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 When a shooting star listens to the soft wish of a young dragon, Spike finds himself in a bit of a 'freaky' situation with the stunning Rarity. A day in the life with each other gives them both a glimpse of what the shoe is like on the other hoof in terms of their relationship.
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A Mile in Her Hooves
By: Nickel Bristle

“How could you ever know what it's like to be totally obsessed with a pony only to find out they're obsessed with somepony else?”
Those words that Rarity said in a fit of tears and sobs still rang in the young dragon’s head even weeks after the Ponyville Days festival had ended and Trenderhoof had left to some other part of Equestria to continue his writing. 
I don’t know, Rarity. You tell me how it feels to know that I might never get a chance to be with you.
Spike sighed heavily, flopping into his bed upstairs in Golden Oaks Library while Twilight still did her work throughout the night. He turned over as he pulled the covers closer to his chest, feeling the part of his heart ache as the same scene played over and over.
I know I’m young and… well, not a pony. But that doesn’t mean I don’t love you any less. And yet, with every day we are getting further and further apart as you keep trying to find that special stallion that you want.
Closing his eyes, Spike gripped onto his pillow as he constantly tried to fight these recurring feelings that made his moments before bed even more difficult than usual.
Maybe, just maybe, if you knew what I felt for you, Rarity, you would understand exactly like it is to love someone and for them to not return that same love back.
As the young dragon tried to sleep, a shooting star flew across the sky over Ponyville, between both Golden Oaks Library and the Carousel Boutique. For when a star hears a wish, they do whatever it is they can to make that wish come true, whether they’re a pony or not.
---
The next morning, Spike opened his eyes slowly expecting to see the ceiling to the library but was pleasantly surprised to see the top of the canopy over Rarity’s bed. Now, Spike had dreamt of this scene several times with a few involving a breakfast made of cake and ice cream as the two woke up in a sweet embrace. But the young dragon couldn’t help to feel that this wasn’t a dream. The sweet smell of lavender that permeated Rarity’s pillows, the soft and cushioned mattress of her bed. Everything matched up perfectly from the few times that Spike had been in the mare’s bedroom for a short while.
Still looking straight up, Spike felt his tail swish against his back and sat up. He had been expecting the usual set of his spines to scratch against his scales, like every morning. But in this new setting, he felt a soft wave of curls brush against his plush back. Looking around the bedroom, Rarity was no where to be found. Once Spike turned his head back to looking at the bedroom door, a flash of indigo covered his left eye.
“Rarity?” Spike asked aloud before putting his hooves on his mouth. For one, the voice that came out was not his own, for it was more melodic and soothing than his usual tone of conversation, even in the morning. Secondly, he had noticed the two pair of perfectly white hooves that he had instinctively put against his muzzle in shock.
Pulling off the covers, desperately hoping that this dream would end as soon as Twilight woke him up for his morning duties, Spike had noticed the decent nightgown that covered his pony body that matched his exact thoughts. Fumbling with his hooves on the nightstand, he clumsily held up a mirror as Rarity’s reflection looked back with the same worried expression that he had.
Sweet holy Celestia! I’m… Rarity?! Spike thought to himself, not willing to risk another outburst in the mare’s sweet voice that was so unfamiliar from his own. At least in the mind that accompanied him in Rarity’s body he still heard how he usually talks. What happened last night? Did Twilight mess up a spell or something?
Running his hoof against his other, still getting over the feeling of losing his claws, a loud sound was heard at the door as an impatient filly was banging her hooves against the door. “RARITY!”
Caught off guard, Spike fell out of the bed, tangled in the covers from the bed over the casual nightgown. “Sweetie Belle?! What are you doing here?” he asked, feeling that would be something that her older sister would say aside from the loud thump of falling out of the bed.
“Mom and Dad dropped me off for the day before I went to school! I want breakfast!” the filly replied from outside of the door, trying to open it from the outside.
“Wait right there, Sweetie Belle!” Spike shouted, still trying to escape the clutches of the tight folds of the covers, shaking his hooves away from the silk comforter. “Don’t come in!”
“Why not! I’m hungry!” she whined, jiggling the handle even more than she was as she tried to get into the bedroom.
“Then go and make yourself something! I’m not ready for the day yet!” he shot back, looking up at his mane which was slightly frazzled from both the night of rest and the shock that he had woken up as Rarity, of all ponies, this morning.
“But you said that I can’t use the kitchen ever since that one morning where the fireponies had to come and put the fire out!”
Closing his eyes, Spike had little patience for the filly as she was normally and even less having to play the role as her older sister. “I’ll be right out, okay Sweetie Belle?!” he shouted, grinded the perfectly crafted teeth in his mouth instinctively.
