'll ask what we need to know and then we'll be on our way. Your identity will not be released unless you give us permission to do so."
"...Can I at least eat my breakfast?" Derek asked, motioning with the bowl of cereal.
"Please do," the officer replied.
Once Derek had finished his breakfast, he walked outside with the two officers and he sat across from them at a small glass coffee table on the porch. He lit a cigarette and took a quick drag on it before placing it on the edge of the ashtray, the lit end of it smoldering. He offered the pack of smokes to the officers, which both of them refused.
"We haven't properly introduced ourselves," one officer said. "I'm officer Cuff, and this is Officer Bar. We're with the Los Pegasus PD. We know you're acquainted with Hood. Can you describe your relationship with him?"
"Well, he WAS my friend," Derek replied. "That is, until he went fucking crazy and pulled this shit."
"Alright," Cuff said. "And what do you think made him do what he tried to?"
"Honestly, I don't have a clue," Derek responded. "He was always a decent guy. His grades in school sucked but that's 'cause he just didn't give a single fuck about school. He also got the shit bullied out of him there; I should know, I stuck up for him more than a few times. His home life was alright, though. His mom and dad were never abusive and they treated him right."
"Do you think the bullying contributed to why he tried his attack today?" Officer Bar asked.
"I think it was one of the main causes, yeah," Derek responded. "But I also think that it's probably just because he's a straight-up fuckin' psychopath."
"Okay, perfect," Cuff said. "What made you think that Hood was going to attack students from the school?"
"Well, let's see here...," Derek said sarcastically as he picked up his cigarette and took a drag on it, blowing the smoke out his nostrils. "Maybe it's that he fucking straight up told me he was gonna, or maybe it was that he slashed at me with a fucking knife and tried to kill me, I dunno. It was one of those two things."
"The sarcasm isn't needed, but we get the idea," Bar stated. "Both of those things led you to know that he was going to do it and that he'd gone crazy in one way or another."
"Yeah," Derek said. "And if you're gonna ask me if I gave him any weapons or anything of the sort, I didn't, so don't even try me on that one. I don't own anything like that anyway. Closest thing I have to a weapon would be this lit cigarette or my guitar."
"We weren't going to ask that, but thank you for telling us anyway," Cuff told Derek. "Anyway, there's not a lot more we need to ask. But one question that arises; why did you tell us? You and Hood were obviously friends, and generally ponies around in these parts don't take it very well when they find out that one of them ratted out one of their own..."
"I tipped you off because as much as I liked the son of a bitch, once he tried to kill me I lost all respect for him," Derek answered. "And I wasn't gonna let anypony get hurt. Nopony deserves to get killed because some crazy motherfucker decides to lose his shit over pretty much nothing."
"And that's all we needed to know," Cuff said, standing up with Bar. "Thank you for your time, Derek. Would you mind if we released your identity to the press? Of course, that is entirely up to you." Derek thought about it for a moment, but then he shook his head.
"Don't," Derek said. "But go to them and tell them I ain't no 'Celestia of Suburbia' or whatever the fuck they called me this morning. I was just at the right place at the right and wrong time..."
"Of course," Cuff said. "Have a nice day, Derek." The two officers then went to their vehicle and left the neighborhood, and Derek walked back inside his house after finishing his cigarette. His mother was now sitting on the couch, watching the television, which was still tuned to the news.
"Did they get everything they needed?" Derek's mother asked, looking over at him.
"Yeah," Derek responded. "I don't know what the fuck they were even here for, really. Just because Hood mentioned my name doesn't mean they need to fuckin' talk to me. I would've rather just stayed anonymous in the giant clusterfuck that this bullshit has become. I'm goin' in my room."
"Okay," his mother said. "Please don't spend too long in there... try and get out today if you can."
