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		Description

You know those stupid old cliché stories where the hero dies on Earth and is reborn into a fantasy world full of excitement and adventure? The famous isekai genre from anime and manga? Yeeeaaahh...I wish I had that.
Oh sure, it happened to me, but not only was I born the wrong species, but I was born as a prince in a world of anthropomorphic ponies from one of my favorite television shows. Adventure, heh! Excitement, heh! I wish I had these things. 
Oh well, as long as I'm here, I guess I can do my best to enjoy this second lease on life, huh? Not like my old one was anything exciting anyway.
Oh, you wanna know my life story? Sure, have a peak inside...

I'll be updating the tags on this the farther I go. And for those of you wondering, yes this is somewhat inspired by The Humble Prince.
EDIT: Changed from Teen to Mature just to be safe.
	
		Table of Contents

		
					1 - Cold Open

					2 - Little Baby Blueblood

					3 - Five Years Later...

					4 - New Friends And Admissions

					5 - Six Months Later...

					6 - My Little Brother

					7 - The Coming of Sunset

					8 - The Zebra Princess

					9 - Silver Sanctum

					10 - Escape Pt. 1

		

	
		1 - Cold Open



I was standing in a corner of the large ballroom where the Grand Galloping Gala was currently taking place, a glass of sparkling cider from Sweet Apple Acres in my hand which I was sipping gradually. All around me, the other noble ponies were busy talking to each other about some bullshit or something. I sighed and brushed my blonde mane to the side and leaned against the wall. Each year I attended these things, it was the same old boring thing. A bunch of nobles with their heads so far up their asses that they could give birth to themselves over and over again just sat around and talked like a bunch of squabbling chickens. Boring stuff that I couldn’t care less about. However, being in the body I was in now, I had to know what was being talked about.
For a former brony like me who’d been reborn as an anthro version one of the most reviled characters from the show, it really sucked to be a prince, even if it was only in name.
“So here you are,” a familiar female voice said. I turned and saw the young Sunset Shimmer walking up to me, a glass sparkling in her hand. She was wearing a warm red flowing dress with a light orange bow in her mane. And she looked exhausted. “The Princess was wondering where you’d gone disappearing to and asked me to find you.”
I sighed and took another sip of the cider in my hand. “I bet she has,” I said with an exhale before bringing my hand to my mouth to properly hide the burp that escaped my lips. I sighed and continued, “You look about as bored as I feel. Seriously, this place needs to kick it up a notch, bam!” I threw a fist out like I was hitting something, then let it fall. 
“Well, you know the Princess,” Sunset said, turning and facing the other nobles with me. “Nothing too extravagant for her little ponies.”
I released a horselike snort on reflex, something I hadn’t really gotten used to since I’d been born into this weirdly anthropomorphic version of Equestria some sixteen years ago. “Believe me, I know more about palace life than I really care to know. It’s ridiculous, to be honest. And way too stuffy.”
“Is that why you sneak off at night and go down to the orphanage and play with the foals?” Sunset asked, smirking at me with a knowing grin.
I turned and gaped at her. “How’d you know about that?”
“You think you’re the only one who has to sneak away from my dear old teacher’s ever watchful eyes for a breather?” Sunset asked. “Seriously, she’s a good teacher and all, but she’s a bit too smothering sometimes. She always says it’s for my own good, but I’m sixteen now! Practically a mare grown, as she likes to say.”
“Yeah, I get that, but can you blame her really?” I asked. “She’s immortal unlike you and me. She’s probably lost so many friends that she treasures every new friend or family member that she can. But yes, it can be a bit much. Besides, I like going back to that orphanage. I did spend the first five years of my life there, after all.” The last part I said in a whisper since that was a crown secret only known to me, Celestia, Sunset and Cadance, the recently ascended alicorn.
“Still, she’s being extra smothering tonight, it seems,” Sunset said, taking a sip of her own sparkling cider. “Is she expecting something bad to happen?”
“I think I can understand why she’s being so protective,” I said. “You and I are both closer to Aunt Celestia than most. And these nobles would love to get their grubby little hands on one of us. No, not foalnapping, but we could be used as bargaining chips in the little song and dance called political marriage.”
Sunset’s eyes went wide. “Marriage?! Bluey, we’re both too young for that!”
“Only two more years to go, Sunny,” I replied. “Two more years before we both reach the legal age. That’s two years for someone to push their own son or daughter onto us.” Clearing my throat, I deepened my voice to make me sound like a posh noble. “‘My little Rainy Days would love to meet you! She’s sixteen just like you and you have a lot in common!’”
Sunset smirked at the exaggerated interpretation of the noble ponies. “Nice, nice.”
I ran my hand through my blonde mane again and leaned against the wall, staring up at the golden alicorn statue in the center of the room. “Well, I’ve been playing hide and seek from Auntie for long enough. Where is she now?” I asked, downing the rest of the glass and setting it down on a nearby table where other used dishes had been placed.
“Where else? The main hall where she’s greeting everypony else,” Sunset smirked as she, too, downed her glass and set it beside mine.
“Ah, so you were the guided arrow sent out to find me, huh?” I joked as we walked together along the wall of the main hallway where the majority of the ponies were standing and talking.
She threw a playful punch at my arm. “Shut up, you,” she snarked.
“I’m not hearing a noooo,” I teased back, nudging her with my elbow.
She groaned and sighed. “Fiiine, yes. She told me to find you and get you too. There’s a family she wanted you to meet.”
I raised an eyebrow. “She’d better not be trying to pawn me off as a marriage partner, or so help me I’ll sic Spike on her again.”
Sunset chuckled, then looked around. “Where is Spike, anyway? You two are almost never apart.”
“After last year, he didn’t really want to attend. I bought him a bunch of the Power Ponies comics to tide him over.” I thought back to the previous year’s Gala, where I’d brought the young dragon (who I’d managed to hatch with my own unique magic when I was six) with me for the first time to the Gala. His presence was only tolerated because the nobles saw that the purple and green dragon was with me. And even then, they never saw him as anything more than my servant. I’d left early that night and the two of us, along with Sunset, had gone down to a sweets shop where I spoiled the poor depressed dragon. 
Sunset nodded. “Yeah, I remember that. Dumb nobles. Dragons are magnificent creatures, after all.”
“A dragon is the finest creature ever,” I sang softly. “There’s more to him than just guarding treasure.”
Sunset snorted. “You have a song for just about everything, don’t you?” she asked.
“Actually, Spike made that one up a while ago,” I said, and it really wasn’t a lie. The young dragon had made it up a few months ago. 
“He’s doing alright, isn’t he?” Sunset asked with concern.
“Oh yeah, he’s doing great,” I said. “His handwriting still needs work, but he’s really pushing himself to learn how. Especially when he learned that he can sent messages via dragon fire.”
“That is seriously cool, not gonna lie,” Sunset said as they reached the main lobby and headed to the stairs. “How’d he figure that out? You never really told me.”
“Well, about a month ago he had a really bad cold,” I explained, “and I was in the other room making him some soup when I heard him sneeze and then shout something like ‘No! My comic!’ I rushed in and he told me that he’d sneezed and his comic had gotten destroyed. Poor guy was so upset until Aunt Celestia came teleporting in, holding the book in her hand.”
“Wow, it went right to the Princess?” Sunset asked as they began climbing the stairs.
“It did,” I chuckled. “Spike was so happy to get it back. It was the first comic he’d bought with his own allowance so it was important to him.”
“I didn’t know dragons could do that,” Sunset admitted.
“Neither did Aunt Celestia,” I said. 
Sunset snickered. “You’d think with how old she is she’d know a lot more than that.”
“Hey, give her a break,” I chuckled. “She’s over a thousand years old and has spent a lot of it running a kingdom. I’ve seen how tired she is at the end of every night, and so have you.”
She nodded. “Yeah, yeah. I know.”
“Ah, there you two are, I was beginning to wonder if you’d ever show up,” a familiar regal female voice said from in front of them.
The two of us turned and we were face to face with Princess Celestia, ruler of Equestria. Even after having gotten used to her form over the eleven years I’d called her aunt, it still blew me away just how remarkably gorgeous she was. Much like her show counterpart, her mane was a shimmering rainbow which flowed in some invisible wind. She was wearing a flowing white dress with sparkling sequins embedded in the shape of her cutie mark all around the skirt. If anyone looked up the word goddess in the dictionary, they’d find a picture of Celestia there for sure. However, even though I’d been a human fan of the show before being reincarnated here, I still saw her as family even now. So I had no shame in walking over and throwing my arms around her. “Hi, Auntie.”
Celestia wrapped her own slender arms around me, leaning down a bit to nuzzle my face affectionately. “My dearest nephew,” she said softly and warmly. “Sunset, thank you for finding him for me,” she said as she broke the hug.
“It was easy to find him,” Sunset chuckled. “He was sulking in the corner like normal.”
I put my hands on my hips and glared playfully at Sunset. “I do not sulk,” I said, giving a fake pout.
“Fine. Brooding then,” she amended.
“I’ll have you know I was in deep thought, thank you very much,” I said, crossing my arms and glaring at one of the few friends I had in the castle.
“Ease up on him, Sunny,” another familiar voice said from beside Celestia. Looking down, I saw the young Cadance, the new alicorn who was about a year younger than me and Sunset. She was wearing a dark blue dress with light azure stripes on it and had blue sequins on the side of her dress in the shape of her cutie mark. “Poor stallion’s probably got enough on his mind without more to brood on.”
The two mares burst out laughing at my expense while Celestia held her hand up to her mouth and tittered regally. I groaned and threw my hands up. “Fine, you win. I give up.”
A tender hand was placed on my shoulder and I looked up into the smiling face of my aunt in this world. “You know they don’t mean anything negative by it, don’t you?” she asked.
Even though I knew a bit more about her than was normal, I still deflated. She had a way of calming me down in ways that only a family member or even an adopted aunt could do. As she ran a gentle hand through my mane I sighed and looked back at the still giggling mares. “Yeah, I know,” I said. Looking back up at her, I asked, “So, you wanted me to meet a certain family?”
She smiled wider. “Yeah. I think you’ll be pleased to meet them.” Leaning down, she whispered, “especially after all you’ve told me.”
I raised an eyebrow. Celestia was the only pony in Equestria who knew who and what I used to be before arriving here. She even knew about the show depicting life in Equestria. Despite that stressful conversation, Celestia had still welcomed me into the family as her nephew even though I had been a human in his past life. “Really?” I asked.
Slowly, she turned me around until I was facing a family of four. Four ponies I immediately recognized. She’d actually invited Twilight Sparkle and her family. “My little ponies,” Celestia said from behind me as she gave my shoulders a reassuring squeeze, “please allow me to introduce my nephew, Prince Blueblood.”
I watched as the four ponies of varying ages all bowed to me. Night Light, the father, was wearing a very well tailored black suit with a white shirt and red bowtie. On the left chest of his black coat was a sewn on version of his cutie mark. Twilight Velvet was wearing a pink and purple dress with dark purple sequins on the skirt which showed her cutie mark. The young looking Shining Armor, who couldn’t have been more than thirteen, was wearing a suit that matched his father’s own minus the embedded cutie mark on his own coat. And then there was Twilight Sparkle. She wore a dark purple dress with her mane tied back into a bun. She had to be about Spike’s age, I guessed, if not a few years older. Then again, I’d never been the best at guessing foal ages ever since arriving in Equestria. “Your Highness, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” Night Light said.
I smiled down at them. “The pleasure is mine, my good stallion,” I said. “Please raise your heads.” I felt Celestia’s approving hand pat me on the shoulder. She, along with her personal assistant Raven Inkwell, had taught me about how to behave like a proper noble and prince. Both mares had drilled it into me so much that now it became easy to slip into my princely persona. As the four raised their heads, I gave them each a winning smile. “May I ask your names?”
Night Light took the lead. “I’m Night Light, Your Highness. I’m a member of the Royal Guard. This is my wife, Twilight Velvet. She’s an editor with Canterlot Publishing.” 
“Your Highness,” Twilight Velvet said, curtsying to me politely. I nodded my head to her kindly.
Night Light continued. “And these two are my two foals, Shining Armor and Twilight Sparkle.”
I looked down at each of them in turn. Shining bowed to me politely enough, but it was Twilight who caught my attention. She was looking at me with wide purple eyes, looking frozen. I smiled wider then knelt down so I was eye to eye with her. “Hello there, Miss Sparkle,” I said, before turning and looking at Shining. “And to you too, Mr. Armor. It’s nice to see you both here. Did you just arrive?”
Shining, looking pleased with himself at being called Mr. Armor, nodded. “We just got here,” he said. I noticed that his voice had not yet dropped, so it sounded more childish than it had in the show.
“Are you really related to the Princess?” a high pitched and adorable filly’s voice asked. I turned and saw Twilight looking at me with those same wide eyes.
“That I am, Miss Sparkle,” I said. 
“But I thought the Princess didn’t have any foals,” Twilight said.
I didn’t need to turn around to know that Celestia’s face had frozen in that perpetual smile. In truth, I had found out that in this body, I was distantly related to the Princess. I’d learned that Celestia and Luna had a third sibling, a stallion named Eclipse. Unlike his two older sisters, Eclipse never managed to ascend to alicornhood. Instead, he’d actually settled down and had a family of his own. Because he was related to the princesses, he and his family had been invited to stay in the Castle of the Two Sisters. Eclipse, however, had politely declined. He didn’t want his family to be caught up in political intrigue. He asked that his two older sisters not interfere in his attempt to live a peaceful life. Both had accepted this, of course, but had still kept subtle tabs on the family, making sure they were well protected even if they didn’t know it.
Then the family had vanished without a trace a few hundred years ago, and not even the best of Celestia’s network could find them. All seemed lost until they found a new lead, which led them to the orphanage where my mother, an unwed sixteen year old mare, had me. Unfortunately, she had died in foalbirth, not even having the strength to say who my father was. Not that it mattered. The report I’d read said that my mother, a sky blue mare with dark blue and white mane and tail named Golden Sparks, had come into the orphanage abused and beaten, likely from whoever the father was. Upon further investigation, Celestia had found that her family was the one she had lost track of.
She’d quickly adopted me, of course, and after eleven years, I was now the sixteen year old prince that I’d become today.
“Twilight, that's rude!” Twilight Velvet scolded her daughter, pulling her back towards her before looking up at Celestia. “Please forgive her, your Highness,” she added, “my daughter tends to be a bit blunt sometimes.”
As I stood and looked back at Celestia, I saw that smile only get kinder. “Think nothing of it,” she said, then turned to look down at Twilight. “Prince Blueblood is my nephew, not my son,” she explained. 
“Ooooh!” Twilight said, looking like she understood.
I decided to step in before she could ask something insensitive again. “Hey Auntie, would you be okay with me taking young Miss Sparkle and Mr. Armor here on a short whirlwind tour of the palace?” I asked.
Celestia looked down at me with a somewhat surprised expression before she relaxed and smiled. “If they want to, sure.”
“I wanna see the palace!” Twilight exclaimed, looking around in awe at the massive lobby we were all standing in.
“Well, I’ll show you around,” I said, but looked back at her parents. “With your leave, of course.”
“O-Of course, your Highness,” Night Light said. 
“You can trust my nephew and his friends,” Celestia said. “They’re responsible young adults.” Turning to me, Sunset and Cadance, she said, “You can go exploring for a while, but not too long, okay?”
“When we’re done, it’ll feel like we were only gone in ten seconds flat, as Bluey here likes to say,” Cadance smirked, shoving me playfully.
I laughed slightly, then gave her a playful glare. “Riiiight…” Turning back to the two young foals, I held out my hands to both of them. “Take my hands, you two. I don’t want you running off.”
“Eeew, I don’t wanna hold another stallion’s hand,” Shining said as he backed away.
“What about me, then?” Cadance stepped forward and offered her own hand to the young stallion.
I watched in amusement as Shining looked up at the young mare, his eyes going wide and a small blush forming on his face. There was silence for a bit, until he finally said, “Um…yeah…I guess that’ll be fine.”
“Ah darn, now I don’t have a hand to hold,” Sunset said in a joking manner.
Smirking, I quickly reached out and grabbed hers. She looked at me startled as I said, “And now you do, Sunny.”
As I led the impromptu group back up the stairs, I could hear Twilight Velvet chuckle. “Those three are really good friends, aren’t they?”

“Wow! The throne room is so big!” Twilight, who was now sitting on my shoulders and holding onto my horn, was looking around the empty throne room in awe. “But why are there two thrones?” she asked, pointing towards the dais.
I smirked. Twilight had been asking me, Sunset and Cadance a never ending barrage of questions ever since we’d started, but not before I learned about her and her brother’s age. She was eight and Shining was thirteen. Shining had expressed an interest in joining the Royal Guard himself, while Twilight hoped to get into Celestia’s School For Gifted Foals. I had been partly responsible for the rebranding of that school, since it not only was for unicorns now, but for gifted pegasi and earth ponies as well. 
“Well,” I said, “that’s a secret for now. But don’t worry, someday Aunt Celestia will tell the world why.”
“Oh, okay,” Twilight said. She sounded a bit upset.
I looked up, making sure that my horn didn’t poke the cute filly. “Hey, don’t look so down, Miss Sparkle,” I said. “It’s alright.” I put on a thoughtful look, then looked up at her again. “Hey, what do you like to do most in the whole wide world? Do you like cake? Do you like playing on a jungle gym?”
“I like books!” Twilight exclaimed excitedly.
I raised an eyebrow, pretending to act surprised. “Well then, I know the perfect spot for you.” I turned to the others. “Hold onto your hats, everyone. I’m gonna teleport. Miss Sparkle, you might want to let go of my horn for a bit.” I felt her release my horn and grab onto my dirty blonde mane instead. Calming myself down, I began casting the teleportation spell. The sky blue magic that was my own began glowing around my horn. Holding up both my hands, they too began glowing and a quick orb of magic surrounded the group. With a sudden jolt, the scenery around us changed, from a well lit throne room to a dimly lit library. I lowered my hands and the magic that had flowed from my horn to my hands vanished, leaving us in the darkened library. “Darn, they turned the lights off,” I said.
“Got it,” Sunset said, a bright orange glow coming from her own horn that illuminated the rest of us. She walked over to the door nearby and flicked a switch. Warm lights came to life above us, illuminating the many books in the library. I’d actually spent a good deal of time here with Sunset, the two of us helping each other study for the magical exams or to find a new spell to try together. Sometimes Cadance would join us as would Spike, and it was on those days that the librarian, Dusty Pages, would catch the four of them laughing or being disruptive. 
I liked Dusty Pages. She was a no nonsense mare and didn’t care that I was a prince or not. She would always be ready with a ruler to smack our hands if we ever got too rowdy. She made me feel less like some out of reach noble and more like another student.
I grinned. “Welcome to Canterlot Palace Library,” I said.
“So…many…books,” Twilight said in silent awe.
“You’d better believe it,” Sunset said, gesturing to the vast collection of books. “You know, I think I first met you in this library, Bluey,” she added, giving me a smirk. 
“Yeah, you did,” I chuckled, remembering that day fondly. I looked back up at Twilight. “We have time for a quick walk around the library but then we have to get back to the Gala, okay?”
“Okay,” she said, sounding a bit disappointed, but that disappointment quickly turned to wonder as the five of us wandered through the rows and rows of books that were spread throughout the large room. As I walked through the room, I could hear her muttering the names of books and authors to herself.
After about ten or so minutes of looking, we were back at the front of the library. Sunset had already turned the lights back off and her horn was glowing once more to provide temporary light. “Alright, is everyone ready to go back?” I asked.
“Do we have to?” Twilight asked in a whining tone.
“Aunt Celestia did say she wanted us back in half an hour,” I said patiently. “It’s been that, I’m pretty sure.” I pulled out a gold and diamond encrusted pocketwatch from my blazer and looked at the time. “Yeah, half an hour,” I finished as I put the watch away.
“You still use that?” Cadance asked in astonishment.
I shrugged. “Hey, it’s a useful tool. And you did get it for me for my birthday, remember?” I finished, looking over at Cadance.
The young alicorn chuckled. “Well, yeah. Still surprised, is all.”
I rolled my eyes good naturedly and raised my arms, casting the teleportation spell once again. Immediately, the light around us changed and we were all back in front of the landing of the stairs where the other ponies were still greeting Celestia. I lowered the shield around us and pulled Twilight off of me. Setting her down, I looked around and saw her parents nearby, both with a glass of wine in their hands. I walked over to where they were and said, “Here we are, sir and ma’am. Your daughter and son brought back safe and sound.”
“It was amazing, mommy!” Twilight said before her parents could even get a word in edgewise. “The palace is so big and I could hear my own echo! And the library is bigger than the public one!”
“I didn’t get a chance to see the guard’s barracks,” Shining said with a pouting face as Cadance finally let his hand go and he crossed his arms.
“Sorry about that, young stallion,” I said. “But I’m sure I could put in a word with the captain of the guard to let you look around next time your dad works.”
Shining’s eyes brightened. “You mean it?” he asked hopefully.
“Sure,” I said with a smile, but then I put on a serious expression. “But you need to be on your best behavior while you’re there. The guard is very strict on cleanliness and keeping things in order. You understand?”
He straightened up and in one of the most adorable things I’d seen all night, he saluted. “Yes sir, your Highness!”
I couldn’t help the warm smile that returned to me. “Who knows?” I said, “if you do get into the guards, you might be assigned as my personal bodyguard. Or even my Aunt Celestia’s.”
“You think so?” the starry eyed colt asked.
“With devotion and lots of training, you can do anything,” I replied. “But I’ve gotta warn you, training with the Royal Guard is NOT easy. They’ll put you through the ringer and push you to the limit, But once you get past that, you’re in.”
“And trust me, this guy knows more than you’d think,” Sunset said, smacking me on the back playfully.
“So it’s true that you endured the three weeks of, well, you know,” Night Light asked, looking at me.
I chuckled. “I did indeed,” I said. “I did it about a couple years ago when I was fourteen.”
“So young!” Twilight Velvet said.
“Well, I volunteered for it, and made everyone promise to not let me get out of it no matter how hard I begged,” I snickered. “I’m glad I did, though. Honestly, I think everyone who talks down to the guards should be made to undergo those three weeks. I always tried to be appreciative to the guards before, but after that I gained a new appreciation for what you in the service do.” I gave a nod to Night Light. “Those were the three most brutal weeks of my life. I was sore for about a week afterward.”
Night Light gave me a knowing look. “Same here.”
The two of us exchanged a look then laughed. The mares around us along with Shining watched with confusion as the laughter died down and I said, “Well, as I’m sure my Aunt already said, welcome to the Gala and I hope you enjoy yourselves. Help yourselves to some of the finest refreshments available and enjoy the gardens.”
The two older ponies both bowed, then took their children by the hand and led them into the main room. The moment they were gone, Sunset exhaled. “Well, that killed another thirty minutes of this night. Just another…what time is it, Bluey?”
Pulling out my pocketwatch, I opened it again. “just past seven thirty,” I said, putting it back in my blazer pocket.
“Just another two and a half hours of boredom and snooty stupid nobles trying to suck up to us to go,” she finished.
“You don’t have to stay, you know,” I said, looking at Sunset with concern. “I know these kind of things just don’t do it for you.”
Sunset locked her eyes on me and frowned. “You’ve got to endure it, though. I’m not letting you suffer alone. You or Candy here,” and here she indicated Cadance.
Cadance stuck her tongue out at Sunset. “Oh, shut up,” the future princess of love said in an annoyed tone.
“Make me, nyeh!” Sunset replied, sticking her own tongue out.
“While you two mares bicker like a bunch of hens,” I said with some good natured ribbing, “I’m gonna go talk to Aunt Celestia for a bit. I’ll be right back.” So saying, I turned and walked back up the stairs where Celestia was still sitting on one of the stairs landings, pleasantly greeting the ponies. To my surprise, the line looked like it had shortened. I smiled, realizing that she must have taken my advice about taking a break to mingle among the guests instead of just sitting and greeting the guests all night.
As I reached the landing, Celestia turned and saw me. Her smile became more genuine as she stood and turned to the two pony mares who had just arrived. “Pardon me for a few minutes, my little ponies,” she said, “my nephew seems to want to have a few words with me.”
I bowed apologetically to the impatient looking mares, who both forced themselves to smile at me when they realized who I was. “I’ll try and be quick,” I said as a means of apology.
“Take all the time you need, Your Highness,” one of them said. She sounded like she was from Trottingham judging from the refined British sounding accent she had.
As the two of us stepped up the next flight of stairs and out of earshot, Celestia raised her head and her horn glowed. The space around us was immediately encased in a golden dome and the sounds of the Gala vanished. She turned back to me. “So, my dear nephew, was she the mare you mentioned to me?”
I nodded. “All down to her love of books. That is the Element of Magic I saw in the show.”
Celestia nodded, stroking her chin thoughtfully. “And what of Sunset Shimmer? She is my personal student right now. I had always hoped she would be the one to ascend to be the Element of Magic.”
“Auntie, seriously, she’s really gotten strong in her magic,” I said. “And since you ‘forced’ her to become study partners with me, she’s opened up a lot and accepted friendship into her heart. She’s made friends with me and Cadance along with young Spike. You really don’t have to worry about what I saw coming true about her running away. As for whether or not she’s Element of Magic worthy, I can’t really say now. Maybe she is, and maybe she isn’t. Either way, she’s really quite powerful, just like she was in the show.”
Celestia pursed her lips. “Still, I think it’s best to err on the side of caution, my dear nephew. How old is the young filly?”
“Eight,” I said, “so we have two years before the sonic rainboom event. Unfortunately, since I managed to hatch Spike instead of her, we can’t do the dragon hatching test anymore.”
“The test I have now is just as difficult as hatching a baby dragon with magic,” my aunt said in a reassuring tone.
“I hope so,” I said. “I swear to God, so much has changed already. I don’t know if the future’s already altered irreparably or-”
Celestia put a finger over my lips. “Hush, dear Blueblood,” she said, and the warmth and love in her eyes and smile was enough to reassure me. But, being the kindhearted ruler and aunt that she was, she continued. “Yesterday is history, tomorrow is a mystery, today is a gift, which is why it’s called the present. Did I get that quote right?” she asked.
I chuckled. “Pretty much,” I said. “Sorry, Auntie. You know me. I get worried over the littlest things sometimes.”
“That’s why I’m here,” she said gently, running her hand through my mane like she was wont to do.
I groaned and tried to push her hand away. “Aaauntiieee! Ponies might not be able to hear us but they can sure as hell see us!” I said.
She laughed and pulled me close into a hug. “You’re my nephew, reincarnated soul or not. Let them look. All they’ll see is a loving aunt showering her nephew with love.”
I blushed hard, but relaxed in her warm embrace. The tall alicorn mare had always been so kind with me and had helped me through some of my darker moments. Especially the ones involving my death. The two of us stayed like that for a full minute before Celestia released me. Looking up at her, I said, “Thank you.”
“You’re welcome, my dear nephew. Now, I’m afraid I have to go back to the drudgery that is this Gala,” Celestia said with a sigh.
“If I was anyone else, I’d go stir up some trouble just to make your night,” I joked, “but I can’t unfortunately.”
“I’d have to discipline you if you did,” Celestia said.
“I know, I know,” I said. “Anyway, I’m off to go spend time with Sunset and Cadance.”
“What about young Spike? Where is he?” Celestia asked. “I invited him too, remember?”
“Yeah, well after last year, he didn’t really want to come,” I said. “I bought him the newest Power Ponies issue so he’s probably reading that.”
Celestia frowned. She hadn’t taken the news of Spike’s treatment at last year’s Gala very well and had given Spike three weeks worth of allowance as a reward. Allowance he’d blown instantly on ice cream which had given him an upset stomach. “I didn’t realize he still felt badly about it,” she said. “Perhaps it’s time for me to have a talk with the nobles who made him feel so poorly.”
“Well, that’s your prerogative,” I said, “but speaking of him, is it okay if the I duck out early to go check on him? I told him that if I could get out I’d take him down to that new donut shop that opened up. Joe’s Donut Shop, I think it’s called.”
Celestia smiled, then her horn began to glow. I suddenly felt a small weight in one of my pockets. Reaching in, I felt a small coin purse. I was about to protest, but she held up a finger to silence me. “Hush now, dear Blueblood,” she said, “this trip is on me. Just promise me you’ll purchase me a few donuts too? After tonight, I’ll need it.”
Smirking, I nodded. “I’ll see if they make anything that has a cake flavor,” I teased.
“Oh hush, you,” she said with a laugh that she only reserved for me, Sunset, Cadance and even Spike. And presumably her sister once upon a time.
“You make it too easy,” I chuckled. “But thank you. I’ll let Spike know.”
“Just be sure you all don’t stay out too late, she said. “And I would appreciate you letting your personal guard know that you’re going out this time. Last time the poor stallion was so sure he was going to be banished for losing you.” 
“That stallion takes his job way too seriously,” I said.
“He’s supposed to,” Celestia reminded me for the millionth time.
I nodded. “Yeah, I know. But all of those eutherian ponies do. Especially with the way they come out of the shadows like they do.” I shuddered. “Creepy.”
“You know I worry,” Celestia said.
“And you know I’m older than I look and one of your magical students,” I replied. “But I’ll take Shadow Hunt out with us. Lord knows he could use the downtime.”
She raised her horn again and it glowed. The dome vanished, and I could hear the sounds of the Gala once more. “That’s all I ask,” she said. “Enjoy your time, dear Blueblood.”
“I will,” I said. “Thanks, Auntie.” And with that, I waved at her and ran down the stairs towards my two friends.

“My liege, are you sure this is a good idea?” My guard, a eutherian pony with dark blue fur, black mane and fur and shining yellow eyes, asked as he walked beside me. Like most of the old Lunar Guard, he wore his armor which had been painted black with the exception of his cutie mark emblazoned on his breastplate, a full moon with a knife sticking through it. In a way his cutie mark reminded me of the emblem for the Terran Empire from Star Trek. 
“Is spending time with my friends at a donut shop a good idea?” I asked, looking at the bat winged pony beside me. “Shadow, you really do need to relax more. And did you really have to wear your armor?”
“Standard protocol, my liege,” he said stalwartly. “Our old Lunar Mistress demanded nothing but the best.”
I sighed. This one was a hard nut to crack, but I appreciated a challenge. “Don’t make me order you to have fun,” I said. “Remember what happened last time?”
The young eighteen year old eutherian prodigy shuddered at the memory. “You promised me you wouldn’t,” he said.
I nodded. “Yeah, I did,” I acknowledged.
“Yeah, please don’t make him,” a childlike voice from above said. Looking up, I looked into Spike’s slitted green eyes as I carried him on my shoulders, something he really liked doing much like how his show self liked riding on Twilight’s back. “I had water in my ears for three days.”
“Come on, you slowpokes!” Sunset, who was walking ahead with Cadance, waved at us. “I don’t wanna get there and find out that it’s closed.”
“Hold your horses, we’re coming!” I said as I sped up, Shadow following close behind me.
“My liege, if you don’t mind, I’ll go into stealth mode now,” he said, and I could hear the hint of nervousness in his voice. Eutherian ponies were not very well liked by the other three tribes, mostly because they were the result of some of Discordia’s tomfoolery with a number of pegasi back during the time of his rule. Celestia had told him that Princess Luna had taken quite a shine to the new subspecies of pony and had immediately found them jobs as the Lunar Guard. Due to most ponies not looking favorably upon them, they had become extremely loyal to the princess and had even taken her side during her rebellion against Celestia during the events of Nightmare Moon. This, of course, did them no favors afterwards, but Celestia, not wanting them to suffer for their loyalty, continued to employ them as the Lunar Guard, making sure to keep their chain of command separate from her Solar Guard.
“Sure, that’s alright, but do you want a donut?” I asked.
He paused a bit, then said, “If it please you, I wouldn’t mind having a dark chocolate glazed donut if they have one. If not, then a normal chocolate glazed donut is fine.”
“I’ll see if they have any,” I promised just as the eutherian seemed to fade back into the shadows. Specifically, my shadow. I shuddered, still not able to get used to that feeling. 
“This is it!” Cadance said a few minutes later as we reached a corner shop with a large donut lit from the inside blinking on and off. “Joe’s Donuts.” She took a sharp inhale. “Smells amazing!”
“Then let’s go in and see if these donuts taste as good as they smell,” I said as I pushed open the glass double doors, hearing a bell ringing as I did so.
“Whoa…this place is so colorful!” Spike said in awe as we all walked in. The store looked exactly as it had in the show to my eyes, the green colorfully decorated walls, the counter with donuts painted onto it, and pictures of pastries hanging from the walls around matched everything I knew about the place.
I chuckled and ruffled the ten year old dragon’s spines. “It is, isn’t it,” I said.
“Wow, it’s pretty empty,” Sunset said, which earned her a smack upside the head from me. “Hey!”
“Everyone’s at the Gala, so of course it’s empty,” I whispered.
Her ears flattened. “Oh, right.”
“Well, I didn’t expect to see anypony here this evening,” a deep voice said from behind the counter. We all turned and saw a somewhat pudgy tan colored unicorn stallion standing up. He instantly reminded me of the soda jerks from the 1940s with his white getup. On his breast pocket was sewn a pink frosted sprinkled donut, presumably his cutie mark. When he saw me, however, his eyes widened. “P-Prince Blueblood??”
I held up a hand. “Please relax, sir. My friends and I are just here to check out this lovely establishment of yours.” 
“W-Well, welcome to my shop!” the stallion said. “I’m Pony Joe, and I’m happy to see you here!”
“We’re glad to be here,” I said as I led my three friends to four stools at the front and sat down, looking at the donuts. 
Spike began to drool immediately. “Mmm…that pink frosted donut with the extra sprinkles looks sooo good,” he said.
“It’s the house specialty,” Pony Joe said proudly. “That, and the hot chocolate my wife Peppermint makes is second to none!”
“Did somepony call my name?” a voice from the back called out. The door opened, and I saw a pregnant looking unicorn mare with a cream colored coat of fur and a red and white striped mane. She was dressed similarly to her husband, only with a steaming cup of hot chocolate sewn onto her breast pocket as her cutie mark. She saw us all, but when she saw me, her eyes went as wide as her husband’s. “Your Highness?!”
“Please, no need to be so nervous, ma’am,” I said. “My friends and I just had to escape the Gala for the evening and wanted to try out this place.”
She relaxed a bit and smiled. “Well then, welcome to our shop! I’m Peppermint Patty, co-owner and wife of this sweet stallion here.” She stood next to her husband and put an arm through his.
“Can I have some hot chocolate too?” Spike asked expectantly. 
I pursed my lips thoughtfully, then finally nodded. “Alright, since tonight’s a special night, you can. But not too much that you get sick, okay? Last time you ate half a cake in one sitting and were up half the night groaning.”
“That was a cake! I’ll be fine!” Spike said with a dismissive wave of his claw.
“Who’s this cute little guy?” Peppermint asked, looking at Spike.
I put my hand on his back and patted it. “This is Spike, my adopted little brother. I hatched him when he was just an egg and he’s been living with me ever since.”
Peppermint smiled immediately and knelt down. “Well hello there, Mr. Spike. I’ve never seen a dragon before. It’s nice to meet you.”
“Nice to meet you too,” Spike said with a smile.
“So, what can I get started for all of you?” Pony Joe asked.
Pulling out the coin purse Celestia had given me, I opened it up only to realize that she’d given us ten times more than was necessary, at least if the prices on the board were any indication. I grinned. Tonight was a night where I would punish this solid teenage body of mine. “Well, some hot cocoa for each of us, each with marshmallows to start,” I said. I then patted Spike on the back. “And let’s get this guy his pink frosted sprinkled donut, shall we? Oh, and a question?”
“Shoot,” Pony Joe said.
“Do you have any cake flavored donuts?”

“Oooh…I ate waaay too much,” Spike was saying as I carried him up the stairs to our room. Cadance and Sunset had both headed to Sunset’s little private wing to have a girls only sleepover, leaving me to deal with a groaning dragon. He had, indeed, eaten way too many donuts and was paying the price for it.
“I warned you, Spike,” I said with a sigh as I rubbed his stomach gently. “Ten donuts for someone your size? Not a good idea.”
“I thought it would be future-Spike’s problem,” he said, “but now I am future-Spike.”
“Come on,” I said gently, “I’ll heat up some veggie broth for you before bed. That should help settle your stomach.”
That seemed to brighten the young dragon’s mood as I reached the door to my suite and opened it. I reached over and flipped the light switch, and my suite’s lights came alive. It still surprised me that Celestia had given me the room that, in the show, had initially belonged to Twilight Sparkle. I walked down and placed the young dragon in his bed before heading to the small kitchen my suite had, grabbed a can of veggie broth that I’d bought just in case of Spike getting sick, poured some into a pan and began heating it up. As that was going on, I walked back out and changed Spike out of his normal clothes into his pajamas, a green onesie with room for his tail. The poor dragon was still groaning, so I handed him a bottle of ginger ale to help settle his stomach and put a bucket next to his bed just in case.
Once the soup was done, I helped him sit up and since he was hurting too much to do anything, I fed him the soup until he felt strong enough to do it on his own. He finished the whole bowl and looked remarkably better for it. “Think you can sleep tonight?” I asked.
He nodded. “Yeah…that soup helped. Thanks, Bluey.”
“No problem, Spikey,” I said, ruffling his spines a bit. “Just get some rest and you can sleep in tomorrow. It’s a free day for me, Sunset and Cadance anyway, so if you’re feeling up to it, we can all go out to Canterlot and have some fun.”
His smile returned and he nodded. “Sure, that sounds fun, but can I sleep with you tonight?”
“Sure, Spike,” I agreed. “Just let me clear up the kitchen first and then it’ll be time for bed.”
“Thanks.”
Less than ten minutes later, the lights were out, and Spike was curled up in bed next to me, the bucket on his side of the bed. He pulled the blankets over him and slowly turned towards me. I was lying on my back, arms behind my back and looking up at the ceiling. “Bluey?” he whispered.
“Hmm?” I turned and looked back at Spike.
“Thanks for taking me to that donut place,” he said.
I smiled at him. “You’re welcome, little guy. Now get some sleep and give your stomach a rest.”
He nodded, then curled up and pulled the covers over him, closing his eyes and beginning to breathe with some regularity. I stayed awake, watching him just in case his body decided to rebel on him, but after a few minutes, the young dragon was snoring away in the adorable way he always did.
I held up my horn, then both of my index fingers glowed as well. I put them both in my ears, and instantly the sound of Spike’s snoring ceased, but only that. I pulled my fingers out of my ears, then looked back up at the ceiling, staring at the dark shadows that were cast by the moon rising nearby. Closing my eyes after a while, I began to doze off.
Ten more years, I thought. Just ten more years until Aunt Luna comes back. Wow…I hope I can get things ready in time for…for…
Those were my last thoughts as slumber overtook me.
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“Aaand that’s the last box!” I said triumphantly as I set the last cardboard box from my old place into my new one. I looked around my new two bedroom, one bath house that I’d just purchased and smiled proudly. “Well, that’s that!”
“Ya gonna want some help unpackin’ here, mistah?” One of the movers, a burly tanned bald guy wearing a blue cap asked from the front door.
I looked around my new place, then back at the guy. “Nah, I don’t own that much stuff. I can take care of it. You need anything from me?”
“Just a signature heah,” the guy said as he held up a clipboard with a piece of paper on it.
I made my way through the living room towards the front door and took the clipboard and pen from the mover. Finding the spot at the bottom with a space for a signature, I clicked the pen open and wrote Stephen Waverly along with the date: April 11, 2024. “Is that everything?” I asked.
“Nah, yer good,” the man said as he took back the clipboard from me. “Are ya sure ya don’t need any help?”
“Nah, like I said, I’ll be alright,” I replied. “There’s not much here for me to unpack anyway.”
The man nodded and, putting a hand to his cap, nodded at me. “Well then, mistah Waverly, welcome ta yer new home. Have a good rest of yer day.”
“Thanks, you too,” I replied as I watched him go back to his moving van. Closing the door behind me, I locked it, then picked up the key that I’d hung on a tack I’d placed in the wall next to the door temporarily until I could put up my key rack. Smiling, I kissed the key and pocketed it before turning back to the boxes and furniture in the room. Clapping my hands and rubbing them together gleefully, I grinned. “Welp, time to get settled in!”
Five and a half hours later, not including the quick lunch of ramen I cooked for myself around noon, I’d unpacked and stored everything away in the placed where I wanted them and was already lounging around on my brand new queen sized bed. It felt really nice to have a house of my own, even if I had a mortgage to pay. It was my house. Mine!
I opened my laptop, connected to the internet that had just been installed the day before, and began browsing the web. The new job I’d gotten here paid three times as much as my old job, meaning I could finally afford the higher speeds of internet I craved. And not only that, but the mortgage payments were actually less than my old rent. Sure, there were utilities to pay, but even those were cheaper than my old utilities.
I’d really lucked out.
The first thing I did upon opening my laptop and signing onto my now faster internet was finding the closest pizza place, which so happened to be a Godfather’s Pizza, and ordering the most meat stuffed and cheesiest pizza I could order along with a giant two liter bottle of root beer. I then went straight to my external, plugged my laptop screen into the TV and began watching the first episode of Psych. I was around a half hour in when my pizza arrived. I thanked the driver, put the pizza box on my coffee table and just lay on my couch like a lazy ass, watching the episodes pass by and the night fell outside. Finally, with half a pizza gone as well as half the soda bottle, I turned off the laptop and TV, put the pizza and soda in the fridge for tomorrow, then went and enjoyed a nice relaxing shower. It was nice not to have hot water that didn’t go on and off randomly, so I stood there for ten minutes after I washed up, just letting the water wash over me. I even laid down in the tub for a little while before finally getting out and changing into some clean pajamas.
The bed was one of the best beds that I had ever lay in. The comforter was heavy and warm, and the sheets I lay on were soft to the touch like velvet. It felt like I was wrapped in heavenly garments. I grabbed a book from the bookshelf, turned on the light to the side of my bed and spent about an hour reading before I felt my eyelids begin to droop. I put the book on the endtable, turned off the light, put my facemask on, and lay down. Despite my excitement at owning a brand new house and the new job that started in a week, the day had been exhausting. The house around me felt more like a home, with the exception of the pile of broken down cardboard sitting out in the garage for the next garbage day.
Feeling contented, I took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, and began falling into a peaceful, contented sleep.