“Hmph! You’re more grouchy than usual in the morning!” Sweetie Belle yelled back through the door before trotting off. Spike let out a sigh of relief as he turned back to notice Rarity’s bed in shambles with her covers scattered every which way around the room.
Now if I was Rarity, what would I do first in the morning? Spike thought to himself, holding a hoof to his chin as he looked around. Off to the side was a small bathroom with a shower and he gulped as the thought ran through his mind.
Rarity isn’t one to start the day without a shower. His heart started to beat faster as he clumsily walked to the bathroom, using his hoof to close the door behind him to start the morning routine.
---
“Spike! It’s time to wake up!”
Twilight, why in Equestria are you yelling in my room, darling? And you should know better than I do that I wouldn’t let Spike sleepover at my place. Rarity slowly woke up expecting to find the sleeping mask over her eyes and the soft cushions underneath her. Instead she was met with the shining bright sun coming in through the window in Golden Oaks Library, packed tightly into a small dog-sized bed against a bookcase.
Dear Luna! What happened last night for me to be at Twilight’s library? She turned her head to see Twilight walking up the stairs and sigh as she reached the top of the staircase.
“Spike? You’re still in bed? Come on, we have a big day ahead of us!” she chirped up, using her magic to pull the covers away from Rarity. A chill ran over her as the warm blanket was ripped from her claws.
Twilight, why do you keep calling me Spike? Rarity thought to herself before seeing the dirty reflection of herself in a nearby mirror. She saw the young dragon’s body sprawled out on the small bed, looking back at her in the reflection with big eyes. Wagging her tail, the action followed suit with the spiny dragon’s tail in the reflection and her jaw dropped.
“Come on, Spike!” Twilight groaned, using her magic to pick up the young dragon and plop her on her back, much to Rarity’s surprise. “I know you like to look at yourself in the mirror, but you don’t seem to be getting any taller, sorry.”
Surely this must be a nightmare! Rarity thought to herself, not wanting to risk her thoughts out loud as she held on to Twilight’s mane delicately with her new-found claws. The smell of berry shampoo seemed to wave in front of her face, noticing Spike’s talent for catching the best and worst aromas around him. Either that or Twilight did something to get everypony mixed up again.
As the mare hummed to herself, getting ready for the day of errands out of the library, Rarity cleared her throat in the least Spike-like way to ask something. “Twilight?”
“Hmm? Yes, Spike?” she replied, turning back to look at her.
“Did you do something to somepony last night? Like, oh, maybe miscast a spell?” Twilight giggled at the line of questions.
“Spike, you of all my friends should have more faith in my abilities in magic.” She rolled her eyes, dismissing the idea altogether. Rarity bit into the tough scales of her claws, unsure if she wanted to continue trying to find an answer to this mystery.
“What about…” she began, trying to find the words while getting used to hearing Spike’s lower-pitch compared to her own voice. “Have you seen Rarity recently?”
Twilight thought for a second before giving a soft sigh, standing in front of the front door. “No, I haven’t. Did you want to try and see her?”
She looked back to see Rarity nod her head wordlessly.
“Are you sure?”
“Of course, dah-” Rarity paused, trying to choose her words carefully. “I mean, yeah! I want to go see her!”
Twilight looked at her for a few seconds as a drop of sweat started to roll down her scaly forehead. Opening the door, she focused back on her errands. “Okay Spike, we’ll go check on Rarity as soon as we’re done."
Rarity sighed in relief as a scroll and quill were magically floated into her claws, unsure of their purpose. “But first, we have work to do!”
She tried to smile and hold the quill steady, feeling uneasy as she started to read through the checklist.
---
Coming out of the bathroom with a puff of steam, Spike wrapped a towel decently around his pony body slightly more relaxed with the situation at hoof. It wasn’t a seven-hour bubble bath, but it’ll do.
Walking over to the vanity mirror, Spike used his unicorn magic to style Rarity’s mane into the signature coiffure that she always has and did the same to her wavy tail, magically twisting it into curls. He couldn’t help to press the tail up against his plush pony coat for a second before tossing the towel aside magically into a dirty clothes hamper which was almost always empty, because of the mare who owned it would always wash her clothes the second they got dirty.
Taking a deep breath, Spike looked at the beautiful reflection of the mare in the mirror before lowering his gaze to the various pieces of jewelry in front of him. But one such jewel was missing as his heart began to ache. It was the fire ruby that he had given Rarity on his birthday. Slumping down on the ground, he pressed his forehead and unicorn horn against the vanity base and closed his eyes.
I thought she would keep that forever? Did that jewel mean anything to her? Spike asked himself as he opened his eyes slowly with the realization that he was leaning against a decently sized drawer in the vanity. Using his magic, the contents of the drawer shined brightly as his eyes opened wide. 
