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		Description

Aria Blaze is almost never happy. Today is no exception.
A randomly updating series of semi connected one-shots about everyone's favorite grumpy siren
I'll probably only update this when I need to flex my fingers and whittle away at my writer's block
Cover art by the ever awesome Wubcake!
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		Grocery Shopping part 1


			Author's Notes: 
Heya all. Don't expect too much from this series, quality or quantity. its mostly just a writing exercise to try and whittle away at my writer's block.
edit: I removed the all caps parts, I was told it didn't really help.



It was a quiet morning in Canterlot Heights, the upper class suburbs where the elite of the city lived, mini-mansions lined up in rows to show off their exorbitant wealth. It was the kind of place where poise and pomp were valued over everything else. Immaculate lawns sparkled with morning dew, giving the place an ethereal beauty. Birds chirped and sang their songs to the sun, greeting the morning with joy and vigor. However deep in the neighborhood, at the end of a cul-de-sac, sat a house that stood above the rest. It was a bright white, the entire thing constructed from marble and granite, with columns and arches over every doorway. The imposing three story mansion stood silent, a sentinel standing watch over the sub-division. Silent, that is, until one of the inhabitants opened the fridge. 
"Sonata?! Did you eat all of my bacon?! Again?!" This was punctuated by the slamming of said fridge's door, the slammer turning and marching out of the kitchen. Long purple hair striped with teal cascading down her back in a tangled mess only added to the anger in her violet eyes. Aria Blaze, middle child of three, was on the warpath. Her anger carried her all the way down the hall, across the foyer, up the stairs to the second floor, and down another hall where everything turned blue and pink. With laser like focus, she stomped down the hall to stop in front of a bright blue door with pink flower stickers all over it. One pale fuchsia fist was raised to pound repeatedly on the wood "I know you're in there! Open up!" She demanded, fuming as she waited for a response. She didn't have to wait long, as a yelp and a thump sounded from the other side, followed by moaning and the sounds of something dragging closer to the door. Eventually the door creaked open, a frazzled blue head sticking out.
"Aria? What's wrong?" came the tired, mumbled response. Sonata Dusk, youngest of the three, rubbed her raspberry colored eyes and blearily peered at her older sister. Said sister, however, only pushed the door open the rest of the way and growled.
"You know damn well what's wrong you blue idiot! You ate all of my bacon again! I know it was you because Adagio won't eat anything that fatty." She grouched, waving a fist in her sister's face. "Now I have to go shopping before breakfast!" Panting lightly, her anger partially spent, she waited for Sonata's reply. Judging from her blue face gaining a white tinge, Said younger sister was realizing what she did.
"Oops? Hehe..." She cringed, pulling out of Aria's reach "Y-you can take some money from Mr. Banky to get some more." This was followed by Sonata pointing at 'Mr. Banky', a large ceramic pig wearing a top hat and monocle that was sitting on her dresser. Aria smirked at this, brushing past her pajama clad sister to get at the aforementioned pig. 
"Don't mind if I do." purred the girl, as her searching fingers pulled the plug from it's belly. Rooting around inside, she pulled out a wad of crumpled bills. Flipping through the stack of green, she extracted two twenty dollar bills before stuffing the rest back inside. Not bothering to re-plug it, she strode out of Sonata's room without looking back or giving thanks.
"And what are you doing yelling this early in the morning?" Came the silky smooth voice of the elder sister from down below on the ground floor. With a groan, Aria strode to the banister, looking down over the railing. Staring up at Aria, eyebrow arched and coffee mug in hand, stood the one and only Adagio Dazzle. Even this early in the morning she was flawless, dressed in a classy white robe that enveloped her frame. Her hair, a giant curly mess of orange was somehow an organized mess. Above her, Aria grimaced and started down the staircase.
"What do you think happened?" groused the grumpy girl. "Sonata decided to eat MY bacon that I paid for with MY money! Now I have to go to the store before I can have breakfast!" She jabbed an accusatory finger at the aforementioned bacon bandit's door. Feet hitting the bottom floor with a thump, she marched towards the front door at the other end of the large entryway.
"Oh? I do hope you plan on getting dressed before you leave?" The satin smooth voice was lifted in amusement, her gaze looking up and down Aria, who was dressed in pajamas still. The younger sibling had the decency to bite her lip before turning around and heading back to the stairs.
"See what she did? I can't even function properly without breakfast! That girl is LUCKY I didn't  wake her up with a bucket of ice water!" Muttering under her breath, Aria tromped into her room and quickly changed into a set of formless grey sweats. Running a brush through her hair a few times, she bundled it into one thick low ponytail. She slipped on an old pair of sneakers, tying the laces quickly. Wallet, keys, and phone went into her pocket and she was out the door again. As she was nearing the ornate front door, a piece of paper suddenly appeared in front of her. A quick glance showed it being held by a yellow hand.
"Be a dear and grab these too. Since you're already going." Adagio smirked, quite obviously pleased that it wasn't her having to go. Aria scowled, and opened her mouth like she was going to retort, but simply grabbed the list and crammed it into her hoodie's pocket. Following that, she grabbed Adagio's mostly full coffee cup and snorted
"Fine, but I'm taking this." Ignoring Adagio's annoyed look, she stomped to the door, opening it and stepping outside. "Oh, and you're not getting the mug back." She shot back, as she closed the door behind her. 
+--------------------+--------------------+

