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		Description

When someone who knows next to nothing about alternate worlds and dimensions finds themselves dragged into a world where it is 85-15 mare to stallion, how will they react when two mares find him on an outing?

"Sometimes it is those who know nothing of the status quo that are the most intriguing and alluring." - Rarity Belle
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IF I GET FAVORABLE FEEDBACK IT MAY BECOME A JOURNAL SERIES FROM HIM ADJUSTING TO THIS NEW REALITY.
NO FEEDBACK MEANS NO UPDATES!! 
And 'good story' or 'interesting' or similar ain't gonna count towards an update chapter!!
7 good feedback comments gets an UPDATE.
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Rarity Belle and Fluttershy Breeze were on an outing, seeking edible greens and fish. Contrary to some versions of Equestria, common sense dictated that, as in this one, that not eating meat was illogical, as muscles themselves were meat, and by extension, they needed protein to remain intact and whole.

In some families, meat was more prominent than in others. True, the majority of ponies and especially Pegasi were leery about eating heavy red meat, and more often ate fish or similar leaner meats. Rarity, herself, was quite fond of tuna.

She knew that Fluttershy's paternal grandfather was an Earth Pony, which showed up in the veterinary mare's preference for remaining on the ground as well as her weaker wing muscles. She, however, suspected it was more likely that she had never truly pushed herself to tap into that heritage and even merge it with her Pegasus heritage which could feasibly make her even faster than Rowena Dash, or as she preferred, 'Rainbow'.

As she crouched near their usual fishing hole, roughly four hundred yards beyond the edge of the Everfree Forest which, unfortunately, had all but consumed Fluttershy's former cottage, she noticed something out of the corner of her eye. It was something glinting in the sunlight. She knew that their friends stood at a respectable roughly six and a half feet tall, even Rowena, who stood at 6'4" whereas she stood 6'7", dear Fluttershy was just under her height by half an inch, whilst Twilight stood 7'1" tall and was still growing as she had recently Ascended to Alicorn status.

Applina Jacqueline Pumila stood 6'9" tall, whilst Rose Quartz Pie, or 'Pinkie', as she preferred, stood 6'3" tall.

She noticed Fluttershy, out of the corner of her eye, setting up fishing lines along the shoreline of the broad, deep pond. As she heard rustling, seeing Angel Bunny grabbing blueberries from a nearby bramble bush before a glint caught her eye. She squatted near the glinting object and was startled to find it was some sort of forearm bracer upon a lightly tanned forearm. She took a soft breath, trying to scent whatever it was as the majority of males were precious as, in the past couple of centuries, the male births had decreased sharply.



Her head turned before she heard a low masculine groan which made her eyes widen. She noticed that Fluttershy's ears twitched at the sound before the fingers curled in the rich soil before retreating into the bush. She heard a second groan before a low, accented voice grumbled.

"How in the bloody hell did I end up in a bloody blueberry bush? Ugh… I feel like I got tossed into a… ugh… that fucking idiot…" he growled as he yelped as she focused magic through her horn, a pale cornflower blue aura shifting the branches and brambles aside. Her eyebrow rose at the dreadful and shredded outfit the male wore. Her eyes widened slightly, noticing they were also soaked with a certain life sustaining crimson fluid.

 Her tailor's eye gauged him to be roughly 5'9" in height. She carefully focused before he slowly levitated out of the bush before she winced as she noticed one branch broken and stuck to his right hamstring by its brambles. 

She noticed that the bracer she'd noticed was one of a matching pair. "First thing we are going to do is, after getting our fish," she started before blinking at a loud grumbling sound.

"Wh-what was that?" Fluttershy said softly, her gaze sweeping around nervously before she spotted Rarity and the unknown stallion. "O-oh my…. is he hurt? Does he need a bath and manebrushing?" she said quietly but quickly, her countenance concerned.

"Wait…. what? I don't doubt…. well… that I probably do need a bath… but… a few questions…. as in where the fuck am I,  who are you, and what the fuck is going on?!?" he barked sharply.