"I know, Mom, I gotcha," Derek said as he walked into his room and shut the door behind him. He looked around for a second before he moved a few items off of his dresser and opened a drawer, moving guitar picks and hoodies until he pulled out a bag filled with a white, powdered substance. He opened it and poured some onto the wooden top of the dresser and put the bag back underneath all of his personal items before shutting the drawer again. He then picked up a nearby straw and pushed the small pile into a fine line before putting the straw just barely above the line of drugs before inhaling sharply, moving the straw along and snorting the line up the straw and into his nostril. After the line was gone, he tossed the straw to the side and sighed greatly, placing his items back on the dresser. As the drug began to slowly take effect, he picked his guitar up out of the still open case and the pick from his dresser, placing earphones into his ears and starting a song on his MP3 player. He then began to play his guitar to the song, hitting every note perfectly. His voice then came through the house very clearly as he sang, and his mother overheard him both playing and singing, and she smiled. She knew her son was destined to be a great guitar player; however, she knew he needed to leave town to spread his wings and meet other ponies. The hood wasn't a good place for him to be. She didn't mind his smoking, but she knew he used drugs and he needed to get away from them.
And he needed to get away from town fast, because once Hood's friends found out Derek tipped police, they'd mob him. And they wouldn't stop until he was dead.
-
It was much later when Derek finally decided to leave his house. The high he had received earlier from the line of cocaine had completely worn off, and he felt absolutely nothing anymore. He had a quick, small meal with his mother before packing up his guitar and heading out to his favorite spot near the convenience store to go and play for the public. He sat down, opened his guitar case and set it before him as he began playing many, many different songs on his guitar, singing to some of them. The amount of ponies dropping Bits into his case tonight was highly increased from usual, which he found odd but didn't object at all. A pony who was passing by stopped to listen to him for an entire song, bobbing his head along to the beat of the music as Derek played and sang.
"You've got a real talent there," the pony said once Derek finished the song. "You ever tried recording any music with a record company?"
"Nah," Derek replied as he strummed a few chords and notes. "I just kinda play it."
"Well, you should look into a recording company or something," the pony told him. "Here, take this." The pony then dropped several bits and a small piece of paper into the guitar case. "I hope to see you again." As he walked away, Derek reached into the case and picked up the scrap of paper, reading it carefully and realizing that it was a card for a recording company, and that the pony who had left it behind was an agent. He simply tucked it into his pack of cigarettes as he resumed playing his guitar, playing beautiful music for every passerby. Eventually he put his guitar back in the case and walked into the parking lot of the store, lighting a cigarette. He was lucky that he hadn't seen any of Hood's other friends or anypony else, but as he turned, he saw that there was graffiti on the wall of the building. He carefully inspected it, and upon reading it he shook his head.
"'Hood is innocent'," he said, reading it out loud. "'Free Hood'." He took a drag on his cigarette before dropping it to the ground, having barely even smoked any of it before crushing it under his hoof.
"'Ey, you!" Derek heard a voice behind him yell. He turned and saw two ponies walking up to him, one an earth pony and the other a pegasus. "Who the fuck are you? This is Hood's hangout."
"Hood's in jail, leave it the fuck alone," Derek replied. "Besides, he knows me."
"Oh? What's your name then?" the pegasus asked.
"I ain't telling you shit," Derek said. "Now what the fuck is this shit?" He gestured to the graffiti. "He wasn't fucking innocent. He was gonna kill a bunch of ponies."
"Even if he had, that's what ponies in the hood do, and hood ponies don't fucking rat out another," the earth pony remarked. "Whoever sold him out is gonna get theirs, trust me."
"Well, now's your fucking chance, dumbshits," Derek said, placing his guitar case on the ground. "I'm the one who fucking 'sold him out'. So come the fuck at me. I'll beat both your asses back to whatever fuckin' ghetto you came from." Hood's two "friends" laughed and advanced on Derek quickly, but Derek was ready for them; he grabbed the earth pony and shoved him behind himself, knocking him to the ground in the process, before throwing his hoof right into the pegasus' muzzle. The pegasus was knocked down as well, blood immediately beginning to drip from his muzzle. Derek turned and saw the earth pony getting back up, and he knocked him back down, knocking the other pony's head into the asphalt and giving him a concussion. Derek was then knocked down himself, savagely being beaten by the pegasus as he tried to block his adversary's strikes with his own hooves, eventually getting the chance to kick the pony off of himself with his rear hooves. He then got back up and charged up his horn with magic, pointing it at the pegasus with a malicious look in his eyes.
