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		Description

Two friends find themselves in the usual overplayed HiE situation that many fan fic writers have dreamed of since Pinkie Pie first broke the fourth wall. But what makes this story different from the others is great aspects of the two change greatly due their new form's and they will one day have to face the fact that they may never be able to return to who they once were.
Special Thanks to Golden Skies for the editing and support.
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		Gypsy Witch


			Author's Notes: 
This is the first thing I've ever written, so please don't judge too harshly. But do leave helpful comments. :-)



	In New York City on New Years Eve, it’s a festive time for everybody who has flocked to the cities bustling downtown and metro area. The performances and entertainment that filled the streets always had a way of exemplifying the spectacle of a New Years celebration in New York. But throughout the crowded streets and buildings full of partying people, there were those who still had sober attitudes, taking there time to write plots and stories for a book they planned on publishing. Two of those people had known each other for a while now, usually only revealing what was necessary of each others personality. They both were friends from late high school, although they never went to the same high school, or even lived in the same state the two had always relied on each other for some type of emotional support. Somehow they still had managed to come together to create a successful publishing company after working together countless times online on cartoon show fan fictions when they were young.
One of them had always had plans of becoming a writer while the other just did it for a hobby. Even with that said, they combined their work and made great books and even films out of their pieces. Now they are in a small pizzeria, away from all the noise and commotion; Writing the plot for there first new book in a series they were working on together. There was paper sprawled across one side of the small table while on the other side, only a laptop that had nearly identical content on it’s illuminated screen. They both were hard at work even though their methods differed greatly. On the side where the laptop was, sat a rather big, muscular built man, who had dark brown hair, although it was sometimes difficult to tell because he often kept his hair shaved military style. He wore a plain white t shirt and had on a rugged pair of jeans with some nice brown boots. On the other side where there was paper everywhere sat a significantly smaller and leaner guy. His long dreadlocks were adorned with random charms and beads. This person had a much more tan complexion than his typing counterpart. Also dressing far more cultural as well, he had on a simple white t shirt along with a silver chain, and a pair of baggy sweat pants, while having a very expensive looking jacket draped over his shoulders. 
It was safe to say the two came from two totally different worlds. Still they had combined them to create perfect stories and tales. Rising up, the person with the dreadlocks looked severely frustrated as his friend kept an enduring smirk on his face. “Writers block?”
“Shut up, I just gotta use the restroom.” The frustrated friend responded walking off in the direction of the restroom.  Still with his jacket hanging over his shoulders. His friend couldn’t help but chuckle at his friends defeated march away from the table. So he had to take a look over at the papers laying across his side of the table. Taking another look at the papers, the ideas weren’t that bad, but they were far too planned out, it was almost like he was making blueprints to building a house. He could only shake his head slowly due to his friends obvious problem. He knew better than to mention it because he knew his friends pride was the centerpiece for everything he did. As he continued rifting through the papers, a mysterious woman walked into the pizzeria. She almost looked like a gypsy of some sort if he didn’t know any better. She was cloaked in strange robes and had a large strange bag at her side.
The gypsy looking woman didn’t even look towards the counter to buy anything. Instead she walked over to the table next to where the two friends were working. Being a rather unfocused person, the friend who was still at the table had to stop typing to examine the weird woman beside him. Also being a good person, he went ahead and asked a simple question. “Oh, are you enjoying your New Years?”
The woman turned slowly to acknowledge the large guy. A slight grin grew over her face as she reached into her bag, this cause the guy to stir in his seat as he had no clue what could come out. But as she was getting ready to unveil what ever she had in her bag, the other friend swiftly returned as he saw the weird woman.
“Oh, no, no, no, no. Go away you con artist WITCH!” he exclaimed. 
“Hey, now that’s not nice. Why do you always have to make assumptions?” His friend added, a bit disappointed with his sudden outburst. “Maybe, she is just a foreigner.”
“Pff, foreigner, shmoreigner! She tried to get me to play some creepy card game in a back alley… I think she was going to rob me!” He yells. Attracting a lot of unwanted attention from bystanders in the small restaurant.
The larger friend took immediate action and easily pulled his excitable friend back down to his seat with one hand. “ You know what, maybe I want to play this game.”
They both exchanged challenging glares. A competition had been sparked with those simple words, and so they both turned to the smiling gypsy character, who then began to speak in a very raspy tone of voice. “ So a card game we will play, lets hope your reality does not change.”
The smaller friends eyes were filled with fear while the larger one was breaming with anticipation. She pulled out a deck of cards and laid them on the table before her. She signaled for them to each take a card. Their expressions still had not changed as they each pulled a card from the deck. The two cards that they’d pulled out were identical, each had a crude drawing of colorful horses on it. The cards caused the both of them to look even more suspiciously in her direction. But she wasn’t done, she signaled for the both of them to once more draw a card. After some hesitation, the both of them drew another card, only this time they weren’t identical as before . The big friend had pulled one with what had looked like the male sex symbol while the other friend had drawn one with the symbol denoting the female sex.
This caused them both to raise a brow simultaneously and turn their attention back to the gypsy looking woman for an explanation. She responded to their stares with a simple riddle. “ Now from which universe do you belong, you’ll have to make a choice before not to long.” 
The woman began laughing uncontrollably, causing the big fellow to laugh along with her for no apparent reason. But the other guy didn’t think of it as being too funny, he in fact looked more like he’d seen a ghost than anything humorous.“Aw, @#$& this, we are leaving!”
He snatch’s the cards out of his friends hand and he also quickly collects the papers on the desk as he closed his friends laptop simultaneously, creating quite a stir. He looks at the cards one last time before throwing them at the womans feet and fleeing the small pizzeria dragging his large friend behind him. He stops around the corner because the strain of dragging his friend around so quickly had caught up to him. They both looked at each other with very different expressions. But before either of them could say a word, They heard everybody lining the streets begin to chant.
“10! 9! 8! 7! 6! 5! 4! 3! 2! 1!!!”
“HAPPY NEW YEARS!!!” The more relaxed friend was one of the voices that chimed in to celebrate. 
But as the ball dropped, a light begun to form underneath it. One that only the two friends could see. But once the ball had hit the ground, the light that flashed in their direction had a very strange aura around it that fanned out from the balls contact point. There was even a low humming noise that sounded off as soon as the distance between them and the light closed. It almost looked as if it was preparing to engulf the bepuzzled two, leaving them left to utter their last words before being completely adsorbed by the light. 
“Awes-”
“- %#&!” 