I woke in the middle of the night feeling incredibly thirsty. Looking at my phone, I saw that it was just past one thirty in the morning. Not only that, but I really had to go. Obeying my body, I stood up and went straight to the bathroom just on the opposite side of the hallway to my bedroom. After using the facilities, I walked down the hall, turned on the light to the kitchen, then grabbed a glass and filled it with water from the fridge’s water dispenser. The ice cold water felt good going down my throat as I drank about three large glasses before my thirst was quenched. 
Feeling a bit peckish now, I pulled out one of the slices of now cold pizza and wolfed it down in only a few bites. This led to me needing more water, which I downed again before I put the glass in the sink to wash in the morning. With a yawn, I began heading back to my room.
And that was when the ground began to sway beneath me.
I froze, stunned by the sudden movement. I’d moved to North Dakota mostly because the chances of an earthquake there were some of the lowest in the U.S. I looked around, watching a painting I’d gotten from an old girlfriend sway in the quake. It popped off of the hook and fell to the ground. “Welp, time to get out of dodge,” I said as I turned and headed quickly towards the door.
And at that very moment, the ground beneath me fell, opening into deep black pit. I tried to stop, but I lost my balance. I fell screaming, clawing helplessly at the air in a vain hope for a handhold. However, what felt like an eternity of falling later, my head struck something and I knew no more.
When I next woke, I was in an inordinate amount of pain, indescribable even. I couldn’t see anything and all I could hear was the tumbling of dirt and rock around me every so often. I tried to scream or call out anything, but all that I could manage was a small croak. I tried to move, but something was on top of me, feeling like it was crushing me. 
“Down here!” I heard a distant voice call from above me. “I see a hand!”
“Be careful! The structure isn’t too sound!” another voice called out.
“Oh God…it looks like half the house fell on whoever’s down here. Hey listen! If you can hear me, try and remain calm! We’re coming to get you!”
I was terrified, but I was too weak from whatever had happened to me in order to have a physical meltdown. I tasted something metallic in my mouth. Blood. Tons of blood was pouring out of my mouth. I tried to open my eyes, but nothing happened. Everything was pitch black.
“Holy shit, someone help me get this all off of him! He’s in pretty bad shape! Sir, if you can hear me, we’re gonna get you out of here.”
“Fuck! Look at his eyes!”
“Oh God!”
I felt myself wavering on the brink again, but I was a stubborn guy. I didn’t want to die! Not now! I tried to move, but that only caused me an indescribably amount of pain. I groaned weakly.
“Try not to move, sir! We’re trying to get you out now!”
I tried to say something, but nothing else came out. Something inside me snapped and something warm began flowing out of my mouth. Instinctively, my body coughed which sent me into spasms. Something moved around above, and it sounded like said something was sliding towards me. “Oh no, someone catch that-!”
Immense pain, then complete and utter oblivion followed.

Darkness. That was my entire world for eternity upon eternity. Utter quiet too. The pain was gone, so that was a plus. I was just alone with my thoughts. 
Did I just dream about a sinkhole opening in my house? And did I also dream about being crushed to death under debris? And what did they mean about my eyes? 
As I pondered the unusual dream, I tried to get a feeling for whatever the next part of my dream could mean. I felt content, that was for sure. Like I was some ethereal nothingness. Huh, pretty cool. I wonder if I can create anything in this dream?
Concentrating, I tried to create a large field of grass underneath a sunny sky. Unfortunately, since I’d never really practiced lucid dreaming, nothing happened. If I had a body, I would have sighed. The darkness persisted as did the quiet. 
THUMP. Huh? What was that?
THUMP. Seriously, what is that??
THUMP THUMP.
THUMP THUMP.
THUMP THUMP.
THUMPTHUMPTHUMPTHUMPTHUMPTHUMPTHUMP!
Whatever was making that thumping sound only sped up until it became a steady hum in the background. Confused, I tried to identify where it was coming from, but it sounded as if it was coming from everywhere.
As the hum persisted, I felt a strange change coming over me. The lack of feeling slowly began to chance. It felt like I was growing I was suddenly warm, feeling like I was wrapped in a cocoon of warmth. I felt like I was floating too. Everything around me was dark, not that I cared. It was nice where I was, wherever I was. I also felt like I was wrapped in a thick blanket. It was really comfortable, and I didn’t want to move. Strangely enough, I also felt like I was wrapped in some kind of liquid, but I didn’t feel the need to breathe. I kept my eyes closed and just basked in the strange feeling around me. If this was a dream, I didn’t really mind anymore. It was really better than feeling like my body was completely broken.
The constant humming was shattered, however, when I heard something. I heard a muffled voice, which sounded like it came from an older woman, say something in an unfamiliar language from somewhere. At that same moment, the humming vanished, only to be replaced with the strange THUMP THUMP sound. I frowned and tried to move my hands so I could cover my head, but my hands wouldn’t move the way I wanted them to. Another voice, younger and also female, replied. I couldn’t understand the words, but I could hear the terror in the voice. 
I listened in, unsure what I was hearing since the language not only was one I didn’t recognized, but it was muffled like it was behind a thick wall. Suddenly, I saw a light ahead of me. I looked at it in utter confusion since it was right near my head. Something possessed me to head towards it, and so I tried my best to move, but I felt strangely weak. The warm walls around me clenched and I felt myself being pushed towards the light.
Okay, dream, I thought to myself, This is new. Guess I’ll play along. I moved closer to the slitted opening, and the walls around me responded by easing up. The older female voice said something, and the younger one responded with a scream. The walls clenched down around me again, and I moved ever so closer to the opening cave. After the walls released their grip on me, I struggled once more to move. For some reason, my body felt strange all of the sudden. Like it was too small or something like that. However, I continued to struggle with what little strength I had. The younger woman screamed again, and my world became a blazing wall of yellow, warm light. I shut my eyes tightly against the light. From very close by, I could hear a baby begin to cry as icy cold air assaulted my body. I finally began breathing a bit, but only in spasms.


I felt myself being lifted up, then a very large hand began rubbing me. The crying persisted and I tried to open my eyes to see where it was coming from, only for the bright yellow light to force me to close my eyes again. I felt sticky as well.
After what felt like an eternity, I felt something damp being dragged across my body. The sticky sensation slowly went away, and I was wrapped up in what felt like a thick towel or blanket. The crying subsided, then I was surrounded by even more warmth. I heard the gentle but weakened voice of the younger woman say something, and I could tell it was directed at me. I might not have known the words, but the intention was definitely understandable. The warmth and care in her voice spoke volumes to me. Someone’s hand stroked my hair and a small bump on my forehead-
Wait, a bump?! The fuck is that?!
I moved around as best I could, but whoever had wrapped me up had done a damn good job of wrapping me up. I tried a few times to open my eyes, but each time all I could see was a wall of sky blue. Moving my head felt like a chore. Finally, however, I moved my head just enough to see something else. It looked like a bright sun, which forced me to look away. I lay there for a while, wondering just why the world around me felt so bright.
Just then, something changed. There were a number of voices all around me talking in worried tones. The extra warmth vanished and I was lifted into another set of arms. The tones only became louder. The crying resumed, and all I knew was that I was missing the extra warmth of whoever had been holding me.
Holding me…
Slowly, I opened my eyes again, only to find that I was now lying in a massive wooden box of some sort. Above me there was a large wooden roof. I heard footsteps around me and the voices only seemed to get louder. As did the crying. My vision began getting blurry and liquid began seeping out of it. And with that, sudden realization hit me. 
I was the one crying. I was dreaming about being born! Now it made sense. The thumping had been my heartbeat and I hadn’t needed to breathe since I was encased in embryonic fluid. What didn’t make sense, though, was why the thumping heartbeat sped up. Had my heartbeat really been that fast?
I closed my eyes, trying to move my arms to cover my mouth, but my body was wrapped tightly. Now that I knew I was dreaming about being born, it made sense. Babies were wrapped up tightly after being cleaned up at birth, after all. I closed my eyes and tried to close my mouth. I was rewarded with the crying stopping. I blinked the tears out of my eyes and the world became sharp again.
That was when the second bombshell dropped. A face came into view above me suddenly, but what a face. I was looking into the face of a weirdly shaped horse. And weirdly colored, too! Its mane was a bright yellow color and her fur was a warm crimson, while her eyes were a sharp blue. The being opened its mouth, and the same older female voice I’d heard before said something in that weird language of theirs. 
No, that wasn’t a horse I was looking at. My eyes wandered up to her head, seeing a sharp protrusion coming out from what I assumed was her forehead. A protrusion that resembled a horn. A unicorn’s horn at that.
Just what in the hell is going on?! I thought. Why am I dreaming about weirdly colored horses all of a sudden?!
The woman-no, mare, if all the hours I spent watching My Little Pony were right, looked away, said something in a harsh tone, then looked back down at me. To my surprise, the multicolored unicorn mare reached down with two arms, lifting me up again and cradling me close to her. I was flabbergasted by that. Not only was she a unicorn, but she was an anthropomorphic version as well. I was completely lost. What the hell kind of dream is this?!
At that moment, something inside me seemed to die. A presence that was always near and dear to me was suddenly snuffed out. And the world around me began to divide and blur. I didn’t know why, but I was crying again, only this time out of sheer grief. I tried my best to hold it back, but nothing helped. 
I wailed in utter despair and sorrow. I didn’t know just why or how I knew, but something precious to me had just been lost.
Then, I felt myself slipping away into the welcome embrace of slumber…

I groaned when I woke up, trying to keep my eyes shut against the sunlight that was pouring into my eyes. The dream I’d had the night before had been one of the weirdest ones I’d ever had before. It felt so real. Getting up and heading to get a drink, the sinkhole, presumably being crushed, then being reborn in some strange place with some kind of anthro unicorn mare. For some reason, the memory of everything was incredibly clear. Impossibly so.
I should write that down before I forget about it, I thought as I tried to sit up. However, I wasn’t able to move. My eyes slowly opened, and to my horror I found I was still in that wooden box wrapped in a white blanket. Oh, goddamn it! I’m still dreaming!? Can someone wake me up, now?!
I opened my mouth and tried to say something, but all that came out was, “Eeh bah!” What? I can’t talk in my dream?! That’s new…
I frowned, then tried again. “Aaah uuuh?” Don’t tell me I’ve lost the ability to speak! 
Just then the unicorn mare’s face appeared above me, looking down at me. Her unusually expressive face was etched with worry, but upon seeing me she relaxed. Reaching down, she touched my hair and stroked it gently. She said something in a kindly voice with a tone normally directed to an infant, then held up a massive bottle filled with white liquid. In that moment, I realized that I was starving, like I hadn’t eaten in days.
Reaching down, the mare brought the bottle to my lips. Realizing what it probably was, I opened my mouth and accepted the bottle without any hesitation. The mare looked slightly surprised, but her smile returned and she gently lifted the bottle up. Some warm and tantalizing liquid flowed into my mouth and I began sucking on it. 
All the while, I was trying my best to figure out why I couldn’t wake up or even control the dream. My mind was running circles trying to wrap my head around what I was seeing. Something I’d always heard about dreams was that the people seen in them were always faces that the dreamer had seen in real life, whether in passing, on a daily basis, or anything in between. As I drank, I looked up at the unicorn made. I was positive I’d never seen a face like that before. I’d seen horses on TV and online before, of course, but this was unlike anything I’d seen before. 
My thoughts returned, once again, to My Little Pony. I’d discovered it back when I was thirteen. I had a little sister, Sasha, and she’d watched some of the earlier generations that my parents had recorded on VHS off of the TV back in the day. So when the fourth generation show had begun to air, she’d immediately sat down and watched it. Since we only had one television in the house and my parents strictly regulated our computer usage since we only had one PC at the time, I was stuck watching the show whenever it aired each Saturday.
To my surprise, I actually grew to like the girly show and it was one of the things that my sister and I secretly bonded over. At school, I fervently denied watching such girly shows, and thankfully my sister had promised my parents not to tell her classmates or my friends about it. If my former friends were ever over for a Friday night sleepover which spilled over into the morning, Sasha would always be up watching the show. Since she was my little sister, I was ‘forced’ to watch the half hour show with her along with my friends while Mom and Dad made breakfast for us.
I relaxed at the memory, and that helped ease the sadness that was slowly creeping up on me. The same sadness that I’d felt earlier when I felt something had been lost to me. Continuing to suck on the milk bottle, I tried looking closer at the mare who was holding me. The warm crimson colored anthro mare had her sharp blue eyes locked on mine with a gentle kindness, but there was sorrow in those eyes as well. She was wearing a long white apron over a black dress. On her right shoulder, I saw a dark green and stained towel and she was wearing what looked like an older style nurse’s hat over her bright yellow mane. On the left breast of her black dress, though, I saw an embedded image, which showed a sky blue baby bottle with white liquid inside being turned downwards at an angle with three drops of more white liquid coming out like a small fountain.
After half the bottle was gone, the mare gently pulled it away, then lifted me onto the shoulder with the towel on it and began rubbing my back. It was here that I got my first real glimpse of the room I had been born in. And I had to say, my mind had gone overboard with the details. To me, it was a gigantic room, but I tried putting things into perspective and realized, judging from how tall this mare nurse was, that I was in a relatively small bedroom. There was a fireplace in a corner, which was well lit. The walls were white and had brown planks of wood arching upward to the slanted ceiling. In another corner was a freshly made bed with white sheets that had a couple of old faded brown stains near the bottom, but other than that looked relatively clean. Next to the bed was an old wood endtable with an old style electric lamp which illuminated the room even more. The wood floor had a round green carpet with white swirling patterns sewn into it. There were sconces on the walls with unlit lamps hanging from them, and I could see daylight streaming in from a window that I couldn’t see from my angle.
But what was really telling to me was the painting that hung right above the fireplace. The painting was one of a massive palace nestled directly against the mountain slope. Its towers came up out right next to the slope of said mountain, and in some cases even out of the mountainside itself. There were two large waterfalls falling around the palace itself, both of which flowed down into the circular shaped city in front of the palace and leading through the city. The city below was divided into two circles by a river that spread from a lake that one of the waterfalls emptied into. The other waterfall fell into another circular river that spread around the perimeter of the city and fell into artificial pools built directly over the edge of the cliff where the city was built. The city was surrounded by clouds near the bottom and near the top of the city I could see what looked like old style dirigibles docking at some sort of port. To the left of that, a large forest green valley lay with a large river snaking through it. But what caught my eye was an anthro version of what looked like a pegasus flying in the corner towards the palace itself. 
Only, as I looked closer, I realized by the coloring that the anthro horse I was seeing couldn’t be a pegasus. The individual in question was wearing a long sleeved flowing white dress with a bright yellow circle with orange sun rays spreading out of the circle painted or sewn near the hip of the flowing dress. Near the bottom of the skirt, I saw some faded colors sewn into a pattern of green, blue, purple and pink. The mare wore a golden belt around her waist, a necklace with a purple gem hanging from said necklace, two golden bracelets on her wrists and a similarly colored crown on her head. She was turning and looking at the painter, gesturing with one hand to the city and holding out her other towards the painter, her magenta eyes full of warmth as her multicolored mane and tail flowed around her. I saw a pair of gold high heels on her feet, and they were feet, not hooves.
I recognized her after a while. It had been only four years since the show had ended, and while I would sometimes go back and watch an episode or two from time to time and would sometime watch one of the fanmade videos on YouTube or read the occasional fanfiction, I knew her for what she was. The alicorn princess of Equestria, Princess Celestia, which was only confirmed when I looked and saw a long white shaft poking out of her forehead that I’d somehow missed.
At that moment, something began rising up my stomach and I burped, spitting up what tasted like warm milk. At the same time, I realized that a pressure that had been building up in my stomach had been released. I realized then that I’d just been burped.
And I slowly started to begin to suspect that whatever was happening to me might not be a dream after all.
I thought back to my last few memories before awaking in this dream, going over them carefully as the woman said something in a slightly amused voice as she lifted me back into her arms. Memories began flooding back into me once more, and I felt myself begin to hyperventilate.
Falling…
Crushing weight…
No sight…
PAIN!
Warm walls…
The oddly shaped entrance…
Being pushed out by receding walls…
No…no way…no fucking way! I refuse to accept that! I did NOT just go through that! This is just a dream! A weird dream about a weirdly anthropomorphic version of Equestria, sure, but a dream nonetheless! Wake up, Stephen! Wake up! WAKE UP, DAMN YOU!
The warm look in the unicorn nurse’s eyes changed to concern as I wore my emotions on my sleeve again, crying out in an admittedly embarrassing display, but the harder I tried to reign in my emotions, the more I wailed. The mare gently rocked me, but the memories continued to play back in my mind. I closed my eyes, trying to banish the few images I had seen before my vision had been impaired in the dream, but even then, the images only persisted all the more, crystal clear. Clear enough to not be a dream.
I opened my eyes and struggled once more, trying my damndest to get out of the blankets wrapped around me. At that moment I heard a new noise from just above my head, but it hardly registered with my little freak out the foremost on my mind. At my sides, I saw an arctic blue glow coming from where I felt my hands were. The sound that I was hearing from my forehead now came from where the two spots of light were coming from.
The unicorn mare saw this and her eyes went wide in fear. If she was afraid, that freaked me out even more and I screamed. Something seemed to flow through me at that moment, coming from my head, flowing down through my neck and splitting as it made its way down my arms and to my hands. The bright lights from the blanket increased, and suddenly two bright bolts of light shot out of the blanket, aimed directly at the ceiling. One struck a wood beam and the other the white patch of ceiling next to it.
That caught my full attention, and not just because there were two holes in my blanket which were somewhat steaming. The holes revealed my babyish hands. I slowly brought them up while the nurse mare was distracted by the smoking ceiling above her. My hands were light gray, and had very short but noticeable fur everywhere. As I looked down, the fur on my hands slowly changed from light gray to white. I reached up and tried to touch my head only to find that I wasn’t able to reach it in this new body. I was, however, able to reach a large tuft of hair. Pulling it forward, I was surprised by how long it was. It was a light amber color and straight, which was a sharp contrast to my natural curly hair as a human.
I heard a door open quickly to my right. The mare who was holding me turned and faced whoever opened said door. A younger voice, but not the same as the young woman from before (who I now guessed was my mother) said something in a frantic voice. The older unicorn mare replied in a calmer tone, then looked down at me. Her kind smile actually helped put me at my ease, and for the moment the memories of my presumable death and the fear that this wasn’t a dream were pushed aside as I went and looked back at my new hands. They were chubby and clean, a lot like a baby’s hand should look like. I tried to get a feel for my new feet, and felt them wiggle ever so slightly, but they felt furred as well.
I looked around again, and caught a glimpse of the second woman. A lot like the first mare I’d seen, this one had a very unusual color scheme as well. She had no horn to speak of, but she was still an anthro pony. She wore an outfit similar to the mare holding me. Her eyes were a dark purple her fur a deep fuchsia and her mane, which was straight until the end where it curled up, was a light pink. However, I saw a pair of fuchsia and white tipped wings poking out of her back, both of which were spread in presumable alarm as she looked at the older mare nurse. When her eyes looked at me, there was some worry in them as well as she approached. However, that worry turned quickly to a smile as she stopped beside the older mare and reached down towards me. One of her fingers extended towards me. The first mare said something in a worried tone, but the younger one quickly replied in a reassuring tone. 
Curious to see what her hand was like compared to mine, I reached up and did my best to wrap my own hands around her index finger. Her fur was a bit coarser than mine, but it was still plenty soft to the touch. Her nails were remarkably humanlike as well, and were pretty clean as well. Opening my mouth, I tried once more to say something, but all that came out was, “Haa! Haah!”
And somehow, that was enough for exhaustion to wash over me. Even a little bit of exertion seemed to be enough to wipe me out. And with all the crying I’d done in this new body of mine, along with my mini-freak out and magic casting I did, it made a modicum of sense. I released the younger pegasus’ finger and blinked a few times. My heavy eyelids shut again, and the exhaustion overwhelmed me. I fell back into a, gratefully, dreamless sleep.

When I woke again, I was in what felt like brand new blankets, but I was back in the same wooden box, or presumably a crib. The blankets were sky blue instead of the plain white. The lighting in the room was a bit darker than it had been before. Once again, I was wrapped up tightly so it was hard to move, and I felt something warm wrapped around my head. 
So, I’m still here, I thought, and I looked around as best as I could. There wasn’t much to see, other than a soft pile of blankets underneath me and the four walls of my crib and the ceiling above me which showed flickering orange and yellow light, presumably from the fire I could hear crackling nearby.
As I lay there, I decided now was the best time to try and think through exactly what was happening to me. I really didn’t want to, but I knew it was better to face the facts as they seemed to be laid out before me. I woke up at night back in my brand new home, got a drink, then there was either an earthquake and a sinkhole appeared beneath my house, or the rumbling was just the sinkhole appearing on its own. 
Which didn’t make sense. I’d made sure to do my research on various properties in the area near my new working place before I settled on that small house at the end of the block next to that small forest. It was as solid as they came. Sure, it was built in the 1980s, but I had assurances from the realtor that the old owners, an elderly couple who’d wanted to move to a warmer climate, had done some impressive renovations before selling it. New wiring, plumbing redone, a new roof and more improvements besides those.
Then again, sinkholes did happen at random. I remembered seeing that there’d been a small lake nearby, but it hadn’t been full in months due to a small drought. 
That’s it, isn’t it? The water got into the ground and caused a collapse. Fucking hell… 
I closed my eyes and tried once more to wake up. Please wake up, Stephen! Please wake up! God help me, I don’t wanna be here! Help me someone! Please! I clenched my body tightly, trying to force my mind to wake up.
And that’s when something warm enveloped me around my lower body. I opened my eyes wide in horror. No please…dream, you’ve humiliated me enough! Don’t make it so that I’ve just shit myself!!!
I moved around, and the warmth moved around with me. I began babbling in fear as I moved around and shuddered when the warmth moved up my back. In frustration, I screamed again. In rapid response to that scream, the older mare nurse appeared in front of me. She said something in a kind voice, then her horn began to glow the same color as her eyes. All around me, I felt a slight tingling and heard the same sound as before when I used my magic. I felt my ears move for the first time, facing forward. I was lifted up without her hands and moved to a nearby table. She set me down, stopped her magic casting, undid my blanket and then used her hands to change me.
I was so embarrassed. I’m a fucking adult male, for Christ’s sake! I shouldn’t have to be wiped and changed, even in a dream! 
As she lifted me up, I looked between my legs. Seeing what I expected to find there, I was a bit relieved to find I was still the same sex. At least my dream didn’t take that from…me…
No, Stephen. You really should face the facts now, shouldn’t you? Is this really a dream? It’s way too realistic to be a dream. But what else could it be? Who dies and gets reborn as an anthro pony except those damn protagonists in those Human In Equestria stories?! Sure, I like the show, but not enough to be sent here! Come on, I mean really! I just got a nice job and a house with a low mortgage that I hope to pay off in less time than it says! And I don’t wanna go through puberty again!
As the nurse mare put a clean diaper over me, I shuddered once more. I really should face this new reality, shouldn’t I? I died in my old world. Rather brutally if what I heard those rescuers say was true. Then I wake up here, in the womb of a pony mare.
As I thought about her, I realized I had no idea where that mare was. I’d only been close to her for maybe a few minutes before I was taken away from her. While the mare wrapped me back up in the blanket, I went through all of my memories one more time, just to be sure. And I made sure not to get distracted this time. As I listened, my stomach sank. This was absolutely no dream, of that I had to begin accepting. It was too realistic to be one. It was just…way too real. What I couldn’t understand was why or even how I was born here? Here, of all worlds!
Okay, did the Tree of Harmony bring me here? Or Discord, maybe? Or maybe this has something to do with Twilight Sparkle? Maybe Celestia or Luna did something? I forced my once more growing panic attack down and made myself focus on the here and now. Weird reincarnation into an anthro pony foal body aside, I had a plethora of problems. The first and foremost being that the language I’d heard spoken was completely new to me. If this really wasn’t a dream and I was here to stay, I’d have to learn the language being spoken as fast as I could. 
Fortunately, since I’m in a baby’s body, I can probably absorb stuff a lot faster, I thought to myself as the mare who’d changed me was now sitting in a rocking chair, singing some sort of lullaby softly to me. But why can’t I speak my own language? Is it because I’m not in a human body anymore? Or is it because I’m in a younger body in general? Or maybe it’s a combination. Anyway, I need to relearn how to talk, and learn the language of this world as fast as I can. I’m gonna go crazy otherwise.
Once again, I felt my eyelids begin drooping. Again with this?! I didn’t even do much this time! What the fuck?! Upon seeing this, the mare smiled and finished her lullaby, then carried me back to the crib, put me back in, then leaned down and gave me a small kiss on the protrusion coming out of my forehead. My horn, I realized. So, I’m a unicorn, huh? I’ve always wanted to cast magic. But language first. That’s the most important thing. And find out where my mom is and why she isn’t here with me?
The mare spoke to me quietly, and I finally heard her say something that I recognized. She said it at the end of the sentence, and it felt like the word was directed at me. But it wasn’t a very pony-ish name. 
As I drifted off once more into sleep, my last thought was, What kind of a name is Vladímir?
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		3 - Five Years Later...



The years passed. Long, long years. And unlike my first life, the memory of my new body was incredible. 
During that very first week directly after my birth, I was kept in that same room and fussed over by the older nurse and a few other mares. An older stallion dressed as a doctor came and gave me what I presumed was a physical since he poked and prodded me. He seemed surprised at a few things, but since I still couldn’t speak the language I couldn’t even guess what he was surprised about. I did, however, recognize a thumbs up symbol when the worried older mare nurse asked something. She looked relieved at whatever the doctor then replied with.
I spent most of that week in the bed, and it was a lot of the same thing. Feeding from a bottle, being burped, being bathed, sleeping and being changed was all I really knew. And it gave me time to work through my feelings on the matter. Early in that week, and probably on day two, I finally completely accepted that this really wasn’t some fever dream and that I was really in this new world. That was one of the longest crying sessions I’d ever had. I’d just lost everything I’d worked to accomplish and had somehow been reborn in a world that my sister and I were both fans of. Me to a lesser extent, sure, but I still called myself a brony. The nurse comforted me as best she could, but it took a while for me to cry out a lot of my emotions until I was exhausted. Being in an infant body made me susceptible to exhausting myself very fast, and thinking seemed to cause most of my naps.
At the end of the first week, I was taken out of the room where I was staying and taken out into a large room which was filled with young anthro ponies ranging from preschool to twelve or thirteen, at least that was my guess. Ponies from each tribe of each color scheme gathered around and looked at me. The fillies were all over me, cooing and talking to me with that same strange language, while the colts mostly pretended to not find me cute.
I admit, I acted as cute as I could, eyes wide in wonder, although the wonder part wasn’t hard to fake since I was still in wonder at what was going on. In that first visit, I noticed that some of the foals had markings on their clothes. It seemed to vary from pony to pony. Some had them on their left or right chest, some on their hips, and some on their backs. I happened to glance one of them, a younger stallion, remove a jacket only for the symbol to vanish from the chest portion of his shirt to only reappear on the t-shirt underneath. Some of the other foals, mostly younger ones, didn’t have these marks, which I guessed were cutie marks. As I thought about that, it made a lot of sense. For an anthro version of ponies, walking around naked wouldn’t really be feasible, especially since the older mares that I’d seen had human-like breasts and I’d noticed that, unlike normal horses or ponies, I didn’t have a sheath for my own unmentionables.
After the first week, I woke up at one time feeling incredibly warm, warmer than normal. Once the mare nurse came for my feeding, she looked alarmed and put me in a warm bath while she told another nurse something. A while later that same doctor stallion came back and looked me over, then told the nurse a few things, gave her a piece of paper and left. 
After that, the nurse gave me some foul tasting liquid, but I endured it because I really didn’t want to die of some childhood malady. In a few days, my fever went down and I was feeling much better. She seemed surprised when I readily drank that nasty medicine, but there were advantages of being a child with an adult’s brain.
After that first week and after the fever was all gone, I would be placed in a large play area with children’s toys, all stuffed animals. From my new playpen, which I would be in for a few hours at a time before I would inevitably pass out from exhaustion, I could see the entire room. Seeing it from the angle I was now at made it look impossibly big. There was a bed in the corner, a desk in another corner, the same fireplace and painting, and a door to the right of the desk. Across from the desk, there were two rectangular windows that were covered with light brown shades.
As for the toys I was given to play with, there were six, all stuffed animals. There was a pegasus pony, a dragon, a cow, a bull, a sheep and even a griffon. All of them were anthropomorphic. I was especially fascinated by the anthro versions of farm animals. The cow was dressed in a pair of blue overalls with yellow buttons holding the straps in place as well as a white t-shirt over it. The bull was dressed in just blue jeans and boots, and nothing else. In its hand was sewn a pitchfork. The sheep was obviously female since she wore a pink dress. The griffon, which had a similar color scheme to Gilda but was male, was wearing a pair of brown shorts and a somewhat torn gray t-shirt, although I guessed it was torn from being played with. The dragon was a male and only dressed in a pair of black shorts and held a spear in its hand which had been sewn on like the pitchfork had been to the bull. And finally, the pony, which was a mare, had light blue fur, dark green and purple striped mane and tail and had three reeds as a cutie mark sewn onto the sides of her red dress.
I used these toys to my advantage. I wasn’t sure if it was because my soul or consciousness had been shoved into a younger body, but I played with them and at the same time pretended they were saying things while trying to regain my ability to speak English.
I lost track of time while I was doing this, spouting nonsense when there was someone watching me, but whenever they left, I would slip into my rapidly reforming English skills. I even had names for each of them. The dragon was named Magma Storm, the griffon was Gilligan, the cow/holstaur was Annabelle, the bull was named Apollo, the sheep was named Fluffy, and the pony was named Daisy Reeds due to the cutie mark. 
In order to retrain myself and to keep my mind entertained out of fear that I might forget who I was in my past life, I created a little show in my head called The Six Amigos and pretended that each of these toys were real people who lived in a house in Canterlot. As I regained the ability to speak proper English over the course of the next few months, each of the characters in my made up show developed characteristics of their own. I did use more mature themes in my make believe show as an extra means of keeping my memory intact.
Apollo was one of the heads of the household. I based him a lot on Iron Will, even imitating him whenever I created dialogue for him. He was a stubborn bastard who worked in the fields on the edge of Canterlot (I’d made up a few things about the city since I didn’t know anything about the actual layout of Canterlot aside from that painting). He was a hard worker and felt strongly about being the provider for his two lovers and his friends.
Annabelle was a loving and responsible holstaur who tended to be one of the only ones in the household who could calm Apollo down. She worked at a dairy factory, ironically enough. In order to make it a bit less weird for me, I invented a job for her where she would actually be in control of milking actual cows and preparing their milk for the creation of cheese and ice cream. I had no idea how things worked in the real world, but even the thought of holstaurs being attached to udder machines or even just milking themselves was a bit off-putting. However, I had to reason that if that was the case, it was a different world, so different rules applied.
Fluffy was the youngest individual in the house, and thus was not only the goofball but was always getting into trouble. She worked in a textile factory where she would create and sew blankets and create pillows using the wool from her body and the body of other sheep. Despite this, as time went on, she became a bit more mature. She still loved pulling pranks, but had learned, from the various episodes of my imaginary show, that certain pranks weren’t okay. She loved Apollo and Annabelle very much, however, and was pretty loyal to them. She was also the only other being in the house who could talk Apollo down.
Magma Storm was a miner who worked in the underground mines in Canterlot. The pay was excellent and that meant that he lived in the master bedroom of the house since he could afford to pay for it, but his job was also incredibly dangerous. He and Apollo would have shouting matches a lot of the time about minor things, but in the end they were both respectful of each other and were friends.
Gilligan was actually a part of the Canterlot Weather Team and was responsible for making sure the weather around the city was maintained. He was a bit timid and had a little bit of a stutter, but that never stopped him. There would be times when he got teased for his stutter, but Daisy Fields would always stand up for him if she saw him being picked on because of it. He was using the Weather Team as a means to pay for college tuition so he could become a professor at Canterlot University. He also had feelings for Daisy.
Daisy Fields was a reporter for Canterlot Daily News, a fictional smaller startup newspapers in Canterlot. She was a bit of a gossip and loved hearing the latest paydirt on someone, she slowly learned to better control herself as time went on. She was also somehow completely oblivious to the feelings of her griffon friend and I had fun coming up with scenarios where some sort of romantic gesture or incident would be something she’d play off as being friends or something like that.
During the time I spent in that office, I also began to secretly practice using my magic. I did remember that in the episode where Pinkie Pie babysat the Cake twins how Twilight and Rarity explained that unicorn foals would have magical mishaps, and the latter half of the episode showed how that was the case. However, since I had the self control of a full grown adult, I felt fairly confident I could learn quickly enough.
How wrong I was.
The first time I tried to use my magic, my horn glowed and two beams shot out of my hands up to the ceiling, creating two burn marks in the ceiling. The nurse was alarmed, but didn’t look too surprised. She said some soothing words to me before putting me to bed. I held back a lot the next time, and only managed to create a fizzle of sparks coming from my hand which burned through a small portion of the blanket. Fortunately, I managed to hide it from the nurse so she didn’t discover it until much later, and even then I suspected she thought the burn came from the fire since my play area was near the fireplace. She moved me away from the fire after that.
With some simple trial and error, I found the sweet spot for controlling objects around me with telekinesis. And with that, I learned something unusual. I’d seen the nurse use her own magic, but with her she didn’t need to use her hands to channel said power. In fact, I saw other unicorns using their own magic with only their horns. Since I had only a handful of examples of magic, I wasn’t entirely sure if I was write to hypothesize, but it appeared my magic casting ability was unique or just less common than the average unicorn. I could use magic easily enough, but whenever I tried to use my horn only, it never worked, so I had to make do with my hands.
After about a month, they moved me out of that room and into a smaller room with a window, a door, a desk with a lamp and chair, a vent at the bottom of the wall where warm air came out, a large mirror, a closet which was closed and empty currently, and a crib. The toys came with me as did the play area. It was here that I began to suspect that I was either in some kind of hospital or in an orphanage. I also began to suspect that the feeling of loss mere moments after my birth had to do with the death of my mother. Seeing as I hadn’t breastfed yet, it made sense. Despite not even having seen her face, I was deeply saddened by this revelation and used that sadness for one of the more serious episodes of my fictional sitcom, where Gilligan’s mother passes away and he recedes into himself only for the five others to set up a very respectful (and in some cases, funny) wake for the older griffon woman. It helped me grieve in my own way.
The temperature began warming up as time went on and the sun began shining through the window more and more, leading me to conclude that my birthday must have been in the winter or early spring months at some point. Over the course of the days and weeks, I managed to reclaim my complete ability to speak English. Not only that, but I gained a full set of teeth, including incisors. I was surprised when, after my last teeth came in, the older nurse began feeding me with more solid foods. I was a bit reluctant at first, especially since the first meal she brought me was a few strands of dry hay. However, when I tasted them, I was pleasantly surprised by how good they really tasted. They had a unique earthy taste and the crunch they made was incredibly satisfying. 
It didn’t take me very long to be weened off of milk and formula and put on more solid foods. While that was going on, I had actually nearly retrained my body only to relieve myself when I wanted it to. I still had to use the diapers since I had no means of using the toilets, but I was fairly confident that once I took my first steps and mastered walking in this new body I would be able to start using a toilet with ease relatively quickly.
Once I had all my teeth and was eating solid foods, I began to start trying to learn the language of this world. The nurse who was in charge of me noticed my interest in the books that were on the small bookshelf in her office and began sitting me on her lap before bed and reading me children’s stories. It started off with easy enough words to decipher since the book was just one identifying assorted objects, colors and other commonly used words. The written language itself was written in a rather more flowing script than English and sounded melodic to the ears of someone like me. 
I used my new child’s brain to my advantage, paying very close attention to the words and letters and the sounds associated with them. I managed to lift a pencil and a few sheets of paper from the desk of the nurse with my magic and hide them in one of my toys one evening. I grabbed the objects with my magic and stuffed them into the fluff of Apollo, the biggest stuffed toy, through a small hole in the back which revealed the inner stuffing but small enough that my nurse didn’t notice when she carried me and my toys to my room that night. I would practice writing by the light of the moon that shown into my bedroom before I would have to hide the paper and pencil under my bed before passing out.
More time passed, and soon the weather began growing cooler again. Rain began falling and the heater would clank to life. By this time, they finally began putting me in a main room with other foals my age. I was fascinated by them all and not only spent time studying them, but interacted with them, playing with them as best as I could. Some of the pegasi were, indeed, flying around the room while the unicorns were using their magic everywhere. The earth ponies were strong even by baby standards and played with sturdier toys than the rest of us.
But I saw something I didn’t expect: a lone filly with batlike wings, fanged teeth and slitted eyes. She was a dark green with a black mane with a silver streak running through it. One of her eyes was almost always covered with her long mane, and from this I saw she had heterochromia, one yellow and one blue eye. It also seemed none of the other ponies seemed to want to play with her. They would take one look at the little filly and cry. I later picked up that she was something called a eutherian pony. Feeling sorry for her, and more or less curious about the eutherian filly since she always seemed to play in the darkest corner of the room, I would crawl over to her and try and play with her. The first time I did, she hissed at me and I saw a forked tongue, but I persisted, and soon she warmed up to me. It got to the point where she would visibly brighten up when she saw me crawling towards her.
As it turned out, this would come back to bite me in the ass. The other children in the large play area would begin babbling at me, some with insults in their childish Equestrian, some even calling me a bat pony lover, if I interpreted their words right. I simply ignored them, but the eutherian filly would break down and cry nearly every time. I would hug the poor filly and comfort her.
The nurses, as kind as they were, either didn’t see the childish bullying because they were too busy or just ignored it for some reason. I began getting a strong sense that these eutherian ponies were not very well liked even as adults since I’d never seen any others in the orphanage save for this one.
As my first year went on, I was involved in a couple of birthdays for the foals in my play group. I noticed that whenever a cake was brought in, the nurse would hand the birthday girl or boy the first piece of the cake before the others getting cake. Then the child would be given small plates of cake to hand out to the rest. I noticed that the eutherian pony was always last, and it always seemed like there was some reluctance on the part of the birthday pony to give it to her, but the nurses always insisted.
Some time after it began snowing outside, the room began being decorated with old looking red and gold garlands and a small tree with lights and miniature stuffed toy ornaments. The nurses began dressing in colorful and more festive getup, and I assumed this meant it was the pony version of Christmas, AKA Hearth’s Warming. Small presents were put under the tree and one particular day we were all given one of the presents. For me, I was given what looked like a couple of different storybooks that looked somewhat more advanced than the ones I’d been getting read up until that point. We were all given small bits of peppermint soft candy to chew on after a festive vegetarian dinner. 
Another month passed and I continued discovering new things about my world. My magic practice, which I would do every evening after I was put to bed, was improving substantially. Since I had nothing else to compare myself to, I still concluded that I was just an odd one out for using magic with my hands and horn instead of just my horn. With it, however, I realized that I could cast two different spells at once, or one spell and have the effects be somewhat more powerful. 
As for the language, I realized that it was incredibly similar to English in a lot of ways. There were twenty six letters, and as far as I could tell the words as written were identically written in English. To explain further, I wrote down the Equestrian alphabet and placed the English alphabet on top of it once I’d mastered it. Then I wrote down the word BOOK in English and Equestrian. The first letter of the word in Equestrian was the second letter in the Equestrian alphabet same as English, then there were two instances of the fifteenth letter, which matched O precisely, then there was an instance of the eleventh letter, which matched K. Of course, there were a few differences in place, such as a small arch between both Equestrian O’s. I noticed this as an extra mark on other various letter combinations, such as TH like in THE or GH and OU like ROUGH, although for that word there was an arch over the OU and under the GH equivalent. 
This made it easier for me to master the written language, but the spoken language was harder since I now had to assign new sounds to the letters and combinations. The vowels were in the same places, but were all the wrong sounds. And there were instances where some words might have been spelled with the exact amount of words as their English equivalents but with an extra syllable in it. 
It was just past the new year when there was another birthday celebrated. As I was wondering who it was, I was surprised to find that it was my own. After being given the first slice of the cheap tasting vanilla cake with a candle on it representing the Equestrian version of one, I was given a plate to give out. I immediately headed over to my eutherian friend, who I had come to learn was named Crystal Moon if my interpretation was correct, and handed her the first slice. She was super surprised by this, but looked at me with an expression of gratitude. After I passed out the rest of the cake bits to the other foals with help from the nurses, I walked over to Crystal and the two of us ate together, babbling on in baby talk. Or rather, she talked in baby talk, and I emulated it since I didn’t want to be caught knowing how to speak yet.
It was sometime about a couple weeks after my first birthday where we received an unusual visitor. A few hours before, I was thoroughly washed and put in some really nice looking clothes. Then after being placed in the play room, the nurses paid extra attention to us. Two young looking and well dressed ponies, both unicorns, walked in a few hours later and it all made sense. The nurses were dressing us up in the hopes that the young couple might adopt one of us. However, the moment I saw them, I could sense something off about them. They spoke in one of the poshest accents I had ever heard and were incredibly dismissive of the lead nurse, who was named Sunny Breeze. They looked us over with a scrutinizing eye, practically skipping over the eutherian and me, her because of her being from “…that race of pegasus rejects,” and me because, “What kind of name is Vladímir for a pony? His mother must have been from Stalliongrad.” 
After an agonizing half hour of having to endure the two nobles looking over children like they were nothing more than cattle, they picked out one of the young colts who the mother called “…colt of excellent breeding.” It was here that I learned about an unusual tradition in the adoption of children in Equestria. Name changes for foals at being adopted was something that happened. The colt was chosen by both parents and I overheard the name. 
The pony who had once been called Blazed Saddles had now been named Jet Set.
Honestly, I felt relieved to see the newly renamed foal leaving since he’d been the worst of Crystal’s tormentors before I’d arrived to begin protecting her. However, I also felt badly for him since, if he was the same unicorn I saw in the show, he grew up to be an incredibly snobby noble.
It was during one of the summer months when I lost my first friend. In the months up to that, a few other pony couples, most of them rich looking nobles but a few looking like they came from out of town (including a young couple who said they were from a town called Ponyshire, which I would later learn was this world's equivalent to Ponyville) came and adopted some of the year old foals. It was near evening when a tired looking young eutherian couple walked in. The foals shied away from them but I was more than fascinated. Their names were Midnight Sun and Nocturne Haven. Sunny showed them directly to Crystal, who I was currently playing with. The two expressed surprise that a unicorn was playing with a eutherian, but they sat and played with us for about half an hour. I realized that, even though they saw the close friendship I was developing with Crystal, they wouldn’t adopt me, and it was confirmed when they told Sunny that they’d adopt Crystal but not me because “…that young unicorn will only be despised worse than we are because we are raising him.”
Poor Crystal was crying hard when she was taken out of the room, reaching out to me in a desperate attempt to get back to me. I had to admit, I too was crying, mostly because I now had no friends.
With her gone, I was alone once again. It shattered my heart to have lost a friend my physical age in this world. Since the other foals my age were still teasing me and excluding me, I began to slowly retreat into myself, continuing to read and learn the language of Equestria as fast as I could. The grammar was practically identical to English, I learned, but as I continued learning, subtle differences began making themselves known but it mostly had to do with certain words having an extra syllable. And those were few and far between and were leftovers from a language predating Modern Equestrian called Middle Equestrian. 
Not much changed as the summer of my first year turned to autumn, then winter. My second birthday came and went, and I continued self teaching myself to read, write, and use magic. During one week when the head nurse was gone, I managed to sneak a peak at a magic book for beginners. 
It was here that I learned about the way magic worked in this Equestria. The air around me was practically filled with what was known as Static or Stationary Magic, magic that is at rest. I also learned that magic being cast was known as Kinetic or Dynamic Magic. One of the oldest laws of magic were the Three Laws of Magic, which were practically word for word copies of Newton’s Three Laws of Motion.
Rule 1: Magic at rest tends to stay at rest unless acted upon by an outside force.
Rule 2: Magic in motion tends to stay in motion unless acted upon by an outside force.
Rule 3: For every spell action, there is an equal and opposite magical reaction.
The magic in the air was known by various different names. Mana, æther, ki or élan vital among other names, but they all meant the same thing. In essence, if I was interpreting the book right, it was its own element, like an extra atom in the, presumably, nitrogen/oxygen atmosphere of the planet. Every being on the planet had some form of magic within them in varying amounts, but it seemed that only unicorns and alicorns had the amount needed to utilize the mana in the air to manipulate the world around them with any control. Pegasi and earth ponies had their own level of magic, but they had less control over their abilities than unicorns and alicorns did. This explained why alicorns were so powerful since they had every magical aspect of the three main pony races within them.
The main magical reservoir in a unicorn and alicorn rested in what was commonly referred to as the anima, a portion of the mind and soul of a unicorn and alicorn where magic was channeled through the body and up through the foci, that being the horn. If one wanted to use magic, there were two ways to go about doing it. Visualization was one way. 
For example, if a unicorn wanted to do something like transform a rock into a teacup or something all they had to do, just like Starlight had once explained to Trixie in that one episode in Season Seven, was visualize as much about the object as they could and make the magic flow out of their horn to the stone. It was one reason why telekinesis was one of the very first spells learned, mostly due to the fact that visualization for that was as simple as thinking “Hey, I want that toy over here” and casting a spell to surround the toy with their magic. 
The second way, which had practically gone out of style by the modern day, was using incantations. The process for using incantations was definitely slower, but from what I learned it used less magic if done correctly and as such was more powerful. Incantations weren’t used anymore because of their slowness and warm up time and due to the fact that the magical language needed to cast the spells was practically a dead language. Faster spells were the norm in the modern world. The book didn’t tell me anything about the language of magic at all, not even what the letters looked like. 
The book did mention, however, a sub-branch of incantations dealing with what it called runic magic circles. The section was brief but informative. Apparently, there was a means to carve a spell into a magic circle using the ancient magic language. The more inner circles of the spell were carved, the stronger the spell became. All a unicorn needed to do was push some of the mana into the words and the spell would take effect. The magic circle would act as a substitute for a unicorn’s anima, drawing the mana from the air and continually casting the spell. These sorts of magical circles drew even less magic from the air.
Despite all of this new information I learned that week, I still had many questions. Where did magic actually come from? Was it a finite resource? Was it replenished somehow? How could I figure out just how much magic I could use? Did my anima grow or was it set from birth? However, despite these questions, I continued practicing in secret, branching out my skill set and trying to learn new spells. 
I stayed far away from teleportation, but using a transfiguration spell yielded results. I now had a way to hide my writing utensils and he paper I lifted without needing to be sneaky anymore. I still hid the pencil and paper, which I disguised as random toy blocks, under the bed. The reversion spell was a lot easier, since all it required was for me to blast it with magic, making it change back.
I felt badly for taking advantage of the nurses who had to be busy with other foals. Their distraction gave me ample opportunity to secretly practice controlling my bodily functions, magic, reading, writing and speech. However, I didn’t want to stand out two much and be labeled a prodigy child.
By the time of my third birthday, however, the nurses brought in a chalkboard and began teaching us the Equestrian alphabet, using little songs to help the foals memorize the letters better. They did this for about half an hour each day at first, but eventually they stretched it out a few minutes each time until finally we had an hour each day devoted to learning Equestrian. I kept pace with the others, not getting too far ahead, faking difficulties when they gave us something like crayons to write with. It did give me extra time to review the language. 
When spring rolled around, however, that was the first time we were all taken outside. There, I discovered that the building we were living in was a heavily repurposed mansion, old and in desperate need of a new coat of paint, and surrounded on all sides by a large stone wall. There were other older ponies already out there on that warm spring morning, all in their own little cliques and groups of friends. The sun shone high in the morning sky, which illuminated a large snowcapped peak to the left of the front of the house.
And there, nestled snugly in the mountainside, was what could only be Canterlot Palace. Unlike how it was shown in My Little Pony, this palace didn’t have the colors that it had in the show. It did, however, gleam in the sunlight with its whitewashed spires and the flag of Equestria, which was similar to the show. There were twenty four white stars on a sky blue backdrop, and a stylized sun and moon directly in the center. However, there were no representations of Celestia and Luna on the flag anywhere. 
With all of us being outside more and more regularly after that, I began putting an effort into some exercise to build up my strength and lose the baby fat. I started by using my new motor skills to run around the property near the stone wall so I wouldn’t get lost. My first day I only managed to get around once before collapsing and panting. The nurses were a bit concerned by it, but not enough to try and stop me at first. As far as they knew, I was just stretching my legs and burning off my childish energy. 
However, when I didn’t make any new friends by the end of the summer, that’s when they grew more concerned and tried to subtly push me to making friends. An effort that I didn’t appreciate much but couldn’t say much about without getting strange looks. Despite their efforts to make the other foals my age include me, I was still bullied because they remembered me as being the “Bat pony lover.”
So I kept to myself as the summer turned to autumn. My fourth birthday came and went, and by now I was “talking” just as well as the other foals my age, at least in public. In private, at least to my ears, I was talking more like an adult, albeit with hints of a childish lisp still there due to my still developing body. 
As I had been growing, however, my appearance began getting closer and closer to that of one of the ponies that had made an appearance in the show, but I continued to dismiss it as being a completely major coincidence, much like how Daring Do looked like a recolored version of Rainbow Dash from the show and how Octavia had a lookalike who played the fiddle. I also reasoned that Blueblood couldn’t have been born yet, considering the fact that I was born in the year 1374 A.F., which stood for After the Founding. I learned from my secret studies that the Summer Sun Celebration had not yet reached its thousandth occurrence. In fact, there were just over a couple decades to go before that fateful celebration arrived, which would make me twenty six at that time.
Something else I learned about the world was that the calendar, while identical to Earth’s own calendar, had vastly different names for months and days of the week. The twelve months were as follows: 
1. Bygynneth
2. Laven
3. Wintend
4. Sprende
5. Plantende
6. Summerstar
7. Midsomar
8. Skīven
9. Sumorend
10.  Hærfest
11.  Forstbyn
12.  Enede
As for the days of the week, there were seven each, which were as follows:
1. Sunsday
2. Moonday
3. Platday
4. Hurday
5. Pudday
6. Nerday
7. Endday
I wasn’t entirely sure of the origins of each of these names, so I translated them into English. When I saw the words on the page, a lot of them made sense but some were a bit odd for me to figure out. Not that it mattered much to me, just some information to store away for later when I got access to more books.
The year passed once more, and soon I was five. By that time, I had mastered the language, more or less, and could make educated guesses about the words in Equestrian that I hadn’t seen or heard before. I didn’t know how far ahead I was magic-wise, but I knew I hadn’t learned too much since all I could do was sneak peaks at the magical book. It surprised me that I hadn’t been caught after all this time, but since the orphanage, which I had finally learned was simply named Canterlot Orphanage, seemed understaffed, I managed to get away with a lot. 
On the downside, bullying was easier to get away with as well. Fortunately, the examples I saw were few and far between, and mostly directed at me once word got out that I was a so-called eutherian lover. It never got too bad, and since I had an adult mind I could easily ignore it.
It was during my fifth year in Equestria, however, that things took a drastic turn for me.