Rarity blinked, surprised before she carefully turned so he was no longer above the brambles of the blueberry bush before depositing him on the ground on his left side. Almost the moment she did, she saw no less than three of the five poles bend over.

She spun to grab one, Fluttershy grabbing a second. She saw a hand grab the last pole before her magic could. To her mild surprise, it was the stallion, through his countenance was pinched with a pained look. "Fuck me… ugh… body is aching worse than after my black belt exam… and I'm starving... but ugh… I… ain't… staying… down!!" he muttered.

She focused, channeling magic through her muscles before she jerked twice, feeling the tension on the line.

"Hook's set, luv… let the fish tire itself out, but keep the line tight. The bigger the fish, the longer it'll take to tire… but once it's exhausted itself… drag the fucker onto shore and put it down mercifully," the stallion commented. "Dunno the strength of the fishing line, so it's better to keep it tight enough the fish can't escape but not so tight it snaps the line and escapes," he sighed; she got the sense that was intended for himself, however.

Within twenty minutes, she could see something in the water. "Got color… damn.. looks like a yellowfin tuna… I'd guess… thirty five or forty pounds… so more than eating size… nice catch, darlin'," he complimented, making her blush slightly. His accent seemed similar to AJ's yet seemed to roll certain sounds, such as softening the 'R' sound so it sounded closer to 'ah' and stretching the 'I' sound slightly so it sounded slightly like an 'uh' sound.

She heard a sharp pop as she heard Fluttershy yelp before she landed hard on her quite round ass. She started slowly backing away from the lake's edge before, to her surprise, the fish leaped out of the water, squirming. "Faster, keep the line tight or he'll spit the hook!" she heard the stallion bark sharply, making her jump as she did just that before she was startled as, despite numerous bleeding scrapes, he flung a fallen log that tagged the tuna in the head with a dull thud. The fish went from fighting to floating in a matter of seconds before a second tuna, easily half again the size of hers but a darker blue breached the surface. 

The stallion grinned as he started jerking his pole as the fish breached a second time. "I don't think you're getting away, you beautiful bluefin… must be a cavern linking this pool to the sea," he commented  thoughtfully. It wasn't long before the larger fish was swimming from side to side close to the surface, the stallion watching closely. He sighed softly, setting the pole aside and walking into the water, following the line. The fish seemed surprised, though all he did was gently remove the hook. "Where I come from, a fish like you would be released… too small to keep. Not to mention, you're a fighter… like me. Go on, mon ami… live, make little tuna. Besides… a forty pound yellowfin… even if someone ate a pound a day… it'd last a month. For three… at least two, maybe three weeks, give or take," he murmured. 

He got the sense the bluefin understood as he dove for the deeper water in a matter of seconds. He completely missed the look the two mares shared behind him as he swam back to the edge of the pond, wincing as his aching muscles tightened immediately. He ignored the feeling like red hot needles were poking into his muscles as, though the water was quite chilly, his body was close to giving into exhaustion.

He felt his legs weaken before two pairs of soft hands caught him. He absently noticed both had subtle calluses, showing they weren't afraid of putting effort into their lives. 

He felt his eyes drifting half-lidded as he heard a soft breath before a soft voice murmured "Oh, my… he is quite thick there. Should we… release his tension before taking him home with us?" he heard the soft spoken voice say. 