Standing under the morning sun, with a gentle breeze pushing large fluffy clouds across a bright blue sky, One would be remiss to not feel uplifted at the prospect of another wonderful day. Aria Blaze, was remiss. Casting a baleful glare at the sun as it shone down, she took a large gulp of the coffee and started down her drive way. Most people would have driven to the store, but as it was less than a mile away, Aria was more then fine walking. As a bonus it lengthened the time she would be away from her sisters. Aria didn't hate them, how could she? She just...got annoyed easily. Sometimes it was better for her to step out of the house and get some space. A few minutes after she left the door, she approached their decorative wrought iron gate, the symbol in the middle their three marks, Adagio's gem being the centerpiece of course. Aria's star was a little lower and to the left, while Sonata's Note was lower and to the right. Aria, however, didn't give the gate a second glance as it swung open at her approach and swung shut behind her.
Leaving the large gate behind, Aria trudged down the street, taking occasional sips of coffee as she went. Her mind was fairly blank, the walk having been made thousands of times before. The only thing that stood out, was when she finished her coffee and chucked the mug at a group of pigeons. The flock of birds scattered as the mug exploded in their midst. Cackling with laughter, Aria crossed the street and continued on her way. Her spirits lifted just a little, the rest of the trip seemed to fly by and soon enough she found herself standing outside the 'Canterhorn Grocery Emporium'. Grabbing a cart, she wheeled it inside with a frown. This was the sucky part.
+--------------------+--------------------+

"Good morning Ma'am! Welcome to the C.G.E!" Trilled the falsely happy voice of the greeter, an older woman with tangerine skin, and marmalade hair. Aria simply sneered at her and shot her a look of burning death. With that, she was past, and in the store proper. The very first thing she did was wheel her cart to the deli to get her precious bacon.
"What?" Came the dark growl as she stood in front of the bacon racks. the empty bacon racks. Her deep scowl snapped up at the man behind the counter, who wisely took a step back. "Where is my bacon?" She hissed, mood quickly plummeting.
"W-we're out. There's been a recall of bacon due to salmonella. W-we do have some other hams from before, though?" The poor man swallowed nervously. He didn't know why, but this seemingly teenage girl frightened him to his core.
"Out?" She asked, voice eerily calm. If her mood had been black before, now it was firmly in the vantablack "You're out of bacon and you're trying to peddle your ham onto me? do you know what happens when you fry ham? You get Canadian bacon. Nobody likes Canadian bacon!" She panted heavily, face dark purple. To his credit, the deli man only cried for a few seconds.
"I'm sorry but there's nothing I can do! It's gone!" He quickly slapped a closed sign on the counter and fled into the back. He hid there and cried as he listened to the girl screaming in rage for a while. Once it stopped, he didn't move till he heard the squeak of the wheels as she pushed the cart away. Once he was sure she was gone, he let out a sigh of relief, and called his family to tell them he loved them.
+--------------------+--------------------+

"No bacon! What kinda Tartarus be damned place doesn't have bacon?" Aria Blaze was not happy. She stomped towards the door, intent of searching every store in the city if she had to. With a start she remembered Adagio's list and quickly fished it from her pocket, uncrumpling it. "lets see...Bread, wheat and white. Eggs, two dozen. Milk, two gallons, one whole one two percent. One pound each of carrots, broccoli, apples, and oranges. And lastly, two cases of bottled water." She sighed softly as she finished reading the list. "At least that's it." She stuck the list back into her pocket and wheeled her cart around, heading to the bread aisle first "This day blows already, it better not get any worse. I am not in the mood."