On the morning of Summerstar 20, 1379, the nurses gathered everyone in my age group. Sunny announced that the group would be going to see the Summer Sun Celebration the very next day, so we would all have to go to bed early. I was just as excited as the other foals, but for a different reason. Since the Summer Sun Celebration took place in Canterlot this year, I’d finally be able to see Princess Celestia in person, even if it would be from a distance. We were all put to bed early that night. Despite my excitement, I had made sure to spend the day wiping myself out, skipping naptime by pretending to sleep so that I could sleep soundly enough to be awake to see the Celebration.
Sunny woke me up about an hour before the sun was to rise. I quickly got up, threw on pants, shoes, a t-shirt and a hoodie. I was practically the first one out the door into the cool first day of summer morning. The stars blazed overhead like diamonds. I impatiently waited for the other groggy foals to come out, some groaning and yawning, but other looking as excited as I felt. 
Once we were all gathered, the three nurses who were to be our supervisors for this trip led us to the only other building on the property, which was the stable. Inside was the only horse drawn carriage the orphanage owned as well as a pair of stallion and mare horses. Actual horses, and not anthro versions. They were hitched to the carriage and Sunny drove them down the streets of Canterlot. 
Since this was my very first time out of the orphanage, I took the time to look around at the houses and buildings surrounding me. The streets were all clean and made of cobblestone. In the center of the streets was a small carved ditch covered by a metal grate, while the streets curved very slightly upward from that ditch up to the sidewalks. The buildings I saw were all very old fashioned and practically medieval, but still very clean and well maintained. There were a few lamps on the streets themselves, all lit from within with warm yellow light magic. The few roofs I could see were all covered in what looked like red clay tiles with a few others being covered in stone slabs. The roof of the orphanage was covered with the former.
We were driven by Sunny to the palace where we were led to a massive field where I saw a number of chairs sitting in a semicircle facing a raised stage. The chairs themselves were already filling up with ponies. The raised stage at the front had a large golden representation of the sun on a large stand taking center stage. Standing at attention in front of the stage in medieval looking armor and holding horns in their hands stood eight guards, four pegasi and four unicorns. However, unlike in the show, I could tell they were all unique as opposed to the unusual sameness I remembered. There were a few special seats raised above the crowd where I saw nobles sitting and looking at the stage from a vantage point above the crowd.
We found our seats and were given hot cider to drink while we waited. I sat next to Sunny near the edge of the right part of the half circle of chairs and sipped quietly on the delicious beverage while we waited. The sky to the east began to grow brighter with a dark blue glow, then lighter and lighter. The closer the time came, the more excited everyone around me became, and I wasn’t immune to it. 
Finally, the sun looked like it was about to peak over the horizon, and that was when the eight guards raised their golden horns to their lips and blew an announcement. Another pony stood near the stairs that led up to the stage, then held up a large cone to her lips. “Fillies and gentlecolts,” she began, “Introducing her royal highness, the ruler of Equestria, Princess Celestia Dawn!”
That last name caught me completely by surprise, but I had no time to contemplate it once the princess herself walked onto the stage directly in front of the golden sun structure. And holy shit, she was the very epitome of pony beauty, that was for sure. Much like how I’d seen her in the painting in Sunny’s office, she wore that same white flowing dress with her cutie mark sewn onto her hips. She wore the same gold chain around her waist, the necklace, bracelets and the crown on her head. She could easily have been a model back on Earth had she been human. She had all the curves in all the right places, and her smile was radiant. She was about a head taller than the guards standing there, and her fur almost seemed to shimmer in the pre-dawn morning light and the lamps set up around the stage and the semicircle of chairs.
The crowd went nuts, myself included. I clapped and hollered as she looked out at all of the ponies there. I couldn’t be sure, but it seemed like she took her time to look into every pony’s eyes for a split second because when she reached me, I was almost positive she looked at me just as she had the others. Once she finished, she held out her hands, silencing the crowd. “Welcome, my little ponies, to the Summer Sun Celebration,” she said. Her voice was melodious, deep, and warm. It wasn’t the same voice as the one I’d heard in the show, but it was almost mesmerizing. 
Once again, the crowd cheered, clapping their hands loudly and whooping. I joined in, excited to see just how this version of Celestia would raise the sun. She held up her hand to silence the ponies once more. She spread her wings, which were larger than any I’d seen so far. She pushed off of the ground, raising her larger than normal horn which began to glow. As I watched, I saw her actually begin speaking, but since I was so far away, I couldn’t hear what she was saying. I immediately saw her horn glow brighter as she continued talking in that weird language. She closed her eyes and held up her hands as the sun crested the horizon with its normal faster than normal motion. The large orb of plasma or whatever the sun was here rose until it was directly behind Celestia and the massive golden sun.
The applause that followed was tremendous. So much so, in fact, that one of the raised platforms, which was being held up by wood only, began to sway thanks to a little colt jumping up and down in place. I saw the motion out of the corner of my eye since it was the nearest raised platform to where I was. The family who was on the platform quickly went from a celebratory mood to one of horror as it began falling directly towards the section where I was located.
I acted before anyone else did, reaching up with both of my hands and casting as powerful a telekinesis spell as I could, making the platform slow down, but not stop moving. I grunted at the weight of not only the wood platform but the four ponies inside whose weight they were supporting. I tried my best to stop its movement, but it didn’t work. The weight was crushing, and I knew my efforts were useless. And judging from how one of the younger ponies was positioned, this would only end in tragedy for him. I closed my eyes and pushed with everything I had, but it wasn’t enough.
Just then, the weight was suddenly gone. A hand was immediately on my shoulder, and I opened my eyes. The platform and the four ponies inside were floating in midair now thanks to the efforts of two of the unicorn guards. Four of the pegasi were flying up to grab the now floating ponies and carry them down to safety. Once that was done, the unicorn guards carefully placed the crumbling platform into a pile nearby.
I looked up uncertainly, only to find myself standing next to Princess Celestia herself. She was looking down at me like a mother who was proud of her son for a job well done. “You did well, my little pony,” she said reassuringly. “What is your name?”
“V…Vladímir, Princess,” I said breathlessly.
Her eyes widened a little bit at that, but that was all the reaction I saw from her. She was about to say something, but then she seemed to grow blurry. I felt myself being caught as the world around me went black.
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I had never passed out from overuse of my magic before. If I ever found myself growing tired from usage, I would immediately stop and recover. It was how I managed to gauge just how much magic I possessed or how fast my inner anima chamber was growing as I grew. Even I wasn’t foolish enough to try and overexert myself to that degree. It would have been stupid. Same with my physical exercises. I would always stay hydrated and well fed, trying my best to eat a healthy diet, at least according to my new pony physique. I missed real meat, but their hayburgers were a welcome substitute.
I came to surrounded by utter warmth and comfort. That was my first impression. My next impression was a gentle smell, lavender, if my sister’s shampoo scent was any indication. Third, I could almost sense a presence sitting nearby. Slowly, I began to open my eyes, trying to blink out the exhaustion in them. I was not in my bed at the orphanage, that was for sure. For one, my bed there had absolutely no canopy with purple curtains. That, and the room actually had plenty of decorations, like a few paintings and didn’t look sad and crumbling.
Slowly I began sitting up. One of the first things I noticed was the fact that the comforter covering me were a dark blue with some white swirls sewn into the fabric. Light came pouring in from four massive arched windows that looked out onto a warm summer day. I couldn’t tell whether it was morning or evening, but since the sky was still its normal crystal blue color and judging by the direction of the sunlight pouring onto the floor, the sun was at least high in the sky.
The walls themselves were a deep grayish blue and arched up into a large dome above the center of the circular room. Hanging from the center of the ceiling was a large unlit candelabra. Looking around the room, I saw a desk meant for an adult, a wooden dresser with a large full body mirror standing to the side, a closed door next to the foot of my bed that presumably was for a bathroom or shower or maybe even a walk in closet. Looking over the bed, I saw a brown and light brown checkered wood floor with a large white circular crème colored carpet in the center of the room.
Taking stock of my body, I realized that I felt somewhat weaker than normal. My horn ached and my hands felt like they were slightly asleep. The rest of my body was a bit warm, but I attributed that to the thick royal red sheets covering me.
Pushing aside my light blue comforter I reached up to touch my horn, only to notice that there was something wrapped around the base. Frowning, I tried to remove it using my hands, but it was stuck tight. When I tried to cast magic to lift it off with greater force than my body could generate, all that happened was that sky blue sparks shot out of the tip of my horn. 
“A magical suppression ring,” I muttered in English. “Hmm…makes sense,” I added as I very carefully got up out of bed and walked over to the mirror. I was wearing a light brown set of foal sized silk pajamas with pockets in the pants and one on the left breast. My mane and tail looked like they’d been brushed and cleaned rather well, leaving my rather long mane hanging by my sides loosely. My coat of fur looked cleaner than it ever had. And to my utter confusion, I looked more like what I remembered of Blueblood from the show. “Seriously, what the everloving fuck…?”
I turned and looked back at the room, taking in the sights and smells. There were a few lavender plants hanging from plants sconces on the wall, looking like they’d been freshly placed there. Now that I got a closer look at the room itself, I realized it looked a lot like the room that Rarity had stayed in during the episode where she tried to attend Twilight’s party and Fancy Pant’s garden party at the same time. I ran to the window and looked out at the scene below.
There below me lay the entirety of Canterlot from a high tower. The window I’d chosen had a view of the sheer cliff next to the palace, but it also showed the circular city below me. The sunlight shone high in the sky, and I noticed that it was in the western portion, meaning it was early afternoon. I saw a few pegasi flying around some nearby towers and even further down into the city where the saying “They look like ants” couldn’t have held truer.
Unlike the Canterlot I’d seen from the show, this version was a lot bigger and built into the side of the mountain like Minas Tirith instead of on the edge of the cliff, which to me made a lot more sense. In case of an invasion, the palace could double as a stronghold against the invaders. Plus, being high up made it harder for non-flying races to invade. The towers either came out of the cliff below me or were buried into the side. I had assumed in the past that there were secret tunnels for the escape of the Princess and palace officials in a worst case scenario. 
Jus then, I heard someone jiggling at the door handle. Turning quickly, I was just in time to see the door open, and someone in a demure French maid uniform walk in. However, it wasn’t a pony I saw walking in, to my utter confusion. Instead, it was a healthy looking older anthropomorphic cow. Like the cow plushie I owned, she was one of the more common types of cow, white with black spots. She also had a pair of tan horns sticking out of her head and dark brown eyes. Along with that, she was a lot like my plush toy in that she was larger than most other beings I’d seen, but not in an overweight type of way. If I had to describe her in one word, it would be curvy. 
When the cow maid saw that the bed was empty, her eyes widened and she looked around worriedly before her eyes locked on me. A look of relief washed over her as she quickly rushed over. “Young sir, you should still be in bed resting,” she said in a deep but still feminine voice as she put a tender hand on my back and gently leading me back to the bed.
“Um…I should?” I asked. “I mean, I feel alright.”
“The mage physician said you should rest until you feel strong enough to use your magic, sir,” she insisted as she lifted me up and placed me in bed once more. Pulling the blankets over, she tucked me in gently.
“I really feel fine, ma’am,” I said politely.
The maid smiled kindly at me, then pulled a stool up next to the bed and placed a cool hand over my forehead. “Well, your forehead isn’t as hot as it was before,” she said as she pulled her hand away. “You’re looking better than you were when the mage physician first looked you over.”
“How long was I asleep?” I asked.
“Since early this morning,” the maid said. “Are you thirsty, young sir?”
I swallowed a bit, realizing that I was indeed really thirsty. “Yes, ma’am,” I replied, “I am a bit thirsty.”
She nodded and stood. “I’ll be right back, young sir.” With that, she headed to the second door, opened it, and walked inside. I heard some liquid being poured into a glass, then the maid came back out with a glass of water in one hand and a white jug in the other. She sat back down and after putting the glass on the endtable, helped me into a sitting position. Bringing the water glass to my lips, she said tenderly, “Open wide.”
Feeling a bit embarrassed about being helped like this, I nevertheless did as she said and she helped me drink the entire glass of cool refreshing water. She poured another glass which I also downed. After my third glass, I said, “I’m good now, thanks.”
“Not a problem, young sir,” the maid said as she put the empty glass back and helped me lie back down. As she did so, she asked, “I trust you had a restful sleep?”
“Um…yes, I think so,” I said. “Are those other ponies okay?”
The cow maid smiled. “They’re all okay, young sir.”
I nodded in relief. “That’s good. What about the others I was with?”
“They went back where they came from,” the maid said. “One of the orphanage nurses didn’t want to leave, but the Princess reassured her that you would be receiving the best of care. Sunny was her name, I believe.”
I smiled. “Yeah, that sounds like her.” My smile faltered as I felt a dizzy spell wash over me. I held my head. “Ow…”
The maid’s hand was immediately on my forehead. “Oh dear, you’re warming up a bit,” she said. “You should get some more rest, young sir. The mage physician said it would take until nightfall for you to fully recover all your mana and that rest would help the recovery go by much more quickly.” I nodded and pulled the covers back up. The maid helped tuck me back in, then stood back up. “Sleep well, young sir.”
“Thank you, ma’am,” I said 
The maid chuckled. “So polite. You can just call me Buttercup, young sir.”
“Oh, alright. Nice to meet you, Miss Buttercup. I’m Vladímir,” I replied.
The now named Buttercup smiled. “You sleep well, young Vladímir,” she said.
“Sure thing,” I said as I closed my eyes. I heard the maid quietly walking towards the door and exiting. It didn’t take me long before I fell once more into a nice and comfortable sleep.
A sleep that was rather rudely awoken by the voices of children some time later.
“…is that really the colt, Anna?” a harsh sounding young child’s voice asked upon my return to consciousness.
“That’s what my mom told me!” a cuter sounding child’s voice replied.
“He really doesn’t look like he had the strength to use magic,” the first voice said. “He doesn’t look any older than us.”
Something poked my cheek none too gently. A third, softer voice called out, “Um, didn’t your mom say we shouldn’t touch him, Anna? Isn’t he supposed to be sleeping?”
“I’m not touching him that hard, Frosty,” the second voice said in a softer tone than before.
“You’ll wake him up!” The now named Frosty replied. “Oh dear…what if he gets angry?” Frosty now sounded nervous.
“Oh, don’t be such a worrywart, Frosty,” the second voice said. “He won’t wake up!” 
I decided to scare them a little bit. I moved and groaned, “Too late.” I heard gasps from about three young children and heard them backing away a little bit. Slowly, I opened my eyes and looked down towards the source of the noise. Three young children stood there, gaping at me in shock. The first one I saw was the older looking eutherian boy standing protectively in front of the other two. He had the typical batlike wings common of his subspecies, dark blue fur, black mane and tail and shining yellow eyes. He looked like he had a cutie mark based off of the a full moon with a knife sticking through it that was sewn on both of his shoulders. He was wearing a pair of brown slacks, a dark blue t-shirt and black shoes.
The second child I saw was a young cow girl. She had white fur with caramel colored spots including one spot surrounding her left eye. She had a pair of light brown colored horns and bright blue eyes. She was wearing a pair of dark brown overalls over a blue t-shirt and some thick looking brown shoes. She had light brown curly hair which was tied up in pigtails.
The third child was, to my surprise, a timid looking sheep girl. She had cloud white wool, which looked like it had been freshly shorn, a larger pile of white wavy wool on her head, part of which obscured her left eye which only showed her right eye being green, pinkish colored skin underneath, and a pair of pink horns that looked a lot like smaller ram horns directly above her sheeplike ears, which were lowered. She was wearing an adorable little light blue skirt and a white blouse along with a pair of black shoes and some thin knee high socks.
Slowly, I sat up and groaned, looking down at the three unusual children before me. “Um…hello,” I said in a confused tone, “Who are you guys?”
To my surprise, the cow girl stepped forward and gave me a large, wide smile. “Hi! I’m Anna Belle! This is Shadow Hunt and Frostfall Coat,” she said, indicating the eutherian and the sheep girl in turn. “Who are you?” 
“I’m Vladímir,” I replied.
Anna was immediately even more excited. “Oh wow! That’s a really strange name! But a cool name too! Are you from really far away? Did you really use magic to try and stop a pony family from falling?”
Frosty, or Frostfall, put a hand on Anna’s arm. “H-Hey,” she whispered, “not so fast, Anna.”
Anna looked down at the sheep girl, then back up at me. Her smile turned sheepish and she scratched the back of her neck. “Ahaha, did I do it again? Sorry, Frosty.”
“It’s okay,” I said reassuringly, giving the two girls a kind smile. “But to answer your question, I’m not from really far away. I’m from here in Canterlot. And yes, I did try and use magic to stop that tower from falling.”
Shadow, clearly the oldest of the group, looked at me with a hint of suspicion for a few moments before he relaxed. “I saw what you did,” he said, “but I’ve never seen anypony use magic with their hands before. How old are you?”
“I’m five years old,” I said, holding out my hand to show all five digits. I filed that small nugget of information about magic away as something to look up secretly later, or at least try to.
“Oooh ooh! Me too! I just turned five years old too!” the happy go lucky cow girl said. “So is Frosty! Shadow is seven!”
“Really?” I looked at all three of them, and the two girls did seem to be around my age, although I wouldn’t have been able to guess that Frostfall was that age since she looked younger and smaller than that. However, since I didn’t know anything about any of their races, I knew it wasn’t polite to assume or base my assumptions on human or pony standards. “Well, nice to meet you guys.”
“Hey, wanna play hide and seek?” Anna asked.
“Anna, he’s supposed to be resting, remember?” Frostfall reminded her companion before turning back to me and walking over, a look of concern on her adorable face. “Are you feeling okay? I’m sorry if we woke you up.”
I smiled warmly down at the kind and considerate sheep girl. “I’m alright now,” I said. “I’m not as tired as I was earlier, but I don’t think I’m awake enough to play hide and seek yet.”
“Awww, but this room has sooo many good hiding spots,” Anna said, looking around the room.
“Well, it is a bit small for playing that,” I said.
“Small?? Vlady, this room is bigger than where Mom, Dad and I live!” Anna said as she looked around the room. “And it has a better view, too!”
“Vlady?” I asked.
“Eh, Anna has nicknames for all of us,” Shadow said in an exasperated tone.
“Oh, Shady, it’s soooo much nicer than calling you Shadow all the time,” Anna said with a wave of her hand. “It’s such a sad name!”
“I don’t know, I like the name,” Frostfall said with a soft smile as she looked over at Shadow.
“Yeah, I agree,” I said. “It’s a strong name.”
“And my father says it’s a name that can put fear into the hearts of your enemies,” Shadow said as he put his hands on his hips, looking quite proud.
I couldn’t help it. I chuckled at that. Anna pointed at me and her mouth went wide with an even wider grin. “There’s a smile!” she said.
“You have a nice smile,” Frostfall said.
I blushed a little bit. “Thank you,” I said. Slowly, I pulled the comforter off me once more and swung my legs over the side of the bed, which was how I realized that I needed to answer the call of nature. “Um…do you know where the bathroom is?” I asked.
“Right over there,” Shadow said, pointing to the second door where the maid from before had gotten my water.
“Thanks, I’ll be right back.” So saying, I got out of bed and rushed into the bathroom. The moment after I closed and locked the door, I turned and gaped at how exquisite it looked. It was unlike the bathrooms I’d seen in the orphanage. For one, it was a lot cleaner. Not that the nurses who ran the orphanage didn’t keep it clean, but there were stains there that wouldn’t come out regardless of how hard they tried. The nurses would not only clean them weakly, but would give some of the older children there portions of the bathrooms to clean each week. One week it would be the tub, the next it would be the sink and counters, another it would be the toilets, and on and on it went. The nurses would supervise the children, of course. 
However, this bathroom, while it had all the necessary accoutrements like a sink, bathtub and toilet, was also a lot more pristine. The floor was made of tiled marble instead of the wood that I was used to back at the orphanage, the faucet for the sink was a golden swan’s head, the toilet itself was bright blue porcelain, and the tub was made of gold as well, or at least it looked like it was, but I did see a bit of white underneath a portion of gold that had been rubbed away.
After doing my business and washing up with lavender scented soap, I walked out only to see Anna standing and bouncing on my bed while Frostfall was walking around, looking at the room with her own look of wide eyed curiosity. Shadow, meanwhile, was near the window next to the door looking out of it, almost like he was keeping watch for someone. When Anna saw me come out, she jumped over to the side, then bounced off of the bed and onto her feet. “That’s a bouncy bed!” she said with a smile.
“Is it? I’ve been sleeping in it, so I haven’t noticed,” I said as I walked back to it and climbed back in. I bounced a bit up and down and noticed that she was right. “Well what do you know? It is,” I chuckled. 
“And comfortable too,” Frostfall said from the other side. Turning, I saw her pushing down gently on the mattress from where she stood next to the bed.
“Not as comfy as you, Frosty!” Anna said, rushing over and hugging her, rubbing her cheek against Frostfall’s own. “So fluffy!”
“A-Anna!” Frostfall said, blushing a bit, “I just got my wool sheering done. I’m not that fluffy!”
“Just wait until winter,” Anna said, turning to me, “and you’ll see that Frosty has the fluffiest wool coat ever!”
I chuckled. “I don’t doubt it.”
“Hey, since you don’t feel like playing hide and seek, how about we play something else?” Anna asked, reaching into her overall pocket and pulling out what looked like a bag of marbles. “Do you know how to play marbles?”

“Ah, shoot! I lost again!” Anna said as Shadow knocked her shooter marble out of the impromptu ring that we had set up on the ground.
I chuckled as I moved over towards where my shooter marble was located nearby. “You won the first three games, Anna,” I said as I leaned over the small circle to aim my shooter marble at Shadow’s own. 
“Heh, yeah, I guess so,” she said as she lay down on her stomach, holding her head in her hands and moving her legs back and forth as she and Frostfall watched the ending of the game. When I flicked my shooter marble and it hit Shadow’s, she and the others watched as it headed to the small string that we’d used for the circle. The tension was palpable as his marble slowed down. We al watched carefully as it touched the circle, then crossed over it. I held up my hands in victory. “Yes! I win! Finally!”
“Lucky shot,” Shadow muttered as he grabbed his shooter marble.
“Luck, nothing! That was pure skill!” I retorted with a smug grin. We’d been playing the marble game for about an hour, and I really was starting to like these three children. Anna was the kind of kid who didn’t let much bother me. She was always smiling and pretty hyper as well. It was also from her that I learned that her race was called holstaur. Frostfall was a quieter kid, but once she came out of her shell, she was really fun to hang out with. She told me she was part of the ovitaur species. I knew what race Shadow was already, and from what I gathered about him, he was the protective type and rather loyal to his two younger friends.
“Is that a challenge, then?” Shadow asked, looking down at me with a challenge in his eyes.
“Challenge how?” I asked. “What do you wanna do?”
“Another game, just you and me, right here and right now,” Shadow said.
The competitive spirit rose up inside me and I grinned. “You’re on!”
“Awww, I wanna play again, too!” Anna pouted cutely enough as Shadow and I began to reset the marbles.
“This is a challenge between males, Anna,” Shadow said, “you wouldn’t understand.”
“I wanna play! I wanna play!” Anna continued.
“Come on, Shadow, let’s just let her play, huh?” I said, looking over at the eutherian. “I don’t mind.”
Shadow looked at the holstaur girl, who was giving Shadow big pleading puppy dog eyes. He rolled his eyes and sighed. “Fiiiine, you can play.”
“Yaay!” she said excitedly as she reached out to grab her shooter marble.
Unfortunately, that was the time that the older holstaur maid from before decided to come and check in on me. The door opened and we all froze. Slowly turning, we all saw a stunned looking Buttercup looking at the four of us gathered up on the floor in the corner where the carpet wasn’t an issue. Her shock quickly turned to parental anger as she looked at Anna. “Anna Belle! What are you and your friends doing here?!” she asked angrily as she put her hands on her hips and rushed over towards us. “I thought I told you that this young stallion needed some sleep, young heifer!” Turning to me, she gave me an apologetic look and bowed. “I am so sorry about my daughter and her friends, young sir. She’s just really curious.”
I chuckled. “Don’t worry about it, it’s alright,” I said. “Anna’s a nice girl.”
Buttercup looked surprised at that, but only for a few seconds before a smile creased her lips. “You’re very understanding, young sir,” she said before she turned and walked over to her daughter, grabbing her by her cowlike ears and pulling her to her feet before continuing, “but my daughter knows better than to disobey me. Your father and I are going to have a serious talk with you when he gets off work, young heifer!”
“Ow ow ow! I’m sorry, mom! I’m sorry!” the young calf said, wincing as her mother pulled her ear.
“As for the rest of you,” the maid said, looking at the now scared Frostfall and slightly nervous looking Shadow, “I’ll be telling your parents what you were both up to.”
“Hey, it’s alright,” I said, not really wanting the scared looking sheep girl to get in trouble. She had that sort of attitude and look that made me want to protect her at all costs. Ravioli, ravioli, don’t let the sheep girl be bullied. “They weren’t bothering me. We’ve been playing for about an hour, anyway.”
“I appreciate you saying so,” Buttercup said, “but the mage physician was clear. You need rest, and the Princess herself ordered it so.”
“She did?!” Frostfall asked, now looking petrified.
“I really feel fine, I promise,” I said as I stood. “My horn doesn’t hurt anymore, and the aches are gone.”
The maid came up to me, knelt down and put her hand on my forehead again. She held it there, then nodded. “Well, your fever is gone,” she admitted, “but even so, you should still listen to the mage physician’s orders.”
I nodded in understanding, then turned to the three children I’d been playing with. “Sorry guys. Guess I gotta get some more rest.”
“Mommy, can we come back and visit Vlady sometime when he’s feeling better?” Anna asked.
Buttercup looked down at her daughter, then back at me. I shrugged and said, “I don’t mind playing with Anna and her friends again. It was fun.”
Buttercup put her free hand on her hips, the other now wrapped around Anna’s wrist. She looked at the pleading young holstaur calf, then back at me. Finally, she sighed and said, “If the physician says it’s okay, then you can come back.”
“But what if he has to go home before that?” Shadow asked.
“I guess you could come visit me where I live,” I said.
“We can discuss it later,” Buttercup said. “Right now, young heifer, you and your friends need to let this young colt get his rest. Physician’s orders.”
“See you later, Vlady!” Anna said with a wave as her mother pulled her towards the door.
“Feel better soon, Vladímir,” Frostfall said kindly and with a wave.
“You’d better! It’ll be nice to have another stallion to talk to,” Shadow said.
“Oh hush, you!” Anna said with a giggle as they all left the room, leaving me once more alone with my thoughts. 
I lay back down in bed, pulling the covers up and closed my eyes. Today had definitely been one of the weirdest days of my life ever since reincarnating into this odd anthro version of Equestria. I relaxed, and a smile began forming on my face. Despite having the mind of someone about thirty or so years old now, it had felt nice to play with someone my own physical age. It made me feel like a kid again. Then again, I was a child again I had to remind myself. Yawning, I pulled the covers up closer, turned onto my side, and began falling once more into a comfortable sleep.