"And, of course, bathe him… he does smell rather awful," he heard a voice that made him think of Richmond or Boston comment, before he felt his clothes shifting before he heard a soft sigh as his consciousness faded away.
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Human POV
My eyes fluttered open before my eyes widened upon seeing the muzzle of what I recognized as a Grizzly Bear… before I realized two strange things… it was walking on its hind paws as ably as any human… and it was carrying me.
My name…. is Wes Campbell. Though at the moment, most of what I'm feeling is a dull, burning ache on top of lots and lots of confusion. My gaze very, very slowly slid down before noticing clean gauze bandages and the scent of rubbing alcohol. My head turned slightly to spot the pair from earlier, only exacerbating my confusion as I noticed the avian wings upon the creamy butter skinned? Furred? I can't tell at the moment, only that she is most certainly female…. with light rose colored hair.
My gaze slid cautiously to the alabaster skinned/furred woman, noticing her deep indigo hair. My gaze slid to the large fish which floated in a pale cornflower blue aura of ghostly light. 
Fluttershy FPoV
I took a soft breath, my feet brushing through the leaves upon the ground. I had used the leaves of Arctium lappa layered with the lightly crushed leaves of Plantago major with a bit of heated water with Symphytum officinale steamed in the water and soaked.
My ears twitched upon hearing a sharp, tightly controlled breath of pain though I doubted the stallion realized that the sound escaped him. His breathing eased, as if he were controlling his breathing, I noticed. My primary feathers twitched at a breeze as it blew through the pathway. His wounds, save for a few deeper cuts which would take a bit more healing, were mostly scrapes. The deeper cuts I covered with clean gauze.
I am sure Twilight would be interested in him, as would Barbara. I know that mares are able to employ magic to grow marecocks, and whilst they are satisfying… it is as if something is not quite… right. The birth rate, if a mare attempts to have children in such a manner, tends, if done bimonthly, may take roughly a year and a half to two years to take root. Of course, most mares with child, if they are working mares, do receive a stipend from the Princesses. 
I turned my head as Rarity sighed softly. "How do you think the girls will react to him? I mean, we didn't… ahem… relieve him and his clothes are saturated. I think the best thing we can do is get him to our home as quickly as possible, though I wouldn't be surprised if Pinkie and, probably, Barbara would be quickest to notice his presence," she commented.
I tilted my head. "Most likely. Dragonesses tend to have keener senses regarding pheromones, and Pinkie… well… is Pinkie," I giggled, though I guessed he was being as still as possible in Harry's arms under the assumption he was dangerous… which was true… as he could be quite dangerous.
"Though once we get him home… I'm sure he wouldn't mind a nice hot bubble bath and a good meal. Though I do hope he's conscious by then," Rarity commented. 
"You do know I can walk, don't you? I'll likely be wobbly… but I do know how to walk without falling on my face faster than a wet fart," he deadpanned. I saw Rarity jump at his voice, making me giggle as I nodded as Harry let him down. He stood slowly, wincing. I was mildly surprised when he patted Harry's shoulder.
"Most of the time, someone would be scared out of their mind at being this close to this particular species of bear… which looks eerily similar to the American Grizzly Bear which is known on the adult female grizzlies weigh around 130–180 kilograms or 290–400 pounds, while adult males weigh on average 180–360 kilograms or 400–790 pounds. Though there have been males as large as 1500 to 1600 pounds. Hard to believe that, at birth, they barely weigh more than a pound…. which I didn't weigh much more than that myself… being born three and a half months early," he sighed with a small shake of his head.