"Little fuck!" the pegasus yelled at Derek. "You ain't gonna get away with this! We're gonna bust Hood out and come to kill you!"
"Be my fuckin' guest, fool," Derek responded. "If you're smart you'll walk your punk ass away from here and take this dumb motherfucker on the ground behind me with you." They both heard the earth pony grunt, and the pegasus' expression changed for a moment to one of fear before going back to rage and anger.
"We're gonna do it," the pegasus said. "Fuck you, you piece of shit. Put your gay ass fuckin' magic out and fight me like a real stallion."
"Man, fuck you!" Derek responded. "I ain't fuckin' dealin' with any more of you dumb fuckin' bitches anymore! This is a city of the fuckin' damned; anypony who stays here is completely fucked! Now get outta here before I fry your ass." The pegasus snorted but walked past Derek to his friend, helping him to his hooves and then walking away, Derek watching carefully the whole time with his magic still charged up. When the two vanished from Derek's eyesight, he stopped his magic flow and simply picked up his guitar case, slinging it over his back and walking back towards his house, fuming with rage.
-
As soon as he walked in the door to his house, still fuming with rage, his mother walked into the living room, her eyes currently on a book that she was looking at. Derek, noticing his mother walk into the living room, stormed quickly to his own room and slammed the door shut behind him, rattling pictures on the wall. His mother was startled by the slam, and she dropped her book before looking to Derek's door.
"Derek?" she asked, knocking on the door and then trying to open it; it was locked. "Is everything okay?"
"Go away, Mom," she heard her son reply; his voice was riddled with anger and rage. "I'm fine."
"Honey, you're not fine, I can tell by your voice...," she told him, knocking on his door again. "Please tell me what's wrong..."
"I said go away!" Derek yelled, this time sounding even more angry.
"Derek, tell me what's wrong," his mother said in a soothing manner. "Please, I just want to help."
"Go the fuck away!" Derek shouted. "I want to be alone! Please, just respect that!" Derek's mother finally backed off, stepping back from the door.
"Alright," she said. "I'm going to leave you be, but if you need me, I'll be right out here. I love you, Derek." She picked her book up off of the floor and sat down on the sofa nearby, resuming her reading.
Derek, on the other hoof, was in his room fuming with anger. His guitar case was thrown in the corner without any regard as to how it was sitting or standing, his guitar still in it. He had a tissue pressed against his nostrils to soak up the blood that was running down his muzzle and he was breathing incredibly quickly with the rage he was feeling run through his veins.
"Fuck those guys," he muttered under his breath. "Why do I care about them? They shouldn't fucking matter to me. They didn't do fucking shit to me, they're just stupid assholes who think Hood's innocent. Fuckin' shitheads... Why do I care so much?!" He slammed his hoof into his bed, tears starting to run down his face. "I know I did the right thing... but why do I care so much?" He buried his head in his hooves, tears running down and mixing with a bit of leftover blood from his nose as the tissue fell to the floor. "Fuck, Hood... why'd you do it, man, why'd you do it..." He started sobbing softly, his emotions running completely wild. "Why do I fuckin' care? I shouldn't, I know I shouldn't... FUCK!"
"Derek...," he heard his mother's voice coming from outside his door again. "Derek, please tell me what's wrong... I'm worried about you, sweetheart."
"I'm fine, Mom," he answered her, but his voice broke at the end of his sentence and he cursed under his breath.
"Derek, I could hear you crying... you're not fine, sweetie. Please tell me what's wrong."