	
		Grocery Shopping part 2



Everyday has its ups and downs, little happy accidents and minor annoyances. Every so often, you might have a wonderful day where everything goes right and it seems almost storybook perfect. Then, there are the days where nothing goes right. The days where you have to go grocery shopping at eight in the morning because your ditzy sister pigged out on your beloved bacon. Days that start in a foul mood and don't get better till you've caused someone else some form of distress, be it emotional or physical. Days like today.
Fluorescent  light filled the store with its bland white glow, lending itself to showcasing the best deals on the hottest products. None of that mattered though, as Aria Blaze had a list. Not that Aria was one to be obsessed with lists, she wasn't that purple. No, Aria usually didn't write lists, and this was no exception. This list was written by her elder sister, Adagio. In fact, the only reason Aria was glad for this list was so that she could use it to get out of this hellish store as quickly as possible. The only reason Aria was even here was to buy a few more pounds of succulent bacon, and the store had the audacity to be out. Salmonella be damned, she wanted her pork strips. 
The livid girl was preceded by her cart, and the harsh squealing of the front right wheel. It seemed like grocery stores were contractually obligated to have squeaky wheeled carts, even though a squirt of oil would stop it. Aisle after aisle of goods passed her by as she slowly walked to the back of the store, intending to work back to front. The few other patrons unfortunate enough to be shopping so early were wise enough to quickly steer clear of the scowling girl after one look at her face. 
Grumbling to herself, Aria turned the cart sharply into the last aisle. She wheeled past stacks of canned sodas, bottled juices, and various other drinks. The three sisters were not much for keeping sugary drinks at home. Sure they usually kept a twelve pack or two of cola in the back fridge, but that usually only got replaced every week or so. Even Sonata preferred to drink water for the most part. Speaking of water, there seemed to be a problem.
"Where is it?" she mumbled, turning the cart around and returning back the way she came. "Mountain valley, Icy spring, C.G.E. select-" She paused in her reading of the water brands, standing in front of a large gap in the stock "Wheres the Heavenly Rain?" She dumbly asked no one in particular. A tight grimace swept across her face. Aria and Adagio both agreed that Heavenly Rain was by far the best brand of drinking water, and detested having to settle for less. She knew she was going to catch hell from Adagio for this. With a heavy sigh, she stuck two cases of Icy Spring water onto the under-cart rack. 
+--------------------+--------------------+

She was on her way to the cooler aisle, listening to the steady squeal on the cart's janky wheel, when she noticed something amazing. The 'hardware' aisle. She hurried down it, looking for something in particular. She sighed in happiness at the sight of a large WD-40 can. Tearing the plastic wrap off she squatted down and unloaded onto the squeaky wheel. She soaked the thing, making sure to get every nook and cranny. Once she was satisfied she  stood, dropping the canister on the floor and pushing the cart back and forth. The cart glided easily, with nary a squeak to be heard.
With that settled, she wheeled her way back to the central aisle, moving onward to the next item on her list. Milk.
+--------------------+--------------------+