My eyebrows rose in interest, though I noticed that though his strides were far too controlled to be casual. "So you were born at six and a half months?" I murmured shyly. 
"Five and a half, as the gestational period for humans is generally nine months," he deadpanned with a cocked eyebrow. 
My eyebrows shot up. "For ponies, it's ten months. I assume that they're live births?" I murmur shyly.
"Aye. Although… however your friend did… whatever she did… to get me out of that bush…. we aren't able to do that on Earth," he commented.
"That was little more than a levitation spell, darling. It is one of the most commonly used and one, may I say, I am talented in," Rarity commented nonchalantly. 
I heard him hum as his gaze shifted, scanning around. "These forests make me think of the forests in Canada… or the Rocky Mountains," he commented before my gaze shifted back forward along the path before I cringed upon seeing that a thick tree had crushed roughly half of my old cottage.
"Items, homes… they can be replaced. You cannot be, mon amour," I heard his voice say softly. I shivered at his tone, as the last two words seemed to have been purred, though I don't think he realizes that fact. I did see Rarity shiver at his low voice as it did sound like a tone that was better suited for the bedroom. And his accent… oooh…. I shiver.
I notice Rarity watching me with a small playful smirk. I notice him staring at the cottage before he looks away before, within minutes, we are out of the Everfree Forest. 
Fortunately for us, not many mares nor dragonesses are out and about. It doesn't take us long to reach our shared home. Admittedly, it took around eighteen hundred bits to add the expansion and additional land, which is roughly the equivalent of a month and a half of stipend coin. 
I jump slightly as Rarity speaks, drawing me from my thoughts. 
"Would you like some tea after your bath? Or do you not need assistance?" she comments.
He tilted his head. "Lilac and orange, if possible, light on the honey. If not that, jasmine would be nice," he said quietly. "And getting one's back completely is nigh impossible without assistance, in my experience," he said shyly. "Though why would you help bathe me? You don't know me," he commented. 
I smirk a bit, touching his forearms with the tips of my fingers. "Do we need a reason to be Generous and Kind?" I murmured teasingly. 
I see him roll his eyes. "Not really, I suppose… though… I do notice a bit of an itching. Hopefully there's nothing like poison ivy here… ugh… last time I got that, my eyes swelled shut," he commented dryly with a shiver.
"There is Poison Joke, but it's more of a prankster plant, really," Rarity comments.
"Forgive my skepticism if I don't believe ye, luv," he drawls. I notice his gaze sliding around as he takes in the various mannequins as well as bolts of fabric and the sewing machines as well as the completed orders. 
Wes Campbell - FPoV
I'm not going to comment on the ridiculous pun apparently intended upon poison oak. I let my gaze drift around casually, noticing the gradient shading of the walls from a warm lavender to a deeper purplish lavender, then to a rich bluish indigo near the floors.
Interspersed with the walls are pale grayish lavender columns with Greek architecture. I notice the warm pinkish lavender curtains and light mulberry drapes framing the arching windows. I blink as I feel Fluttershy's warm, almost hot fingers entwine with my own. My gaze shifts to hers as I feel her gently tug, guiding me to an archway before I feel an odd tingling sensation as if walking into a wall of water with a slight electrical charge.
My eyebrows rise at the sight before me.