"IT'S FUCKING HOOD!" Derek cried out, unable to keep up the charade. "THAT FUCKING ASSHOLE THREW EVERYTHING AWAY TO TRY AND DO SOMETHING STUPID AND I DIDN'T STOP HIM!!!" He threw a guitar pick at his wall, which bounced off harmlessly and hit the floor. "I fucking knew that something was up when he came by school; he hadn't been there for a month. Then his hooves were shaking when I gave him my smokes so he could have one, and then he told me what he was fuckin' gonna do at the fucking store later and cut me with a knife when I told him to go fuck himself; that's why I tipped the cops. I should've stopped him myself! FUCK!!!" He put his head in his hooves again, now letting his tears flow freely.
"Derek, honey... if Hood was going to do this, he must have been planning it," his mother said. "He was probably beyond help... I don't know much about him, but I know that you two were good friends before this happened. And I do know that you cared about him. That's why you reported him to the police. You didn't want him to hurt himself and others, so you tipped off the authorities to get him so that he wouldn't follow through with his plot and hurt himself or worse."
"...I-I guess...," Derek managed in between sobs. "I j-just don't fucking c-care, Mom... I w-want out of t-this fucking town so bad..."
"I know, honey, I know...," she said. "Can I come in...?"
"...No...," Derek responded softly, his voice starting to wear out. "I-I'm just gonna sleep or something... see if I c-can get these t-thoughts to end..."
"Alright... I'll wake you up for dinner, okay?" his mother said softly. "Please unlock the door..." Derek finally stood and unlocked his bedroom door before laying down on his bed, shutting his eyes. "I love you, honey..." Derek didn't respond; he simply lay on his bed, his eyes closed, as he drifted into a deep, dreamless sleep.
-
When Derek awoke, it was already well past dinner time, he could tell that immediately; he had woken up facing his bedside clock, which read 1:27 AM. He groaned softly and rolled over on his bed, sitting upright after a moment to rub his eyes and look around.
"Said she'd wake me for dinner, didn't even bother...," Derek muttered, standing up and going to the door of his room. He swung it open, but as he did, he noticed a little piece of paper taped to the side that faced out towards the living room. He gently took it off of the door and read it to himself, as it was a note.
"Derek,
"I'm sorry I didn't wake you for dinner, but you were sleeping so soundly and you were so calm that I didn't want to disturb you. I've already probably gone to bed by the time you read this, but your dinner is in the refrigerator if you need something to eat later.
"I know things are very strange and hectic for you right now, but remember, I'm your mother and I'm here for you no matter what, honey. Please, if you need someone to talk to, I'm always here, so come to me. Please remember that. I worry about you all the time, you know. Love, Mom."
Derek read the note at least twice in the dim light, and a tiny smile crossed his face as he realized that she really did care about him. He went to the kitchen and got his dinner out of the fridge, his stomach growling from lack of food, and dug right in. He quickly devoured his dinner, tossing the scraps that were left on the plate in the trash and then washed the plate, putting it back in the pantry where it belonged. He looked around for a moment before heading back into his room, getting his cigarettes and his guitar, heading back out and outside onto his front porch. He slowly drew a smoke from the pack and lit it, taking a little drag on the tobacco stick before just holding it between his lips for the moment as he tuned his guitar, plucking each string individually until he had it just the way he liked. He then strummed a few chords, puffing on his cigarette as he did so. He then placed the cigarette in the ashtray, where it smoldered as he began playing a rather upbeat sounding tune, starting in with lyrics soon after. He sang out into the cool night air, playing his heart out, not caring if anyone heard him or not; he was playing for himself, not for anyone else. He tapped his hoof on the wooden boards of the porch underneath him, keeping a good, even beat with his music, singing at the top of his lungs.
"Hey!" a voice called out from across the street, which made Derek stop playing. "Quiet down, you inconsiderate little fuck! We're tryin' to sleep over 'ere!"