        

	
		Not Canon 



        “Ugh, my head..” The friend who had the least concern for their situation in New York said. Releasing a huge sigh, he opened his eyes to reveal a very different world around him. All the tall buildings and crowds of people were now gone, replaced with rolling hills, sparse trees, and bushes. He instantly knew that something was very very wrong. Not only that, everything felt different and even looked different as well.
He had no idea on what was going on, he could have sworn he had no drinks in the pizzeria from earlier, plus it was clear from that point he was no longer in New York as he was before. He suddenly remembered the flash of light and… and he couldn't really remember anything else. Also while trying to formulate a conclusion to his dilemma, a light breeze gently blew across his disproportioned frame. In effect causing him to feel almost almost as if he was nude, but strangely there was something covering his bare body. making him finally look down at himself to verify the odd sensation. “Am I naked? Wait, is that fur?!”
Startled, he attempts to hop to his feet, however this attempt fails due to the simple fact that he no longer possesses any of those. Instead, as soon as he tried to gain some sort of vertical balance, he found himself falling flat on his back. At this point, he almost wanted to panic, but taking one last closer at what had used to be his hand and instead of what he thought he would see, he saw hooves. At that moment, a long hidden dream of his had suddenly came true, and there was no need to panic at that point. He knew exactly what he was-a pony, an Earth pony at that. He revealed that to himself after checking for wings or a horn to no avail. “Oh well, can’t win them all I guess…” 
He tried his best to mimic the posture of a sitting pony, propping himself back up to get a closer look at his fur complexion. He looked profoundly at it when he found out it was a light orange. He also curved around to check his tail and flank. He found that his tail was quite short, as are those of most stallions he could think of. Also it was just a simple shade of light brown just as his hair before his transformation. His cutie mark resembled a closed journal and a pencil, which wasn’t really surprising to him, no matter, he was ecstatic never the less. The newbie stallion tries once once more to stand up, this time on all fours like the quadruped he is now.  
On all four hoofs, he wobbled a bit as if he was a newborn foal and almost fell again. But he was able to catch himself by repositioning his hoofs. Not even questioning how he had gotten there or even what had happened to his body now, his only focus was mastering his new shape and form. It didn’t take him long to stand strong and it even took him less time to begin trotting circles in the fields, chuckling like a little colt. Still he couldn’t knock the feeling that he had forgotten something very important, somebody important, no, some-pony important! 
He had totally forgotten about his distressed friend who had dragged him out of the pizzeria frightened. There was no telling if his friend had even made it to the magical land or if he was somewhere else; suffering from a heart attack due to the situation. The orange stallion could only think of how his friend might have turned out as a pony. But those thoughts were soon be revealed, because he hears a high pitched scream off in the distance.
Without hesitation, he instantly rushed towards the source of the sound. He honestly didn’t believe it could be his friend though, for the scream sounded more like that of a girl, not a guy. That kinda made him rush even faster because somepony else could be in serious trouble. Galloping through a maze of trees, he found himself in another clearing, just like the one he was in before. But he saw nothing to indicate any ponies presence therefore he sat in silence for a few moments, just to give closure to his suspicions. 
Awaiting, his patience pays off, as his keen ears catch the smallest movement coming from the bushes just yards ahead of him. A surprised expression grew over his face as he decided to near the bush to get a closer look. He heard even more rustling as he approached closer, he had no idea on what to expect. Especially when it came to the new land he found himself in, there was no guarantees on what was lurking around in the shadows. But channeling all his fears into adrenaline and courage to face what ever situation lied ahead; he could then see that there was obviously something hiding inside of the bushes, still he had no idea what. Without further hesitation he spread the bush to catch a glimpse of whatever was hiding in the bushes. SMACK!
The only thing he saw was a hoof flash out and hit him in his face causing him to recoil back more in shock than pain. “MY N- I mean MUZZLE!” He looks up to see that who ever had sucker punched him, also had fled from the bushes, attempting to retreat.
Despite feeling something running down from his nose, which he knew was blood, he instead chose to give chase to the mysterious pony. He followed the faster pony as far as he could through the trees and brush, but he could feel his new body taking on strain from the chase. He had not yet been suited for that kind of stuff yet. No matter, he just had to know who was that pony, he could tell by the ponies bumbling around that they weren’t too nimble on their hooves either. Meaning there was still an opportunity for him to catch up.