I woke to feel someone gently stroking my mane. Keeping my eyes closed, I listened and waited to see who was visiting me now. A few moments later, someone sat on the side of the bed, then chuckled a bit. “He really does look a lot like Eclipse,” a soft and very familiar voice said. “I wonder if he really is related to him…?”
Eclipse? Who was that? I thought. However, I knew better than to eavesdrop anymore, so I began to stir. Moving onto my back, I yawned and stretched a little bit before opening my eyes. Only to find myself staring into two absolutely gorgeous magenta eyes. There, sitting on the side of my bed, was the very Princess of Equestria herself, Princess Celestia Dawn. Her mane flowed majestically as if being blown by some invisible wind as did her tail behind her. She was wearing the same white dress I’d seen her wearing at the Summer Sun Celebration, only now I saw her cutie mark emblazoned on the part of her dress near her hips. I froze halfway through my stretching, completely mesmerized by how beautiful the Princess actually was. Back on Earth, I remember reading one time that Lauren Faust herself had called Celestia the epitome of pony beauty. Being in this unusual version of Equestria and having not seen another human in five years, I’d grown to appreciate the beauty and attractiveness of pony mares.
The Princess looked at me, and her smile turned into a very small smirk. “Oh my, are you alright?” she asked in a tone of concern, but the look in her eyes only confirmed that she knew just what I was thinking.
“I…yes I am, Princess,” I replied, quickly sitting up and lowering my head towards her.
She chuckled softly. “Please, raise your head young Vladímir.” 
I did so, looking up at her once more. “Of course, Princess.”
She giggled again. “Such a proper gentlecolt,” she said. “Those nurses at the orphanage certainly have been raising you well.”
“I’ll let them know you said so, Princess,” I promised.
She nodded. “Please do.” Then, she did something I hadn’t expected. She reached down towards my horn and slowly remove the magical suppression ring from it. Immediately, I felt the flow of magic from my horn to my hands return. 
Surprised, I looked down at my pudgy childlike hands, then back up at her. “Thank you, Princess,” I replied.
She looked down at my hands as well, then back at me. “So, you did use your hands to channel your magic,” she said softly. A shudder of fear ran through me. Was I in trouble or something? Celestia must have noticed my apprehension because she quickly added, “Oh don’t worry, you’re not in any sort of trouble. I have just never seen anypony use magic the way you have in many hundreds of years.”
That stunned me. I raised an eyebrow and looked up at her. “Really? It’s that rare?” I asked.
She nodded. “One of the last ponies I saw who used it died hundreds of years ago,” she said. “His name was Eclipse.” I noticed a faraway look appear briefly in Celestia’s eyes before she turned back to me. “Are you feeling better now? Using that much magic up at such a young age takes a while to recover from.”
“I feel much better than this morning,” I admitted. “That was this morning, right?”
Celestia nodded. “You’ve been up here ever since the morning,” she replied. “It’s almost time for me to lower the sun, actually.”
“Wait, it is? But I have to get back home,” I said worriedly. 
Celestia giggled a bit. “Actually, the mage physician wanted you to stay overnight just to be safe,” she replied. “He was worried you might not recover your magic fast enough. And there is no need to worry. I’ve told your caretakers about the situation and made sure they know you’re in the best of hands.”
“Wait, not recover my magic fast enough? What do you mean?” I asked.
“Well, what do you know about magic, young one?” Celestia asked.
“Not a whole lot, Princess,” I replied.
Celestia nodded. “I understand. Well, when somepony your age uses that much magic all at once, it can cause someone to pass out like you did.” I saw her slipping into a teacher persona as she continued, so I paid close attention. “See, everycreature has some magic inside them, but most of it is in something called the anima. It pumps out magic through the body and helps keep everycreature alive. If you don’t have enough magic inside you, you’ll pass out like you did so you won’t lose all of it. While you’re asleep, the mana in the air moves back into your anima and fills it back up with magic much faster than when you’re awake.”
I nodded in understanding. I didn’t know too much about human or anthro pony biology, but it sounded like this anima was a lot like a heart, pulling raw mana from the air into itself like veins brought back blood to the heart and the anima was the source of the magic flowing out, a lot like how arteries flowed out of the heart and to the rest of the body. “I think I get it,” I said.
She smiled and continued. “Normally, a unicorn your age takes a full day or two to recover their magic.” She reached over and put her hand on my forehead, feeling my temperature. When she removed her hand, she nodded. “Your fever’s gone now, but I still think you should stay here until at least tomorrow morning.”
“Oh, okay,” I said.
There was silence for a bit before Celestia continued. “I hear you had some excitement a few hours ago,” she said, holding up a small marble in between her fingers.
I chuckled a bit. “I did get some visitors,” I said.
“Did you have fun with them?” the princess asked.
“Oh yeah, we played marbles for about an hour,” I replied. “It was really fun!”
“I’m glad to hear it,” she said with a smile. “Sunny Breeze did mention that you haven’t made any friends.”
“Yeah, they tease me there,” I said, looking down and running my finger in a circle along the comforter. 
Celestia frowned and put a comforting hand on my shoulder. “I’m sorry to hear that.”
I looked down at the blanket, playing up the poor bullied kid act. “They call me a bat pony lover…”
I could feel Celestia stiffen up at that. “Well, that’s not very nice of them,” she said. 
“Eh, I don’t care,” I replied, waving a hand dismissively. “I used to have a bat pony friend.”
“They’re called eutherians, my little pony,” Celestia said.
“Right, right. You-thee-ree-an,” I said it out phonetically, like I had a hard time saying it. “Am I saying that right?”
Celestia nodded. “That’s correct.”
“Yay!”
I was satisfied to see Celestia smiling wider as she ran a hand through my mane before she stood. “Are you feeling up for a little walk?” she asked.
“Where are we going?” I asked, pulling the covers off and swinging my legs over the bed.
“Oh, not very far, just to one of the windows,” Celestia said. “I need to lower the sun and raise the moon. Do you want to watch?”
My eyes widened in genuine excitement. I’d always wanted to see it up close. “Can I really watch?” I asked.
“Of course,” Celestia said as she headed towards one of the windows. Watching her walk from the back, I was struck by how majestically and gracefully she walked. It was almost as if she was floating. Her long alabaster wings were folded behind her dress and seemed to shimmer with barely repressed magic.
I rushed after her after climbing out of bed and reached her just as she raised her horn and opened the window with her magic. She looked down at me as I rushed up beside her, looking out towards the west. The city itself mostly had a view of the western portion of Equestria, meaning that the sun itself was now just kissing the horizon. The sunlight itself was shining over the rooftops of Canterlot, casting long shadows along the roofs and streets of the medieval looking city. “Whoa…” was all I could say.
“Canterlot is lovely this time of day,” Celestia said as she closed her eyes and inhaled deeply. “And the wind is coming in from the west, too.” I sniffed the air as well. It had a late spring/early summer scent to it as a slight breeze blew over the two of us, brushing my mane back gently. Celestia opened her eyes and looked down at me. “Okay, my little pony, are you ready to watch me lower the sun?” she asked. 
“Yes, Princess,” I said.
Celestia smiled, then closed her eyes. Her horn began glowing again, only this time it was brighter than before. Then, to my surprise, she began speaking in a language I didn’t expect her to even know: English. “Sun, hear my call and heed my words, for it’s time to go, for now it is time for the Moon to rise up from below. Tomorrow is another day for you to shine your light. Now rest, for you have earned your sleep throughout this quiet night.” As she said those words, the sun began lowering past the distant mountains, bringing twilight light throughout the world. The sky went from bright yellows, oranges and reds to deep purples and nighttime blue. The stars began coming out. Her horn’s magic seemed to brighten more, and she winced slightly as she said again, “Come forth, bright moon, and heed my words, for it is time to wake. Your slumber must come to an end, and your place in the sky you must take. Oh, guardian of the night, come forth and shine your silvery glow upon all creatures, great and small, who slumber sound below.” A silvery glow began shining on the ground below, but not yet on the city since the cliffs hid the rising moon. It wouldn’t be visible for about half the night. Her horn began dimming and she immediately relaxed, smiling and looking up at the bright starry sky in satisfaction. “Another day over,” she said.
“What did you just say?” I asked, hiding the fact that I spoke the same language that she, albeit in an Equestrian accent, had just said. “I don’t know that language.”
“I’d be surprised if you did,” Celestia said. “It’s an ancient language that nopony speaks anymore. It’s called the Language of Magic, and it was used many hundreds of years ago to help ancient mages perform great spells. Not even I know the language anymore, just those words which help me to raise and lower the sun and moon every day.”
That was news to me, and I filed it away for future use. “How come no one speaks it anymore?” I asked.
“Well, because ponies found that there were quicker and easier ways to cast magic,” Celestia explained. “You’ll learn a lot more about it when you start school.”
“Oh, okay,” I said, smiling a bit.
“Now then, I know you’ve had plenty of rest already,” Celestia said as she closed the window, “but it’s time for you to sleep for the night.” She turned around and gently began leading me back to the bed. 
“Okay, Princess,” I said as I climbed back into bed once more. “Thank you for letting me watch you lower the sun and raise the moon! It was amazing!”
Celestia nodded. “Of course,” she said, “I’m always happy to. Now sleep well, my little pony, and goodnight.”
I pulled the covers back up over me. “Goodnight, Princess Celestia,” I replied, yawning once more. 
“Goodnight to you as well, young Vladímir,” Celestia said. She turned and headed towards the main door, opened it, and took one last look at me before she closed it behind her.
I closed my eyes, surprised at how tired I still felt despite having slept a lot of the day. Then again, I reasoned, Celestia did just take off that magical suppression ring from my horn. Maybe that’s why? As exhaustion washed over me, I decided to table those thoughts for the next day. I curled up underneath the covers and went back to sleep.

I woke to the sound of someone knocking on the front door. Buttercup’s voice came from behind the door as I blinked out the sleep from my eyes. “Young Vladímir? Are you awake yet?”
“Nnng…yes,” I said grumpily as I sat up as I rubbed my eyes clean of any cobwebs.
The door opened and Buttercup came in, carrying a large tray of delicious smelling breakfast dishes. I saw two strips of freshly cooked hay bacon, which to my new tastebuds tasted as good as the real deal, a small bowl of steaming porridge or oatmeal with what smelled like honey in it, a slice of freshly baked rye bread, two small sunny side up eggs, a couple slices of cheese, a freshly peeled orange and a glass of what looked like ice water. She set the platter down on the bed in front of me after pulling open some legs on it which helped it act like a miniature table. “You haven’t eaten in a day, and the mage physician said that it was time for you to eat something to help you recover your strength.”
My stomach began growling loudly as the smell of everything in front of me assaulted my nostrils and took up residence within every nook and cranny of it. I hadn’t smelled anything so delicious in all my time here. Most breakfasts at the orphanage consisted of lukewarm porridge, dry but still edible bread, hard cheese and sometimes some apples or applesauce. My mouth began watering immediately. “That smells so good!” I said, resisting the urge to grab one of the cleanest forks I’d seen and dig in.
Buttercup smiled. “The cooks at the palace are the best in the kingdom,” she said. “Now, though, it’s time to eat. The princess wanted to see you as soon as possible.”
I looked at Buttercup in confusion. “Am I in trouble?” I asked in a nervous tone.
Buttercup immediately shook her head. “No, no, no,” she said quickly and reassuringly. “She just wants to talk to you is all.”
I relaxed a bit, feeling a bit relieved and now more curious as to why she wanted to see me. “Well, alright,” I said as I reached out to grab the small fork provided. Unlike the ones back at the orphanage, which were dull and had lost their shine, the fork I held in my hand was pristine and had a large reflective surface on it. 
“I’ll draw you a bath while you eat,” Buttercup said as she stood and headed to the bathroom.
“Thank you!” I called out to her as I took a large bite of the hay bacon, savoring its surprisingly juicy and meaty-ish taste. “Mmm…” was all I could say as I ate. As Buttercup continued preparing a bath for me, I sampled each dish, and was blown away by the flavor of each. It was then that I realized just how privileged those who lived in the palace were to eat like this every day. Not that I ate poorly by any means. We ate well and healthily enough, of course and were kept as clean as possible. The nurses there really did care about their charges, but it was a bit difficult since I always had the impression they were understaffed.
By the time Buttercup came back out, I was pretty much halfway done with everything. The cheese, eggs and hay bacon were all gone and the oatmeal, bread and the orange were all half gone. I was chewing on the still warm slice of bread when she came back out. “My my, you eat quickly,” she chuckled. “Almost as much as my little Anna.”
I smiled a bit. “Well, I was hungry,” I said as I took a sip of the water to wash the bread down with. 
“When you’re all done, the bath is ready,” Buttercup said.
“Okay,” I replied as I continued eating my breakfast. As I did so, Buttercup grabbed a rag that was hanging off of her belt and began wiping down surfaces. After I finished, I decided to try and use my magic for the first time since the day before. I lifted my horn up, then felt the familiar tingling sensation as my horn lit up. My magic flowed down through my body and out of my right hand, which lit up as I cast a simple telekinesis spell on the tray, lifting it up and moving it to a flatter part of the bed before setting it down. Once I stopped casting my magic, I took stock of how my magic and body felt. I didn’t notice anything unusual, but I wasn’t going to take any more chances. I swung my legs over the bed and jumped off, holding my stomach. “I’ve never been so full in my life,” I said as I headed to the bathroom.
Buttercup came up behind me. “You about ready to take your bath, young Vladímir?” she asked.
I nodded. “Eeyup,” I said.
“Alright, well the physician and the Princess said to keep an eye on you while you took a bath,” Buttercup said.
I was about to protest automatically when I remembered that not only was I in a five year old body, but I was also under Princess Celestia’s roof, and thus I had to follow her rules. “Okay, I understand,” I said.
Buttercup seemed a bit surprised by my acquiescence. “Wow, you’re a lot easier to deal with than Anna. She’s always whining about me bathing with her,” she said.
I giggled as I began to take off my pajamas. “She is? Heh.”
“Trust me, she is a pain in the behind to deal with for her baths and for when it’s time for her weekly feeding,” Buttercup said.
I shrugged as I removed the rest of my clothes and climbed into the steaming bathtub. “Ooh! Ooh! Hah! Hah! Haaaah…Aaah…” I said as my body got used to the water. I sank into it, letting the warmth wash over me. I splashed my mane and quickly ducked my head under the water to get myself all soaked. “This is a really nice tub,” I said. “Where’s the soap?”

About fifteen minutes later, and after having Buttercup helping me to wash, I got out, brushed my teeth and got dressed in a pair of light brown slacks with a belt, a dark red t-shirt and black shoes. I felt more refreshed and cleaner than I had felt in a long time as we left the tower. It was here that I discovered that the tower itself was about three stories tall with an outside staircase that circled around the cylindrical tower.
Walking through the halls of the palace was an experience. I couldn’t stop staring at everything. It was impressive, to be sure, but unlike how it was depicted in the show, it wasn’t as colorful or whimsical. It was a lot more realistic looking, with portraits of ponies hanging from the walls and statues in the halls along with full blown sets of armor. There were torch sconces on the walls as well as hanging plants. 
As we walked, I took notice of the staff walking up and down the hallways. While a good number of them were ponies, I did see ovitars and holstaurs walking through the palace, sweeping or cleaning or carrying something. Male holstaurs looked a lot like their female counterparts, only with longer and sharper horns and without the feminine physique. The same thing with male ovitars. 
Buttercup brought me towards the center of the palace in front of a large wooden door guarded by two burly unicorn royal guards. One guard knocked and poked his head in, announcing us. When I heard Celestia calling us in, he pushed the door open, revealing a large dome shaped study. Sitting behind a large white desk sat Celestia. Also there, to my surprise, was Sunny who was sitting in a chair facing the Princess. When she saw me, she jumped out of the chair and rushed over to me, hugging me and looking me over, asking me if I was okay and if I slept well etc. I reassured her that I was okay before turning back to the Princess. “You wanted to see me, Princess?”
Celestia nodded and gestured to the second chair in the room. “Yes, please young Vladímir. Buttercup, thank you for bringing him. You’re dismissed. Go ahead and take the rest of the day off.”
“Thank you, Your Highness,” she said, bowing and heading out.
Celestia turned next to Sunny. “Miss Breeze, I hope you don’t mind if I speak to young Vladímir alone.”
“Of course not,” Sunny said, standing and hugging be close. “Thank Celestia you’re alright,” she whispered before she left, closing the door behind her.
Once we were alone, Celestia raised her head, casting a spell that made any sound coming in through the door or the window to her left and right cut right out. Once she did that, she leaned forward. “Now then, young Mr. Vladímir, I’ve been speaking to Miss Breeze, and she told me she hasn’t been teaching anypony at the orphanage magic. Especially at the level you showed yesterday morning. How did you learn magic so well?”
My ears flattened immediately. I knew then that I was caught. I looked down at the floor, fiddling with my fingers. Celestia saw this and in a soft voice, she said, “My little pony, you’re not in trouble. We’re just wondering how you learned magic so fast.”
I bit my lower lip, then looked up at her before asking, “Do you promise not to tell anyone?” I asked. “And I mean anyone?”
“Of course, young Vladímir,” Celestia said. “I won’t tell anypony.”
“I mean anyone,” I insisted. “No ponies, holstaurs, ovitars, any creature. Although, I think there’s one pony you can tell.”
Celestia raised an eyebrow. “And who’s that?” she asked curiously.
I dropped my childish façade as I sat up. Celestia was the first to take notice as she looked at me with a curious expression. When I next spoke, I used my real tone and dialect as I said, “Your sister, Princess Luna, once she returns.” 
Celestia’s eyes went wide with astonishment. “Vladímir, your voice…”
“I can read and write already, and have been able to for a while,” I said, leaning back and giving her a steady gaze.
There was silence between us for a while. Finally, Celestia said, “Okay then, Vladímir, you have my full attention. What is it you want to tell me that’s so secret that you can’t even tell your nurse at the orphanage?”
“There’s a lot I need to tell you,” I said, “and it’s not going to be something that many are going to believe.”
“Okay…well, I’m listening,” Celestia said.
Taking a deep breath, I began. “For one, I’m a lot older than I look…”

			Author's Notes: 
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		5 - Six Months Later...



To say that Celestia was surprised by the story I had to tell would probably be one of the biggest understatements of the millennium. In fact, it looked like she ran through the entire gamut of emotions. Fear, mistrust, disbelief, shock, but eventually she looked down at me and declared that she could see no lies in my story. She then apologized that I had been through so much hardship and was the very first to welcome me, Stephen Waverly, to Equestria.
I’d broken down at that, and Celestia hugged me close as I finally let loose any remaining lingering emotions about my traumatic death and rebirth. She soothed me and held me as if I were her child, letting me vent my frustrations and anger. Despite that, I was still careful to only speak in Equish as I shouted into her dress.
Once I had finished, she wiped my face clean with her handkerchief, then led me to her private privy where I washed my face up. Despite feeling embarrassed at having broken down so badly in front of her, I did feel a lot better about my new life.
By the time I had stopped crying and was recovering, it was lunchtime. I had lunch with Celestia in her private dining area, which wasn’t quite like it had appeared in A Royal Problem. Instead, I was surprised to see that it was a bit plainer than that. It was smaller, domed room with windows that took in the entirety of the surroundings save for the part of the room that was built into the mountain. The wall that was built into said mountain had been left alone, and I saw why when I saw a vein of gold that ran through the center of the uneven wall. The table was directly next to the window, giving anyone sitting there a good view of the surrounding area. 
It was from that vantage point that I finally got my first look of Ponyshire.
The town looked less colorful than the version I’d seen in the show. In fact, it looked more like a typical medieval town than anything else. As I looked through a spyglass at the town, Celestia gave me the rundown of the town itself. 
On the northern outskirts of the town, in fact not even located within the town’s border wall, was the lord’s manor, a larger mansion surrounded by a heavily fortified stone wall. Currently, the lord was a pony named Fancy Feet, an elderly stallion who had been the lord there for at least a hundred years.
There were wheat fields located west of the manor. Three families owned the farms which grew the wheat that supplied the town. Each barn had large silos that stored the grain and mills for grinding said wheat. When I asked if there were portions of the farmlands set aside for Lord Fancy Feet, Celestia nodded and said that it was standard for every town and city within the kingdom to do so.
Directly below those fields was where I first saw Sweet Apple Acres, a massive plot of land which consisted of acres of apple trees as well as other fruits and vegetables, although the majority of the property had apple orchards.
The town itself was more or less medieval as shown in the show, albeit somewhat less colorful than in the show. Celestia pointed out the blacksmith shop (a large black building with smoke pouring from its chimney), bread and sweets shop named Sugarcube Corner (which, while it had a slightly more colorful paintjob than most other buildings, wasn’t shaped like a giant sundae), the Golden Oaks Library (which was still made out of a hollowed out living tree), the village green, (where many of the town’s festivals were celebrated), the commons area, the marketplace, a few pubs, the residential district and the stone wall and two gates, the first located at the northern portion of the town near the lord’s manor, the second to the east right near the docks on Saddle Lake near the river which led to the eastern and western oceans.
In the center of the town was the town hall, where Celestia said the town’s mayor, sheriff and the magistrate worked from. Lord Fancy Feet had elected them years ago to help him maintain order within the town as he grew on in years. As befitting its status, the hall was the largest building within the town’s walls, towering over every other building in the city and having a large clock facing each direction of the compass. Celestia said that while the town hall had places for criminals, the crime rate in Ponyshire was so low that they were hardly ever used.
After seeing this, I was hardly surprised that ponies hadn’t developed the steam locomotive. Instead, the main mode of transportation on land was still done by either walking, flying or chariots. Pegasi could still fly, however.
After learning about this, Celestia took the opportunity to teach me some ancient Equestrian history. 
She explained that the mountain which Canterlot was built into, the Canterhorn, had been extremely rich in gold veins and had once been the main source of wealth of the kingdom a thousand years ago. However, after the incident with Nightmare Moon, she built Canterlot Palace on the ledge that had once been a very small mining town, moving the seat of power away from Serene Castle, the actual name of the Castle of the Two Sisters, and its neighboring city, Dawn City after both were destroyed in the hours long battle between sisters.
However, aside from this vein that ran through the palace, the mines had finally run dry about a hundred years ago and had been long abandoned. Now, according to Celestia, the majority of Equestria’s wealth came from mines in the neighboring Foal Mountain, one of the richest sources of gems and gold in the country.
After the most informative meal, she summoned a chariot for me and sent me back home, but not before she promised that she would see me again. The way she said it made me a bit suspicious, but I suppressed it. I did ask, however, if I could see Shadow, Frostfall and Anna Belle again. She promised me that they’d be allowed to visit weekly.
Sunny was so relieved that I was okay after I returned, but was upset with me about using magic like that without proper training. I took the scolding, which amused me since she was also hugging me close as she chewed me out. Afterwards, she said that the Princess herself had promised to send a tutor of magic to help train me to better control my magic.
For the next six months, I received a visitor every Moonday, a unicorn mare named Aura Blossom. She was at least in her mid twenties, with light sky blue and cloud white striped mane and tail and a light green fur coat. She would normally wear a dark purple robe with gold fringe. I later learned that this was what the Canterlot branch of the Academy of the Arcane wore.
Aura was a strict teacher, always insisting on sticking to a schedule despite my advanced knowledge of magic. She was aware of my unusual ability to channel my magic through my hands instead of my horn, but despite that she insisted that I should attempt to learn to control magic through my horn just in case. However, in those three months, I was never able to figure out the trick despite every trick Aura knew. Finally, she’d taken me to the Canterlot branch of the Academy of the Arcane where she said that one of the more experienced mages there would give me a thorough examination.
Unlike Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns, the Academy of the Arcane was a location where Mages of the realm spent years studying magic and attempting to develop newer and better ways to utilize it. I got the impression that they were pretty much the equivalent of scientific researchers back on Earth, constantly developing and improving technology. The Academy was also a school that taught advanced magic to those lucky few who passed the entrance exams to enter. 
The building itself was located on a raised part of the cliff, separate from the city itself. It was a large cylindrical stone tower with four smaller towers connected to the main tower. Each of the smaller towers faced the four directions of the compass. The entire facility was surrounded by a large stone wall with six small watchtowers located at equidistant points within the wall. Each one possessed a large crystal at the top of said watchtowers which could be used to erect a magical protective shield around the Academy in case of an emergency. 
Inside, I was reminded more of a monastery than anything, since the ponies there, all unicorns, wore pretty much the same type of robes that Aura did. Most were the purple with gold fringe, but I did see mages wearing two other colors. The first variant was a royal blue with silver fringe while the third was a dark evergreen with bronze fringe. I later would learn that the purple robed ones were the most advanced and knowledgeable mages at the Academy. All teachers wore purple robes. The blue robed mages were students in upper level classes, and the dark evergreen robed mages were students in the beginning Academy classes. 
Aura took me to a large circular room in the East Tower where an older pony mage physician named Onyx Bolt placed me in the center of the room. He made his magic flow through a carved runic magic circle in the room, illuminating the room with purple magic. I took note of the clearly English lettering in the magic circle, however I saw some slight spelling errors within them. Ones that I couldn’t really tell them about mostly because I still wanted to keep that bit of information to myself at the time.
The physician performed a thorough examination on what he called my thaumatic pathways, finding that while mostly the same, I had an extra set that ran from my horn to each of my fingers. In simplistic terms, since he only saw me as a child, he said that my magic veins were bigger than average and I had more than the average pony. The largest were, according to him, from my anima to my horn, then from my horns to my fingers. I had a feeling that whatever had happened to me was a rare thing since he seemed extremely shocked by it and whispered a few things to Aura. When I asked if I’d ever be able to use just my horn for magical casting, Onyx told me that it was possible with training, but even he wasn’t sure. After that, Aura told me that she still wanted me to practice using just my horn for at least an hour a day, but at the same time she began moving a little bit faster through her curriculum.
On Enddays during those same six months I would always get visits from Anna Belle, Shadow and Frostfall, always accompanied by at least one of their parents. We would spend time either playing in the orphanage’s yard or going out into Canterlot for some fun. I met all of their parents during those months. 
Anna Belle’s father was a dark brown furred holstaur male named McAngus with a few small patches of fur on his hands and arms that looked like they’d been burned away. Of course, when I learned that he worked in his own blacksmith shop, the burns made sense. McAngus had what I felt would be considered an Irish accent. He was a fun loving guy, always cracking wise and never seeming to care what others thought of him. I could see a lot of where Anna Belle got her personality from. His shop was actually one of the more popular ones in Canterlot, and I managed to visit there one Moonday after my lessons with Aura. There, I saw that despite his goofy personality he was incredibly serious when it came to his job. I later learned that he and his fiancée at the time Buttercup moved from their own small island nation of Steerland for better opportunities in Equestria, and for the most part they had both gotten what they came for. 
Frostfall’s parents, Maple and Barley, were both castle servants as well. Maple, Frostfall’s mother, had light gray fur and hair which was normally tied back into either a bun or a simple ponytail. She had dark evergreen colored eyes and small yellow ramlike horns on the side of her head. I saw immediately where Frostfall got a lot of her looks from. Maple was a kindhearted woman but it was clear she had her priorities in order and wasn’t afraid to scold her daughter or any of us if we did anything naughty. She worked as another maid in the palace. Barley, Frostfall’s father, had dark brown fur and hair. He had yellow eyes and a black pair of ram’s horns which were larger than his wife’s. Barley was a castle cook, and whenever he brought palace leftovers for us whenever it was his turn to babysit me and my new friends I always saw why. His culinary skills could probably have impressed Gordon Ramsay.
Shadow Hunt’s parents, both eutherians, were the strictest out of all the parents. His mother, Astra Breeze, had dark purple fur with silky smooth black mane and tail and slitted amber eyes. She was a part of the Night Guard who patrolled Canterlot Palace and the city during the night. Her cutie mark was of a field of about five stars and some stylized breeze blowing through said starfield. His father, Crimson Comet, true to his name, had dark crimson fur, with a black and dark gray mane that somewhat reminded me of Spitfire’s own. His tail was the same color but it was fairly short. Like his wife, he was a part of the Night Guard. They didn’t babysit us much, but whenever they did the visits were shorter than most and we never went anywhere. They were fairly cranky from being tired, but I could tell they were trying their best. They definitely loved their son in their own way.
This newfound attention from the outsiders got me teased more by the other foals my age at the orphanage, but I didn’t really pay attention to them. The older foals for the most part just left well enough alone and some even scolded the foals my age for teasing me. Still, the names for me stuck. Cow lover, sheep lover, bat pony lover, magic freak etc. were just some of the names I was given by them.
The months rolled by, and thanks to Aura’s own tutoring instead of self learning, I began getting much better with my magic. In a month, I managed to learn how to better channel my magic so that I could use it more efficiently. I learned how to better control my telekinesis so it didn’t use up my magic fast. I also expanded my magical repertoire by learning some simple transfiguration spells. I even managed to find a way to teleport, although I could only go from one end of the yard to the other. 
My friendships with the three children grew over the months. Anna Belle was ecstatic when she heard that one of my toys had a name nearly identical to hers. I would have given the toy to her easily had Sunny not told me that the dolls were from my mother.
It was also during those six months that Sunny finally told me about my mother. Her name was Golden Sparks, and she was, like me, a unicorn. She had arrived on the night of my birth in labor and seriously abused. To my horror, I learned that she was only fifteen when she had me. She’d refused to say who the father was, but Sunny, who had helped deliver me, got the impression that she was afraid of him. All I had to remember her by was a description of her. Sunny said she was a sky blue mare with dark blue and white mane and tail and deep orange eyes. I was told that luckily before she finally succumbed to her wounds and childbirth she managed to see me and gave me my name. Apparently one of my ancestors was from Stalliongrad, which was Threia’s (the name of the world where Equestria was located) equivalent of Russia.
With my exposure to the outside world, I learned something that threw me for a loop: the level of technological development of this Equestria was nowhere near the level of the one I’d seen in the show. There was no electricity, everything was powered by either coal or magic, with many of the lamps being fueled by oil. I found it hard to believe that ponies would use whale oil, so I did a little bit of research in secret. I discovered that there were many different oils used, such as sesame oil and live oil, but there were two that were common in Equestria. 
The first commonly used was something called camphine, which the book I read said was made by distilling turpentine with quicklime. The second was gem oil, which was made by crushing certain gems up into a fine powder, which itself was then treated by a certain spell which changed the powder into an oil. The book went into details about how certain gems, once crushed, would emit different colors. For example, emeralds made lamps glow green, sapphires made them glow blue, ruby’s made them red etc. The cheapest oil made from gems was actually garnet oil, which didn’t affect the color of the flame itself. With how common garnets were it made for a convenient source of oil. 
There were other sources of light, too. The lamps on the street utilized a rarer form of crystal which absorbed sunlight during the day and slowly released it over the course of the night. I was surprised to see that despite their glow at night being a warm white glow, the crystals themselves were actually a deep crimson when viewed during daytime hours. I later learned that they were called aed gems and were only used in public lighting fixtures in the major cities and towns due to how hard it was to find them.
Stoves were pretty much either wood stoves or a primitive (by my human reckoning) version of a gas stove, the latter of which was also used to heat homes during the winter. Controlling the temperature of the stove was impossible with wood stoves, but it was somewhat possible with the gas stoves thanks to the use of dials which allowed for control over the amount of gas that was let through. However, since there were no ways to detect leaks, inspections had to be done on places where there were gas stoves at regular intervals.
Summer turned to autumn, and I participated in my very first Nightmare Night in Canterlot. On the very night, Hærfest 31st, I went out with my new friends and escorted by Buttercup and McAngus. It was similar to how it was shown in the show, children going to various houses in the city and saying the incantation “Nightmare Night! What a fright! Give us something sweet to bite!” Candy wasn’t the only thing that were given out that night. Some families didn’t just give us candy but also gave out small hot disposable beverage cups full of hot spiced cinnamon cider or hot chocolate to help stave off the cold. The candies we got were almost all handmade and wrapped in thin paper to preserve them. We got caramels, sugar drops, licorice, small sticky buns or donuts, dehydrated sweetened fruits, small chocolates in various shapes, and more. During Nightmare Night I learned that candy was once used in medicine.
Despite not living in a world that had undergone any kind of industrial revolution, the candies and sweets made were actually quite delicious. Even those that were clearly bought were tastier than candies I’d had back on Earth. Either that, or my taste buds were different in this new body of mine. I took advantage of my child metabolism and indulged in the demolishing of my new hoard of candy within the next week.
The weather got colder once again and the Canterlot weather team guided the first snow clouds over the city earlier than they did elsewhere. By the second week of Forstbyn, the roofs, streets and trees of Canterlot were coated in white, with more falling daily. Chimney sweeps were out and about almost every day, most of them being pegasi but I did see a couple of unicorns. 
With the onset of wintery weather, Aura redirected my training to focus more on magic that dealt with the cold, such as making ice walls or blocks. She explained that this was the magic used to make the blocks of ice for the ice boxes that had been out for twenty or so years. The orphanage had a large one that had been donated to them about a year before I was born by one of the nicer rich ponies who’d adopted someone from the orphanage. It was one of the deluxe double door versions and could store plenty of food and beverages within.
The reason she wanted me to do it during the winter was because thanks to the lower temperatures, casting any kind of cold magic was easier. Once I got the hang of it, Aura said that I was to keep practicing it for at least fifteen to thirty minutes a day, especially with the onset of warmer weather in the oncoming months.
She not only taught me about ice magic, but she also told me that for homework I was to continue practicing my other magic, especially fire magic which she’d begun teaching me in the summer. She said that practicing during the winter months would do for my fire magic what practicing ice magic would do in the summer months. When I compared it to exercise, Aura nodded and said that was fairly accurate.
And she was right. Practicing fire magic during snowy and cold weather was harder than it was in the summer, especially during the windier days. However, the practice I endured paid off because it grew easier to generate a flame above my hands as the days passed.
Finally it was Hearth’s Warming season once again. The lamps in the houses were changed to be either green or red or a combination of festive colors. Small artificial candles that had many different oils within were placed on trees. Either that, or some of the richer ponies would string smaller white or multicolored versions of the solar powered gems on their trees and place them next to one of their windows. In the center of the city, right in the main square, the Canterlot Hearth’s Warming tree was placed and lit in a grand ceremony. Celestia herself even attended and lit the tree with her magic.
On Enede twenty fifth, I woke to find that I had three extra presents underneath the orphanage’s tree, each from my three new friends. I got a warm wool sweater from Frostfall, and in the note that came with it she said that she spun the wool and knitted this herself out of her own wool. It was evergreen with a red and green striped tree on the front. Anna Belle got me some toy building blocks designed so you could create your very own castle, and Shadow got me a really well crafted wooden sword, much like the ones he would bring during our play sessions. 
Of course, I got my orphanage gift as well, a good number of bits, a set of winter and summer clothes and a toy. That year I received a small unicorn pony soldier action figure with detachable sword, spear and shield. Ironically enough, the guard had similar coloring to how I remembered Shining Armor looking in the show. 
It was a couple of days before the new year where I received a most unusual visitor once again…

“Hellooo? Hellooooo?” The Royal Guardspony Blazing Armor, a white furred unicorn with dark purple mane and tail, wandered through the apparently abandoned castle. He’d been heading back to Forgeston Fortress after spending a week of his vacation with his family in Frostbite Falls. He was one of the guards that had been assigned to this border fortress three years ago after his training in Canterlot was complete. He was a competent soldier, but was also young and inexperienced in any kind of actual combat. Of course, his training officer, Captain Swift Runner, had drilled into his head and the heads of all the other trainees that while a soldier or guard might hope for peace in their time, they should never lower their guard and always maintain vigilance and training.
Those words came back to his mind as Blazing wandered through the empty fortress. Everywhere he looked, he couldn’t see a sign of any struggle or a quick abandonment. In fact, it looked as if things were going on as normal. There was food in the soldier’s cafeteria, all warm still as if it was just served. He saw half written letters and reports in other areas of the castle, the quill pens dropped nearby.
“Is anypony here!? If this is a joke on the new guy, it isn’t funny anymore!” Blazing said, clutching his sword and shield close to him. All that he got in response was the sound of the wind from the cliffs surrounding the fortress. 
He continued looking around, trying to find a sign of anything like a fight. However, he saw nothing. Even the prisoners in the small dungeon were gone, their trays of food all left half eaten. He figured then that this must have happened only an hour ago. As he wandered through the empty fortress, he thought back to noon. He had been on the road still with the fortress in sight, but he’d stopped to take a quick meal break. For the most part, his eyes had been locked on his home. Nothing had seemed out of the ordinary. He hadn’t heard any strange sounds on the wind or seen anything unusual, which frustrated him all the more.
He walked down to the mage’s work station, hoping that Glittering Stone, the fortress’ resident magic expert, might have left some kind of clue. As he opened the door to her work place, the familiar smell of potions, incense and musty books. The entire place was dark save for a few candles lit on the table and a bright blue orb that hung from the ceiling. Her chair was pushed back as if she’d vanished while she’d been sitting there. There were a few books opened on the desk, which in itself wasn’t abnormal. 
He moved over to look at the contents of the books on the table and frowned when he saw that the book on the left was just some botany book. The book in the center looked more promising since the title was Rain Song’s Potions, but he quickly remembered that the aforementioned pony had traveled to the zebra lands and studied their craft before returning. Nothing about those potions could have caused whatever happened. The same thing with the third book, which was another potion book. 
Aside from that, he saw a stone bowl on the table with a dark purple liquid inside. Besides it there were a few vials of different colored potion bottles, each with the stoppers off. And that set off alarm bells in his head. He knew Glittering Stone well and knew that the moment she poured anything out of a vial, she would immediately close it. They had been set down, that he could tell based off of how they were in order of size in front of him, but the stoppers themselves were just sitting on the table in front of their various vials.
The door behind him was thrown open even more, slamming into the wall moments later. Whirling around, sword and shield at the ready, he prepared to face whatever was out there, but when he saw nothing, he slowly approached the door. Shaking, the poor guardspony looked out carefully, clutching his weapon tightly enough that his knuckles began getting white. However he saw nothing. Breathing a small sigh of relief, he began to pull the door shut, only to remember that the door was extremely heavy and thick. Not even the wind could move it like that.
He stopped, released the door handle and tried to act all casual as he ‘looked’ around the place once more. All the while he thought he could feel the presence of something inside the room with him. Forcing himself to relax was even more stressful for him than anything else. The place was deathly silent.
That was until something dripped onto his shoulder.
He froze, petrified. However, he remembered his training and let the tension out as he slowly moved his hand to his shoulder. He felt something slimy on his shoulder, which made him shudder involuntarily. 
Taking the chance, he quickly looked up at the ceiling, where he saw-