"'Ay, fuck you!" Derek retorted, taking a drag on his still burning cigarette before dabbing it in the ashtray. "If I feel like playin' guitar at 1:30 in the morning I'll play guitar at 1:30 in the morning, ya prick! Take your fuckin' cyanide and go back to bed!" He didn't hear a response from the other voice, so he went back to playing his guitar for a few more minutes, at least until he finished his cigarette, before he went back into his house. He placed his guitar back in his room, still softly singing to himself, when he heard a knock on his doorway, as the door was still open. He turned around and saw his mother standing there, and he smirked a bit. "Heyo, Mom."
"Hey, you," she responded, a smile of her own evident on her face. "Just get up a little while ago?" A yawn left her mouth, her hoof going to cover her mouth and muffle it the best she could.
"Yeah," Derek replied, turning around and sitting down on his bed. "Thanks for dinner, by the way."
"Of course, sweetie." She smiled at him again, looking over to his guitar. "I heard you playing and singing outside. You know, you're really great."
"Heh, I know," he said, laughing a little. "It's my talent after all."
"No... I don't mean just about that. I mean you're not afraid to be yourself and let it be known what you do," his mother said. "You stand up for the right ponies and you make sure you're doing everything for the right reasons..."
"Obviously I didn't think that through when I became friends with Hood," Derek muttered, laying down on his bed and looking up at the ceiling.
"We all make mistakes, Derek. That's what makes us ordinary. I made a mistake not marrying your father." Derek sat up a little at the mention of his unknown father.
"What about Dad?" he asked, definitely interested now.
"Well... a long time ago, before you were born, obviously your father and I were dating. We'd been going out for a while by then and after a little while longer I found out I was pregnant with you. I told him, and he was absolutely ecstatic and also incredibly saddened..."
"Why was he sad?" Derek was confused; usually knowing that you were going to have a foal was a wonderful thing, not something that made you sad. His mother took a breath before continuing.
"He... was terminally ill, and he hadn't told me," she said. "He had leukemia and hadn't told anyone besides his family, and there was nothing he could have done to treat it so he was trying to have the time of his life before he passed on. I remember the last day I saw him... he was just as he had been the day before, perfectly fine and smiling, but I could tell he was actively dying that day. I knew he wouldn't live to see tomorrow, so I made that night the best I possibly could for him... I spent every moment with him, stayed up until the late hours of the night just talking aimlessly and watching old films... I fell asleep beside him on the couch and when I woke up he had already passed away."
This had taken Derek by shock. He was just now finding out about his dad, and his dad was... dead? Like his mother had been telling him all along? He didn't want to believe it... but he knew his mother. She wouldn't lie to him. Especially not on a subject like this.
"...Why didn't you tell me, Mom?" Derek asked quietly.
"I just... I wasn't sure how you would take it," she replied in the same soft tone. "It's been a sensitive subject between his family and mine alike... his parents were the ones who suggested I not tell you. At least not until you showed interest yourself..."
"I showed interest in what happened to Dad seven and a half years ago, Mom... you should've told me."
"You're right, I should have... and I didn't, and I'm sorry, honey. I just didn't want to hurt you."
"...This didn't hurt me, Mom. I'm still the same Derek you've known your whole life."
"Alright... I'm going back to bed, okay? I know you might not but that's okay. Goodnight, Derek."
"Night, Mom."
-
Graduation came and went by quickly. It was a happy day for Derek and his mother alike; he'd made it all the way through til the end. Even though his grades had only been mediocre, he made it all the way to the end of high school. The second he got his diploma he was jumping down off of the stage, whooping in joy, his mother doing the same thing before they embraced each other. He'd even gotten to perform at the graduation ceremony, displaying what he was planning on doing with his life; playing music the best way he knew how. The personal graduation parties were held for everyone, and a few of Derek's friends and most of his family, including his father's family, was there to celebrate that he'd finished up one chapter of his life and was starting the next. He performed for his family as well, once again displaying his talent to everyone there to show them where he was headed.
Once the party had ended and everyone had left, leaving Derek and his mother alone in the house, Derek didn't know what else to do. The day had been so perfect. Nothing could make this day any better.