"Well, damn," I blurted. I hear Fluttershy's soft giggle before her fingers trail up my arm before I feel her gently tug at my vest before I dipped my shoulder, letting it slip down my arm before I noticed close to a dozen leafy bandages clinging to my skin before Fluttershy gently tugged a couple off. I winced a bit before I heard water running before I noticed Fluttershy dampening a washcloth before she wiped away a greenish layer that looked almost like slightly chunky aloe vera gel. She repeated it several times as she removed more of the leafy bandages.
My gaze drifts over her body as she turns away to rinse the washcloth. 
"I'll brush the more noticeable tangles and leaves out of your hair in a moment," she murmured softly. Her voice makes my ears twitch. My gaze slides around the broad room.
I notice her fiddling with a few things as I'm struck by a thought. I notice her inquisitive look, not realizing I'd spoken aloud. 
"What is that? Autonomous… Meridian?" she inquires.
"Autonomous Meridian System Response… or as some call it, ASMR… or more simply… if you've ever heard a sound that produces pleasant tingle throughout your body… that sensation," I comment. "It can also manifest as an almost meditative experience, such as focusing on gentle rainfall, a gentle river's flow, or birdsong. It could even be as simple as a clock's ticking or a sewing machine's soft, rhythmic click," I said softly before I jump at a light touch on my lower back before I spotted the amethyst coiffure of the other mare. My head tilts as I notice a spray bottle in her hand as I hear the gurgling of running water before I notice the soft glow of what looks like a ruby and sapphire capped spigot as well as the scent of sea salt and sweet clover. 
"Now, darling, I'm going to soak down your hair whilst Fluttershy brushes it out. Though I have to admit that I don't see how your mare would have left you in such poor condition or abused you to force you to flee until exhaustion overtook you," Rarity commented.
My eyebrows rise before dipping. "My mare? I've been single since my junior year of high school, thank you very much. And I wouldn't be a fan of abuse… had enough emotional abuse growing up… and I'm no masochist, as far as I know," I deadpan with narrowed eyes. 
"You know, the mare that takes care of you," Rarity comments.
"Nope. Moved out halfway through my senior year… never had a roommate, but if I had two as cute and adorable as you… I wouldn't mind. But… I know little about… 'having a mare' as…. I've never tried pet play," I sigh, shivering slightly as I let her sit me on a chaise lounge before I hear the soft rhythmic sound of the squirt bottle. 
My eyes half close before I feel the brush very carefully dragging through my hair, accompanied by soft humming before I realize it's Fluttershy's voice. 
I hear the soft glug-glug of something for a few moments, but ignore it. I hear a soft scandalized voice whisper after a few moments. 
"Rarity… don't," I hear Fluttershy's voice before I hear Rarity's chuckle. 
"It isn't like we can bathe with him clothed. True, nopony wears much since a few centuries back, but whilst we could bathe in our clothes with him… wouldn't you want to rub him all over with our furry bodies?" the other mare murmurs teasingly. 
I have to wonder if she knew my thoughts earlier, but I doubt it. My eyes slide open before I jerk in surprise… realizing both mares are bare as the day they were born. Fluttershy's nipples are a soft pinkish peach tone, whilst Rarity's are a soft dusky silvery gray. I notice that Rarity's got a pouting smile before she chuckles.
"Stand up, darling. We do need to get you out of those… pants. I will repair them later and see about making you a few other tasteful outfits," she comments.
My eyebrows rise before I stand slowly, a bit amused as she fiddles with the belt before I swipe my hand over it before the belt retracts with a soft rasping click before I tug the buckle away freely.