It was the fire ruby in the golden setting that made a necklace among so many other mementos of Rarity and Spike’s friendships. Every card and gift that he had ever given her was here, stashed away for safe-keeping. It wasn’t an outlandish shrine behind a curtain in her closet or on the main floor of the shop, but it felt like this collection of everything that Spike had meant to her was closer to her heart because she kept it hidden like this.
Spike held his hoof to his heart, feeling as though Rarity was right behind him. He closed the drawer with the hoof and smiled, taking solace in the fact that the mare had not completely forgotten about him. His thoughts were put to ease as he stepped out of the bedroom to the sound of more crashing coming from the downstairs floor.
“Sweetie Belle!” he shouted, running down the stairs to check on the damage that Rarity’s little sister had done. Sure enough, a smashed plate was on the ground of the kitchen as the smell of burnt toast filled the room.
“I’m sorry Rarity but you took way too long with that shower of yours!” the filly apologized before pointing a hoof at her big sister. Spike couldn’t help to feel his cheeks redden at the statement. Still, he tried his best to play the role that he was cast into this morning and cleared his throat before addressing the filly.
“Never mind that, Sweetie Belle.” he said, trying to mimic the rhythm of Rarity’s voice. “I’ll clean up here and make you some breakfast.”
“About time!” Sweetie Belle exclaimed as she sat down at the table with a wide smile. Using his magic, Spike did his best to sweep away the pieces of the plate and throw the burnt-to-a-crisp toast in the trash. The filly couldn’t help to notice how her sister was doing the chores as Spike put a fresh set of bread in the toaster.
“Uh, Rarity? Is something wrong with you?” she asked, looking at her big sister with a raised eyebrow.
“Of course not, Sweetie Belle! What would make you say that?” Spike replied, trying to keep a cool tone in his voice to not give away anything.
“Well, it’s just usually you’d get really mad at me and tell me to go to school early if I broke something like that.” She brushed her backhoof on the ground idly.
Spike thought for a second, wondering if he was doing the right thing. Then again, he could help improve the relationship that she had with her little sister. Much against the script of the role, Spike went up and hugged Sweetie Belle in his hooves.
“I would never get that mad at you, sis.” he said, feeling the filly return the hug. “You might make a mess, but it’s nothing we can’t fix.”
Breaking away from the embrace, Spike used his magic to float a plate of perfectly cooked toast in front of Sweetie Belle as she took a bite of the breakfast. He smiled as the filly quickly finished the meal and hopped off of her seat.
“Thanks Rarity! You should take more of those long showers in the morning more often!” Sweetie Belle chirped as she smiled innocently to Spike. He smiled back for a second before the realization of the statement hit him, making his cheeks redden again.
“That’s enough about the shower! Time to go to school, little filly!” Spike quickly said, pushing Sweetie Belle out of the kitchen with his hooves. Sweetie Belle giggled at the reaction, getting her school bag before waving her big sister goodbye. He smiled and waved back before slumping down on the chaise lounge behind him, hoping the rest of the day would not be this exhausting.
Several hours or so later, the all-too-familiar sound of Carousel Boutique’s bell rang, ripping Spike away from his nap of passing out on the lounge chair. Sitting up, he had to think quick about an excuse on why he couldn’t make any dresses today. With a short cough and a swift whisk of his magic to make a heavy blanket appear, Spike felt a horrible cold come over him. “I’m sorry, we’re closed because I’m sick today.”
Spike’s eyes widened as he saw himself and Twilight walk in through the door of the shop, much to his surprise. He couldn’t help to notice the Spike’s reaction at the choice of quilt that was wrapped around him.
“Oh no, Rarity! Is there anything that me or Spike could do?” Twilight asked as she wrapped a hoof around the mare. The young dragon on her back was instantly hit with the sweet aroma of the shampoo that Spike had used on his mane this morning and almost knocked him off of his seat.
“Actually, if it’s not too much trouble, can I talk to Spike?” he asked, trying to process exactly how he was asking to talk to himself.
“Yes! That sounds like a marvelous idea!” the young dragon shouted before holding his claws at his mouth. Twilight looked at the two with a curious look before shrugging and making her way out the door. Once the Alicorn mare was out of earshot, the pony and dragon looked at each other.
“I would know that diction anywhere!” Rarity said from her dragon body.
“Yeah, only Rarity would say something like that!” Spike said from his pony body. The two looked long at each other, still confused as to how the two switched bodies like this.
“Tell me, did Twilight pull something funny on you Spikey-Wikey?” Rarity said as the mare smiled, even while hearing his petname in his own voice.