"Derek?" his mother called as he was sitting in the living room, simply relaxing after having had such a good day. He looked up and over towards the kitchen where her voice had come from, getting up and walking towards it.
"Yeah, Mom?" he responded as he walked into the kitchen, seeing his mother holding a wrapped up present in her front hooves. She placed it down at the table, going back down on all four hooves and looking over to Derek.
"This is your graduation present from me," she said, a smile on her face. "Well, this and one other thing... the other is still in my room." Derek, now very, very excited, walked to the package and slowly peeled up the tape around it, taking the wrapping paper off and revealing a big cardboard box. Of course he opened up the box too, and he peeked inside for a moment before looking to his mother.
"You didn't," he said, a big smirk across his face.
"Oh, but I did," she responded in the same snarky tone. Derek pulled from the box a brand new electric guitar, and then reached back in and pulled out brand new high-quality strings for it as well; two packages of all six, even. He could only smile wider and wider still as he set the guitar down on the counter and grabbed his mom in a hug, hugging her so tightly that she could hardly get any air. He picked her up off the ground, laughing.
"My fuck, thank you so much!" he exclaimed as he finally set her down, letting her get a breath. "How the hell'd you even get the money for this?"
"I've been saving up for a while, Derek," she said, catching her breath a bit, though she was smiling wide; she knew how much that gift had pleased him. "Put away just a little bit every month for the last year for your graduation. Got this for you, and the other bit is obviously an amp for it." Derek looked at her with a huge smile across his face, heading to his mother's room with her to retrieve the amp. Once everything was in place in the living room for the moment, he put the strings on the guitar and tightened them up, tuning it as he went along before plugging it in to the amp. The first chord was then struck; perfect. It was all in tune, the volume at the perfect spot. The Pegasus looked up at his mother, a huge smirk on his face as he started playing notes and chords in quick succession, a song that he'd memorized and was now playing. He belted out some lyrics as well, his mother just laughing and watching and listening all the while. He smirked wide as he stopped, setting the guitar aside and hugging his mother again, picking her up just as he did before.
"I love you, Mom," he said, a little tear in his eye. His mother was stunned for a moment but regardless returned the embrace, a smile of epic proportions on her face.
"I love you too, Derek," she said to him. Once he'd set her down, he went back into his room, taking the guitar and the amp with him to practice for a while.
Days passed by without anything changing. Life was normal for both Derek and his mother. The days were long, the nights were short, and each one was spent simply going through routine for the two ponies. But one day, Derek made his decision. After talking it over with his mother and gaining her permission, he packed up what he could fit into his suitcase, grabbed his acoustic guitar and dumped it in the case, and packed up his electric and the amp as well. He needed a bit of help carrying it all, but his mother helped him with that, walking with him all the way to the train station on the west side of their hometown.
"You know I'm gonna miss you, right?" Derek said as he took his train ticket from the attendant, picking up his electric and the amp to go along with it.
"Of course I know that, honey," his mother responded as they made their way onto the platform; the train was already boarding. "You know I'm going to miss you..."
"Yeah... never thought it would hurt this much to leave," her son said. He looked around for a moment, taking in his surroundings one more time. This was the last he'd get to see of Los Pegasus for a long, long time.
"You know that you're always welcome back home, sweetie...," his mom told him.
"...I know. And thank you."
One very emotional hug followed, both parties squeezing the life out of one another. Neither wanted to let go, but an "all aboard" from one of the conductors said they had to.
Derek finally let go of his mother, and planted a little kiss on her forehead before picking up everything and making his way to the train, getting to his seat and setting it all down. He opened up the window and called out to her, telling him he loved her with tears in his eyes. She looked like she was holding back her tears, yelling to him that she loved him too.
Only moments after that and the train was gone. Speeding off into the distance leaving nothing but a trail of smoke clouds behind from the stack, Derek's mother could only watch as her only son began his own journey into life.

	