“Vladímir, sweetie?”
I jumped in alarm at having my solo playtime interrupted. I was sitting in my room, my toy blocks set up to look similar to Minas Tirith. My toy doll, Blazing Armor, was in my hand and holding onto the sword and shield attachments. “Huh? Wha-? Oh, Sunny? What is it?” I asked as I put my toy down. It was snowing heavily outside, and that mixed with the winds left very few options for playing or practicing magic outside. Apparently the Canterlot and Ponyshire weather team had missed a couple snow days, so they were trying to make up for it with this blizzard. The city was closed for the most part, with posters having gone up suggesting that anyone going out should only do so when it was necessary. 
It was Enede twenty ninth, only a few more days until the new year celebration. Since I had no friends at the orphanage I resorted to playing with my toys. It was a really fun distraction and helped stimulate my creative juices and kept him entertained since I didn’t want to give away that I could read at a higher level than I appeared.
“Sorry to interrupt your playtime, sweetie, but you have a visitor,” Sunny said. She looked a bit nervous now, fiddling with her fingers anxiously.
This was a red flag for me. Usually whenever I got a visitor she was never this nervous. She had been a bit nervous when Aura visited with a note from Celestia saying that she was my magic tutor, but afterwards she settled down. I put Blazing down and stood. “Who is it?” I asked.
“Um…you should see for yourself, sweetie,” Sunny said, pushing the door open. “They’re in the office, waiting for you.”
I raised an eyebrow as I stood. “Alright, I’m coming,” I said as I walked out of my room.
Sunny closed the door, then began walking down the hallway towards her office. I followed behind her, thinking about who the visitor could possibly be. Of course, the answer seemed pretty obvious, but I wondered what this particular pony wanted with me.
Sunny led me to her office, where I saw a tall pony with wings sitting in a chair near the fireplace. The pony was wearing a thick white cloak with some gold fringe, and there was a hood over their head. Sunny looked between me and the visitor. “Ah…well, I’ll take my leave,” she said, grabbing a key from the desk, quickly retreating and locking herself out of the office.
This just left me with the not so mysterious pony. I looked over at the hooded pony, crossed my arms, and dropped my childish persona. “To what do I owe the pleasure of this visit, Princess Celestia?”
The figure sitting at the fire slowly raised their hands to their hood and removed it, letting the rainbow colored mane and horn loose. She turned to me, her magenta eyes filled with a new sense of warmth. Not that she hadn’t shown genuine concern and warmth for me before, but this seemed different. “Vladímir, my young stallion, it’s been too long since we’ve seen each other. Or do you prefer the name Stephen?”
“Vladímir works for now,” I said.
She nodded and gestured for me to join her at the other chair. Curious as to her purpose here in seeing me, I walked up and sat, facing her smiling face. Unlike before, there seemed to be a joy there, a joy that didn’t seem to want to be restrained. “I’m so glad to see you again,” she said. 
The way she said it was a bit worrying. Instinctively I moved away from her. “Um, same to you,” I said.
Noticing my frown, Celestia gave me a sheepish look. “Ah, forgive me. I guess you noticed that I’m more than glad to see you.”
“I did notice,” I said with a small smile. “I take it there’s a reason why you’re excited?”
Celestia nodded fast, then stopped, cleared her throat, and reached into a bag that was leaning against her chair. Reaching into it, she brought out a portfolio made out of some shiny black material, opened it and retrieved some papers from it. Then she lifted her horn and cast some sort of spell. Immediately the sound from the outside of the room went completely silent, even the sound of the wind against the window. She cleared her throat and looked at me. “How much did this entertainment show about mine or my sister’s past?”
“Nothing much,” I replied. “Only that you defeated the god of chaos using the Elements of Harmony, discovered the Tree of Harmony in the ravine next to Serene Castle, and the incident with Nightmare Moon.”
“That’s all you saw? Nothing about our family or our lives before becoming rulers of Equestria?” Celestia asked.
“There are comics and books that tell more, but people back on Earth debated a lot on whether those were canon or not, so it’s hard to say,” I explained.
“So you never heard about my brother?”
I froze. Wait, Celestia and Luna have a brother? I thought with surprise. “Um…I’ve never heard about you and Luna having a brother,” I admitted.
She grabbed a small portrait out of the bag and handed it to me. I took it gently and looked at it. The unicorn pony I saw looking back at me was a tall and handsome young looking stallion with a somewhat long and wavy blonde mane, dark brown eyes and a light cream colored coat of fur. Since it was a portrait that only went to his chest like most medieval looking portraits, I saw that this stallion was wearing a dark green coat that wouldn’t have looked out of place in said medieval times. There was a four pointed gold star with a circle around it on the left part of his chest. Written on the frame was one name: ECLIPSE. 
Immediately I remembered what I’d heard Celestia say after I’d woken six months ago. Looking up at Celestia, I held up the portrait and handed it back to her. “This is your brother? Eclipse?”
She nodded sadly as she took the portrait back and put it back into her bag. “He was my youngest brother. I was the oldest, Luna was the middle child and Eclipse was the baby,” she explained. “He was pretty talented with magic like me and my sister, but he never seemed to want to pursue it as much. If he had, there’s a chance he would have become a prince of Equestria.” She sighed and looked up at the portrait of Canterlot directly above the fireplace. “He was rather wild as a foal, always getting into trouble and hurting himself whenever he spent time with his friends.”
“Aren’t all younger siblings like that?” I said in an attempt to make a joke.
Celestia giggled slightly. “Indeed they are. But he changed after he met a mare named Diamond Facet. He became instantly smitten with her and tried winning her over, but she wouldn’t have any of it once she saw who he was. The poor stallion was depressed for days. Mother and Father tried to reassure him but he was inconsolable. It wasn’t until Luna gave him a stern talking to that he really tried to change. The change was astounding, but it didn’t take place overnight. He had trouble trying to change. When he spoke to Diamond again, she rejected him again because she did not want a stallion who would change for her. She wanted a stallion who would change for himself only.” 
“Ouch. Rejected twice by the same girl. That sucks,” I said.
“If I infer your meaning right, then yes, it did suck for him,” Celestia said with a sigh. “He reverted to his old self almost immediately and nearly got in trouble with the law. We had a family intervention for him and told him how his actions weren’t only hurting those around him, but himself as well. The poor stallion was in tears all the while and apologizing over and over again. Mother and Father also apologized because they blamed themselves for not giving him the attention he needed. After that, he slowly began trying to change once more, and a year later he was the kindest and most loving pony I’d met. That was when he met another mare named Lilac Love. I think you can guess what happened next.”
“He fell for her?” I asked.
She nodded. “Only this time, this Lilac gave him a chance. He courted her according to the traditions at the time, and two years after they started seeing each other my family and I were attending his wedding. I have never seen such a happy couple.” She smiled, looking as if she was watching a memory play in her mind’s eyes as she continued. “It wasn’t long after they were married that my sister and I became the Princesses of Equestria. We had Serene Castle built and invited Eclipse and his wife to join us. But he refused.”
“Really? How come?” I asked.
“He said that he wanted to live a normal life with his wife and foals,” Celestia replied. “He did say that he wasn’t cutting off contact with us, just that he wanted to live without the pressures of life in a palace. He had three foals, two older mares and a young stallion, just like our own family.” I saw a tear fall.
“Princess? Are you okay?” I asked.
She wiped her eyes with a handkerchief and sniffed. “Forgive me, I miss him so. Him and his wife and foals. But back to the topic at hand.” She pulled out a few old looking papers from the portfolio and lay them down on her lap. “Before he passed away, Eclipse asked us for a favor. He asked that we look after his family, and for eight hundred years we kept that promise. We kept tabs on them, making sure they were safe.”
I raised an eyebrow. I almost said that sort of thing was a bit excessive but bit my tongue. “I’m guessing something happened?”
“Indeed. Two things as a matter of fact. We lost track of one family after they disappeared suddenly,” she said. “After that, a group known as the Order of the Sun found the rest of my family and…and…” I could feel the air in the room get warmer as the fire flared up considerably. Her magenta eyes briefly flashed yellow.
“I get the picture,” I said in understanding.
She exhaled and the temperature returned to normal. “We tried finding that family who went missing, but they had vanished so completely that we couldn’t find them. I’d all but lost hope when I met you.”
I felt a chill go down my back at the immediate implications. “What are you saying?” I asked, raising an eyebrow at her.
She held up a new batch of papers, these looking a lot newer than the others. “I played on a hunch. You look so much like Eclipse did at your age that I wanted to see if I was right. I searched for your mother’s origins, but until a week ago the ponies I had assigned to the case couldn’t find anything. Then, a week ago, we found something, an old arrest warrant for one Steel Vision in Stalliongrad for the assault and…well…”
“You can say it, Princess,” I said. “I’m older than I look, remember?”
“Right, forgive me,” she said, “sometimes it’s hard for me to remember that when I’m looking at you. Well, to put it bluntly, Steel Vision was arrested for the assault and rape of a young teenage mare from Stalliongrad. A mare named Golden Sparks.”
My eyes went wide. “Whoa, I’m a rape baby?”
Celestia gave me a sorrowful look. “It would seem so,” she said apologetically. “I am very sorry.”
“It’s alright,” I said softly before shaking my head and getting back on topic. “Just to be sure, though, it was the same Golden Sparks, right?” I asked.
“We double checked, and yes it was the same one,” Celestia said. “We traced her back to an old family who had been living in Stalliongrad for a few hundred years. Their roots were traced back to a family who moved there a little less than three hundred years ago. Half of them changed their names, but the other half kept it. The portraits of their ancestors matched the ones we have of them here.”
“Are you saying that you found my real family?” I asked.
“Yes, but we found them too late,” Celestia said. “Somepony else got to them first. They were all killed four years ago. All we found was an abandoned mansion and a will written by your grandfather that states that when Golden or any foal she bears comes of age, the entire property and its assets would be given to her or her foal. Meaning you, now, since there is nopony else left. You are the last of the family line.”
“And…Steel? What about him?” I asked, not sure I really wanted to know.
Celestia’s eyes darkened. “I had him executed.”
The way she said that sent more shivers down my spine. The look of pure revulsion on her face terrified me more than anything I’d ever seen on Earth or on Threia. “I see,” I said as calmly as I could. “So…if I’m reading into this right, I am a descendant of Eclipse?”
As quickly as it came, her eyes brightened and she turned to me. “Yes. Yes you are,” she said with that same happy look in her eyes. “You’re my nephew!” In a blur of motion, she stood and rushed to me, lifting me in her magic and wrapping her arms around me, holding me close in her admittedly warm embrace. 
It was all happening so fast that I had to take the time to process just what was happening. I’m a nephew to the princess of all ponies? But the only pony who was related to Celestia was that Blueblood pony, right? Unless…wait, am I really Blueblood?! It would make sense since I look like him, but…seriously, what?!
Celestia put me down after a while. Seeing the shock on my face, she knelt and put a hand on my shoulder. “I’m…I’m sorry, I got a bit over excited,” she said sheepishly. “I’m just so relieved to have found a member of my family.”
“But Princess, I’m not exactly…well, I have the soul of a human inside me, for lack of a better word,” I said. 
“That doesn’t matter to me,” she said warmly as she pulled me closer. “Pony or human, you’re family now. That’s all that matters.”
There was something in her voice that gave me all the reassurance I needed. I was still a bit nervous, but a lot of that seemed to vanish with her words and more vanished when she wrapped her arms around me. I actually hugged her back and we remained like that for a few minutes before I decided to ask, “So…what exactly does this mean now? Are you going to adopt me or something?”
Celestia nodded and released me once more. “Yes I will, but not right away. There are some things I need to take care of, but by next month I’ll have everything set up so that you can finally move into your new home in Canterlot Palace.”
I nodded. “Wow…it’s all happening so fast…” I said.
“I’m sorry about that,” Celestia said gently as she lifted my chin to face her, “but I promise that I will make this transition as easy as possible. That is…if you want to be?”
I was conflicted for a few seconds. After all, I still felt like an adult despite being a child currently. However, I realized that not only would I be living in a nicer place but more importantly I’d be close to my new friends and we could spend more time together. That, and it would be nice to have a family again, I thought. However, before I could answer, I had one burning question. “Before I answer, I have something to ask.”
“Go ahead,” Celestia said.
“I know that there’s a tradition of renaming orphans, so I was wondering what you’d rename me?”
Celestia took on a thoughtful look, then smiled after a few moments. “Renaming you would be essential, I think. I might have a good name for you. How does the name Blueblood sound?”
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I remained at the orphanage for a couple more weeks after that fateful meeting with Celestia. Nothing seemed to change in the everyday routine for me. Aura came by at her normal time to train me in magic, and I had the regular visits from my friends. The news from the papers (which I learned were handwritten and then magically copied for distribution) didn’t make mention of her visit to the orphanage or of any kind of adoption. 
The day before my sixth birthday, Bygynneth 6th, I received an important looking visitor, an older medium brown furred pegasus mare with dark gray tail and mane, the latter tied up in a secretarial bun. She wore official looking garments, a long dark red skirt and dark brown blouse. Sewn onto both sides of her skirt was her cutie mark, which was a scroll tied in a red ribbon. She introduced herself as Minister Penny Line, a member of the Canterlot Royal Chancery. She carried with her some official looking documents. She spent about an hour with Sunny and almost every other nurse. After coming out of the meeting, Sunny looked both elated and saddened. She took me aside and told me that Penny was from Canterlot Palace and was here to bring me there. Still thinking I was a colt, she said that I would be adopted by the Princess herself as her nephew. 
It was here that I received my very first taste of royal privilege as she bowed down and apologized over and over for any rough treatment she or any of the nurses or other foals might have given me. I had to quickly reassure her that I wasn’t mad or anything like that. After she calmed down, she hugged me and said she would miss me. Truth be told, I would miss her, too. She’d been there since my birth and had been the closest I’d had to a motherly figure since arriving in Equestria. She then reached into her pocket and gave me a small copper coin, something the orphanage gave to all the foals who were adopted. On it, there was a smiling foal and the words CONGRATULATIONS ON YOUR ADOPTION written above. That made me tear up as I took the coin reverently and clung it in my hand before hugging her once more.
After I packed up what little belongings I had, I made my way to Penny, who was waiting at the front. Strangely enough, I saw no other fillies or colts on my way down to the front, which I later learned was on purpose since the Princess wanted my being at the orphanage a secret. Penny and I were hastily packed into a covered horse drawn wagon carriage with nobody seeing us from the outside. We then returned to the palace while Penny told me that the Princess herself had promised to explain everything the moment the two of us arrived at the palace. The two of us didn’t really speak much during the ride there, and it was a rather awkward trip. 
When we reached the palace, Penny took me directly to Celestia’s private office and left me and the Princess alone. There, Celestia told me more about her plans. Only she, myself and her personal secretary would ever know about my secret: the fact that I came from an orphanage in Canterlot. From the way she explained it, even Celestia had political rivals at best who might use this as a weapon against her. The ‘official’ story would be that I was found after years of exhaustive search from a small unknown town at the edge of Equestria’s territory. She’d apparently even made a false paper trail for others to follow, which was why she hadn’t come for me right away.
When she told me this, I was a bit stunned and instinctively expressed my disapproval, seeing as how honesty was one of the principals of harmony, but she quickly explained that it was the only way for her to keep her rivals and enemies from finding anything to use against her. It was this first interaction that reinforced for me that this world was a lot harsher than the one in the show. To quote one of my favorite shows, she was playing the game of thrones. And while I didn’t like it, I still had no idea how politics really worked in this Equestria, so I really had no choice but to accept it.
The two of us talked for hours establishing the story. Nothing about my upbringing would really change, save for some names of course. Anyone who really knew about my living at the orphanage had been handsomely paid off, of course. The town I was apparently living in was called Coalton, a small town near the southwestern portion of Equestria. They did have a small orphanage which Celestia had recently closed due to poor management of funds. The other orphans who had been living there had been sent to the neighboring town’s orphanage, which ironically enough was Sire’s Hollow. Coalton was also slowly being abandoned since its coal mine had dried up months prior.
Once the story had been established, my new aunt showed me around the palace, introducing me to key members of the staff. The throne room, to my surprise, looked the most like the one from the show, albeit with muted colors. There were stain glass windows on the righthand wall of the throne itself, showing famous historical events. 
The first window showed three ponies, standing in a massive cave. Each were from one of the different tribes of ponydom and each had their hands out, joining in the center of the circle of three. Above the joined hands was a glowing white triangle. On the bottom, a sign read Founding of Equestria.
The second window depicted two familiar alicorns, each sitting on a throne with a unicorn pony mare placing two golden tiaras on their heads. The mare I saw wore dark blue robes with swirls of white sewn into the fabric. There was a dark hood over her head but the artist had not hidden her piercing gray azure eyes and her brown fur. On the bottom, a sign read Starry Swirl Crowns the Sisters.
The third window depicted the same two alicorns, both with blades in their hands and wearing fierce looking armor. Both were facing down a dark gray alicorn with dark magic tinted eyes. Behind the two were two stylized armies facing each other with a large crystal city in the far background. On the bottom, a sign read Defeat of Emperor Sombra and the Last Battle of the Silica Empire. 
The fourth window showed both sisters wielding six familiar gems and blasting at a somewhat familiar looking being of chaos. However, unlike the one I knew, this one had long flowing white hair, large but different sized breasts and a slender feminine and more humanoid form. Other than that, all the body parts were pretty much the same, albeit more anthro than animal. On the bottom, another sign simply read Discordia’s Defeat.
The fifth window depicted Celestia banishing the corrupted Luna to the moon. To my surprise, however, there was no mention of Luna’s name. Instead, the sign read Nightmare Moon’s Banishment. I almost asked what Celestia had said happened to Luna, but held my tongue.
If those images hadn’t already told me about my new aunt’s prowess with a blade, then her demonstration in the palace’s training grounds definitely convinced me. This Celestia wasn’t a chump when it came to fighting. She was a warrior princess. She moved with a grace and speed that was indescribable, but with a deadly ferocity that terrified me. She didn’t even use any of her magic or her wings when she fought and still she fought the enhanced and magically moving dummies with striking ease. When she told me that was merely lesson one, I gained a whole new respect for my new aunt. She did promise me that when my body was ready, I would be allowed to learn a fighting style to give me an edge in protecting myself just in case.
Something that stunned me on that first day, however, was the fact that the room I was given was a near carbon copy of the bedroom I’d seen in the very first episode of the show, the one where Twilight and Spike had stayed in. It was a bit more closed off than in the show, having been built into the side of the mountain itself, but nevertheless it was fairly similar. There were two levels, each connected by a large spiral staircase in the center. The room had an amazing view of Canterlot through the massive window on the second level. There were plenty of books on the shelves on the second level already, a brass telescope near the window, a massive hearth next to my bed that kept the entire bedroom warm, a desk which was complete with ink, quill pens and papers all neatly stacked, a practically king sized bed with a stepstool for me to climb up, and much more to see.
My friends were also there in that room with cake to celebrate my adoption. They and their families were there as well, and I later learned that they had been told to keep my secret and had been rewarded for their silence with large amounts of money as well. Anna Belle was the most excited that I would be around the palace and didn’t seem to care that I would become a prince. All she saw was a close friend moving closer to her so she and I could play. I noticed the change in Shadow right away. He became more formal with me, at least until I begged him to act like he had before since I wanted to be friends with him.
Certain members of all three families had been assigned to me, as it turned out. Buttercup had been reassigned as my personal maid and would see to my daily needs. Maple, who had background in education, was to be my main teacher, but not my personal tutor. Instead, she would teach me and my friends in a small classroom setting. She was aware of my intellect and being farther ahead in certain subjects, but she was insistent on teaching me Equestrian and world history, something I was not so great at. Barley was reassigned to be my personal cook for the time being, while Astra Breeze and Crimson Comet were my personal guards, having been reassigned from the Royal Guard to me. At the time, I felt rather overwhelmed by all of this, and Celestia promised me that I would be given time to adjust to the new life I now led.
After the first week, Celestia made a major announcement in the form of a large banquet. There, she told the cover story and introduced me as her distant nephew Prince Blueblood. I had been trained on how to behave and walk as best as I could, but I felt completely out of place in that banquet despite my aunt’s reassurances that I was doing splendidly. It was there that I had the very first of many tastes of upper class society and how nobles and ponies of high standing used honeyed words to try and get what they wanted. It reminded me of an old saying from a movie from Earth, “A nobleman is nothing but a man who says one thing and thinks another.” I kept that in mind during the entire night. 
Aunt Celestia’s announcement hadn’t even left her lips before I was being introduced to many noble daughters my own age. I could tell that the fillies thrown at me were as nervous as I felt. However, what brief training I’d had that week came back to me and I put them at their ease with my best imitation of honeyed words, something that made me feel sick to say. However, the giggles of the fillies as we played out in the courtyard more than made up for it. 
It was also there where I was reunited with Jet Set. He was nearly unrecognizable, and I was glad that I was as well, having had my mane and tail trimmed. Seeing him reminded me of Crystal, and I made a mental note to ask Aunt Celestia if there was any way for her to find my oldest friend. 
Jet Set was already rude and a bully a back in the orphanage, but now he was an insufferable spoiled brat. He was incredibly rude to the maids and servants, especially those who were eutherians or non-ponies, while at the same time he had his nose so far up the asses of anyone of standing that his face might have been brown by the end of the night. He especially sucked up to me, and I had to tolerate it. His father was the Duke of Chicoltgo and was very wealthy, I learned. Jet spoke of Chicoltgo Keep as if it was on par with Canterlot Palace in terms of beauty and scale. He insisted that I come and visit, to which I gave a noncommittal answer.
I was exhausted by the time the night was over, physically and mentally. Physically from all of the walking around and the food consumed, and mentally from having to deal with all the false platitudes I was now a part of. Aunt Celestia personally escorted me to my new room, telling me how proud she was of me for how I acted, but I reminded her once more that I was older than I looked. Nevertheless, she praised my acting skills. However, she did tell me that there might come a time where I might have to visit other noblestallions. She promised to put it off as long as she could.  
As the days turned into weeks, I began falling into a new routine. Now that she didn’t have to travel once a week to a Canterlot orphanage, Aura would come and train with me in the training arena multiple times a week, which helped my magical prowess grow much faster than it had before. She was still strict in her lessons, which I appreciated since it meant the lessons stuck more, at least for me. Maple, on the other hand, was a kindhearted teacher who knew just how to teach each one individually. She was impressed by my writing and math skills and advanced me more and more in those areas. My Equestrian history and geography weren’t as good, but since I had the mind of an adult in the growing brain of a child, I made those subjects a higher priority. 
The others had their own troubles. Shadow was ahead thanks to his age, and was actually fairly average when it came to his age group except for math, which he struggled with. Anna Belle, being a bundle of energy most of the time, was in general not one of the best students, but she never gave up. Frostfall was smart for her age and she and I would gladly help the other two in study sessions.
To my surprise, McAngus was asked, not instructed as he owned his own business, to take time out of his day to be more or less a physical education instructor to me and my friends. He never allowed me or Shadow to use our special magic, as he viewed that as cheating. Shadow and I both took it seriously, doing our exercises with no complaints. Shadow, due to his being older, was very fit and could easily take on all three of us in games of strength. Anna Belle would complain, but she was just as physically fit as me and Shadow. Poor Frostfall, however, was not the best despite her best efforts but she never gave up. 
I hadn’t forgotten my first friend Crystal Moon, and I had asked Aunt Celestia if there was a way to track her down. She promised that she would have her investigative team look into it. A week later, however, she came back with some upsetting news. The family who had adopted Crystal had vanished without a trace about a month after they’d adopted her. The parents had been in their Canterlot house one day with their daughter, and gone the very next day. All of their belongings were gone as well.
Winter turned to spring, and things remained the same with me. However, that day at the beginning of Sprende, my life underwent yet another change…

It was late morning and I was sitting at my desk looking over one of the books in my room titled The Eutherian Art Of Stealth by Fresh Breeze. One of the things I’d learned from Shadow and his parents were that they had a very unique type of magic which was called Shadow Magic. They were capable of not only blending into the shadows quite literally, but some of the more talented eutherians had great powers of hypnosis which they could use to cloud the minds of their victims and make them pretty much invisible. That power reminded me of the one that was used in the old radio serial from Earth called The Shadow. 
I was reading it because it was said that some talented unicorns could also learn Shadow Magic. I knew I wasn’t quite ready for it, but I still wanted to try and learn when I was. Having such a power could be a valuable asset, especially since I was now a prince and a high value target. There were practice exercises within, but I knew better than to even do them.
I was so lost in thought that I didn’t notice the warm presence of my aunt as she walked up behind me. I jumped when she put her hands on my shoulders. “That must be quite an interesting book you have there,” she said in amusement as I jumped up.
“Whoa! Oh…Auntie, you startled me,” I said, putting my hand on my chest. I had grown quite used to calling her Aunt or Auntie, and thinking of her as such always made me smile. I did so now as I looked up at her, only to see her wearing something other than her royal garments. She was wearing a dark blue flowing dress with a gold rope around her midsection and a necklace that had her cutie mark hanging from it. She was wearing a pair of spectacles as well that made her look like more of a teacher than anything. I raised an eyebrow. “What are you wearing today?”
She chuckled and turned around for me to see everything. Her tail stuck out and was flowing in the ethereal winds that they constantly experienced. “I’m going down to my School for Gifted Unicorns today for the opening ceremonies,” she explained, “and since today is a day off for you, I was hoping you would like to join me.”
I felt excitement rushing through me as I put a mark in my place in the book and closed it, setting it on my desk. “I’d love to come!”
Aunt Celestia smiled warmly and put her hand on my back, patting it. “Then get dressed, young Blueblood.”
After I quickly got into my outdoor royal garments, dark blue trousers, a blue and gold long sleeved shirt with a golden triangle sewn onto the chest and a small black cloak attached by a gold chain, Aunt Celestia, myself, and two of her best guards walked towards her carriage, which was pure white with her cutie mark painted on the very top. The corners were lined with gold and the curtains were as white as the paint, but managed to keep out the light very well.
As we were taken to the school, Aunt Celestia and I talked. She asked me how my lessons were going, and I told her. When I asked if there was anything big happening in the world, she told me that she had been attempting to broker a treaty with a nearby island nation of zebras called Farasi. However, it was difficult especially since, unlike Equestria, Farasi consisted of many different tribes of zebras. Like ponies, zebras had three different types of zebras, mountain, plains and imperial. The first two were easy to distinguish by where they lived, but the imperial zebras were so called because they claimed to be able to trace their ancestry back through the Weave of the World as they called it to a time when Farasi was once a powerful empire that spread all over its savannahs, prairies, oases and mountains. They were called imperial because they claimed to be descendants of the line of emperors.
Aunt Celestia had been trying to work out a peace treaty with the major tribes in order to establish a trade agreement with them, but it had apparently been difficult since smaller tribes had spoken up against the proposed trade. According to the leaders of the larger tribes, said smaller tribes didn’t want foreign politics involved in the day to day of Farasi affairs. Zebras were fiercely independent and hated to have their affairs interfered with by outsiders. Aunt Celestia had been trying her best to reassure these smaller tribes of her intentions to stay out of their politics, but so far it had been a losing battle.
“What if you arrange for one of their leaders to visit Canterlot and see us in person?” I suggested. “While you send one of your trusted nobles there in an exchange?”
“I had thought of that,” she admitted, “but no noble will want to go to Farasi. They all think it’s a filthy disgusting nation full of savages.”
I rolled my eyes. “It’s a shame Fancy Pants isn’t around, yet.”
Celestia looked at me with a confused expression. “You know of that young lordling?”
I chuckled. “He showed up in the show I mentioned a few times. He was mentioned as being the most important pony in Canterlot.”
“Well, his father, Charm Pants, is the Duke of Manhattan,” Celestia said, “one of Equestria’s biggest port cities and one of the richest as well. His son is about…thirteen or fourteen if I’m remembering right. The Pants family has always been a friend of the crown and one of the best noble families I’ve known. I’m sure if I asked, Charm would let his son go, but his wife might not allow it.”
“What, is she like most other nobles?” I asked.
Celestia shook her head. “No. Lady Petunia Bush is a very sickly young woman. She worries a great deal about her son, since she nearly died giving birth to him from what Duke Pants has told me. She doesn’t want to lose her son.”
“She sounds like a hovering parent,” I said, “like a mother hen.”
Celestia nodded in agreement. “She is, but a part of me can’t blame her. She’s lost almost her entire family, and all she has left is her husband and son.”
“Still, you said Fancy is thirteen? He’s a stallion grown already, as you’d say,” I replied.
Celestia giggled a bit. “Yes, he is. Oh, we’re here already.”
As the carriage stopped, I prepared myself. I’d seen the school only briefly in the show, so I wasn’t sure what to expect. As the driver opened the door and pulled down the carriage’s steps for me and my aunt to use, I caught my first glimpse of the school. My first impression was that I was looking at some miniature version of Buckingham Palace, but upon closer inspection, I aw plenty of differences. There was a large lawn in front of the building with a cobblestone pathway heading towards the entrance. In the center of the lawn was a fountain with a unicorn pony stallion statue standing in the center. Water spouted from the horn and sprayed out in a dome formation. The stallion statue itself was holding a book in one hand and was holding out its free hand towards the sky.
Behind the statue and yard was the school itself. The school had three sections, it seemed. There were two parallel square sections on the right and left which were connected by a rectangular section that ran perpendicular to the other two sections. At the very center of the building was a large white domed tower which loomed over the rest of the building. All along the walls were windows of identical size. The sun shone down on the school itself, its warm light glistening against the massive building.
My jaw must have dropped without me realizing it because Celestia reached down and gently pushed my mouth closed. “It is impressive, isn’t it dear nephew?”
I nodded slowly. “It’s really big,” I said, slipping into my younger talk.
“Yes it is. Come along, nephew. I want to show you around,” she said, taking my hand and leading me down the pathway. 
As we walked, I saw other ponies, all unicorns ranging from about my age to teenage years, walking towards the entrance. Each one was wearing what looked like a uniform. The colts wore a pair of black pants, a beige undershirt with a cravat, a dark purple vest with some kind of sigil sewn into the right breast and a black hooded cloak with gold lining the inside. The fillies wore something that was pretty identical except that instead of pants they wore long black skirts. Some even wore some kind of dark purple berets. Many of them saw us and would greet Celestia as Headmistress instead of Princess. When I asked why, Celestia replied, “I prefer that when I’m here, as the students and teachers know well. It’s one of the few times where I can be something other than a princess.”
For the next hour or so, she showed me around the school. Each classroom was pretty much identical. Unlike the ones I was used to back on Earth, these were more like a small amphitheater, with students sitting in a small semicircle and facing down towards the podium and chalkboard where the professor would stand. Much like the architecture of this world, it was medieval in nature. There was a large dining hall near the center of the building along with a meeting hall which reminded me of a cathedral’s sanctuary. The school had two massive libraries, one in each wing where we saw many students reading and studying the old tomes there. It was as if I’d stepped into one of those schools one sees in a magical school anime, albeit with more realism, if such a thing existed in a world where magic actually existed.
It was during our tour that something unusual caught my eye. We were passing some of the smaller and empty classrooms when I spotted a small cart in a darkened classroom. Aunt Celestia had just gotten stuck talking to a few of the teachers, so when I asked if I could explore one of the classrooms, she turned and nodded quickly. “Just stay in that classroom until I’m finished here, alright?”
“Okay!” I said, and with a childlike excitement, I rushed into the classroom.
The room itself was dark, its two windows to the outside covered by thick curtains. Using my telekinesis, I pulled the curtains aside, letting light into the room, which in itself wasn’t anything spectacular. It was smaller than most of the other classrooms, but it still had the same general shape. But that wasn’t what had drawn my attention, because sitting at the front of the room next to the podium and in front of the chalkboard stood a cart full of hay. And in the middle of that hay, I saw an egg.
I walked up to it, almost entranced by how beautiful it was. The egg was a light purple with dark purple spots scattered all around it. Reaching up, I touched it and caressed its smooth surface. It was cool to the touch, each part of it identical in temperature. Gently rubbing it with my hands, all I could say was, “Spike…”
Suddenly, to my complete surprise, the egg shuddered slightly. I jumped back in alarm. “What the fuck…?” I whispered in English. The egg remained still as I maintained eye contact with it. Slowly, I approached it, reached out, and touched it once more. For a few seconds, nothing happened. Just as I was about to breathe a sigh of relief, the egg shook once more, and I felt a burst of heat coming off of it.
I should have gone to talk to my aunt about this. I should have been more patient about things, but something inside me felt compelled to approach once more. The egg was now trembling as if it was cold. Immediately, I remembered not only that one episode with the dragon eggs but something I had learned in my extracurricular reading about dragons: their eggs needed extreme heat to hatch. 
I grabbed the egg and placed it on the stone floor as far away from anything burnable as possible, which was a corner of the room. The egg was still trembling, and when I touched it next, the temperature had gone down considerably. “Shit shit shit,” I muttered. “I need to heat you up!” Remembering my studies in fire magic, I closed my eyes and concentrated. I held out my hands and called forth the basic fire spell. Immediately a ball of bright yellow fire appeared in front of me. I brough the ball of flame to the egg and placed the fire around the egg. The shaking subsided only slightly, but didn’t stop. Gritting my teeth, I poured more magic into my flames, trying to elicit more heat from them. 
However, all I managed to do was turn the flame from bright yellow to a piercing white. I felt myself beginning to sweat, my newly cut mane drenched from the heat and exertion. Quickly, I tried to think of a way to increase the temperature of my flames. The only way I could think of at that moment was to increase the oxygen flow to the fire itself, but I had no idea how to do that. Thinking as hard as I could, another idea came to mind. Slowly, I began channeling more magic through my left arm and out through my left hand. I thought back to my teacher’s instructions on how to use dual spells. It wasn’t something I’d mastered, but I felt like I was so close to understanding…
Understand…
Understand…
“Blueblood?! What are you doing?!” A shocked voice called out from behind me. Whirling, I saw a stunned looking Celestia with the three professors she’d been talking to earlier. 
My concentration broke, and with that something else inside me broke. I felt a surge of magic unlike anything I’d felt before. The surge flowed through my left arm and the burst changed the white flames to bright blue flames. The surge then flowed through my right arm and out of my right hand, creating a massive burst of wind that surrounded the flames, making them hotter. My horn flared above me, and I felt magic pour from it, surrounding me with a bubble of magic. 
I grew immediately afraid as my magic poured out of me in droves, creating a massive and hot fireball around the egg. The more I tried to retract the magic, the more it came flying out of my horn and hands. There was so much noise from the wind and the magic surrounding me. I was aware of someone shouting something, only to realize it was me screaming for help.
Through all the noise and chaos, I heard something crack. Immediately, I locked onto the source and saw a dark crack that had formed in the egg. As I watched, more cracks appeared, until finally a claw burst through. The egg burst apart, revealing a very familiar dragon baby. A baby surrounded by fire.
I redoubled my efforts to pull the magic away, but my magic wouldn’t obey my commands. Not until I felt a hand firmly grasping my leg. Looking down, I saw Celestia looking up at me with a reassuring smile. It was then that I remembered that fear was something that could overwhelm a magic user in certain situations, especially during a magical surge. She pulled me down and wrapped her arms around me. Despite the noise, I heard her saying, “Deep breaths, dear nephew.”
At that, I felt myself going limp. Her grip on me increased as the noise of wind and fire vanished, only to be replaced by a child’s babbling. Slowly, I turned and saw a young dragon baby rocking back and forth, his tail sticking in his mouth. Our eyes locked, and I saw him release his tail from his mouth. He babbled and squealed in what looked like delight, reaching out towards me. 
As my strength returned, I looked up at my aunt and tugged at her. “Can you put me down for a bit?” I asked.
She looked down at me, then back at the dragon baby. Nodding, she slowly put me down and helped me get my bearings. My legs were a bit wobbly, but Celestia stabilized me. The other three professors were standing near the dragon baby, looking at him in awe, however when I began to walk towards him they backed away after looking once at Celestia. 
Slowly, I walked up to the baby. In the light of the sun that shone through the window, he looked identical to the Spike I’d seen on the show, although his colors were a bit muted. His scales were a darker shade of purple and his spines were evergreen, but his reptilian eyes were identical in color to those I’d seen on the show. However, unlike the episode which showed his birth, this dragon was covered in a glistening fluid. The young dragon sneezed, letting loose a small bit of blue fire before he began to shiver. Then, he started to cry.
Acting immediately, I removed the cape around me and wrapped the young dragon baby up in it, beginning to clean the thick embryonic liquid off of him. I overheard one of the teachers exclaiming, “Headmistress, surely you cannot be serious in allowing the young prince to engage with a young dragon! They are dangerous.”
“They are no more dangerous than griffons, Professor Ironsides,” Celestia replied sternly, “and this is a child. What will he do? Drool on you?”
I ignored them as I looked down at the as of yet unnamed dragon. His shivering had gone down and he was looking up at me with more curiosity than anything else. “Hello, little one,” I whispered as I wiped his face clean, “welcome to the world of Threia.”
The young dragon’s eyes widened a bit, and a small smile formed on his face, turning wide as he babbled and reached up to grab at my mane. He pulled at it and giggled. I simply chuckled and pat him on the head before turning to Celestia. She looked back at me, and as if a message had been passed between us, she nodded swiftly, then turned to the other professors. “With what has just happened, I’m afraid I must take my nephew home with me and make sure he is alright. Please forgive the abruptness of the departure.”
“Oh, not at all, Headmistress, we understand,” one of the ponies said. 
“We will take our leave,” the third one said, but not before she gave me an odd look before turning away and heading out with the other two.
The moment the other ponies were gone, Celestia dropped all pretenses and rushed over to me, kneeling before me and putting her hands on my face. She had a worried look on her face as she looked me over. “What were you thinking, nephew?!” she exclaimed softly as she put a wing around me. 
“I…I don’t know what came over me, to be honest,” I replied, looking back down at the dragon. “I just…I knew he needed to be hatched right away. I don’t know how I knew, but I knew.”
Celestia sighed, looking down at the young dragon. “Well…you’ve done something that nopony else has been able to do since I found this egg abandoned. Even I couldn’t do it.”
I was about to reply, when suddenly I felt a burning sensation on the sides of my bottocks. Standing quickly, I put my hands there, wincing. The burning sensation quickly went away, but there was a warmth that was still there. When I looked at Celestia, I saw that she was looking at my arm. Confused, I looked down at my arm, only to see the blank patch on my arm had morphed into a glowing compass rose with two distinct colors to each point on the compass. The north, south, east and west portions were a dark golden color while the smaller portions which signified directions like northwest, northeast, southwest and southeast were a deep royal purple. There was a small silver circle around the compass itself. 
As the glow slowly vanished, I quickly grabbed my pants and pulled one side down, looking in shock at my brand new cutie mark which matched the one on my cutie mark patch. Slowly, I put my pants back in order, then looked up at Celestia. “Um…you’re more of an expert at cutie marks than I am,” I said as I pointed at the patch on my shirt, “what exactly does this mean?”
Celestia looked down at me, smiling with what looked like an impressed look in her eyes. “It means, dear nephew, that you have a rare talent for magic, one that even I don’t have. It means, with plenty of practice and training, you can use more spells than the average unicorn.”
“I can master any magic?!” I asked, looking at my cutie mark in awe.
“Master magic? That depends on you,” Celestia explained. “What I mean is you are more magically versatile, but that means you won’t be as powerful. At least, not without a great deal of practice with certain magical spells.”
“So…a jack of all trades and a master of none or possibly some?” I asked.
“Yes, dear nephew.”
I looked down at my cutie mark, then back at my hands. A small grin formed on my lips. “Sweet.”
“Oh, but don’t think you aren’t going to get away with what you just did,” Celestia said in a now stern tone as she reached down and lifted the still babbling dragon into her arms. “You are in a lot of trouble for what you did. So expect some sort of punishment, young colt.”
I swallowed nervously. “Yes, auntie.”
“And the first punishment of yours is going to be looking after this young dragon,” she explained as she turned to walk towards the door.
“Spike.”
Celestia turned. “I beg your pardon?”
“That’s his name, Auntie. Spike the Dragon.”
Celestia turned and looked at the now named dragon baby. She smiled and nodded. “Very well. I suppose since you hatched him, you get to name him. But he will be your responsibility, you know.”
I gave her my best puppy dog eyes. “But Aaauntieee…I’m only siiix years old!” I held up my hands and showed her six fingers.
“No, Stephen. You’re older than that, you know,” Celestia said, giving me a little glare before she relented. “Oh, very well. Buttercup can help you, but young Spike here is your responsibility most of the time. Is that understood?”
“Yes, auntie,” I said with a nod.
“Good. Now, let’s get you home,” Celestia said, “you and I need to celebrate. Six years old is early for a pony to get their mark.”
As we walked out, I looked up at Spike, who gave me a smile. In that moment, I made a promise to raise him properly and never let him ever feel left out of anything. I reached out to him, and to my delight he did as well.
Our fingers touched and he wrapped his claw around my outstretched finger. I was filled with a sense of warmth and protectiveness for this young dragon.
I will protect and cherish him, I thought to myself, cross my heart, hope to fly, stick a cupcake in my eye.
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My cute-ceañera a couple weeks later was a banquet of special magnificence. Much like my adoption party, it involved the invitation of many nobles from across the entire kingdom. The main hall where the last party took place, which was nearly identical to the hall in the show where the Gala took place, was nearly packed with nobleponies who praised me with their duplicitous congratulations. However, being a prince, I had to be polite and thank them.
I received many different presents from each noble. I received fine silken garments that had been specially enchanted to grow as I grew as well as display my cutie mark prominently wherever I wanted it. I was also given fruits and sweets, like chocolate, sweet figs, raisins, sweet jelly, marzipan, and even a form of cookie. I made a mental note to try and recreate some cookies from my world like chocolate chip cookies or sugar cookies and possibly even donuts. 
One noble who I had been looking forward to meeting, Duke Charm Pants of Manehattan, gave me a young horse, freshly trained and ready to ride. The horse he had given me, a white mare with a silver mane and tail, was less than a year old and when I was given a ride on her back, I noted just how well-behaved she was. I was given a few sugar cubes to feed her with, and with that she quickly became even more friendly with me. She was unnamed, so I named her Strider. The Duke told me that she was a purebred thoroughbred horse, and that the Pants family had only used that breed of horse for the past four to five generations.
I met the Duke’s son, Fancy Pants, at my cute-ceañera as well. He was a young teenager of about thirteen and was just as kind as his father. I could tell that he was as genuine as they came as well. To my surprise, he too presented a gift to me, a large grand piano that was practically identical to those back on Earth. This surprised me further since I had figured technological development in this Equestria was still in the tenth to twelfth century. Still, I thanked him gratefully and promised him that I would learn to play it. 
I later learned that Fancy Pants had paid for the piano with the money that he had earned from working odd jobs around Manehattan, something his father had insisted upon since Charm was of the belief that if one was to rule, one needed to work among the masses in order to see just how they lived and worked. It was unusual seeing the young stallion without his monocle and mustache, but I knew immediately that I had a potential future ally in him among the sea of vipers known as the nobility. 
I was also gifted many different things, like a handful of well carved and decorated goblets, a set of silverware, some fine noble jewelry, jars of the finest honey and even some old and, according to Aunt Celestia, rare books. 
By the time I got back to my room at around seven o’clock that evening, I was exhausted. Miss Buttercup was there in my room playing with the young baby Spike. When I saw the young dragon, I couldn’t help but smile in relief and happiness, sitting down and hugging him. He seemed really happy to see me too and babbled incoherently at me.
My life became a very busy one about a month after the cute-ceañera. Thanks to the young Fancy Pants gift of a piano, I decided that I wanted to learn to play it as well. Aunt Celestia hired Fine Tuning, one of the best pianist stallions in the city, to be my tutor. He was a light gray unicorn stallion of about fifty with white and black striped mane and tail and a set of piano keys for a cutie mark. He had fierce blue eyes as well. He was a strict but fair teacher and spoke in a rather posh British accent, or a Britmane accent, since he came from Trottingham, Britmane. He had his own idiosyncrasies, though, such as the fact that he always arrived on time without fail and that he wore the very same clothes each time, a pair of black slacks, a white shirt with a red bow tie of sorts and a dark brown vest. One of the ones that I liked was that he would always put a small piece of candy on the nearby table, and without fail he would say, “As soon as the lesson is over, you can have the chocolate.”
During these lessons, I learned that in this new body I had a talent for the piano. Maestro Tuning, as he preferred to be called, never said anything to me, but I later learned from Aunt Celestia that he had told her about this talent of mine. And, truth be told, I actually enjoyed playing the piano. It was relaxing to play a tune.
I also was given lessons on horseback riding from a Saddle Arabian mare named Raana. As this was the first time seeing a Saddle Arabian, I was surprised to find that instead of them being taller than most ponies that the anthropomorphic versions were more or less similar to earth ponies in appearance. Raana was a dark blue mare with azure mane and tail and green eyes and a horseshoe for a cutie mark. Her Equish was good, but there was a somewhat Arabic accent buried within. Just like the Maestro, Ranna was a strict teacher, teaching me not to attempt to be the master of the horse, but a companion. I was just lucky that Strider was patient with me. In fact, Ranna told me that my new steed was being unusually kind and affectionate with me. I wasn’t going to complain, however. It made the riding easier.
Ranna taught me not just how to ride, but of the history of the relationship between ponies and horses. What I learned was quite interesting. As it turned out, horses were first domesticated by earth ponies hundreds of years before the creation of Equestria. They were used mostly as beasts of burden to help around the farms. In fact, something similar had occurred between the holstaur race and the cows in their home country. Ranna explained that horseback riding didn’t come about until the unicorn race saw how the earth ponies had tamed their horses and thought of the idea of riding them. Pegasi never found the need to ride horses thanks to their wings, but there were instances of them riding on the backs of horses, mostly when a pegasi’s wings never grew large enough to allow for them to fly.
My normal schedule for the rest of the year, barring a three month summer vacation that started on the first of Summerstar and lasted to the last day of Skīven, was like this: Moonday through Nerday I had school from seven thirty in the morning to one in the afternoon with a lunch break at ten thirty which went for thirty minutes. During those times I was taught basics, such as Equish/Grammar, Math, History, Physical Education and Geography. Geography and Physical Education were taught on alternating days. On Moondays and Puddays, Aura Blossom would come by at one thirty in the afternoons and give me an hour long magic lesson. On Platdays and Nerdays, Maestro Tuning would come at two o’clock and give me piano lessons for an hour. Hurdays were reserved for my horseriding lessons with Ranna, which started fifteen minutes after my schoolday ended and lasted for an hour as well. 
On Enddays I was given special etiquette training by a young pegasus mare in her early twenties by the name of Light Step. She was a dark green furred pony with a few zebra-like stripes on her. Her tail and mane were evergreen and her eyes were, surprisingly, orange. She had a pair of feet as a cutie mark, since her talent was dancing. From nine to ten in the morning, I learned about all the proper palace etiquette such as how to greet someone properly along with how to dance and many other things. 
Right after those lessons, which were an hour long, I would go to my next lesson, where I would meet Iron Grip, a minotaur swordsman. He had a steel gray fur coat and black legs. He was a slender bull, but that didn’t mean he was weak. I always looked forward to practicing with him because he was funny, but he also knew how to make the lessons stick. He would praise me whenever I did something right, and if I messed up, he would gently correct me and teach me where to improve.
After an hour-long lunch break which went from eleven to twelve, I had a lesson in basic martial arts from an earth pony stallion named Fisticuffs. He was a light brown stallion in his early thirties with dark brown mane and fur, both of which were already somewhat graying, along with two fists for a cutie mark. His dark gray eyes were still full of youth and vigor and his well-toned body proved that. He was a tough teacher as well, but I learned a lot from him. While what I was learning was the simple basics, Fisticuffs told me that I would eventually be ready to learn martial arts from every pony tribe. At one o’clock, I was free from all lessons.
One thing that I learned while performing martial arts was that I found that certain motions seemed to help my magic flow through me easier. Curious about this feeling, I cast certain spells while simultaneously performing simple motions. To my surprise, certain spells did seem to react much better when I performed them with martial arts, while others didn’t. When I revealed this to Aura and demonstrated this to her, she was intrigued and did some research at the Academy of the Arcane’s library. She found an old record of a unicorn mare who was said to cast magic in the same manner as myself, and that she, too, had found the same thing was true of her. The mare, named simply Duality with no last name, had written down her experiences with magic and what spells worked with martial arts and which ones were needed. She did put forth a disclaimer that since there was nobody else like her during that time, it was possible that said moves only worked for her.
Which was only half true. Some of the spells she mentioned did improve greatly when I mixed them with the little bit of martial arts I did know, but others she mentioned didn’t show any significant improvement. Still, Aura decided that, until further notice, I was to practice my magic normally and when I managed to perform a spell correctly at least ten times, then I could practice it with some of my martial art training.
Sunsday might have been a day where I had no lessons at all, but that didn’t mean I was idle. Not only would I put in etiquette, magic, piano, swordsmanship and martial arts practice for thirty minutes to an hour or so each day, but I would go into the Canterlot Library and either do homework if I had any or if I didn’t have any I would do some advanced studying in politics for about an hour or two each Sunsday. I knew that I was now a player in that field, and I had no idea how others might want to use me for their own political gain, so I needed to figure out how things worked in this world. The political system I was used to was nothing like the one I found myself in and a part of me dearly hoped that things in this Equestria weren’t as bad as they appeared to be in Game of Thrones.
I did make sure, of course, to set some time aside for my three new friends. Thanks to my newfound status as royalty, I received a small stipend from the crown and would treat them to delicious sweets and candies from shops in town. However, being a prince and because my new Aunt was being a bit overprotective, I wasn’t allowed to leave the palace without some kind of escort. Instead, I had gotten into the habit of asking some of the servants around the palace to fetch said gifts for me. It was not quite the same as picking them out ourselves, but it did me more time with them. The three could leave the palace more freely than I could, and I was a bit jealous of that.
Despite that, we had fun during some of my free time. We would play in my room, run around the garden, and even play around in the royal garden’s large pond, especially during the summer months of my sixth year. In spite of my aunt’s words, Spike was taken care of initially by Buttercup, who took a shine to the young dragon. She would watch over me and my friends whenever we played, bringing Spike along with her as well. My friends all took a shine to Spike as well, but Frostfall was the most taken by him. I could tell she really liked playing with the young baby.
One thing I was surprised about was that I might have been in the body of a six year old, but I had the stamina of someone thrice my age. When I asked Aunt Celestia about it, she told me that what I was feeling was normal for a pony. She seemed surprised when I said that it wasn’t quite the same for humans. I told her that we were one of, if not the only, race on my planet who weren’t born able to walk. While it was the same for any sapient species on Threia, that didn’t mean everything was the same. In general, ponies did have a few traits leftover from their horse counterparts, such as the stamina bit.
That didn’t stop my aunt from worrying that I was taking on too much at once, and she said so. However, armed with the knowledge of my new body’s own biology, I reassured her that I was doing alright. She made me promise to tell her if I was ever being overwhelmed, but I insisted that I was alright. My reasoning being that since I was now a prince, I would do everything in my power to become an asset to the kingdom.
During the summer vacation, I spent a bit more time with my tutors. Most times my morning was spent studying and training with them, but in the afternoons after lunch I had free time. I spent those times either studying any subject that I felt would make me an asset to the kingdom (agriculture, politics, weather control and more) or playing with Shadow, Anna Belle, Frostfall and Spike. For the latter, I still didn’t really get a chance to leave the palace, but that didn’t mean we couldn’t have fun. We even tried our hands at cooking, much to the consternation of some of the cooks in the kitchen. 
Despite that, I did manage to invent, or reinvent in my case, some dishes that impressed the cooks there. One of them being a baguette. One of my hobbies as a human was cooking. I wasn’t an expert chef by any means, but I did know some recipes by heart despite being six years out of practice. One of my favorite recipes was a French baguette. Despite the country of France being mentioned in the show, I could only find a place called Prance on the Equestrian map in my bedroom, and they had apparently not invented baguettes. It soon became a popular bread in the palace and all around Canterlot. It was eventually known as a Canterlot Baguette and shops around the city began experimenting with the recipe.
The year passed by fast, and before I knew it, autumn had arrived. The temperatures began to drop, hot apple cider became popular in stores, and not just as a drink but as this world’s version of pumpkin spice. Sure, pumpkin was a popular autumn dish, but hot apple cider had it beat in terms of popularity. My studies were going along swimmingly, and I had learned that I was a jack of all trades not just for magic but for a lot of other things too, especially everything that I was being tutored on. 
Nightmare Night came and went, and I was actually allowed to go out with my friends into Canterlot, with an escort of course. I received plenty of candy that night, and so did my friends with me. When I got back to my room, I found a small basket full of all sorts of delectable sweets and sweet rolls from my aunt. I was beginning to understand how the original Blueblood in the show might have become the way he was. My version of Celestia seemed to have a problem saying no to me. She was extra loving and caring whenever she had the time set aside for me. I never abused such a privilege, but I knew I needed to speak to her about it. 
It was on a windy early Forstbyn Sunsday that things took a very surprising turn for me…