I see her eyebrows rise before she lightly touches the buckle. I let her take it before she sets it by the vanity nearby. I'm kinda surprised when she turns back before I feel air rush over my thighs as my hakama pants drop with a light tug. I see her eyes widen slightly before she licks her lips with a hungry look before I wince a bit as Fluttershy tugs free the gauze pads before she gasps. 
Rarity's gaze shifts to her, as does mine before I notice the angry red scratches that are visibly fading. "Okay… I heal a bit faster than an average human… but that is accelerated healing I suspect the Flash would be impressed at," I deadpan.
"Who?" Fluttershy murmurs.
"Superhero. Got hit by lightning and chemicals… gained the ability to run extremely fast… though he did gain the appetite to match. Humans, on average, tend to eat around 2000 to 2500 calories per day…. Barry Allen… he had to eat around six to eight times that much, on average," I sigh. "Though depending on the media, he can run fast enough to phase through things… or time travel… or run multiple times the speed of light. The average human would, quite literally, vaporize themselves such speeds… or warp their perception of time ridiculously," I comment. I see them both shake their heads as if to ignore that little unintentional info dump, though I can't blame them for that.
I feel warm, soft fingers dragging around my sides and hips before a warm breeze follows as a soft, dual murmured "Oh, my." cuts through the silence. My eyes open in surprise at the hot, soft fingers caressing my thick, long length. My eyes dip to see Rarity with the strangest look on her face, as if she's hypnotized. I shudder as I feel Fluttershy's body pressing against my back before I hear the pitch of the flowing water shift before I shift my weight, my fingers tapping the glowing gemstones and seeing them go dim. The bubbles are maybe two inches from overflowing.
I hear them take shuddering breaths as if they realize I'd moved before they look rather embarrassed.
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FPoV - Wes Campbell 
"So, ladies, are you going to get in the bath?" I comment with a hint of amusement.
"Oh, no, darling… the bath is not for us," Rarity replies. I cocked my head before Fluttershy clarifies.
"It's for you."
That makes me blink several times. My confusion must be obvious, despite my military training to suppress such things. Suffice to say that the soldiers that had found me were shocked to find that I only had ROTC training, yet took out no less than eight squads of Serbian and Iraqi soldiers solo during what came to be known as the Gulf War.
My head tilts. "Not since I was a teen did anyone run a bath or even consider doing such things for me," I mutter. I notice them trading a troubled look. I feel Fluttershy's fingers lightly press against my back before, for reasons I can't explain, I let her guide me into the bath which is very warm. I'd gauge it to be in the mid 120° range in heat. I hear a soft clicking sound and barely restrain the instinct to lash out as it's the soft, slightly hollowed click of a shampoo bottle, not the metallic rasping click of a pistol or rifle slide.
I shift slightly, before, to my surprise, they both join me in the hot water. Rarity lets out a cooing sigh as if the bath is just how she likes it. Her hands gather bubbles before caressing her own shoulders and bobbing breasts, her eyes on me with the smallest smile that seems almost a smirk without malice. It is then that I notice subtle scents in the water. 
"I added some bath oils to help your skin. It seemed so dry and rough, darling," she comments. 
I sigh before shrugging before I hear Fluttershy's soft voice. "Tilt your head back, if you don't mind," she murmurs.
I let my head fall back slowly as I hear a soft rasping sound before I feel cooler water than that in the bath streaming over my head. I know the standard regulation hairstyle is the 'high and tight' buzzcut. I never cared overmuch for it as I was never religious nor was I an American…  but a Japanese-Irish male, hence the dark burgundy hair, which admittedly I did get teased for, not that I gave much of a shit.
I absently notice Rarity's fingers roaming my neck and shoulders as she rubs something cool and sweet scented into my skin. I do feel her getting closer to me from how the water fluctuates as I feel one hand leave my body before I hear Fluttershy's soft "Thank you," in response before I feel her fingers retreat from my hair before I hear soft squishing sounds.
"You look like you're enjoying this, sweetie," I hear Rarity murmur with amusement as I feel her fingers drifting lower over my chest and arms just beneath the surface of the water even as I feel Fluttershy's fingers working the shampoo into a rich lather in my hair.
I shrug before taking a soft, slow breath. "I can't say I've ever bathed with anthropomorphic people before," I comment in a deadpan.
"Ponies, darling. And I'm a Medeisacies… whilst Fluttershy is a Divumeo," Rarity comments. My eyebrow rises slightly, not recognizing the terms.
I shrug, dismissing the question of the terms. I feel Fluttershy's fingers drag lightly behind my ears before caressing them gently with her fingertips, though I didn't expect to feel Rarity press herself against my chest, her fingers teasing over my abdomen.
"From the way you shivered, I'm thinking not many have massaged your ears… amongst other things," she breathed, leaning close with a small smirk that was equal parts playful and amused with just a hint of need and desire behind it.
My eyebrows rise before her lips meet mine as her fingers drag lower before I feel Fluttershy's fingers dragging through my hair before I close my eyes, tilting my head back slightly before the warm water rinses my hair. 
I hear a soft tinkling sound before I turn my head, noticing Fluttershy setting aside what looks like an ornate bowl.


I jerk in surprise as I feel fingers wrap around and shamelessly pump up and down my cock before I realize said hand is wrapping around my hips from behind. I hear Rarity give an odd sound that is half coo, half purr before her lips are on my neck and collarbone,  shamelessly kissing my skin with hunger and need.
I hear a soft moan as my fingers reflexively clench before a soft moan fills my ears. "Mmmm… you feel so thick. How full will you fill us, I wonder?" Fluttershy purrs.
"How ever will we find out? I mean, has he ever had a mare?" Rarity replies in a teasing purr. I'm certain she feels me shudder as her fingers curl under my balls and squeeze lightly. "Doesn't feel like it… or he hasn't had one in a good while," she purrs.
"I'm 26, though I will admit I've never slept with anyone," I sigh.
Rarity tilts her head with a thoughtful look. "Hmmm…. well, you're about to sleep with two, not one," she purrs teasingly.

	