He couldn’t let that pony go! Although he didn’t know why, he just couldn’t. Continuing to give chase beyond his bodily limitations though, he found that there was absolutely no way he would be able to catch them. Until he focuses back on the pony to find that they have tripped and fallen flat on their face, even sliding a extra foot or two just for the comic relief. The stallion almost wanted to stop and laugh at the sight, but he knew that other things came first, such as finding out just who the hay that pony was.
Yet who ever it was, they remain completely motionless, almost as if they were dead. Dead, comically laying on there face. He couldn’t help but to chuckle a little more as he cautiously neared the mare, she was a perfect shade of brown. Plus her mane and tail were styled in such a fashion that made him stare in disbelief, the mare had her mane and tail twisted in long matted coils that closely resemble the dreadlocks of his friend that he was looking for. He couldn’t believe it, not for a second, was that really?
“Hey?! Umm, are you alive…?” The stallion asked, unsure if he was going to receive a response.
Although, it wasn’t a response he was expecting, it was a response. He heard the muffled voice call out from the dirt. He couldn’t make out what she was saying, but he knew she needed help who ever she was. It was clear then that the mare was very well alive. And just as before, the stallion adjusted to his new voice that was a tad bit deeper than his before turning into what he is now. “Ar-are you alive or what?”
The mare twitched a little before pulling her face out the dirt. She then turned around to stare blankly into the stallions eyes. That was when the stallion noticed that the strange mare was a unicorn as well. unsure of what to say or ask next. But it seemed as though he wouldn’t have to say anything, because the mare had begun to open her mouth. Causing the stallion to lean in, so he wouldn’t miss a word of what she had to say.
But instead of offering any words she just yelled at the top of her lungs. “Aaaaaaaaaah!!!” In response the stallion yelled as well, shocked at the mares less than tempered response. And the yelling persisted for a good minute, until another sucker punch to the stallions muzzle ended the yelling.
The mare then again tried to escape, except this time the stallion was quicker to react. Grasping hold to her matted tail, he was able to prevent another chase, when she once again face planted on the ground. Rubbing his muzzle with a forehoof, he was tired of the shenanigans and wanted answers, so when the mare pulled herself out of the dirt a second time. It was clear there would be no more sucker punches and no more chases. The stallion stood firm and asked the question that he had to have an answer.
“Are you-” Before he could finish he was cut off by the mare’s bright red piercing eyes as she turned to glare at him. “so you are?”
“Shut up!” The mare snapped.
“Oh my G- I mean Celestia, it is you, dude this is awesome!” The stallion gleefully exclaimed. 
“No.”
What? Come one, you remember this right? My Little Pony, Equestria, those Fan-fics we use to write.”
“No.”
“Aww, you gotta be kidding me. You're not just the tad bit excited, I mean, you're a unicorn for crying out loud! Think about the magic.” The stallion said.
“NO!” She kept saying that as if they were the only words that she or he knew. 
“Jeez, you gotta give a better response than that.”
Frustration was building up in the brown unicorn to where her face was almost redder than an apple. “Oh! A better explanation, huh?! Ok then, here goes nothing! Let’s start with the fact that just minutes ago  we were in a FREAKING pizzeria. Until, we had to play a crazy card game with a crazy witch, gypsy or WHATEVER! But get this… Then we get cursed or hexed and END UP HERE AS STUPID HORSES!!!”
“Hey we’re ponies…” The stallion meekly responded.
“I DON’T CARE!!!”
“Come on, calm down.”
“Easy for you to say, you’re not a female horse!”
“Pon-”
“Correct me one more time and I’ll $#@%!@& DESTROY YOU!”
“You mean bucking destroy me.” The stallion added
“No, That’s not even canon, it still wouldn’t even make sense!”
“Well, neither does curse words.”
The mare was at the point of no return, she had to, no she was going to strangle the living life out of what use to be her friend. But before she could figure out how to strangle him with out hands, something was coming in their direction. Causing both of them to stop and look in the direction of the distant trees. They saw two ponies approach them, the stallion lit up with excitement as the still distraught mare simply facehoofed at the sight. He or she now, couldn’t believe what they were seeing.
A grown orange Earth mare with a large cowboy hat on and her yellow filly sibling who had beautiful red hair that was tied back with a pink bow looked at the two strangely. It was then they both knew that this was something of a dream, or at least one of them did.

			Author's Notes: 
Well writing my first story was kinda hard, but luckily I have friends who were willing to help my shape up my work and get my ideas out. Also I apologize for the anticlimactic end for the chapter. I really derped in the end, lol
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