“You’re one of the most studious ponies I’ve ever met,” Dusty Pages, the mare who ran the Canterlot Library, whispered to me that day as I carried another small stack of books back to my favorite studying table, which was a corner booth near a window overlooking Canterlot. It had become known as my favorite spot to study to others. One day about a few months back, I had come in to find the normal chair and table replaced with something much more comfortable. I later learned that it had been thanks to my aunt that it had been replaced. The library was so big that it was hard for me to find things. Dusty Pages, however, was one smart cookie and always managed to know where something was without needing to leave her desk and she’d direct me to the place where I could find them. I swore that mare had a sixth sense because whenever any of the other staff put a book in the wrong spot, she would always know and tell the other librarian to put it back where it belonged. She was kind of anal about it. She was decent enough to me, but she was also not afraid to yell at me if I accidentally did something to her library. It was because of that reason that I took an instant liking to her. She treated me like a pony and not a prince. “Don’t you have friends to spend time with?”
“Well, now that I’m a prince,” I whispered, “I need to study a lot, right? Besides, Anna Belle has an appointment with the castle physician, Frostfall has a small fever and Shadow is doing some training with his parents. He wants to join the Guard someday.”
Dusty chuckled as she lowered her spectacles to look at me over them. “If only some others were as studious as you. What do you have there, then?”
“Histories of the early unicorn kingdom’s royalty and their political decisions,” I explained as I carried them towards my spot and set them down.
“How old are you again, young colt?” Dusty always liked asking that question, especially when I found a set of books that were way above my supposed level of understanding. 
“As old as I look,” I retorted, giving her a lopsided grin before I grabbed the top book, which was titled The Royal Decisions Volume One, 720-600 B.F.,
Dusty simply smirked, pushed her spectacles back up and looked down at the papers on her desk. I leaned back in my chair, which was covered in the warmest of felt and cushioned with the finest of sheep wool. I opened the first page and began reading. At the same time, I used my magic to cast a certain spell on a quill pen, a spell I’d managed to cobble together using two other spells, telekinesis and another spell which was called mind link. The latter was a somewhat advanced spell that allowed two ponies who cast the spell to communicate with each other telepathically over long distances. I had been experimenting with magic and discovered that if I utilized both spells at once, I could create something that no other unicorn had thought of even trying. The idea came to me from an old anime I’d watched about a Japanese college student who was isekai’d to another world and became king of a nation. In honor of that, I named this dual casting spell Living Poltergeist.
I felt my mind seem to split at that and as I began to read, the sound of magic from my horn ceased. The pen began writing what I wanted, giving me the opportunity to read and write simultaneously. Having my mind be in two places at once was a very unusual sensation, but I’d gotten used to it after a few weeks. 
Time passed, and when I looked up from my books to see what time it was, the old hand wound analogue clock on the wall told me it was about ten minutes past eleven that morning. I’d arrived at the library at nine thirty after making sure Spike was alright. I’d been trying to help raising him more as the days and weeks went past, but Buttercup was there to help more often than not. Normally whenever I studied on Sunsdays, I stopped at about eleven thirty, but today I decided to pack things up and leave a bit early. 
After organizing my notes and stacking them on the corner of the table where I was sitting, I began taking the books and putting them back where they belonged. Looking over at the desk where Dusty normally sat, I was surprised to see that it was empty. The library itself was strangely empty as well. Normally, I would see a few of the librarians around or even a few other ponies reading, but there was nobody.
Despite the unusualness of the empty library, I had seen it a few times before, so it didn’t set off any alarms. I went back to putting away the books in their proper places. I was just about to go grab my notes when I heard the door to the library slowly open. I turned and saw a foal quietly closing the door behind them. The aforementioned foal was wearing a dark brown and somewhat torn dress and a gray sweater with a black cloak around her, meaning she was likely a little filly. She looked like she was around my age but it appeared to me as if she’d seen better days, with their mane and tail coated a bit in what looked like soot and dirt. As she turned around, some of the soot flew off of her mane and the hood came off, revealing a unicorn with bright cyan eyes, a sooty mane and fur, and a terrified expression on her face. As she looked around, some more soot fell off of her, and I saw her orange fur beneath the dust. Not only that, but her mane was a mixture of fiery yellow and deep sunset red. She raised her horn, which glowed a bright cyan much like her eyes. She vanished in that moment.
Sunset Shimmer! I thought to myself as I heard a teleportation spell go off near the other end of the library. I heard a small groan from that same direction as well before the sound of a body hitting the floor was heard. 
Putting my notes down, I rushed towards where I heard the sound, which came from a section near the back of the library. There, I found the filly I’d seen slumped against a bookshelf, her head moving around listlessly and her eyes half lidded. I ran over to her and knelt to get a better look at her. The poor filly looked malnourished judging by how skinny she looked. When I put my hand to her forehead to feel to see if she had a fever, I nearly pulled back my hand in alarm. She was burning up.
I used my newly acquired strength and a bit of magic to lift her up and carry her back to my chair. After putting her down, I went to the door and looked out in the hallway. In the distance to my right, I saw a group of Royal Guards making their way down the hall with purpose. Leading the way was the current captain of the Royal Guard, a white furred and dark red maned and tailed stallion of about fifty named Justice Sword. I ducked back into the library as I heard him shouting orders to his men. “That little brat has to be here somewhere,” I heard him say as I gently closed the door. “Once I find out who fucked up in their duties, heads will role!”
With the door closed, I looked back at Sunset. She was still moaning softly and clearly exhausted. Looking down at the floor where there was a small dusting of soot and soil, I made a quick decision. Using a wind spell, I gently blew everything away so there was nothing visible. Then, I rushed down to where she’d collapsed and did the same thing. By some miracle, I managed to clean everything before the guards arrived. I lifted Sunset and lay her down underneath my table, which fortunately had a long but thick cloth over it, draping down to the floor. 
As I did so, Sunset suddenly gasped and sat up, nearly hitting the top of the table. Before she could say anything, I used my hand to clamp her mouth shut. She turned and looked at me, wide eyed in fear. Before she could do anything foolish, I put a finger to my lips. “Shhh, calm down. Do you want the whole palace to hear you? Don’t scream or the guards will find you. Nod if you understand.” 
When she nodded, I released her mouth. Immediately, and in a trembling voice, she asked “Who are you?”
“I’ll explain later,” I replied, surprised that she didn’t know who I was. My picture had been well circulated across Equestria by this time, but that would be a discussion for later. “Just sit down here and keep your mouth closed, alright?” She nodded and I smiled. “Good.”
As I sat back up and began taking a look over my notes, I heard the doors to the library open. An angry sounding Captain Sword voice called out in a voice much too loud for a library, “Spread out and find that street rat!”
I looked up and raised an eyebrow, acting confused as a group of about four guards scoured the premises. The captain saw me and his eyes widened. Before he had a chance to speak, I spoke up. “Captain Sword? What’s going on?”
He approached me and bowed. “Please forgive this intrusion, Your Highness,” he said before standing back up. “A little homeless foal has made their way into the palace. One of the cooks saw her sneaking some food out from the royal pantries before she was chased away.”
Both my eyebrows shot up in half faked alarm. Security of Canterlot Palace was supposed to be the best of the best. “A foal?”
His ears flattened and he had the sense to look abashed. “I know, Your Highness, I’m just as shocked as you. I don’t know how it happened, but once we capture her I will have the matter thoroughly investigated. Speaking of the filly, has anypony come into this room in the last ten minutes?”
“If by anypony you mean some little foal, then no,” I lied smoothly enough. “I’ve just been sitting here quietly doing some studying, but if anyone came in through the door, I’d hear it.” Which was the truth. The door to the library had developed a small squeak to it that Dusty had complained about for months but which still hadn’t been fixed. “What does she look like?”
“She's a unicorn, Your Highness, and she appears to have some talent for magic,” the captain said. “She somehow managed to evade us for the past ten minutes. None of my guards have seen what this foal looks like, since she has been wearing a cloak all this time.”
“Ten minutes?” I asked incredulously. “Wow, that’s…oddly impressive, actually.” I cleared my throat. “Well, nobody’s come in through that door or through any window or by magical means. And I would have noticed a foal wearing a cloak.”
“Captain, we’ve searched the library, and there’s nopony else here, and no sign that anypony left that trail of dust and soot,” one of the subordinate guards said, approaching the table. Upon seeing me, he gave a polite bow. “Forgive us for disturbing your studies, Your Highness.”
“It’s quite alright, I was just about ready to head out for lunch anyway,” I said with a smile before turning back to the captain. “When you do find her, don’t hurt her. I’d like you to take her straight to my aunt. If this foal is as gifted with magic as you claim, she might be more powerful than most unicorns.”
“As you command, Your Highness,” Captain Sword said before turning to the soldiers. “Let’s keep moving. She can’t have gotten far.”
As the guards left the room and shut the door behind them, I let out a small sigh of relief. Looking down beneath the table, I saw that the young Sunset Shimmer was looking at me with fear. “A-Are you Prince Blueblood?” she asked breathlessly.
So she has heard of me, I thought as I lifted the cloth on the table so she could get out. “I’ll explain later,” I repeated. “For now, I want you to come with me.”
“A-Are you going to put me in the dungeons?” she asked, voice trembling in fear.
“No, I’m not taking you there. Just come with me,” I repeated a bit more firmly before I put her hood back over her head. Then, thinking better of it, I took off my cloak, a rare purple one with golden highlights and draped it over her. “Come on. We have to go.” Grabbing my notes, I stuffed them into my bag and made my way to the door. Peering out, and seeing only the guards walking down and into another room, I snuck out with Sunset and closed the door behind me. “Come on, I’ll take you somewhere where you’ll be safe.”
Making my way through the palace towards the palace hospital wasn’t an easy job. I’d hardly ever gone there but I did know where it was. If my estimates were correct, it would have taken me about fifteen or so minutes to get there, but with Sunset and I having to duck and dodge castle staff and a few patrols of guards, it took nearly twice as long. However, we were miraculously not spotted and soon we were in front of the white doors that led to the palace hospital. I opened it and gently carried Sunset inside.
Just in time, too. The moment the doors were shut, she wavered once more and began to fall towards me. I caught her in my arms and held her there. She was sweating profusely now and breathing heavily. Putting my hand on her forehead, I felt my heart drop when I realized her temperature was higher than it was before. Her horn was almost scalding as well.
I looked around and locked eyes with a nurse who was looking in alarm at the sight before her. “Prince Blueblood, what-?”
“Get her to a bed and fetch the healer, quickly!” I ordered, pointing to the little filly I was holding. “She’s very sick!”
The nurse, a young pegasus mare with a white fur coat, light pink and curly mane and tail, and with purple eyes and a cutie mark that was a pair of light blue clouds, rushed over and took the little filly from me. Frowning when she felt Sunset’s temperature, she quickly placed her in a bed and rushed off. I found a chair and pulled it near to Sunset’s bed, keeping a watchful eye over her. A half minute later, a dark purple unicorn stallion with yellow mane and tail, pink eyes and the caduceus for a cutie mark, rushed over with the nurse in tow. He grabbed a stool and placed his belongings on a nearby raised tray. Sitting on the other side of the bed, he began examining her, looking at her tongue, eyes, ears and nostrils. Finally, he turned back to his nurse. “Nurse Skies, go start a bath for her. She needs to be cleaned.”
“At once, healer,” the nurse said as she flew down towards a large door.
“What does she have?” I asked as the mare disappeared into the door.
The healer looked up at me, finally realizing that I was there. He bowed politely enough, and said, “Did you bring her in, young Prince?” When I nodded, he continued, “Well, from what I’m seeing, she probably has a serious case of the Unicorn Flu, but I need to run some more tests to make sure. Where did you find her?”
I pursed my lips for a bit, then said, “She ran into the library where I was studying.”
He looked at Sunset more curiously now, then a look of realization appeared on his face. Slowly, he turned back to me. “Is she the foal the guards have been chasing?”
“Yes.”
“I see.” The healer looked up at Sunset again. There was silence for a while before he looked back at me. “Young Prince, I can appreciate you wanting to protect somepony who’s as sick as she is, but I will have to report this to the guards.”
“Yes I know,” I said, “but isn’t it your job as a healer to…what was the promise again? Do no harm?”
“The Hippomaric Oath,” the healer said with an affirming nod. “Yes, Your Highness, it is. I’ll treat her to the best of my ability. I still need to report this to the guards.”
“No, I’ll do that,” I replied, standing up. “I’m the one who hid her, so I need to take responsibility for it.”
The healer looked surprised at that, but smiled. “You’re an honest young colt, Your Highness.”
“Well, I did break a tenet of harmony, so it’s my job to make it right,” I said. “Just please take care of her. She looks really thin.”
The healer nodded. “We will do our very best, Young Prince.”
The nurse came back in. “Healer, the bath is ready.”
“Very good,” the healer said. “Start cleaning all of this dirt off of her. I’ll begin preparing some tonics for her.”
“Yes, healer,” the nurse said, reaching down and lifting the malnourished and sick Sunset Shimmer in her arms.
Confident that I was leaving Sunset in capable hands, I turned and walked out, adjusting my shoulder bag as I began looking for any guards. It took me only a few minutes before I ran into who else but Captain Sword. The captain was exchanging heated words with two of his subordinates, both of whom who didn’t seem to have any trouble talking back to a superior. “That foal couldn’t have just disappeared into thin air!” the captain said in an exasperated tone.
“We’ve looked everywhere, Captain!” one of the soldiers, a young gray furred and black maned and tailed pegasus stallion, replied in an equally frustrated tone. “It’s not like she can get into those vaults down below the palace anyway!”
“We’ve practically turned the palace upside down looking for them,” the second soldier, an equally as young and somewhat shorter pegasus mare with light green fur, a dark blue mane and tail and fierce looking teal eyes, added to the argument. 
The captain swore under his breath, then muttered, “I swear to Gaia herself, if I get my hands on that foal-”
“That won’t be necessary, Captain,” I interrupted as I approached him. “I know where that foal is.”
The captain and the guards with him turned to me. “What? You do? Where?”
“In a castle hospital,” I replied. “But I need to see my aunt immediately. Captain, would you be so kind as to accompany me?” I had phrased it as a question, but I used a tone that indicated that it was an order.
The captain straightened and put his fist on his chest. “Yes, Your Highness.”
I looked at the pegasi who had been talking back to the captain. “You two, what are your names?” I asked.
“Swift Shot, Your Highness,” the mare replied quickly.
“Arrowhead, Your Highness,” the stallion added.
I nodded, and in my best royal commanding voice, said, “Swift Shot, Arrowhead, go to the castle infirmary and keep a guard on the young filly there, but don’t interfere with the healer’s work. She’s extremely sick. Tell the healer and nurses that I sent you.”
The two saluted and turned, heading down to the infirmary. As they did so, I began heading down towards the throne room, with the captain falling into step beside me with the two other guards who’d been with him earlier flanking us on either side. We walked in silence for a bit before the captain finally said, “She was with you under that table, wasn’t she?” When I didn’t respond, the captain sighed. “Your Highness, I understand that you’re a prince and want to protect others, but she’s an intruder. She could be dangerous.” He had a tone more like a parent trying to be patient with an unruly child.
“A dangerous intruder doesn’t have an extremely high fever and soot and dirt covering her,” I replied calmly as we took a turn. I looked up at the frowning captain. “Let me be blunt with you, Captain Sword. From what I’ve heard from my aunt, your record as Captain of the Royal Guard is exemplary. My aunt told me that you managed to whip the Guard into better shape than it has been in for many years. And for that, thank you. Your service to the crown hasn’t gone unnoticed.”
Stunned by my praise, the captain bowed. “Your praise is most appreciated, Your Highness.”
“That being said,” I added, which made the Captain tense up a bit, “I’ve heard rumors that you are a bit more strict when it comes to how you deal with criminals. Now, I try not to listen rumors, so I have no idea of their credibility, but in the event that there might be something to them, just know this: that filly looks like she’s my age. I don’t know why she snuck into the palace, but I have a hunch that she did it because she was desperate. I’ve seen her up close, Captain. She looks like she hasn’t eaten in days if not weeks, she has a very high fever and any magic she uses seems to wipe her out. She first needs a healer’s attention before you start asking her questions.”
The captain looked insulted at my insinuation. “Your Highness, with all due respect, I would never interrogate a foal as I would with a full grown adult,” he said in his defense. “I’m no monster.”
“Then what was that I heard earlier about what you’d do if you got her hands on her?” I quickly replied. “What were you about to say?”
The captain had the good sense to look abashed, then lowered his head. “Forgive me, Your Highness,” he said. “My temper got the better of me. I’ve spent a good twenty years trying to improve the Guard, and to have all that training gone to waste thanks to a little filly…”
Seeing that he looked genuinely apologetic and stressed, I decided to let him of the hook. “Captain, forgive me, I didn’t mean to offend you,” I said in a calmer tone. “I can understand why you’d be upset and I won’t hold it against you.”
“No, Your Highness, I should apologize,” the captain said. “I let my frustration get the better of me.”
“Believe me, we’ll get to the bottom of this, but after being chased around by you and your Guard, she might be a bit tight lipped,” I said. “That’s why I’m hoping that my aunt can come and talk to her. She has a way of making ponies feel at ease and comfortable.”
“Yes, she does at that,” the captain said as we reached two massive double doors.
I looked at the two unicorn guards standing in front of the door. “Gentlestallions, Captain Sword and I have come to see the Princess,” I said. “It’s an urgent matter.”
“Open the doors, soldiers,” the captain added.
After the two looked at each other, they saluted and began to open the massive doors with their magic. I stepped into the massive throne room, which was fairly identical to the one seen in the show, albeit with the colors slightly muted. Sitting on her throne, wearing a dark purple dress with her mane and tail flowing in that same unfelt breeze sat my aunt, looking down at a pair of nobles. I caught the tail end of the conversation. “…no wonder our Farasi neighbors have been asking to open diplomatic relations with us.”
Immediately I smiled, recognizing the voice of Charm Pants as one of the nobles. Beside him stood his wife, a lovely mauve mare with purple mane and hair named Fidelity Hope. I’d met her briefly and heard more about her from my aunt, and apparently she wasn’t just a noble, but she personally used the majority of the money she earned to fund public buildings in Manehattan, like a library and the large Manehattan orphanage among a few others. However, Fidelity kept that a secret and I was not one to spread that information around.
Aunt Celestia was about to reply when she looked past the two nobles and her eyes widened in confusion, but which quickly changed into a warm motherly smile. “Prince Blueblood, Captain Sword, what brings you here?”
Charm and Fidelity quickly turned and bowed respectfully to me. “Your Highness,” they both said.
“Lord Pants, Lady Hope,” I replied, acknowledging them with the proper head nod, “I’m sorry for interrupting this meeting, but something has come up that I need my aunt for.”
“Oh my, is everything alright?” Aunt Celestia asked, standing up and making her way down the stairs towards me.
“There’s been an incident in the palace,” I replied, then looked up at Captain Sword. “You know the first half, I assume. Could you explain what happened first?”
The captain nodded, turned to my aunt and began. “Approximately one hour ago, one of the royal cooks was preparing lunch when he opened one of the royal pantries and found a small foal grabbing bread rolls. He reported that he had yelled at the foal, who I later learned is a filly, to get out, only for the filly to run away. He reported the incident to the guards who brought it to my attention. I thought it was just one of the servant children, but when a group of my guards found the filly and tried to talk to her, she vanished in a clear case of teleportation magic. I put the guards on alert and ordered them to find the filly and bring her to me, but she was elusive. We only now know where she is, and that is thanks to the prince’s actions here.” He looked down at me with a respectful nod.
I gave him a grateful smile and turned back to my aunt. “I saw the filly come into the library about thirty minutes ago,” I explained, then repeated the events that lead up to this moment. I surreptitiously gave a description of Sunset as well, and I saw a brief glimpse of realization pass over Celestia’s face as I did. As I ended my own report, I said, “I know I shouldn’t have lied to Captain Sword, but when I saw she was sick I knew I needed to get her to the healer.”
Aunt Celestia nodded. “We will discuss your lying to the captain later, dear nephew. For now, I would like to see this young filly and see how she’s faring.” Turning to the two nobles, she gave them an apologetic look. “I’m sorry for cutting this meeting short, but it appears something unexpected requires my attention. Would you two care to come back and talk with me later? I’m very curious as to this deal you want to make with the zebras. I have no meetings planned in an hour, perhaps then?”
“We would be delighted, Your Highness,” Charm said with a bow, then bowed to me. “Prince Blueblood.”
“Lord Pants, Lady Hope,” I smiled at them. “Please tell your son I’ve been greatly enjoying his gift, and I have been learning to use it and how to ride the horse you gave me. Thank you once again.”
Charm smiled. “Think nothing of it, Your Highness.” He offered his arm to his wife, who took it with a pleasant smile. “We will be back in an hour. If you’ll pardon us.” And with that, the two left the throne room, being escorted by a pair of guards who appeared from seemingly nowhere.
As Aunt Celestia, Captain Sword and I walked down the halls towards the palace hospital, the princess leaned down and whispered, “Code SS?” When I nodded, she only said, “I see,” and stood back up. I walked beside her in silence while Captain Sword led the way, the other two guards from before flanking us on either side, constantly on alert.
As we approached the hospital, I couldn’t help but wonder just what my aunt might say to Sunset…

When we arrived, the nurse was still bathing the young filly. It apparently took three baths to wash everything off, and by then it was revealed that she had a cutie mark, an image of a sun with bright yellow prominences on one side, deep red prominences on the other, and a half yin and yang symbol in the center where the sun was. This all but confirmed for me that she was indeed Sunset Shimmer.
After her baths were complete and she’d been given some water along with a dark brown and thick tonic of sorts, she was able to talk for a little bit. She did confirm that her name was Sunset Shimmer, and that she was six years old and pretty much homeless ever since her parents had died in a housefire three months prior, only about a week after she got her cutie mark. I was shocked to hear that she’d lived in Ponyshire ever since her parents, a chef unicorn stallion named Sunny Side-up and a homemaker unicorn mare named Golden Eve, moved there from a place called Sire’s Hollow. She didn’t want to end up in an orphanage, so she’d run away and found her way to Canterlot where she’d been living as a street urchin for months.
When the poor filly began sobbing in memory, Aunt Celestia and I reacted as one, reaching out and pulling her into as best of a hug as we could. After a good long cry, my aunt said that she would receive the best of care and that she’d be nursed back to health by the best ponies available. And with that, Sunset seemed to relax and give both me and my aunt a smile. We did have to leave after that, however, at the healer’s insistence. Aunt Celestia thanked me and Captain Sword for informing her. 
After we got back to my room, my aunt asked Buttercup to leave the two of us alone. She retreated to where Spike was. Aunt Celestia cast a shield over the two of us then turned on me. “Blueblood, I’m both proud and a bit upset with you. Can you guess why?”
“You’re upset with me because I lied to Captain Sword,” I said, “and probably because I called his abilities into question too.” I had noticed the captain had spoken quietly to my aunt earlier before Sunset was able to speak, and could only guess why.
“And why am I proud of you?” she pushed. 
“Because I helped Sunset Shimmer?”
“Correct,” she said, “but let’s talk about the former first. I know Captain Sword can be abrasive with the guard at times, but he does mean well. He mentioned that you praised him for that, and I am also proud of you for that, but you’re too young to be dressing him down like that. That is my job, young colt.”
I felt my ears flattening a bit. I knew she was right, of course, and I sighed. “I know…but I had to address the rumors, even if they weren’t true.”
“That was right to do, but you should have let me deal with them,” Aunt Celestia said. “And I will deal with them very soon.”
“I see…” Despite now having the mind of a thirty year old, being in a nearly seven year old body made it easier for me to feel the guilt.
“Now, dear nephew, don’t look so down,” my aunt said reassuringly, putting a hand on my chin and lifting my head up to face her. “Like I said, you did the right thing, but while you may have the mind of a human, you still have the appearance of a young colt. You need to be more careful.”
I nodded in understanding. “I will, auntie.”
Her smile widened and she picked me up, wrapping me in her arms and wings, nuzzling me affectionately as she dispelled the shield around us. “Thank you, dear nephew.”
I felt heat coming to my cheeks. “Auntiee!” I said, squirming in her grasp as a more childish part of me took hold. 
She kissed my cheek and forehead before putting me on the couch and beginning to tickle my stomach. “Who’s da cutest wittle nephew in da whowe wide wowld?” she cooed in baby talk.
“Ahahaa! Auntie, please stoop!” I begged as I tried to escape from her.
However, despite my exercises and training, my aunt was still much stronger than I was. She pulled me closer and continued tickling me. “Who’s da cutest wittle nephew in da whowe wide wowld?” she asked again.
“Ah! I am, ahaha, I am! Please stooooop!” I replied.
Aunt Celestia laughed, picked me up, and set me in her lap. She wrapped her arms around me. We sat in comfortable silence for a bit until she said, “It’s almost time for me to go.” She lifted my head so I was facing her while she looked down at me. “My dear Blueblood,” she said with a gentle smile, “just know that I am very proud of you for what happened today. Yes, you made mistakes, but it is a learning opportunity. Being a prince isn’t all about giving orders.”
“I’m well aware,” I replied with a smile back at her. “I’m trying to learn how to be a proper prince.”
“It will take time, but I know you can do it,” my aunt said before leaning down, kissing my nose, and then lifting me up and setting me down before standing. “I have to return to court now,” she said before facing me, “but just keep in mind what I’ve said. To be a good royal isn’t just about giving orders and calling others out. It’s also about being diplomatic.”
I nodded. “I understand, auntie.”
With a smile, she lifted her head, her horn glowed, and she vanished. After she did, I lay back down on the couch, staring at the high vaulted ceiling of my bedroom. The excitement and tension of that day began catching up to me, so I pulled a blanket off of the back of the couch, pulled it over me, and closed my eyes for a brief nap.
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“Spike, you need to eat your meat,” I insisted, holding up a fork with some roast chicken on the end of it. “Now come on, say ‘Aaaah’.”
Spike made a face and lifted his nose up, not wanting to eat the meat in front of him. “No! chikin tathts yucky!” he shouted trying to swat the offending fork away.
“Come on, little brother, you need to eat to grow up big and strong,” I tried again with a patient tone.
“No!” he shouted again, inhaling and breathing out a bit of his blue flame at the bit of chicken. 
Fortunately, I was quicker, knowing just how to spot when he would begin to breathe his fire. I moved the chicken slightly farther away, just enough to sear the chicken but not enough to burn it. I leveled my gaze on Spike. “If you eat this chicken, I’ll get you a niiice juicy sapphire for dessert. Doesn’t that sound yummy?”
Spike pouted and looked at the chicken like it was the nastiest thing in the world. “Bleeegh!” he said, sticking his tongue out and making a face.
I let loose yet another sigh. Spike could talk somewhat, but he was a fussy young man and I could tell Buttercup was losing sleep. I tried my best to help, but she insisted that she had experienced the same thing with her own child and could handle it.
As I tried to feed the toddler, I thought back on the last four years. Four years since Sunset Shimmer had come into our lives. I say our in reference to me, Aunt Celestia and my other friends. She was quickly accepted into our group of friends with open arms, and despite a few rocky incidents in the first three months, Sunset started to warm up to us.
I saw her during our normal schooling sessions, with my magic teacher and during free time. Just as I figured, she was a very talented mage. She learned things faster than I did. Initially, whenever we studied, she would seem a bit prideful in her ability to surpass me, but after being sat down by Celestia and being kindly but firmly scolded, she apologized and helped me in a more constructive way with my magic.
As the first six months passed, it was discovered that she was pretty good at playing the lute as well (guitars hadn’t been invented yet) and was a very good singer. Aunt Celestia had a lute tutor brought in for her, and sometimes she and I would practice our own instruments together, playing songs and singing with each other.
While all this was happening, I continued raising Spike with the help of Buttercup and others. I quickly mastered fireproofing spells due to his random burps which caused him to breathe out blue fire. Thankfully, nothing of major value was destroyed, just a few bookcases and my desk. 
Buttercup and I both took turns teaching Spike how to talk, and I was surprised at how well he picked it up. Sunset took an interest in the young dragon as well and played with him often enough. The three of us became very close. I was grateful that Canterlot’s kitchen staff had hired a griffon cook for visiting meat eating dignitaries since I wanted Spike to have a good and healthy diet. 
Strangely enough, when I first smelled a roast chicken, I didn’t react as I thought I would. Being in a pony body I thought that the smell of meat would sicken me instinctively, but the mind must be stronger than the body because I started salivating when I smelled it. I still couldn’t eat meat in large quantities, of course, but I did sneak a small bit before leaving the kitchen, enjoying the juiciness and the texture as I chewed it.
There wasn’t much of note to report during the first four years of Spike’s life. I continued growing and learning from my tutors. As those years passed and I finally reached the age of ten, Aura would sometimes take a break from tutoring us and Aunt Celestia herself would take time out of her day to teach me and Sunset certain bits of magic. Sunset and I were pretty evenly matched, I felt. I might not have been able to cast spells with the same amount of power behind them as Sunset did but there were spells that I could cast that she had trouble with. She and I grew close because of our talents for magic. She would help me and I’d help her.
When she eventually came out of her shell, I learned that she was a lot like Celestia in that she could be a troll when she wanted to be. She loved playing little pranks on me and my other friends, but in the cases where she went too far (which were few and far between) she always made sure to make it up to the recipient of said bad prank.
As my knowledge and body grew, Aunt Celestia gave me more and more permission to leave the palace and explore Canterlot, just as long as I was with my guards. I took my friends out and we’d play and eat good food on our outings. We’d always go out on Nightmare Night for candy and on Hearth’s Warming to sing the famous winter carols door to door. I was surprised to learn that many of them had similar melodies to the Christmas Carols I knew from Earth. My favorite was Carol of the Bells, which was practically identical save for the words Merry Christmas being replaced by Happy Hearth’s Warming.
Despite my self study in politics, there were times when Celestia would give me lessons on how to rule. Lessons which started some time after my eight birthday. She had found me studying in the library at one point, and while impressed by my eagerness to learn how to rule told me that books would only take me so far. She mentioned that learning from an actual ruler would fill gaps in my knowledge, something I agreed was definitely a good idea.
“No! Yucky! Don’t wanna eat it!” Spike shouted again, giving me his best pouting face. A face he had given me, Buttercup and Sunset plenty of times. One I never fell for.
I moved the chicken closer. “No, Spike. You need to eat this. You’ll be big and strong with it. And after that, you can have a nice sapphire.” Holding out my hand, I grabbed said gem from a nearby bowl on my private kitchen counter, holding the gem up for him to see.
His eyes widened and he reached out to try and grab it. “Oooo!” he squealed in delight.
I pulled the gem away and put the meat in front of him. “Eat this first, and then you can have the sapphire, okay? Open wide.”
Spike gave me an indignant glare, but obediently opened his mouth. I placed the chicken in his mouth and with a frown he began chewing. “Blech,” he said as he continued chewing.
I handed him a glass of water. “Swallow it all down then open your mouth. I don’t want you hiding the chicken like you did last time.” At one point, Spike had hidden his meat on one side of his cheek and had even gone to sleep with it in his mouth. It was a miracle he hadn’t choked on the food during his sleep. Ever since then, Buttercup and I had been ever vigilant in making sure he swallowed.
Spike drank the water and swallowed, making a disgusted face and sticking his tongue out. “Yuuucky…” he whined.
“Alright, now open your mouth wide and stick your tongue out,” I told him. He did so, and I looked inside. There were tiny bits of chicken, but aside from the few remaining pieces, his mouth was clean. “Alright, you’ve earned a sapphire.”
Spike’s eyes widened, this time in anticipation. He grabbed it and stuffed it in his mouth, using his sharp teeth to bite down on the gem. “Yummy!” he said with his mouth full of sapphire.
“Don’t talk with your mouth full, Spike, it’s rude,” I admonished him. “And chew your sapphire thoroughly.”
“Sowwy,” he said sheepishly as he closed his mouth and chewed happily on his dessert.
Stretching, I stood and looked out of the window. It was a nice and warm early Sunsday afternoon, around twelve thirty by the clock on the wall. Clocks in this world were a relatively new thing, at least in Equestria. Most ponies couldn’t afford personal clocks, but most didn’t need to because all they needed to do was look out of their windows and look at their city or town clock located at or near the center of town. Canterlot was no exception, although some of the rich could afford smaller clocks which needed to be wound daily to keep time. Royalty was no exception.
I smiled as I opened one window with my magic, letting the sweet-smelling spring air enter. Winter had only ended about two weeks prior, and I’d spent one of those days observing Ponyshire from my room during their Winter Wrap-up. I thought that I’d seen Applejack’s parents at one point in one of the farms pushing snow away with a plow being drawn by their horses, but it was hard to tell. 
As Spike finished his meal, I took him out of the baby chair and set him down on the floor, wiping his face clean with a damp washcloth as I did so. Spike was a quick learner, and once he’d found out how to walk, it was almost impossible to keep up with him. He was a very happy young dragon, but I knew he was in for some hardships in the future because I’d seen some of the nobles in the castle looking at Spike with disdain. However, they held their tongues as I was with him whenever he left our room. 
“Can we go out now?” Spike asked, looking up at me expectantly.
I smiled down at him. “Yes, I think you’ve earned it. Just put on your sweater and we’ll go.”
“But dere’s no snow today,” Spike said, pointing to the outside weather.
“Yes, but it’s still cold enough for you,” I replied. Thanks to Aunt Celestia, I learned a few things about dragons in this universe. They would become sleepier in the winter than in the summer, sleeping more than half the time. It wasn’t quite a full hibernation, but they definitely needed to be warm during the times they slept. They would, however, spend the time before this period of semi-hibernation eating a lot of food. Spike hadn’t yet reached maturity, which was the time when his body would start doing that, but I still wanted to keep him safe from the cold since dragons tended to live in more tropical locales.
“I don’t wanna wear dat sweater,” Spike pouted.
I put my hands on my hips. “Spike, Aunt Celestia told you that you need to wear a jacket when it’s cold outside, and so do I. I know you don’t like the jacket, but it’ll keep you warm outside.”
He crossed his arms, or did his best to do so. It only made him look cuter when he pouted with his arms crossed. “Fine, I’ll gwab it,” he said as he walked off to the closet. While he was grabbing his clothes, I threw on my own sweater, a dark purple button down thick long sleeved shirt with silver buttons and gold cuffs with golden cufflinks. Over it, I threw on my short but dark red mantle that I wore anytime I went out of my room. It was similar to the large mantle that Aunt Celestia normally wore, only hers was gold. She’d told me once that Luna’s was a deep royal blue.
“You ready, Spike?” I called out as I slipped on my shoes and waited at the door for him.
“Coming!” he replied as I heard the sound of claws on the floor running up. Spike never liked wearing shoes, especially since the would require special shoes for him. However, Spike’s feet were made of sterner stuff than even some of the best shoes. He did have shoes for special occasions, but he mostly went barefoot.
Spike ran up to him, smiling. He was wearing a dark green sweater with bronze coated buttons. Kneeling, I began buttoning up his jacket. He groaned at this, but I looked at him. “Remember what Aunt Cellie told you.”
“I know, Bwue,” he replied, “but it’s too wawm in da sun.”
I sighed. “I know, it is made of ovitaur wool. Tell you what, if you get too warm, I’ll let you take it off, but the moment you get too cold, I want you to promise me that you’ll let me know, okay?”
That seemed to cheer him up and he nodded. “Okay, I pwomise!”
I smiled and opened the door. Astra and Crimson were standing there, completely at attention. They turned when they saw me and Spike leaving. “Heading out, sir?” Crimson asked as I closed and locked my door.
“Just out to the private part of the royal gardens with Spike,” I said. “Accompany us, please.”
“At once, your Highness,” Crimson said.
As the four of us headed down the stairs towards the exit to the garden, I lifted Spike up and set him on my shoulders. He always loved being able to see the world from my perspective. I’d told him a few times that someday he would be as tall as me, if not taller, and that prospect, along with the idea that he’d someday sprout wings and be able to fly, excited him. I always loved seeing that hopeful look in his green eyes.
As we reached the ground floor and walked down the massive corridor towards the gardens, I saw three well dressed unicorns, two mares and a stallion standing in one of the window nooks, glasses in their hands of what I assumed was some alcoholic beverage. Nearby I saw a holstaur maid who was holding a small tray with a mix of empty and half full glasses. When the three ponies saw me, they immediately bowed. “Your Highness,” they said. The holstaur curtsied as well, but said nothing.
I knew these three very well. Hard Bargain, the stallion, his wife Busy Bee and the second mare he was attempting to court, Noblesse Oblige. Hard Bargain wasn’t a noble, not officially, but he did own a large number of wineries and millhouses throughout the nearby countryside. Thanks to his marriage to Busy Bee, he also had access to a large honey farm that had come as a dowry from the more traditional Bee family. I didn’t care too much for Hard Bargain or Busy Bee, but Duchess Noblesse Oblige was one of the rare ponies of high standing that I could stomach. She was the only noblepony in that group, the heir to the Duchy of Bittsburg, one of the bigger Duchies under the crown. They currently lived in Canterlot.
I nodded my head in acknowledgement towards them, giving the Duchess a small smile. She gave me one back. I knew from what Celestia told me that those under Noblesse Oblige’s rule had only good things to say about her. From what I could see, and from the gossip I overheard occasionally, Hard Bargain was looking to expand his holdings once more and become a Duke by marriage. However, Hard Bargain was one of the more ruthless businessponies in Equestria. His smile was not genuine. Busy Bee was very much the same, despite her talent for beekeeping. I’d heard that she treated her bees more like soldiers. I doubted that whoever Fluttershy was in this world would have approved.
I felt Spike waving at the three ponies. Hard and Busy’s expression froze briefly but they both nodded at him with some politeness. Noblesse’s smile was warmer and she raised a hand in reply.
As I walked past the holstaur maid, she averted her eyes. I still gave her a smile as I passed, as I did to all the staff at the palace. They worked hard to maintain Canterlot Palace, after all, and they deserved all the respect they could get. Not that many of the nobles who visited the palace or those few who lived there gave them any.
“I wike Miss Obwige,” Spike said as we headed past them towards a side corridor that would lead to the gardens.
“I do too, Spike,” I replied. “I do too.”
We reached the large double doors that led to the garden and my guards opened them. Cool, delicious air washed over us as we headed out into the large spacious garden. And there, sitting in a circle in the center of the green, I saw Anna Belle, Frostfall, Shadow and Sunset. Anna Belle was standing and walking around the seated Frostfall, Shadow and Sunset, tapping their heads with her hand. As I approached, I head her going, “Duck, duck, duck.”
I smirked. Duck Duck Goose was a game I had taught them, telling them that it was something I’d invented. They seemed to like it. As I approached, Anna touched Frostfall and shouted, “Goose!” Then she began running, giggling as the poor shy ovitaur did her best to stand and chase after Anna. However, Anna was faster and reached Frostfall’s old spot, sitting down with a giggle. Frostfall looked a bit upset, but stood tall and was about to begin another round when she looked up and saw me. Her face brightened. “Blueblood! Spike!” she called out.
Sunset, Anna and Shadow all turned in the direction she was looking. I picked up the pace and joined them in a matter of seconds. “Sorry I’m late,” I said apologetically as I lifted Spike off of my head to set him down. “This guy didn’t want to eat his lunch.”
“Chikin is yucky!” Spike said with a frown.
Frostfall walked up and hugged Spike. Everyone in our friend group had grown quite fond of the young four year old and had become very protective of him, including the normally demure ovitaur. “Blueblood, did you make poor Spikey here eat some nasty chicken again?” Sunset asked with a grin, putting her hands on her hips.
“Hey, it’s for his own good,” I said as I mirrored her appearance. “He needs meat.”
“Who wants to play hide and go seek?” Anna asked, jumping to her feet excitedly. “The gardeners haven’t trimmed the bushes yet, and that means lots of good hiding spots!”
“I’m in,” Shadow said, standing. “It’ll give me a chance to practice my shadow magic.”
“No shadow magic! That’s cheating,” Anna huffed.
“How about this,” I said, not wanting this argument to start again, “When Sunset or I are it, you can use shadow magic, but when we aren’t, you can’t.” Turning to a confused Sunset, I explained, “It’ll give us some practice in detecting foreign magic.”
Her confusion slowly vanished and a grin spread on her face. “Sounds fun!”
Anna’s frown had vanished, and she was looking expectantly at Shadow. “Can you take any of us into the Umbral too?”
At that, Astra stepped forward. “No,” she said, looking at her son. “Shadow is not ready to take anypony or anycreature into that realm.”
“What’s the Umbwa?” Spike asked me.
I smiled. “Eutherians have a special magical power. They can turn into shadows and move among them from place to place. The Umbral is sort of like a magical sub-realm which the eutherians can access using shadow magic.”
Spike’s eyes widened. “Whoa…reawwy?”
I chuckled and nodded. “Really. It’s really cool to watch.”
“Can I see? Can I see?” Spike began to beg. “Can you do it to me, too?”
“I’m gonna say no, Spike,” I said. “Only eutherians can travel through the Umbral. I’ve only ever read about a handful of unicorns who did it successfully. Eutherians can take other non-creatures into the Umbral, but it’s dangerous.”
“Your Highness is well versed in shadow magic lore,” Crimson said. He turned to Spike, knelt and began to explain. “You see, young dragon, it isn’t possible for anycreature who isn’t a eutherian to travel through the Umbral alone. A eutherian can take another creature there, but it takes training. You’re too young to go.”
“What kind of twaining?” Spike asked, looking a bit disappointed.
“It’s a bit hard to explain,” Crimson said.
“Let me try,” I said. I knelt beside Spike and looked at him. “You know how in some dreams you know it’s a dream and you can control it, but then you start to doubt yourself and your control doesn’t work anymore?” Spike thought a bit, then nodded. “Being in the Umbral is a bit like that. You need to really focus or else you could get lost, even if you’re holding someone’s hand.”
Spike looked disappointed, but nodded. “Okay. Can I wearn?”
“It takes years of training, but I don’t see why a dragon couldn’t learn,” Astra said.
“I wanna twy!” Spike exclaimed.
Smiling, I turned to Crimson and Astra. “Do you know anyone who could teach us how?”
Crimson looked over at Astra, who looked back. They slipped into a language I now knew was their own private language. While the other three pony tribes spoke in Equish, the eutherians had their own language which not only catered to their sensitive hearing, but utilized their batlike sonar abilities. I’d studied their language over the past few years, and while I could learn some of the vocals, I didn’t have the necessary sonar abilities to broadcast the full meaning of the words. For example, I could use the eutherian word for puppy, but without a sonar qualifier, I could be talking about a wolf puppy or a dog puppy. Other ponies might find eutherians creepy, but I found them fascinating despite them being mutated pegasi. Crimson then turned back to us. “I suppose we can bring you a tutor, if you’re really interested.”
“I’ll ask auntie if we can get one,” I said with a grin. “What’s training like?”
“It’s mostly about learning to calm your mind and learning to have complete trust in your eutherian partner,” Crimson explained.
“So, is it meditation?” I asked.
Astra nodded. “Learning to calm and control your thoughts helps them from straying. The Umbral is a dangerous realm.”
“What does it look like?” Anna Belle asked, looking eager.
“It’s not as exciting as you might think,” Astra explained. “If I were standing in the Umbral where I’m standing now, I would be able to see everything around me, but it would look like the world is grayer.” 
“Isn’t it true that there’s a deeper level to the Umbral?” I asked. “I read about it in one of Blazing Glory’s books.” Blazing Glory was one of the earliest and most powerful eutherians. He was the last eutherian who was a victim of Discordia’s spell to pass away.
Crimson nodded. “Yes, but it’s rare for anypony to reach that level. I only know of a handful of eutherians who can reach the second level. We call it the Penumbral.”
“And before you ask, nopony can describe it,” Astra said.
“Awww, that’s too bad,” Anna Belle said. “Still, I’d love to see you disappear!” she added, looking over at Shadow. “Please??”
Shadow looked uncertainly at his parents, who both gave him an approving nod. He sighed then looked around. Finding a shady spot near some trees, Shadow walked over and stood in the middle of a large shadow. As we watched, a strange change began coming over his body. It started at his feet, which began to become transparent. It moved quickly up the rest of his body. When his feet were completely gone, I noticed that the grass he’d been standing on rose up a bit, like he had just moved. Eventually, he was completely gone, and when I tried using the magic tracking spell I knew, but I couldn’t detect him.  
“Okay, that was really impressive,” Sunset said, clearly impressed. Her own horn was glowing and she was looking around. After a bit, her horn stopped glowing. “I can’t even track him!” She turned back to Crimson. “Can he interact with the real world like that?”
“Not unless he exited the Umbral,” Crimson replied, “but he can hear and see ten times as well as he could in the real world.”
“And he can only travel through shadows that connect to the one he entered, right?” Sunset asked in confirmation.
“That’s correct,” Astra said. “He would have to leave and move to another shadow if he wanted to travel. It’s one reason why many of us travel at night. We can travel through the entire land even by the light of a full moon. Some eutherians have even crossed large oceans while in the Umbral.”
“So, um, does he have to come out at the exact same spot where he went in?” Frostfall asked.
“No, he can come out wherever, just as long as it’s within the shadow,” Crimson replied. 
“How long can you all stay in the Umbral?” I asked.
“As long as we want,” Astra said. She then paused and turned to another part of the glade. “He’s coming back.”
In the direction where she pointed, I saw a shadowy figure beginning to emerge. Starting at his feet, Shadow fully reemerged, stretched, then rejoined us. “Well? What do you think?”
“I’ve never seen anything like it,” Sunset said.
“I really wish I could do that,” I admitted. “Traveling around invisible and undetectable would be really fun!”
“It would take a unicorn years to learn,” Crimson said.
I was about to reply, when someone opened the door to the palace. One of the guards came out, looked around, spotted me, and walked over to me. Kneeling, he said, “Apologies for interrupting time with your friends, Your Highness, but Princess Celestia has summoned you to court. She wishes to see you. Alone.” He said the last word while looking at Spike.
Frowning, I stood. “Did she say what it was she wanted to see me about?”
“She did not,” the guard said.
So enigmatic, my aunt, I thought as I looked at the others apologetically. “Looks like you’ll have to play hide and seek without me. Crimson? Astra, could you keep an eye on everyone here? Especially Spike?”
Both stood straighter and gave me a salute, a fist to their chest. “Yes, Your Highness,” they said simultaneously.
I nodded, then turned to the other guard. “Take me to my aunt.”