Luckily, there was nobody in the cooler section. The already ticked off girl was't sociable on her good days, and this was not one. Currently, she was leaning against the cool glass of the milk door, lightly thumping her forehead against it repeatedly. "No gallons. How are there no gallons of either type?" She asked herself, voice strangely calm. Her burning gaze was locked on the two empty racks behind the thin glass. Every row was nice and full, except for the whole milk gallons, and the two percent milk gallons. 
Cracking open the door, she sneeringly pulled out two half gallons of each kind, setting them roughly in the basket. It wasn't the price that bothered her, it was the unprofessional behavior. Money was no object to the filthy rich trio of sisters. Aria was just annoyed that they would let themselves go out of stock of something as common as milk gallons. 
Still shaking her head about it, she crossed the aisle, slightly happy that the eggs she needed were kept in the same aisle. She pushed the cart past yogurts, cold juices, and bottled coffees until she found the eggs "Okay, two dozen...ah, the grade As." She muttered, opening the door and grabbing a pack. Almost immediately she noticed the strings of yellow yolk dripping down from one side. "Ugh, really?" She groaned, setting that one down and grabbing another to check. She opened the Styrofoam package and shut it instantly. four were cracked. A baleful glare passed over the shelves of eggs before her. She had a bad feeling about this. Three cracked, six cracked, one rotten. She disgustedly threw yet another worthless container back onto the shelf.
"I swear i'm gonna hurt someone if I cant get some eggs." She spat, rummaging through a couple more containers. "Okay that's it." She opened four or five containers and began swapping eggs. Shortly after, two dozen pristine eggs were  set into the cart carefully. She happily walked away from the mess she left behind, leaving the door wide open. a smug smile crossed her face as she passed by an employee wearing a green shirt. "Your eggs are terrible." She said, not waiting to hear his response. She had bread to get.
+--------------------+--------------------+

Though the amount of plastic muted it, Aria always enjoyed the smell of the bread that lined the aisle. Throughout her long life, Aria had eaten and enjoyed thousands of types of bread. Though many of those recipes were lost forever, Aria had memorized her personal favorites. Only one of those could be bought from a store, but luckily she had plenty of rye bread at home. Today she was grabbing the breads her sisters preferred. Adagio was obsessed with her figure, and ate only whole wheat if she did eat bread. Sonata, ever the childish one, had become fond of the simple bleached flour 'white' bread.  
The blue skinned girl's preferred brand was quickly located and a loaf was transported to the cart. Aria smiled briefly and moved down to the wheat section. That was where her frown returned. Adagio's favored loaf was missing. Ever the stickler about brands, she only ate one type of wheat bread. A special twelve grain blend that was apparently very popular among 'healthy' people. 
"I'm not even surprised. The way today has gone, I'm surprised the store isn't burning." She gave a heavy, disgusted sigh and grabbed a generic whole wheat loaf. "I don't need another arson charge anyway." She mumbled as she quickly  walked away from the breads. She could almost hear  Adagio's complaints about the bread not being good enough.  Aria's give-a-fuck level was so firmly in the negative that she cracked a faint grin at the thought of the poofy haired siren's rage.
+--------------------+--------------------+

As she entered the large, open produce section, she sighed softly. Just a couple more things and she could leave. She was never coming here alone again.
Turning into the first aisle, she grimaced as she felt a tingle of rot pass her nose. That didn't inspire confidence. She looked down at the produce to find the source. She had a bad feeling she knew what it was already though. As if some god was pointing and laughing at her, it was the broccoli. No big loss, Aria wasn't crazy for the stuff anyway. She just knew it was gonna be more bitching and moaning when she got home. Adagio insisted on 'proper nutrition' and Sonata was gaga for the green goodies. 
Moving on, she continued down the line till she got to the carrots. Or well, where the carrots would be. Across the store, an employee paused putting cans on a shelf. "Was that a dog growling?" He asked himself, before shaking his head "Nah, probably some engine." He went back to stocking cans, putting it out of his mind.
"I swear if anything else goes wrong I will not be held accountable for my actions." Hissed a very angry siren.  She looked around and saw a shelf of baby carrots sitting pretty under the light. A purple hand grabbed a few bags and not so gently threw them into the basket, barely missing the eggs.
She pushed the cart away from the vegetables, moving into the sweetly scented fruit area. She paused for a moment and took a deep breath, enjoying the soft aromas of the various fruits. First place she stopped was the apples. Aria was pleased to see that they were all fresh and bountiful. "Finally, some good fucking food." She mumbled, loading up several bags with multiple kinds of apples. She got a handful of tart green apples, sweet pink apples, and even a few bright red apples. All in all she got nearly four times as much as the list called for, but oh well, she'd just have to eat more of them. With a gentle smile, rare on her face, she pushed away, happy that something went right for once. All she had left was to get a few oranges.
"And so I told her, like, hes my boyfriend, so like, don't even think about it" Things were going well. Until this obnoxious girl parked in front of the orange display to chit chat with her 'bestie'. She looked like a walking cliche, with platinum blonde hair curling to her shoulders, a vest, leggings, and some ugly furry boots.
"Excuse me. I need some oranges." Aria was being patient. This was the last thing she needed, then she was home free.
"Then she like, tried to say that she was better than me, and I like, almost lost my shit." So patient.
"Excuse me, I said I need some oranges." Aria should qualify for sainthood at this point.
"Hold on." She turned to Aria. "Do you mind? I'm like, having a conversation. Sorry about that, some girl is just staring at me." Well maybe not sainthood. 
Aria's arm snapped out, ripping the phone from the girl's hands, stunning her. She pressed the phone to her own ear "She'll have to call you back." She growled into the receiver, before mashing the 'end call' button. She tossed the phone into the shocked girl's cart and sneered at her "Now Move out of my way before I make you move." The girl yelped and quickly pushed her cart away, out of Aria's reach.
"Like, what a psycho!"
"Keep walking!" She snapped, grumbling as she started to fill a bag with oranges. Once she was done and had them in her cart she let out yet another heavy sigh. "Keep it together Aria. You're almost two thousand years old. You can do this." Mini pep talk complete, she wheeled her way to the checkout lines, picking one that was empty, manned by some bored looking woman.
Thankfully for the both of them, the checkout process went smooth as silk, the only words spoken being Aria's total and a mumbled thank you. Her items bagged and put back into the cart, receipt in hand, Aria finally escaped the hellish store, exiting into glorious sunlight.
+--------------------+--------------------+