When I reached the massive throne room, which was one of the only parts of this version of Canterlot Palace that resembled it’s MLP counterpart. Sitting on the massive throne on the large raised dais, my aunt looked down at me, smiling warmly. She rose, spread her wings, flew over to me and wrapped me in her arms. I hugged her back. “Hello, Aunt Celestia,” I said with a smile.
“Dear Blueblood, I’m glad to see you,” my Aunt said as she put me down. “I’m sorry that I asked you here when you were playing with your friends, but I wanted you to meet some foreign delegates we received.”
Looking around, I saw nobody else in the room. “Who? There's nobody here,” I said.
“They’re in the Conservatory nearby,” she said, “planting some exotic new plants that they brought for us from their country.”
I raised an eyebrow. “Foreign diplomats are planting in the Conservatory?” I asked.
“They asked to,” my aunt said. “They know more about the plants they’re delivering than we do yet. Come. I wanted you to meet the young princess. She’s about a few months younger than you are.” Taking my hand, she began leading me towards one of the side doors which led to the Conservatory.
The Conservatory itself was a massive room with large raised platforms of dirt lined with large stone barriers to keep the dirt in place. The room was domed with a geodesic window that faced south so as to receive the most sunlight. Inside the room, plants that couldn’t be grown normally spread out among the various paths through the Conservatory itself.
There were large flowers from the fields of Minos, the empire lead by the minotaurs and holstaurs. There were glowing vines that were used to illuminate the Mines of Canina, the realm of the Diamond Dogs, or as they were known in this Equestria, Lykosians. There was a housetree, similar to the tree which housed the current Ponyshire library, all the way from the Woodland Realm of the Deer. There were a few examples of catmint plants from Abyssinia. And there was a freshly planted cactus sitting near the window. With a number of figures kneeling and pouring some light beige soil around it.
One of them, a zebra mare, spotted us approaching and turned. She had light green eyes and the eyelids were painted a light teal color. She also had a typical zebra coloring and stripes, and a warm smile on her lips. She was wearing a skirt with a multicolored tie dye like pattern and white wrappings around her breasts which kept them hidden. This exposed her midriff and her arms. She had a large golden earring in her right ear and three gold chokers around her neck. Her gray and white mane was cut in a mohawk and I noted a small plain golden circlet around her head with a red gem in the center, half of which was covered by. She wore sturdy looking sandals on her feet and gloves on her hands, which she quickly removed. She turned to another one of the individuals and spoke in a dialect that reminded me of some African languages I’d heard.
The being she’d spoken to stood and turned. To my surprise, the individual wasn’t a zebra at all. He, judging from the lack of shirt on him and the strong looking chest, was a couple heads taller than the zebra. He was even taller than my aunt, and she was the tallest pony I’d seen so far. He was a dark and surprisingly slender green creature with two curved horns on his head, one coming from his forehead and one from his nose. His tail looked like that of a boar, albeit with more fur on the end and matching his colors. He had light green stripes running down his chest, a part of which was interrupted by a nasty looking scar near his right pectoral. His eyes were a moderate cyan. He had a large spear in his hand, the handle made up of some type of wood and the tip made of what had to have been gold plated metal which gleamed in the light of the sun. He wore a small purple cape around his neck and a gold circlet on his head with a diamond encrusted in the center. His mane was a dark blue and fell about his head, most of it tied in braids. 
He nodded at the zebra mare, then looked down at me. Immediately I felt like he was sizing me up, so I stood and kept my eyes on his, not daring to look away. The unusual creature before me finally nodded as if in approval, then turned to Celestia. “Your nephew is quite well behaved, Princess,” he said in Equish, albeit with an unusual accent.
“Thank you,” she said in reply, placing both her hands on my shoulder. “He is quite mature for his age.” She looked down at me, and said, “Blueblood, I’d like to introduce you to some visitors from Farasi. This is Queen Zwena, the imperial zebra leader of the Simbabwe tribe of Farasi. And this is her husband, King Sandy Trails. He’s an abada and the leader of the Farsight tribe of abadas on Farasi.”
My studies on Farasi came back to me. I had learned about the three different tribes of zebras, sure, but later studies had brought some new knowledge of Farasi to me. Apparently, some seven hundred years ago, two other races, the abada and the kelpie, had fled from their own small island continent which had sunk due to a massive volcanic eruption. They made their way to Farasi where they had begun to incorporate into the zebra’s continent. The three zebra tribes were wary of their neighbors at first, and a few bloody battles ensued, but eventually a treaty had been reached and the zebras gave the two new species areas to live. The abada were similar to unicorns in that they possessed some kind of magic, although the studies on that magic were unclear. They mostly lived in the vast Farasi jungles, which had seen some healthier growth shortly after. The kelpie were an aquatic equine species and had been given Farasi’s Lake Kamari, which was a crescent shaped inland ocean, as a new home to live. The waters of Farasi had become cleaner and more drinkable in response since many rivers ran through the ocean.
I put my fist on my chest and bowed to the two royals. “Welcome to Equestria, your majesties,” I said as I raised my head again. “I hope you have been enjoying your visit.”
Queen Zwena smiled and chuckled in a melodious and deeper feminine voice. “We have been, young prince,” she said in the same accent as her husband. She walked over to her husband and extended her hand, palm outwards. He did the same and touched her hand with his, palm facing hers. “Your nation is very beautiful.”
“I’ve heard that Farasi has its own beauty,” I replied with a small smile, “and someday, I hope to actually see it in person.”
King Sandy raised an eyebrow at me, then smiled a bit. “You are quite polite, young stallion,” he said in a robust voice. “Farasi is a wild and varied land compared to Equestria, but its beauty is beyond compare to us. No offense meant to your nation,” he added, looking at Aunt Celestia.
My aunt chuckled. “None taken. Each of us have a special place in our hearts for home. But where is your daughter and her friends? I was hoping to introduce my nephew to them so they could play with him and his friends.”
“Of course,” Sandy said before he turned back and spoke in the same language he had spoken before. A young filly’s voice responded, and I heard the sound of approaching footsteps. I watched as a young zebra filly led a group of other creatures about her age towards us. The zebra in front of the group had a mohawk just like Zwena’s and wore a dark blue, dark green and white tie dyed sleeveless dress. She looked similar to her mother, but had the same colored eyes as King Sandy. She had a familiar look about her, but I couldn’t quite place it.
She came with a number of different creatures. The first was another zebra, a filly if I wasn’t mistaken. She wore a dark brown and red tie dye dress in a similar style as the first mare, had gray fur with purple waves along her exposed arms. her mane was black, white and a purplish green. And she had light green eyes like a kiwi. Her muzzle was the same purple as the unusual stripes on her arms.
There were two abadas with her as well. Both were the same general build as the abada king, taller and more slender than the other creatures. The first was a light beige abada, who I guessed was a boy, or colt. He wore a pair of gray pants and a light brown shirt with horizontal red, yellow and blue stripes around the chest area. His muddle and horns and even a part of his arms were a light gray and he had a short tail with gray and yellow highlights on it. His mane, gray with yellow highlights, looked like it had been cut to resemble fins. He had dark blue eyes as well.
The second was another filly. She was the tallest out of the group, with bright yellow green fur and dark green arms and legs. She wore a short skirt with sky blue and dark green tie dye patterns on it. Her tail was longer than the first abada and had light blue fur at the end. Her mane was long and curly with a few different shades of a bluish green. Her eyes were a bright purple.
The other two were of a species I hadn’t seen before, but I guessed that they were kelpies. Unlike the other four children, these creatures seemed to be made of water since their bodies were see-through. The first one was a dark bluish-green colored water being with an equine face. I guessed that she was a girl, too. Her mane was long and wavy. It was a darker aquamarine color and seemed to flow like it was an eternal waterfall. Her muzzle was a shade of light sky blue. She wasn’t wearing anything, not that she needed to. Her eyes were a dark black with white irises and a white pupil that seemed to hover inside her head. There was a light purple mark on her lower hips, looking for all intents and purposes like a tidal wave. Her tail matched her mane in color and motion.
The second was a light striped sky blue and white kelpie girl with a shorter but still flowing purple mane and tail. She had black eyes, with bright sky blue pupils that matched her sky blue fur color and white pupils. Like the other kelpie, she had a mark on her hip, which resembled a black snowflake as seen up close.
The first zebra stepped towards her mother, who put her hands on the young filly’s shoulders. “Young prince, please let me introduce my daughter, Princess Zecora. These are her friends, Marini, Dust Devil, Cactus Rose, Medley Brook, and Crystal.” As she introduced them, I watched her point them out. Marini was the other zebra filly, Dust Devil was the abada colt while Cactus rose was the abada filly. Medley Brook was the kelpie with the tidal wave mark and Crystal was the kelpie with the black snowflake mark.
I pushed aside my astonishment at learning that Zecora, the zebra from the show, was a bona-fide princess. I smiled at all six of the children and inclined my head towards them in polite greeting. “Hello. I’m Prince Blueblood, but you can just call me Blueblood.”
Zecora raised her hands, grabbed her skirt, and performed a surprisingly traditional Canterlot curtsy. “Hello, young Prince,” she said, “I am Princess Zecora. Please call me Zecora.”
Medley Brook was beaming wide as she walked over to me. “Hello!” she greeted me with an energy that reminded me of Anna Belle. Her motions were, to put it bluntly, rather fluid and it was like she was gliding over the floor instead of walking. 
I was struck by how she smelled. It was like I was sitting near a lake and the freshwater breeze was blowing over me. Her eyes were wide with excitement as she looked at me. “So you’re a pony colt, huh? Wooow! And you can use your horn to cast magic??”
Caught off guard by her sudden approach and energy, it took me a few seconds to respond. “Well, I’m a bit unique, but yes, I can use magic.”
“Miss Brook, show some decorum,” King Sandy said, “you are in his space.”
The kelpie slowly backed away, looking a bit sheepish. “Sorry,” she said.
“It’s alright,” I replied. 
I watched as the abada filly walked over to the newly planted cactus plant, knelt down and reached out, touching its needles with a care that seemed practiced. “And how are you doing today?” she seemed to ask the plant. I watched as her pointed ears swiveled forward towards the plants. There was silence for a bit as she apparently listened, then turned back to the group. “The cactus says it’s nice here and it’s eager to get to know the other plants.”
“Plants can talk?” I asked incredulously. I knew that animals, at least those in Equestria, had more intelligence than elsewhere on Threia, but the thought of plants talking seemed a bit unusual even for this world.
Cactus Rose looked at me and nodded. “They can’t talk like we can, but I can understand them.”
“Just accept it,” Crystal said with a wry grin. “She’s weird like that.”
“That’s not very nice!” Marini scolded Crystal.
“Your Majesties,” Aunt Celestia said, “would you be alright with these six spending time playing with my nephew and his friends?”
Zwena and Sandy looked at each other and both spoke in that African-eque language. After some time, the two turned. “As long as they are accompanied by two of our guards, they can,” Sandy said, turning and gesturing to a larger zebra stallion and a bulkier looking kelpie. 
The zebra was of a different stock than the other zebras I’d seen. He was fairly muscular and had apparently thicker fur than the others. His mane, which was cut in a mohawk like the other zebras, was dark red with white highlights. He wore armor that seemed to be made of bone. He held a personal shield in one arm that looked like a massive scale and a spear that was similar in appearance to that which the king held, albeit not coated in gold. 
The kelpie, on the other hand, was a bright lime green with yellow eyes. She, I could tell her sex from her curvature, held a spear made of clear glowing ice in her hand and a shield made of the same type of ice in another. Her mane was dark purplish-blue with a hint of aquamarine highlights.
“These are two of our joined kingdom’s personal guards, Gulzar and Melody Pond. They are two of the best of each of our guards. My daughter and her friends can play with your nephew and his friends if they accompany them.”
“Of course they can,” my aunt said, “just as long as you’re alright with my nephew’s own personal guards being there as well.”
“You can never have too much protection when it comes to your kin,” Zwena acknowledged before turning to Zecora. She spoke to the young filly in their own language before turning back to me. “Young Prince, I hope you and your friends can get along with my daughter and her friends.”
“I’m sure they’ll get along well,” I said, hoping that I hadn’t jinxed it.

I hadn’t jinxed it, as it turned out.
A couple hours later, my friends and Zecora’s friends were all playing together in the garden. We’d gotten a game of hide and seek going soon after meeting, which was very unique considering the fact that the kelpie could hide in any of the spots of water and be nearly invisible.
I wasn’t surprised when Anna Belle and Medley immediately got along. Medley was apparently a great singer, and Anna was no slouch in that department either. Their bubbly personalities clicked and Anna was finding it hard not to touch Medley’s watery body despite me telling her that it was rude.
I was a bit surprised that Crystal and Shadow started getting along. I got the impression that Crystal was a little older and wasn’t quite as talkative or friendly as Medley, but during the introductions I saw them talking to each other. I even caught Crystal creating a snowball in her hands to show Shadow. This attracted the attention of Frostfall, and she joined the two, listening in quietly.
Sunset was immediately curious as to what kind of magic the abadas used. I saw her watching as Cactus talked to some of the plants in the garden and applauded when Dust showed off his incredible speed that might very well have put Rainbow Dash’s to shame. Especially with the yellow trail he left behind in his wake.
Marini had seen Spike and had found him instantly adorable. She took to playing with him and even asked to see his blue flames. 
As for Zecora, after the game of hide and seek was over, I spent some time with her, showing her the garden. I was surprised at how well-read she was. Her Farasi accent was the least prominent out of the rest of her friends.
As we walked along the pathways, she was talking about her hope to one day learn how to use magic of any kind. “I just know there’s a way for me to learn magic somehow,” she was saying as we walked along the edge of the garden closest to the mountain. “I mean, the kelpies and abada can, so why can’t we? And I know it has to do with my cutie mark!”
“Your cutie mark?” I asked, curious now. Initially, I had assumed that only ponies had cutie marks, but when I got to cutie mark studies, I was told that a few other creatures could develop cutie marks of their own. Zebras were one of them. “What’s yours?”
She pointed to her arm, where I saw the very same mark that had been on Zecora’s flank in the show. “My real cutie mark is on my bottom,” she said, “but mom tattooed this on me after I got it!”
“When did you get it?” I asked curiously.
“Well, last spring, I wanted to see what would happen if I mixed up some flowers in with the dinner stew,” she began sheepishly, “so I did, but it broke the pot after dinner went flying everywhere.”
I chuckled a bit before nodding. “You tried to mix a brew, eh?”
Zecora looked at me with a tilted head. “A brew?”
“Sure,” I said. “Potions are a form of magic. I’ve looked at a few potion books here and tried to make some simple ones in my spare time. They’re really fun.”
Zecora looked excited at that and shouted, “Can I see you brew them?! And can I see the books, too!?”
“Well, I think my aunt won’t mind if I show you some,” I said. “Maybe later. How long are you staying?”
“Mom says we’ll be here for a week,” Zecora said as we turned a corner that led to the back entrance to the massive maze, presumably the same one that had appeared in The Return Of Harmony. “There’s a lot of green, here,” she observed.
I heard Crimson’s footsteps as he followed us along with Melody’s wet sounding footsteps. I ignored them as I nodded. “Well, when pegasi can control the rainfall, it’s easy to keep grass growing.”
“I wish we had that,” Zecora said. “It hasn’t rained in Farasi in a while. Even Lake Kamari is low.”
“Oh no, that’s not good,” I said, and at once I began to piece together just why the Farasi creatures might be here. Auntie had told me that negotiations with the various Farasi tribes had been going nowhere, so seeing creatures from Farasi here was definitely unusual. But with what Zecora had just said, it made sense that the Farasians would reach out and seek help from Equestria. I filed that little bit of knowledge away to tell my aunt just in case the Farasi delegation hadn’t mentioned it to my aunt yet. 
“Yeah, dad says we can only drink a little bit each day,” Zecora said.
“Well, you can drink as much as you want here,” I said in an effort to be encouraging.
She smiled and nodded. “Medley and Crystal said that the water here tastes different than back home.”
“Really? What does it taste like?” I asked.
“They said the water is sweeter,” Zecora said.
“Oh, I see,” I said, unsure of how else to respond. I knew little about any race on Farasi, but I made a mental note to begin a new bit of research into what was known about them after the delegation had returned. “Hey, what do you like about Equestria so far?”
“Um…I think the plants,” she admitted. “They’re a lot sweeter than the ones we have back home.” 
I smiled. “I bet my auntie could give you some seeds and teach you how to grow some of our plants,” I said.
Zecora was about to reply, when she paused. She looked down at the ground in front of where we were walking and pointed. “Hey…what’s that?” 
I turned and looked in the direction she was pointing, but didn’t see anything. Not at first, anyway. We were both walking on a cobblestone pathway that wound through the garden. Every aspect of the stones had been perfectly place and if a crack formed, it was immediately taken care of. But on this particular occasion, I saw something that made me pause.
Near a portion of the pathway where there was a lefthand turn that headed back to the main portion of the garden, I saw a very slight crack in one of the larger stones. “What the…where’d that come from?” I wondered as I slowly approached the crack in the pathway, Zecora close by my side. I knelt and touched the crack. 
“Young foals, what have you found?” Melody’s silky feminine voice asked as she and Crimson approached.
“Just a crack in the path,” I replied as I stood and faced them.
Crimson joined his Farasian counterpart and knelt at the crack, looking at it curiously. “Hmm…” he said as he looked up at the cliff which was directly above us. He looked around after that and stood. “Well, I don’t see any rocks that might have fallen to cause this,” he said.
Melody looked down at it as well, looking at it with a curious expression. Wordlessly, she stuck her hand on the crack. To my astonishment, her hand seemed to pass through the crack until all I could see was her wrist. Her eyes widened in alarm as she quickly pulled her hand out of the crack. “It’s hollow below!”
“A sinkhole?” Zecora wondered.
“If it is, we should get back,” I replied. “It’ll probably-”
Things happened too fast for us to properly make sense of it until later. I felt the ground under me move upwards like I was standing on a wave. I fell back onto my ass, Zecora right beside me. I saw Crimson hovering in the air and making his way towards me with his arm outstretched, but by then it was too late.
Dark tendrils of black surrounded me. I struggled to break free, but even with all of his strength, Crimson was unable to pull me out. I screamed, only to be encased in total darkness. And that was when I lost consciousness. 

“Shadow walking? Your Highness, shadow walking is one of the more advanced spells known to ponykind. More specifically, the eutherians. Not only does it require a significant amount of magic, but it requires a great deal of concentration. The fact that your eutherian friend has learned it at such a young age should not be considered as the norm. It takes a normal eutherian almost fifteen to twenty years to master the technique.”
Aura was in her lecture mode again. It was something Sunset and I were very used to by this point. Whenever she found a subject that she loved to talk about, she could go on and on about it. Sometimes Sunset and I would get her to go on a tangent in case we were feeling lazy, which wasn’t often, but it was still fun to see her scrunch up her nose when she realized what we’d done by the time magic practice was up. Not that we minded. We always learned something new during her tangent lectures. 
“Starry Swirl mastered it before her disappearance. Same with Mistmane,” Aura continued. “Starry wrote about it in Chapter Six of her Magic Spell Index. The title of that chapter is Travel Through The Umbral.”
As I listened, something began to happen. I saw a lamp in the corner that seemed…wrong somehow. I couldn’t place my finger on it. I raised my hand, only for Aura to not notice it despite her looking right at me. Something about this scene felt wrong.
I stood, ignoring the continuing lecture from his magic teacher. I slowly walked up to the lamp in the corner of the room, all sound slowly fading away, echoing as if it was inside a massive cathedral. I reached out…
…and massive shadowy tendrils shot out of the lamp, encasing me. I tried to run, but they had me in their grasp. I tried screaming for help, but Aura and Sunset were just sitting there, oblivious. And then there was something nasty covering my lips. Slimy and disgusting which started filling my mouth. With one last effort, I cast the most powerful light spell I knew…

I screamed and sat up, eyes wide and alert. I could hear my heart pounding in my ears. My breath was ragged and I took in deep gulps of air.
As I did so, I took in my surroundings. Or lack thereof. I was sitting in total blackness. I could see anything, but I could hear a few distinct sounds. I heard the sound of water dripping onto stone nearby along with the sound of a small creek some distance away. And the sound of someone breathing heavily next to me.
I cast a small light spell, which illuminated my surroundings. I was in a small cavern of black stone. There were a few stalactites and stalagmites scattered around the area where I had been lying. Above me, there was a slightly slanted roof.
And lying prone on her back to my left, I saw Zecora. She looked no worse for wear, but she was frowning in her sleep, slightly twitching. However, as I brought the light closer, I saw small wisps of black smoke emanating from her eyes. I slowly opened one of her eyes only to see that same mist retreating from the light. As it did so, her expression softened ever so softly, but her twitching remained. Carefully, I opened her other eyelid and the reaction was the same. Holding both eyelids open, I poured some more magic into the light orb hovering over us. 
With a gasp, Zecora sat up and screamed. In the light of the orb, I saw a black mist escape her mouth and dissipate. Quickly I put my hand on her back and held her up, rubbing her back gently in an effort to help her calm down. “Shh…deep breaths, Zecora. Take in deep breaths.”
She looked around wildly, but when she saw me, she seemed to relax a bit. Putting a hand on her chest, she closed her eyes and began saying something in her native tongue. Something that sounded like a chant. As she did so, I felt some of the tension leaving her body. When she stopped, she looked around. “What happened? Where are we?”
I shook my head. “I’m not sure, but if I had to guess, we’re somewhere under Canterlot. I know there are abandoned mines down here from when this city used to be a diamond mining town.”
“But how did we get here?” Zecora asked with a trembling tone.
I stood and stretched, then helped Zecora to her feet. “I don’t know, but what’s important is for us to get out of here and for you to get safely back to your mom and dad. They’ll be very angry with Auntie if they think we did anything to you. Well, unless Melody tells them what happened.”
“But where do we go?” Zecora asked nervously.
I looked around the small cave where we were currently. It looked like it had been a mine at one point, but any wood that had been inside had long since rotted away or fallen. I saw a few ancient rusted pieces of metal lying on the floor along with two tracks that possibly had been used for old mining carts. They had appeared in the Canterlot Wedding episode, but hadn’t looked this run down. “Let’s follow this,” I said, pointing to the two metal tracks. “Hopefully, it’ll lead us out somewhere. And it is heading up a slant.” I held out my hand. “Here, grab my hand.”
She immediately took it, and I could tell she was scared. Her hand was trembling as we both slowly walked up towards wherever the tracks led. It didn’t take long to reach the entrance to another larger cave, where I discovered the source of the sound of running water came from a stream that was running down another old mine shaft. I saw no tracks this time, but I remembered reading somewhere that you were always supposed to go upstream in case you got lost, and even underground that made sense. There had to be a source above that was leaking down through the ground.
Or is it the other way around? I thought, suddenly confused. I felt unsure of my decision, and almost started going the other way. No, I thought. We’ll go upstream. If I’m wrong, we can head down. I turned to Zecora. “We’re going upstream. There should be a source that comes from the surface.”
Nodding, she clung to my arm as we began our slow ascent. While I was wearing shoes that were relatively sturdy, Zecora was wearing thin sandals. At one point, she slipped on a rock and nearly fell, but I caught her. 
The cavern began to expand the further up we went, solidifying my resolve that I’d made the right decision. As we headed up, I heard what sounded like a waterfall. Eventually, we reached a large clearing where we did see a large waterfall flowing into a large pool of water. The chamber we were in was almost all enclosed save for a small crevice. A crevice where light poured in. 
When Zecora saw it, I felt her instant relief. “Is that daylight? We’re saved!” She let go and began running towards it.
However, something about the light was wrong. I ran after Zecora and grabbed her arm. “Wait, stop!”
She turned back to me, confused. “What? That’s sunlight, isn’t it?”
I gently but firmly pulled her back. “No, that’s not sunlight. Sunlight isn’t purple,” I said, pointing to the crevice.
She turned and looked closer at the light. A small sliver of purple could be seen emanating from it. The smile on her face faded and she came back, grabbing my arm once again. “B-But what is it?” she asked.
“Could be anything,” I said. “It’s probably some glowing plants or something. They have them in the Mines of Canina. They could be here, too.” I looked around the cave, but seeing no other way out save for the small entrance we’d just come through and the spot where the waterfall fell, the crevice was the only way out. “Let’s check it out.”
We approached, Zecora nervously and me with trepidation. The purple glow that came through the crevice seemed to fill me with a slight sense of dread, and I couldn’t for the life of me figure out why. 
The crevice itself was big enough for us to crawl through, and I was grateful that we were still foals because I highly doubted we’d have made it through if we were full blown adults in these bodies, or even if I was in my old adult body.
We finally made our way through and I saw that the crevice led to a small ledge that fell away into the abyss. But that wasn’t what caught my attention. My jaw dropped at what I saw.
We were in a massive cavern with what looked like mile high columns across whatever the abyss was. There were massive waterfalls falling from caverns high above them. And from the columns, I saw bright purple lights. Which came from large windows. 
We had just discovered an underground city.
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To say I was stunned would be an understatement. I had the mind of someone much older, but even I was still susceptible to shock and awe. The view before me was unlike anything I could have imagined being underneath the mountain except in something like a Lord Of The Rings movie. Only it was much bigger than anything depicted in those films. 
The fact that Zecora and I were looking at a city was not in question. There were purple lights coming from what could only be windows. The nearest column showed that. I also caught a glimpse of motion in one of the nearby windows. There were large stone bridges connecting each column at various levels as well, and I saw lights moving back and forth on said bridges. Bright red lights, like torches being held. I also saw some flying creatures moving among the darkness being briefly illuminated by the purple light. I couldn’t tell what they were, but like other races in this world they had the basic anthropomorphic shape of others. There were massive platforms scattered throughout the city as well, with massive structures, mostly pyramid-shaped, sitting on top of them.
The cave itself seemed to go on forever. There were large swathes of light coming from the bottom and a few patches that reflected the light above. Lakes, I realized, or some kind of body of water. They almost all pooled around the massive waterfalls that came down from the high caverns. There was one near us that spilled out onto a larger body of water below us.
I was brought out of my reverie by someone clutching my arm tightly. Turning, I saw Zecora giving me a pleading and terrified look. “B-Blueblood?” she said, but with the sound of the roaring waterfall I couldn’t hear her. I could read her lips, however.
I put my hand over hers. “Try and relax!” I shouted above the din of the falls, “We’ll find a way out of this!” Of course, I was none too sure of this myself. I didn’t have any idea how we could escape this or even reach the bottom. The ledge we were one seemed secure enough for someone of our current weight, but it didn’t go out far on either side. It only went out maybe two feet at the most. I pointed back to the crevice we’d just come through. “Let’s go back there for a bit,” I said.
Once we were back through, Zecora sat against the wall, breathing deeply and with relief. “I hate heights,” she said.
“I don’t like them either,” I said, sitting next to her, “but there has to be a way down there. Aside from jumping.” I frowned and looked up at the ceiling. “I need to think…” Zecora’s ears flattened and she hugged her knees in front of her. I reached over and put a hand on her shoulder. “Hey, don’t worry. We’ll get out of this. Together. I promise.”
This seemed to placate her, and she somewhat relaxed. I, however, was going through many different scenarios. I had no idea just where we were or what kind of hole we’d fallen into. It was all so confusing even for an adult trapped in a kid’s body. I ran over any spell that I thought might help, but the only three spells that I figured would help seemed far beyond my reach. My teleportation magic was still short range despite practice. The second one was advanced telekinesis that could be cast on the body, leading to flight. I remember seeing Starlight Glimmer doing that in the show, and Sunset Shimmer had managed to figure it out during our magic sessions, but I was still having a hard time with it. I couldn’t last very long whenever I tried.
The only other spell I could think of was the wing spell, but I hadn’t yet tried that. I vaguely remembered the words to cast it in the Language of Magic, but magic cast like that was finicky. If I said the words wrong, things could go very wrong. Kneeling in the dirt, I began writing out the words that I knew were the ones used to create wings. Zecora saw me doing this and gave me a worried look. I looked back and tried to give her my best reassuring look. When that didn’t work, I said, “I’m trying to craft some temporary wings for myself so I can fly us down there.” I pointed to the hole, indicating the city beyond.
Zecora looked back at the hole nervously, then back at me. “What then?”
That was a good question. I honestly had no idea. Still, I reasoned that this city had come about by ponies from the surface coming down some time ago, meaning there had to be an exit. With a confident tone I didn’t feel, I said, “We look for an exit.”
“Shouldn’t we wait here?” Zecora asked. “Father always said that when I’m lost, stay where you are and wait.”
“I know,” I said, “but if this is underneath Canterlot, they’d have found us by now. No, I think whatever sucked us into that hole teleported us somewhere.” I finished the circle and stood. “Alright, I think I did it.”
Zecora walked over and looked at the magic circle I’d formed in the dirt. I held out a hand to stop her from coming too close and disturbing the runes and circle patterns I’d formed. I still didn’t know too much about magic circles and runic magic, but I knew some basic things. One was that the patterns in the circle between the runes was important and if drawn wrong, it could be disastrous. I walked around the circle for a few minutes, looking at the runes and the patterns for any discrepancies. I couldn’t find anything wrong, so I took a giant step and moved into the exact center of the circle. I turned back to Zecora. “Step back.”
She did so, looking more scared now. “Blueblood…are you going to be okay?” she asked hesitantly.
I took a deep breath, not answering her question. Before I could chicken out, I extended my hands and they began to glow my signature color. Tendrils of magic reached down to the circle and flowed through the runes and lines like glowing water. As the flowing magic began to fill the crevices, I opened my mouth and spoke. “To soar through air is what I desire. Now come to me and wings shall I acquire,” I said in the Language of Magic, AKA English.
The magic circle beneath me flared brightly with the colors of the rainbow, making me almost close my eyes, but I forced myself to keep them open because I knew if I closed my eyes the magic might misfire. I felt the magic being drained from me as it flowed from my fingers down to the circle below. I forced myself to keep standing straight despite my weakness until eventually I felt the draining cease. I stopped casting my magic and looked down. The magic circle was a blinding blue glow and the outermost edge looked like it was growing. Zecora looked terrified, but I remembered this from the show. Rarity had been enveloped by solid light, so the same thing was probably happening here.
Eventually, the outermost light had surrounded me in a cone. I closed my eyes now and let the magic spell do its work. I could hear the sound of its musical chime increase around me as some light crept through my hands. There was a pop of air, and the magical chime stopped. Opening my eyes I saw that the magic circle beneath me was dark. I carefully stepped out of the magic circle and Zecora was looking at me with astonishment. She was by my side the moment I collapsed to my knees, holding me up as best she could. “That was…amazing!” she exclaimed as she reached down to touch something beside me. “How’d you make them look so real??”
Slowly I turned, half expecting to see the rainbow gossamer wings that formed during the spell (Aunt Celestia had shown Sunset and me this spell and it always formed the rainbow wings similar to the episode). However, what I saw caught me a bit off guard. The wings were there, but instead of glowing, they looked black and batlike. There were some small sparks of light from the wings like stars, but other than that the wings were inky black. They were eutherian wings.
Alarmed, I stood and reached out to touch one wing. When I did so, I felt a strange sensation. It was like I was touching a limb I’d never known existed. The wing itself felt silky smooth. I’d felt a eutherian wing before when I’d asked Crimson if I could touch his wings. I closed my eyes and tried to feel through my body for the muscle control that pegasi and eutherians both had. After a while, I began to feel it. I moved both wings experimentally, opening my eyes to watch my progress. I was rewarded when I saw them flapping slightly, but not enough to fly. I turned back to Zecora. “Give me some time to figure out how these work.”
A whole hour passed as I figured out how to flap the wings. I was falling from the air constantly, but not far enough to do any damage. Eventually, I managed to stay in the air for at least five minutes, flying around simply and learning how to turn. Once I had a hold on how they worked, I started lifting some small rocks to see how best to fly while carrying something. This took a while, but eventually I managed to learn the nuances of simple flight. I wasn’t looking for anything fancy, just enough to get us to wherever we decided to go. 
Once I felt like I’d gotten the hang of things, I landed and made my way back over to the crevice. Zecora was right beside me in an instant as I peered through down at the massive cavernous city. I frowned and tried to find a place that could very well be an exit, but I found nothing obvious. I went through the various scenarios in my head. I had no idea why this city was here, wherever here was. I retreated back into the cave. I’d spotted a few sections of the city that seemed busier than normal but one ledge on a lower level seemed to be nearly empty of the city’s inhabitants. It was close to us, but I wasn’t sure if it was close enough. Still, I couldn’t see any other choice in the matter. 
I turned back to Zecora. “I think I found a place where we can try and fly,” I said
She approached with a worried expression. “Where?”
I took her back to the crevice and we both stuck our heads through. I pointed to the lower ledge. “See that smaller ledge? I think if we land there, we can at least be unnoticed.”
“But who lives here?” she asked.
That was the million dollar question, and I had no idea. It could be flying mole people for all I knew. I knew at least we’d stick out like a sore thumb, but I couldn’t think of anything else to do. A city meant they probably had a means of returning to the surface. I hadn’t heard of any kind of race that evolved underground this way, and if they had then they wouldn’t need the lights, especially purple ones. It stood to reason, then, that whoever lived here had either once lived on the surface or had access to the surface. It was possible they preferred the dark like bats or other nocturnal animals.
I sighed softly. “I wish I knew, Zecora,” I said, “but I don’t think we have any other option of getting out of here. Whatever brought us here wasn’t just a normal hole. We’d be dead if we fell so far down. It had to be some sort of magic that teleported us here.”
“Then can’t we go back and try and figure out how to use it?” Zecora asked.
I shook my head. “I might have some talent for magic, but I can’t teleport very well. I still have a lot to learn. Our best bet is looking for a way out through that city.”
Zecora still looked unsure, and I could hardly blame her. Fact of the matter was, I was unsure myself. Was it really the best idea to go down there and try to find a way out? I wracked my brain for any other ideas, using my own real world knowledge, but all I could think of was to try and find some way through the city and out of there. I knew I had to put on a brave face for Zecora, so I steeled myself and looked over at her. “Climb on my back. We’re gonna try flying around.”
This took another half hour to get a handle on, but with my new semi-mastery of flight, I eventually managed to hover above the ground for a good while. She clung to me with her arms and legs, which provided a challenge, but fortunately my temporary wings seemed to not be affected by her clinging. Finally, I felt ready enough, so we both crawled back through the crevice back to the ledge. The sound of the waterfall nearby was roaring in our ears once again, so I had to shout to make myself heard. “Climb on and hold on tight!” She did so, burying her face in my back. I turned to face the city once more. 
Finding the edge of the city I was hoping to fly to, I spread my wings wide and began to flap them. Slowly, my feet left the ledge and I was hovering over many meters of air. I could feel Zecora clinging to me much more tightly than before, which I’d anticipated. To be truthful, I was terrified myself. I wasn’t sure if the large lake directly below me was shallow or deep, but I didn’t intend to find out.
As fast as I could muster, I flew towards the edge of the city. I was glad then that we were in a cave because there weren’t any winds to throw me off balance. Slowly, agonizingly slowly, we made our way closer to the large abandoned portion of the city. However, when we were only a few meters away, I felt the sensation of my wings start to fail. Startled, I took a look back to see what was happening. The wings, which had at one point been solid, were quickly starting to disappear.
“B-Blueblood? What’s happening?” Zecora asked.
“Hold on tightly,” was all I could say as I tried my best to flap the wings harder to increase speed. I was relieved to see that it was working, but my relief was short lived as we began to sink in the air again. I could see we were going to miss the ledge I was aiming for, so I frantically looked around to see if there was any other place to land. Unfortunately, the place I saw was a crowded marketplace full of people. 
A marketplace full of eutherians and eutherians only.
Unfortunately, I knew we didn’t have much of a choice, so as we began falling I shouted to Zecora, “Hang on tight!” That was enough for the crowd of eutherians below to finally spot us. I saw a few of them looking up at us with curious glances. I waved my hands. “Move!”
We both crashed into a stall filled with some kind of dimly glowing green fruit, sending the produce scattering across the road. I heard someone shouting in alarm, but I was too dazed to understand what they’d said. Zecora and I tumbled until we hit a wall, knocking the breath out of us. Groaning, I slowly pushed myself up only to see I was covered in glowing green liquid. Zecora too was coated in the juice of whatever fruit we’d collided against. I crawled over to check on Zecora and my heart sank when I saw a cut on her left arm. I quickly tore off a bit of my shirt and wrapped it around her arm, stopping the bleeding. She winced but let me do what I needed to do.
It was then that I heard the murmuring of the crowd behind me. Slowly I turned to see a group of eutherians looking at us with wide eyed astonishment. Unlike the ones I’d seen above, these wore clothes that were actually quite lovely. Any eutherians I’d seen on the surface always wore functional clothing, even the guards when off duty. Other eutherians I’d seen wore poor clothes, dirty and sometimes scratched. Here, however, the clothes were quite sturdy and beautiful. Half of them wore less clothing than I expected. I saw several eutherian mares wearing a thin piece of fabric around their chests and the same around their waists. I also saw a few stallions wearing nothing but something like a toga around their waists. Others, however, were wearing clothes that covered more. I even saw some kids staring in.
One of the eutherian stallions pointed at me, or more specifically, my head. He said something in what sounded like a somewhat fearful tone. I couldn’t understand him, however, because he was speaking in the same language I’d heard other eutherians use. Or at least, it sounded like the same language. 
The crowd followed his finger and backed away from me, their looks of confusion and surprise replaced by fear, and in some of their cases, anger. Others pointed at Zecora and I could hear their tone change to one of insult. Not wanting things to escalate, I stood as fast as I could despite the pain and said, “Does anyone here speak Equish?”
When I spoke, they stopped, staring at me in mute astonishment again. After a few moments, the murmurs started. A few of the outlying eutherians spread their wings and flew down the street but the others continued staring at us with mistrust in their eyes. I slowly made my way back to Zecora, helping her to her feet, then looking back at the crowd. “Can anyone here understand me?”
When nobody spoke, I heard Zecora say something in her own language to the crowd. That made them back away more. The zebra princess moved closer to me and asked with a trembling tone, “W-What are they g-gonna do w-with us?”
I didn’t have to answer because immediately after she asked I heard a commotion from the crowd behind me. They parted, and I saw what had to be a company of soldiers. Unlike the Solar Guard, these wore armor that seemed to glow with some runic symbols carved into them that were glowing deep purple. They reminded me a little bit of the shapes of the bat ponies seen in the episode Luna Eclipsed. When they saw us, the glared at us. One pointed at me and said, in a threatening manner, “Follow us.”
Zecora took my hand and squeezed it tightly. I squeezed back and looked at her. “Come on,” I said. “We’ve got no choice right now.”

We might have landed in the lower levels of the city, but that didn’t make them any less impressive. Every residence and more permanent building was built into the massive columns that stretched from ceiling to floor of the cavern. Now that we were closer, I could see that purple light wasn’t the only color of light there. I saw dark and light blues and even some pale whites, but the purple was more prevalent than most. As these guards walked us through the streets, we saw many other eutherians flying above them to gaze at us with mixtures of wonder, suspicion, and some hatred. Most of the latter two was directed at me.
The more eutherians I saw, the more I noticed how well fed and clothed they looked. When compared to the eutherians I’d seen living rather poorly in Canterlot, the ones here were living very well. All the while, I heard the same language being spoken among them, a language I knew I couldn’t speak because I didn’t have the necessary biological capacity to either speak it or hear the entirety of it. 
When we reached a large area that resembled a town square with a large fountain sitting in the middle, the stallion who’d spoken to me, who I assumed was the leader of this company, turned. “We’re going to carry you two now,” he said. His accent was an unusual one, to say the least. I didn’t ever hear Shadow’s parents or any other eutherian with such an accent. “Spread your arms, both of you.”
I started to do so, but Zecora clung tighter to me. “N-No!” she shouted, “I wanna fly with him!”
The stallion glared at Zecora. “Let him go.”
“No!”
Before this guard could say anything, I turned to Zecora and gave her a reassuring look. “We can’t do anything,” I said, “so just listen to him, Zecora.”
“I don’t want to be alone.” Zecora gave me a pleading look. “Please…”
I pursed my lips and looked up at the guard, who had his arms crossed and was looking at me impatiently. “She’s scared,” I said, gesturing to the zebra. “Is there any way we can be flown up together?”
The guard had an exasperated look on his face. “You either fly together separately or we walk up several thousand steps. Your choice.”
Even I knew that wouldn’t be fun for either of us. I turned back to Zecora. “We should do what he says,” was all I could say. “Please trust me.”
She looked unsure and took some time to think about it. After a while, she slowly nodded. “Okay…”
The leader sighed and pointed to two of the other guards and gave them an order. I felt myself being roughly grabbed and hoisted to my feet. Zecora was treated no better as she was flung over the shoulder of one guard while the same was done to me. I could hear Zecora start to whimper, but thankfully not much else. Suddenly I saw the ground falling away and we were flying.
From the air around us, the city was a marvel. Even Canterlot couldn’t compare. What I thought at first were uneven columns were more organized than I thought. They were natural columns, of course, but most had been carved out to become houses and mansions. There were some large platforms built on the sides of these columns, some of which held gardens, much to my surprise. I tried to look up, but with the angle I was being held at I couldn’t see too much. As we continued flying higher, the buildings built into the columns seemed to become more ornate. There were many different marketplaces and other types of buildings on larger platforms that were built between columns. The platforms grew bigger as we flew up as well, and I could have sworn I saw a small forest on one.
Finally I could see the columns start to expand, indicating we were starting to reach the ceiling. We’d been flying for what seemed like a few minutes. Part of me, the curious mind, wondered just how old this cavern was, but the majority of me realized that I needed to focus on our predicament.
After a few more minutes, we reached a large platform and we landed. I was roughly placed on the ground and was almost immediately found by Zecora, who reached me and gripped my shoulder. We weren’t given much time to recover before they were pulled apart by the guards and pulled towards a massive building. I looked up and almost gaped in shock. We were being led to a massive palace that looked identical to Serene Castle. I tried to get a better look at the castle but I was still too small to look over the guards.
We were led inside none too gently and taken through several corridors, all lit with torches and lanterns. Finally, we reached a large set of double doors. The lead guard said something to the guards at the door, then the latter entered the room beyond. The lead guard came back and glared down at us. “When you both see the queen, keep your eyes averted from her,” he ordered. “None but other royalty can look at her.”
“B-Blueblood…” Zecora whimpered in terror.
The lead guard now with some recognition. “Blueblood? As in Prince Blueblood of Canterlot?”
I had been planning on keeping my identity a secret but I had no opportunity to tell Zecora. Now that the secret was out, I stood up straighter and gave the guard an even gaze. “Correct. You are speaking to Prince Blueblood of Canterlot,” I said.
“And who’s this, then? Your servant?” the guard sneered, gesturing to Zecora.
I gave him a cold glare. “She’s not my servant. She’s my friend.”
The guard simply laughed at me. “I’m sure she is,” he said. Just then the door guard came back and said something to the lead guard. After a brief conversation, the latter turned to me. “Follow.” He turned and the guards at the door opened it. Immediately, our eyes were assaulted with bright purple and yellow light. We were both pulled in and taken forward down a carpeted walkway. After a while, the guards all knelt towards someone, and this gave me a view of who we were seeing.
The eutherian mare sitting on the singular throne on the upper dais before us couldn’t be more than twelve or thirteen. Her clothes were a dark royal purple with golden trim and glowing swirling patterns sewn in. The glowing patterns resembled closely packed stars. Her crown was a dark black circlet with a silver glowing ring in the center and a crescent moon carved above the circlet. She was a dark purple mare with black mane and slitted dark gray eyes. I saw a cutie mark patch on her chest which was a pair of swords crossing each other. 
Beside her stood an older eutherian stallion with dark green fur and a dim yellow mane and tail, the former showing signs of balding. His eyes were a dark orange. He wore simple black robes with glowing silver pinpricks of light scattered on it which mimicked the night sky. There was a silver sash tied around his waist. In his right hand he held a dark silver staff with a glowing conical gem sitting on top of it.
The mare didn’t take her eyes off me as the lead guard spoke to her and the stallion standing next to her in their language. She waved him off, then turned to the stallion. The two spoke briefly, the mare looking over at me and Zecora occasionally. When the conversation was over she stood and spread her batlike wings. “So,” she said with a haughty air of authority, “you’re Prince Blueblood of Canterlot.”
I stood straighter. “I am Prince Blueblood, nephew of Princess Celestia and Princess Luna.”
She gave me a quick and hard glare and took a single step towards me. “Be careful who you speak to, colt,” the lead guard said with a cold tone. “You speak to Queen Dawn Star of the Silver Sanctum.”
Silver Sanctum. So that was where I was. I turned back to the now named Dawn Star. “Queen Dawn Star,” I said while inclining my head slightly.
The queen seemed satisfied with this and returned to her throne, sitting down with regality. “Tell me how you came here,” she commanded. “You and Princess Zecora there.”
My eyes shot open wider. “How did you know who she was?” I asked.
Now it was the stallion’s turn to speak. He stepped forward and said, “We may be underground, young prince, but we aren’t ignorant. We know things that would surprise you. Now tell us how you came here, and no lies. If you lie, this orb will turn red.” He pointed to a large opaque orb sitting on a small table beside the queen’s throne.
Despite my surprise, this gave me hope of finding a way to the surface. I decided to play it a bit more calmly. I took a breath and began. “Princess Zecora and I were walking together when we found a part of the pathway had a hole in it. We were curious and we started looking at it. The ground gave way and I passed out. I woke up in an abandoned mineshaft.”
The orb didn’t glow, and I breathed a sigh of relief. I guess the orb only glowed if I made an overt lie, not withholding information. The queen looked at it, then back at me. “Continue.”
I nodded and did so. “We were wandering around in those old mineshafts for a while until we found a ledge overlooking the edge of the city, then I tried casting a spell to give myself wings to fly down to the city so Princess Zecora and I could try and find a way back to the surface.”
Once more the orb remained dark. The queen frowned and looked up at the stallion beside her. They spoke briefly before she turned back and leaned forward. “Are you hiding something from me?”
I thought of an answer quickly, having somewhat anticipated this. “Everything I’ve told you is the truth,” I said, not taking my eyes off of her.
“That wasn’t what the queen asked,” the stallion said. “Now answer the question. Yes or no, young colt.”
I knew I was fucked. Zecora clung tightly to me as I scoured my brain for a way to answer that wouldn’t set off whatever that magical orb could detect. I decided to stall for time and said, “All we want to do is to get back home. If you know who Princess Zecora and I both are, then I guess you know a way back to the surface. If you think we came here to harm you, you’re wrong.”
“Stop stalling and tell us the truth,” the stallion said. “Tell us where you found this hole and we’ll take you back to the surface.”
Before I could answer, Zecora blurted out, “Canterlot!” 
That did it. There was silence in the room for a few seconds before the queen turned to the stallion and the two spoke in a worryingly excited tone. After a while, she turned back and pointed at me and Zecora. She gave a command, then in Equish she said, “Thank you for your cooperation. Unfortunately, you can’t leave here.”
Zecora looked stunned as she was grabbed by two guards. “No! You promised! You said we could go home!” She resisted the guards, but they were stronger than she was. “You promiiiiised!” she screamed as she was taken away.
I didn’t resist as I was taken away. Still, I kept my eyes locked with the queen, who gave me a self satisfied smirk as we left the throne room and the doors were closed behind us.

The two of us were led down several flights of stairs to a dark corridor, dimly lit but surprisingly clean. Zecora and I were separated and put into small dungeon cells which were also rather clean. The moment I was put in the cell, the head guard removed the ring from my horn, but warned me that the cell was made of the same material so my magic wouldn’t work. There was a small bed in my cell with a thick coarse looking blanket on top of it and a pillow at its head. In a corner I saw a covered hole which was probably used as a toilet. The room had a sink, a barrel of water with a clay cup on top of it, a chair and table in another corner, and a large glowing crystal lantern hanging from the center of the ceiling.
After the guards were gone, I went to the cell door and climbed up to look out of the small barred opening. I stuck my hand through and tried to cast magic. My horn lit up, but my hand didn’t. I sighed in defeat and looked around. Listening, I could hear the sobs coming from Zecora’s cell, which was on the opposite wall and a few doors down. Holding onto the bars to keep myself up, I called out, “Zecora?”
I heard a sniffing sound coming from her cell. “B-Blueblood?”
“I’m here, I’m here,” I promised. “Are you alright? They didn’t hurt you, did they?”
“N-No, I didn’t get hurt,” she said. I couldn’t see her but I could hear her voice. The poor girl was terrified out of her mind. “I wanna go home…”
“I know, I do too,” I said, trying to sound as reassuring as I could. “Everything will be okay, I promise.”
“But why did they do this to us?” Zecora asked. “It’s not our fault we’re here. We didn’t come here on purpose. Why did they lie?”
“I don’t know,” I admitted. I wasn’t too sure what was going on in this place, wherever this place was. “I’ll think of a way out of here,” I said, trying to sound confident. “Just lie down and rest, okay?”
“Okay,” she said quietly. I heard her moving and then there was some rustling sounds from her cell. 
I lowered myself down and went to sit on the edge of my new bed, trying hard to think of a way to get out of here. Nothing about this situation made sense. Who were these eutherians? What were they after? Why did they want to know where the exit location was? Obviously they thought we knew something more, especially me, but even with my mind being older than my body, I knew Aunt Celestia hadn’t told me certain things about the security of the kingdom. She’d even fully admitted it to me when I’d asked. What else did they expect me to know?
My thoughts were interrupted by a small shuffle of feet. However, it seemed to come from another cell altogether. “H…Hello…?” a weak sounding voice called out from the cell next to me. The voice sounded young. Too young to be in a cell.
I stood and ran to the door, leaping up and grabbing the bars to get a hold of it. My youthful stamina helped me stay in position, hanging from the bar windows as I tried to look out. “Yes? I’m here,” I said.
I saw a small hand waving through the barred window on the door next to my cell. A bright pinkish hand. I knew that whoever this was couldn’t be a eutherian. Their coats were always dark. The hand was also too small to belong to an adult. “Can you see me?” the childish voice called out. The voice sounded like a filly’s voice.
“Yeah, yeah I can see you,” I said, waving my own hand. “Can you see me?”
“Yeah, I can see you,” the voice said. 
I could hear the flapping of wings from their cell, so I asked, “Wait, are you a pegasus?”
“Yes,” was all the voice said. The hand vanished and the sound of the wings did too.
“How long have you been in here?” I asked, not sure I wanted to know.
“I don’t know…” the pegasus replied. 
“Sorry for asking, but how did you end up here?” I asked.
The pegasus paused before continuing. “I was walking home after my birthday party when me, my parents and older brother fell into a hole,” she began. “When I woke up…my…” the filly stopped talking and I could hear her starting to sniff.
“Hey, it’s okay,” I said, backpedaling fast. “I shouldn’t have asked.” 
“No…it’s okay,” she said, regaining herself before she continued. “The eutherian guards found me and…the bodies…and took me to ask me how I got here after promising to take me to the surface. I told them, but they lied and put me in here.”
I frowned and leaned against my door, thinking. The queen and that stallion, who I guessed was some sort of court advisor, had asked me where I’d come from before Zecora had answered. Obviously the location of these doors to the surface was important, but why? Invasion, perhaps? It was possible. If that was the case, then Zecora and I had just become hostages. I cursed myself for being so stupid. I was so desperate to get out of here that I’d gotten myself captures. Worse, I’d gotten Zecora captured. 
Still, I had to try and find a way out of this place with Zecora and this newcomer. Which made me realize that I didn’t know her name. I jumped back up, grabbed the bars and pulled myself back up to look out of the cell again. “Hey, what’s your name?”
This was when I got the shock of a lifetime. “I-I’m Cadenza Mi Amore,” the pegasus said, “but y-you can call me Cadance.”

			Author's Notes: 
Been a while. Sorry about that. I couldn't think of what to write, but inspiration struck me recently so I finished. Hope you enjoy!


	
		10 - Escape Pt. 1


			Author's Notes: 
Sorry for the delay, but I hope you enjoy.
Also, author's note. I changed Ponyville's name to be Ponyshire throughout the story.



Cadance…she had come here somehow…that was throwing me for a loop, to be honest. Not wanting to worry her, however, I just reached my hand out of my cell and waved. “Nice to meet you, Cadance. My name is Blueblood.”
Cadance gasped from her cell. “Prince Blueblood of Canterlot?!” she asked in surprise.
I nodded automatically before remembering that she couldn’t see me. “Yes, that’s me,” I said, “and I’m here with Princess Zecora, a zebra royal from Farasi.”
“Wow…how did you two come down here?” Cadance asked.
In short, I explained what had happened, but left out some key details since I wasn’t sure if we were being listened to. I told her exactly what I told this Queen Dawn Star, nothing more and nothing less. “And that’s how we arrived here,” I concluded.
Cadance was silent for a bit, then she quietly replied, “Sounds like what happened to me…”
“What do you think they want from us?” Zecora asked from her cell.
I sighed and shook my head. “I don’t know,” was all I could say. And truth was, I didn’t know. I couldn’t think of any reason why they would keep us locked up here. I didn’t have enough information to work on. “Still, we need to work on getting out of here. I don’t know about you, but I’m pretty sure my aunt and Zecora’s family will overturn every stone in Canterlot to find us, and if they find out we’ve been imprisoned here, well, say goodbye to Silver Sanctum.”
“Mother and Father wouldn’t be very happy,” Zecora agreed.
“But how do we get out of here?” Cadance asked.
I didn’t have an answer. I looked around the cell block, looking for anything that we might be able to use. I could use my magic in the cell, but if I tried moving my magic outside, it didn’t work. My mind was working overtime as I tried my best to come up with a solution. “Let me think a bit,” I said as I lowered myself down onto the cell floor. I returned to the bed and sat on the edge, staring out at the little bit of cell block I could see from the barred window in the door. We all sat there in silence for a bit, all thinking. I was seriously at a loss for what to do. I went back over the basics one more time. Our biggest issue was getting out of the cells, obviously. I began thinking back on all that I had been taught by Aura about what kinds of objects could block magic and whether there were ways around it. I remembered three big ones in one of her lectures. 
The first way to block unicorn magic was with black water, a type of liquid that, when thrown on a magical creature, could block their magic until it evaporated or was washed out, which took a while. If someone swallowed black water, their magic wouldn’t work until it left their system, so it was used to keep the most dangerous of Canterlot’s prisoners hydrated since it wasn’t toxic aside from that. 
The second way to block magic was by using a rare high concentration of iron called high iron. Normal iron didn’t block magic, but high iron definitely did. Magical nullification rings made of high iron were placed on the fingers of some of the deadliest criminals in Equestria while they were imprisoned as an extra security measure against escape.
The third, and the likeliest source in this cell, was nullstone, a black rock that looked a lot like obsidian. I looked around and saw that embedded in some of the stones were black rocks. Nullstone didn’t need to coat the entire wall to be effective since it also lined the walls of Canterlot’s dungeons. It was a powerful ore. 
It was also brittle if it wasn’t used correctly.
Curious, I walked up to the nearest hunk of nullstone embedded in the normal stone walls of my cell. I dug a fingernail into it and scraped. To my delight, small flakes of black powder came off, landing on the floor. The nullstone in the Canterlot dungeons had been prepared correctly. Here, in Silver Sanctum, they weren’t. I looked around for something to scrape with instead of my nail. Unfortunately, I didn’t see anything.
At that moment, I heard a large metal door opening from outside. I walked over and lifted myself up to peer outside, only to be greeted by the stern face of a eutherian guard. He glared at me, then slammed his fist into the door. “Get down from where, whelp!” he shouted. “Meal time!”
I let go of the metal bars and backed away from the door. A small sliver of light came from a meal slot at the bottom of the door. A stone platter came through the door with some kind of brown bread on it and a bowl with some kind of steaming stew in it. The slot closed and I heard the guard open other slots to shove the food in. “Eat up,” the guard said, “this is your only meal for the day.” And with that, he left, slamming the door behind him.
Curiously, I approached the tray and picked it up, taking it to the bed. The stew smelled pretty foul, and I could even see bits of meat in there. The bread smelled somewhat better, but it still didn’t smell all that appetizing. It was just then that an idea came to mind. I looked at the platter and found that there was a clay spoon on it. I picked it up and went back to the nullstone I was looking at earlier. To my delight, the spoon helped to scrape the stone away faster. A part of me felt like Edmond Dantes from The Count of Monte Cristo, scraping away at the stone. Eventually, I did manage to remove the stone, letting it fall to the floor. However, the feeling of success was short lived when I looked around to see that there were dozens, if not hundreds, of nullstones buried in the wall itself. I figured that if the guards found the clay spoon missing, they might be suspicious.
That was when another idea struck. Taking inspiration from The Count of Monte Cristo again, I poured most of the foul-smelling soup down into the toilet hole, but not before putting a bit of the stew on the spoon to make it look like I’d eaten it. I did have to force a bit down just in case they tried smelling my breath. I almost gagged, but with the help of some water it went down without me regurgitating it. Then, I held the clay bowl up and took a few steps back. I faced the toilet and took a few steps towards it. I pretended to slip and then dropped the bowl. To my delight, it shattered on the floor, leaving bits and pieces of the clay bowl everywhere along with small bits of clay. My luck held out even more as the piece nearest to the toilet looked sharp enough to be used as a knife if need be.
Just then, my luck ran out. I heard the dungeon door opening. “Hey! What was that noise?” the same guard called in from the door.
I stood up and scrambled towards the piece of clay near the toilet hole. Not knowing what else I could do, I kicked it into the hole, letting it fall into the nasty sludge. I turned to the door just as it was flung open. The guard looked around and then saw the broken bowl. He glared at me with hate filled eyes. “What did you do?!”
I looked down and then looked back up at the guard, “It slipped and I dropped it,” I said simply. 
He groaned, then pointed to the corner of the cell. “Stand over there and don’t move!” he ordered. I did as I was told and watched him pick up the shards of hardened clay, holding them in one of his wings. He would look up at me every so often, making sure I didn’t move. Finally, he’d grabbed everything else, stood, and strode to the door. “Lights out soon, brats,” he said to us as he closed and locked the door to my cell. “You know the rules, pegasus whelp. Tell them.” With that final statement, he left the room.
I lifted myself up again and looked out of my cell door window, my eyes adjusting to the darkness around us. “What did he mean, Cadance?” I asked.
I heard shuffling from her cell, then Cadance replied, “There’s no talking at night. If they hear you talking too much, you don’t get any meals for the next day. They want us to be quiet.”
I scowled, looking back at the room where I would be sleeping. I knew I wouldn’t be able to see anything soon, so the time to act was now. I rushed over to the toilet hole, took a breath, held it, and peered in. There was nothing but darkness. I held out a hand, casting a simple light spell that illuminated the hole. I almost threw up at what I was seeing, but I kept it down. Using my other hand, I lifted the piece of clay out of the toilet and placed it on the ground gently.
It was none too soon, as well, because moments later, I heard a gruff voice calling, “Lights out! Keep your traps shut or no food tomorrow!” The lights above our cells and outside dimmed and went out, leaving us in total darkness. “And no magic casting from you, unicorn whelp! I see one light or hear something being cast, no food for two days!” With that, I heard a door slam and footsteps walking away.
Frowning, I crawled on the floor towards the piece of clay. My hand touched it, and I gagged in response. There was still fecal residue on it. Swallowing the bile rising in my throat, I picked it up, wiped it off with my handkerchief which had miraculously not been taken, then began feeling around for a stone. I decided to go for one near the wall separating me from the outside, and found one in a corner to the left of my cell door. I spent a while scraping at the stone, feeling around for the shards that came off and dumping it in the toilet hole before continuing. It didn’t take me too long, but eventually I had the entirety of the stone out from the wall. There were more normal stones behind it, but that didn’t matter. I placed the carved out stone in the toilet hole, then quietly moved the table over to the corner to hide my progress.
I realized that my body felt exhausted. Nullstones did diminish ones ability to use magic so I decided to sleep and recover my strength. I placed the clay shard under my pillow and got into bed. It wasn’t my bed at home, far from it, but it would do until we got out of here.
As I lay there, my thoughts drifted back to my home. I wondered how Spike was doing. I wondered if he missed me or anything. He was probably worried sick since he tended to crawl out of his own bed most nights and snuggle up next to me, especially if he had a nightmare. Perhaps someone told him a little white lie to ease his fears. I figured that Aunt Celestia was working overtime to figure out just what had happened to me. If Zecora’s parents were like my aunt, they’d be doing the same. I just hoped that there wouldn’t be any bad blood from this when things were sorted. My exhaustion began to get the better of me, and despite my best efforts, my childlike body was not as strong as my mind. Soon, I fell into a dreamless, fitful sleep.
I slept poorly that night, or so I remembered. I kept on waking up briefly, then falling back to sleep. I had no idea just how long I slept each time, but it felt like only a few minutes had passed before I woke up and was unable to fall back to sleep. I could hear the soft breathing coming from the other two cells, so I knew that the other two were probably still sleeping.
I felt tears come flooding back into my eyes. I may have had the mind of someone in his thirties now, but my ten year old body still had a bigger influence on my emotions. I missed my aunt. I missed my little dragon brother. I missed my friends. I missed my teachers. Hell, I even missed my stuffy eutherian guards. I held back on making any noise, but the tears kept coming, flooding out and making the dirty pillow damp. I gripped it, doing my best to keep quiet, but the occasional sob escaped my mouth. Thankfully, it seemed as if no guards heard me. After a while, the tears stopped and I found myself feeling a little better. Turning around, I opened my eyes, but due to how dark it was, I couldn’t tell if my eyes were even open. There was nothing but darkness above me.
Nothing but shadows…
I sat up, a thought coming into my head. Shadow…that was it! It was a long shot, but I’d seen it done a few times before and had read all I could read on the spell. Throwing my covers off, I slowly got onto my feet and stood, the darkness permeating everything. I sat on the cold harsh floor, closing my eyes as I began to try something known as a magical meditation. Aunt Celestia had told me about it once. She explained it during one of our more private lunches. Magical meditation was a way for a pony to ease any mana imbalance within the anima. Not only that, but it helped ease the mind if done properly. I’d tried it a couple times, and thought I’d felt something shift within me each time, but I felt like I was still missing something.
I focused inward, concentrating on the invisible part of me that was the anima. As instructed by Starry Swirl in Magic Spell Index, I concentrated on my mental image of the anima. In my mind’s eye, the dim image of a large lake appeared, the result of the damming up of a nearby river. I hovered over it and noticed that there was a storm blowing. The lake was choppy and the skies roiled with menacing clouds along with the flash of lightning every ten or so seconds. The rain soaked through everything, drenching the concrete holding the dam in place. From what I’d read, Starry Swirl had described a meditative storm as representing an imbalance of emotion. While emotion was a powerful factor in casting magic, one needed to have some sort of balance within themselves to cast it or even use it. Most ponies could maintain this balance without the need for magical meditation, but for those special few with a large enough anima, meditation helped keep that balance within.
In my mind’s eye, I closed my eyes again and stretched out my arms. Focusing, I acknowledged my worries, anxieties, and my sorrow. I reminded myself that these emotions, while valid, had to not hold me back from taking action. Instead, I needed to focus not on my anxieties and fears, but on the here and now. I took several breaths, inhaling slowly and exhaling. As I did so, the storm began to slowly recede. The rain and wind slowly ceased, but the clouds remained. Nothing I tried would make them go away, but they did brighten ever so slightly.
I opened my eyes, feeling a lot better now. I still could feel the anxieties and fears, but they weren’t as present as before. Instead, I used them as extra motivation. Slowly, I stood up and closed my eyes, feeling out with my magic. I knew that Shadow Walking was something that only eutherians were known to be capable of, but I had read that, on rare occasions, powerful unicorns like Starry Swirl had been capable of it. It was a long shot, but I had to try something. 
I remembered how Starry said it felt, how it felt like descending into water feet first. I took a deep breath, exhaled, and began to try. I focused inward, like Starry said to do and like how Shadow had described it, working on feeling my way through the mana around me. I looked for a way to open the ethereal door to the Umbral, but nothing seemed to be working. I couldn’t feel any physical change, and there was certainly no change in the magic around me. Eutherian magic wasn’t like unicorn magic, and from what I’d learned about Shadow Walking, it seemed as if Starry had to force her way in whereas eutherians had a more natural connection to the Umbral. Which made sense seeing as Discordia had made them by corrupting a large group of Pegasi while they were inside the Umbral. 
Still, I didn’t give up. Instead, I continued concentrating, trying to find a way in without needing to force anything. However, minutes passed by, and possibly turned into an hour, and there was nothing. After feeling discouraged, I decided to give Starry’s method a try. I began casting my magic, focusing on what I thought was the feeling of the barrier between the real world and the first layer of the Umbral. It was a bit difficult with the nullstone in the walls, but eventually I started to sense something different. I focused on a spot in the corner of the room. Slowly, I walked over to it, standing above the spot my magic was forcing open. I started slowly, not wanting to damage anything or be heard. 
After several minutes, I felt something around my ankles. I felt the sensation of slight pressure around them. Instinctively, I opened my eyes and looked down, but thanks to the darkness surrounding me, I couldn’t see shit. I quietly cursed myself for my lapse, then resumed my concentration. The sensation began to slowly rise up, making its way to my knees.
And that’s when I felt a pair of hands grab my ankles.
I opened my eyes in shock, but before I could say or do anything, I felt that pressure moving quickly up my body until it enveloped my head. Instantly, the darkness was replaced by a dim grayscale view of the cell around me, along with a very familiar pair of yellow eutherian eyes. I opened my mouth to greet my friend, but Shadow Hunt put his hand over my lips. “Not in here,” he whispered softly, “We’re not fully in the Umbral right now.” Confused, I frowned and looked at him. He noticed and continued, “I’ve been in your shadow since you woke up in that cave. When I came in here, though, I couldn’t leave the Umbral due to those stones. I can’t leave the cell because of the nullstones either. Right now, you and I are halfway through the Umbral. You gave me a way to come back and at least talk to you.”
I put my hands on his shoulders and smiled. “Nice to see you too, Shadow,” I said, greatly relieved to see him.
He gave me a slight smile and a nod. “It’s good to see you too, my prince.”
I looked around the room. I’d never been submerged in the Umbral before, but the grayscale around me was something I knew about from how Starry Swirl described it during her journeys through the shadowy realm. “So, I’m not all the way in the Umbral?” I asked.
“If you were, you’d be trapped like me,” Shadow explained. “I’ll explain more later. Right now, I’m stuck here until you can leave your cell.”
“I think I know how we can do that,” I said. “Am I invisible right now?” Shadow nodded. “And they can hear me, right?” He nodded again. “How long can we be in here?”
“Indefinitely,” Shadow said.
“You have any weapons on you?” I asked.
“Just a couple knives,” Shadow said, gesturing to his belt where two daggers were strapped.
“Perfect.” I reached down and before Shadow could protest, I took one and held it up. “We’re gonna make some noise.”
“My prince, that will bring the guards in-oooh…” Shadow’s eyes widened in understanding and he unsheathed his own blade. “I’m ready whenever you are.”
I nodded. “We can’t touch the real world while in this state, right?” I asked. He shook his head. “And you can get me back into the real world anytime?” He nodded. “Okay, here’s my idea…”
After I’d explained my plan, Shadow looked at me with a worried look. “Are you sure you can do that, your Highness?”
“There’s no other way that I can see right now,” I said. “We can’t do much.” Truth be told, I was more nervous than ever. I looked down at the knife in my hands, wondering if I could do what I needed to do in order to escape. I cleared my head of these distracting thoughts as best as I could, then looked back at Shadow. “I’ll do what I have to.” Clearing my throat, I walked over to the door. I then began to shout. “Help! Help! Someone help me!”
This immediately caught the attention of a guard, who flung the door to the dungeons open. A blinding light came from the door, but the light was immediately dimmed as a eutherian guard stood in the door. “Quiet in there!”
“Help me, please!” I repeated.
The guard growled and stormed over to my cell door. “I said quiet, you little whelp!” he snapped, looking into the cell and seeming to lock eyes with me. However, I saw the guard’s eyes widen, then frantically began looking around. “By her night mane…” he gasped as he fumbled with a set of keys. The door was flung open and the guard burst in, looking around frantically.
Just as he was looking under the bed, I gave Shadow a quick nod. I felt myself being pushed back into the real world. The world grew slightly darker, but with the light from the still open door, I could see the guard in front of me. I raised my knife and brought it down onto an area of eutherian armor that Shadow had explained earlier was a weak spot. Said area was right at the neck, so my hopes that I would only need to injure the guard enough to take him out of commission were moot. I didn’t know any offensive magic yet, so I couldn’t use that.
I heard the thud of blade piercing flesh, the gasp of pain that came from the guard as the air was driven from him, and the look of shock he gave me as his body went limp. His blood now stained my hands as I slowly stood, backing away in utter disbelief. I’d taken a life. It may have been because I had to escape with Zecora and Cadance, but I was still in shock.
The moment I exited the cell, Shadow appeared immediately. He rushed into the cell and grabbed the keys from the now dead soldier’s belt along with his sword. The armor was too big for the twelve year old eutherian, but the sword he held was big enough for my friend. I barely registered this as I could only stare at the bloody knife in my hands and my bloodstained hand and clothes. I could barely hear anything as white noise began filling my head.
I killed a man…I killed a man…oh dear God, I killed a man…
Thoughts like this went through my head on repeat, and despite not having eaten anything since breakfast before coming here, I felt my stomach churn. Getting onto my hands and knees, I began to heave. Nothing much came out, but bile and some small bits of the soup I’d forced down the night before came out onto the stone floor. I felt a hand on my back, rubbing affectionately and reassuringly, but I hardly registered it as I was too busy being sick.
When I was finally finished, I felt something being put into my hand. Looking up, I saw Shadow looking at me while holding his canteen in my hand. I gratefully rinsed my mouth out, then took a few swigs. Looking around, I saw that the person who had been comforting me was none other than Cadance. The pegasus before me was in dire shape, but her pink fur and her purple, dark pink and banana yellow colored mane and tail showed me that she was indeed Cadance. Her clothes were tattered and she was clearly malnourished, but the look in her light purple eyes was one of concern. Concern for me. “You okay, Prince?” she asked after I’d recovered.
I nodded, handing her the canteen. “Better,” I said.
As Cadance took a sip from the water pouch, someone tackled me to the ground. I was ready to fight, but the sobbing sounds coming from my back told me that this wasn’t an enemy. I turned around in Zecora’s tight grip and hugged my new friend back, stroking her mane reassuringly. “You saved me…” she said, trembling in my arms.
“Thank my friend and personal guard Shadow Hunt, not me,” I said, gesturing to the door where Shadow was keeping watch.
Before Zecora could do so, however, Shadow looked over. “Your Highness, we can’t stay here for much longer. We need to get out of here.”
I pushed down my reeling emotional outburst and nodded. I stood, holding the still bloody knife in my hand. “Do you know the way out?” I asked Shadow. “I don’t remember much about the trip from the throne room to here.”
He nodded and gripped the sword in his hand. “Follow me, everypony, and keep as quiet as a mouse.”
I was surprised to see that only one guard was stationed in the dungeon. When I thought more about it, it made sense. Thanks to the nullstone, there was no real way we could escape. Plus, we were children, so what real harm could we pose to a grown guard. Shadow and I took a crystal torch each and used the light to guide us. Shadow led us and I stood between both fillies, knife in hand. I continued focusing on the present and not on what I’d done to that guard. There’d be time later to deal. For now, I knew I needed to focus.
Eventually, we came to a closed door. Shadow made us stop as he put his ears against the thick wooden door. The three of us waited, and then he motioned us forward. Sword in hand, he slowly pushed the door open. A bright purple light poured into the passageway as he looked around. The rest of us waited anxiously until he came back in, shutting the door behind him. “Nopony out there,” he said as he slipped the crystal torch into a nearby empty sconce.
“Let me look,” I said as I approached, holding the torch in my hand out to him.
“I was paying more attention to the directions taken from the throne room to the dungeons, your Highness,” Shadow said as he took the torch from my hand and placed it in the other empty sconce opposite the first, “so I know how to find our way back.” He looked at us, then added, “I need to check something. Stay here and don’t leave.” Shadow slowly opened the door again, then stepped out into the purple light. I watched in shock as his body seemed to sink into the light instead of disappearing as it normally would.
“What did he just do?” Cadance asked me nervously.
“Eutherians can become invisible,” I said, knowing now wasn’t the time for long explanations on the Umbral and Shadow Walking. “When we’re free, I’ll tell you more about it.”
The three of us waited near the door for what felt like hours but what was probably only several minutes. Soon, Shadow returned, coming out of the ground surrounded by a slight mist. “I didn’t see any eutherians in the Umbral anywhere,” he said, sounding confused.
“We’re okay to leave, then?” I asked.
“Yeah, looks like it,” he said as he opened the door wider. “Let’s move, but quietly.”
Zecora moved quickly, but Cadance limped up, wincing a bit. I hadn’t noticed her limping before, and felt terrible for not noticing it sooner. I knelt in front of her, looking back at the young pegasus filly. “Climb on, hurry.”
Cadance looked stunned, then quickly shook her head. “But Prince Blueblood-”
“You can’t walk on that foot, so climb on,” I insisted. “I can carry you.”
Nervously, she climbed onto my back and clung to me. She was lighter than I expected, which wasn’t a good sign. Standing quickly, I left the set of stairs leading to the dungeon and followed Zecora and Shadow.
The hallway we’d entered was large, with purple glowing sconces lining the walls which illuminated the area around us. I noticed that certain things seemed to glow blue. A very familiar blue. Looking down at my clothes, I saw that a small portion were glowing, but when I covered them, the glow vanished. 
They have black lights down here? I thought, looking up at one of the nearby crystal sconces. Does that mean that Shadow can move around in the Umbral while even standing in this purple light?
Before I could answer my own question, we reached a corner. Shadow held out a hand for us to stop, but before anything else could happen, four eutherians in those same guard uniforms turned the corner. Seeing us, they froze, then their hands went to their swords. “And where do you think you’re going, little runts?” one of them said in a threatening manner.
Oh, shit… I thought. Acting on instinct, I stretched out my hand and with a telekinetic shove, slammed the four guards into the wall behind them. I turned to Shadow. “Time to run?”
“Time to run,” he confirmed as he spread his wings and flew into the air above us. “Follow me!” And with that, we ran.
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