Aria immediately started off for home, pushing the cart through the brisk morning air. It wasn't like she was gonna carry five bags of groceries home. Now that she was out of that crummy store her deep set scowl faded, leaving her with her default expression. Lovingly called 'resting bitch face' by her sisters, it  smoothed out the angry wrinkles, leaving her looking like a young girl again.
She was barely a half mile away, passing by a still closed liquor store and a bakery, when she heard the voice from the alley. She turned to see a tall, broad figure in the shadows, pointing something at her. A quick glance told her it was a shiny revolver. 
"Put your hands up, girlie." The man said again, wiggling the gun at her.
"No." was the eloquent response. The gun barrel dropped a bit, the guy clearly surprised.
"What?"
"I said no." At this point he stepped forward, his face rather plain and unremarkable, except for the confusion
"Why not?" He looked around, sounding a little distressed. he clearly wasn't very good at this.
"I don't want to." Aria scowled up at the taller man, looking him dead in the eye.
"But I've got a gun."
"I don't care." His gun dropped, the would be mugger holding it at his side
"But...this doesn't make any sense!" Aria scoffed and started walking away
"Too bad." Stubborn as a mule, Aria didn't even look back, just continuing on her way. To his credit, the man didn't try and stop her. In fact, he later got a job and became a successful telemarketer. 
Nearly two hours after she left, Aria finally approached her front gate, a quick code punch opening it for her. She pushed the cart back up the long drive. The front door was pushed open and the shopping cart was pulled inside.
"I'm back!" She called, as she made her way into the kitchen. Inside the kitchen, Adagio and Sonata happened to be sitting at the counter, eating a simple breakfast "Really? You two are only just now eating?" She scoffed, pushing the cart into the kitchen.
"Oh my god Aria, did you steal another cart?" Adagio frowned, getting up and moving to look inside "That's like the fifth one this year.
"Yeah Ari, you know we have like, five cars right?" chirped Sonata, happily munching away on a bowl of cereal that was ninety percent marshmallows. Aria sneered at them both, pulling the largest apple from the bag and polishing it on her shirt.
"Tch, whatever. I felt like walking." She took a large bite, chewing and swallowing noisily. "But since I got the shit, and the had absolutely no bacon-" She narrowed her eyes at a sheepish Sonata. "You two can put the stuff away." Without waiting for a response, she sauntered away. She was halfway up the first staircase, on her way to her third floor suite, when she heard it.
"Aria Blaze! Where is my twelve grain!?"

			Author's Notes: 
And so ends the grocery saga!
Please feel free to point out any grammar errors, as I have only myself to edit.
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