“Not that I know of. I was going to ask you the same thing!” he shot back, no longer keeping his voice back to mimic Rarity’s.
“Strange. Oh, and I must say, darling, your job is quite exhausting when following around Twilight to each and everything that she has to do. We even had to fly to Canterlot to speak to Princess Celestia about something!”
Spike couldn’t help to chuckle at the comment, but through Rarity’s body, it came out as a filly-like giggle. “Yeah, I guess you got a good look at what I do for you sometimes too.”
“Whatever do you mean, Spike?” Rarity asked, tilting her head at the mare.
“I mean, following you around and helping you out. You wouldn’t do that for me… or you… or…” Spike sighed, still trying to make sense of everything in his small dragon mind. Rarity thought for a second before walking up to the pony and holding her claws against her cheeks as Spike’s heart began to race.
“Spike, you know that I care a lot about you. And I’m sorry that you felt hurt during the whole ‘Simple Ways’ debacle.” she began as Spike watched on from the opposite perspective that he saw in his dreams. “It wasn’t my intention to hurt you. I have a bad habit of only thinking of myself.”
Spike stayed silent, waiting for the negative side to all the words that he was hearing through Rarity’s ears. The one thing that would crush his dreams once and for all.
“But you do know that right now, I can’t be with you, darling. It doesn’t have to do with your age or the fact that you’re a dragon. I think you should be looking for that special dragon to make you happy instead of focusing so much on me.”
Stepping back, Spike looked at Rarity as she stood before him as a young dragon. With a long sigh, he only had this much to say to the mare inside of his body.
“Rarity, if you could do me a favor?”
“Anything, Spikey-Wikey.” she replied with a smile.
“Look at the seventh book in the bookcase next to my bed. There’s something that you need to read but I’m too much of a chicken to tell you myself.”
Rarity nodded at the instruction before turning to the door. “Twilight! Can you come back in here?”
The Alicorn stepped back into the shop, looking at both Spike and Rarity. “Alright you two, something must be up. Both of you have been acting strange lately and watching through the window, you guys had a long talk about something.”
The two looked at each other before turning to address Twilight. “We switched bodies.”
Twilight blinked at the news, looking at Spike and Rarity. “What? There’s no way. And before you ask, no I did not cast a body-swapping spell last night!”
“Twilight, you have to believe us!” Spike pleaded in Rarity’s voice.
“Yes, darling, it’s true!” Rarity added in Spike’s voice.
“Alright, prove it.” Twilight asked, holding a hoof to her chin. “Tell me something that only Spike would know and only Rarity would know.”
“You slept with Smarty Pants in your bed until Celestia took her away from you in your third year at the Academy.” the mare stated flatly, much to Twilight’s embarrassment.
“Darling, need I remind you of the ‘special request’ that you asked of me after the Crystal Empire Princess Summit and your wild adventure?” the young dragon added, forcing Twilight to cover her face in her wings.
“Okay, okay! So the both of you are telling the truth!” She flapped her wings, trying to get the red out of her cheeks.
“And?”
“Help us out, Twilight! I can’t be doing jobs like Spike forever!” Rarity pleaded, getting on her knees.
“I can look for a counterspell but that could be dangerous since this isn’t a unicorn’s magic to begin with.” Twilight began, trying to think of a solution. “If this is still the first day that this happened, it could be that this is only for a day or three. Why don’t we get some sleep on it and if you two are still swapped in the morning, then we can try some spell to fix it?”
“Umm, Twilight?” Spike asked, rubbing his hoof against his other.
“Yes Rarity… I mean Spike?” she replied, getting the two mixed up.
“Is it alright if I spend the night at the library? I don’t want to be here alone by myself.”
Twilight smiled softly, still seeing the young dragon inside of her friend’s body. “Sure Spike. You can spend the night in the guest bed.”
---
As night fell on Ponyville, Rarity found herself unable to sleep in Spike’s bed of choice. It was a major difference compared to her usual sleeping arrangement, feeling as though she was sleeping on the ground instead of on any cushion at all. Fed up with the bed, she looked up at the bookcase and remembered what Spike had told her.
“Look at the seventh book on the bookcase near my bed.”
Reaching a claw out to the book, Rarity noticed the ruby red jewel heart embedded on the spine. She opened to the first few pages to find a few small sketches of herself in ink, much to her surprise. She didn’t take Spike to be much of an artist, but his sketches seemed to have a nice charm to them.
Once the pictures had ended, a short message was written in the most elegant script that she’s seen Spike write. Usually his writing was barely legible at the speed that Twilight would ask him to take the letters or lessons or journal entries, but this message had been carefully thought out and written as if he was trying to think of a way to say it.
“My dearest Rarity,
I hope that you enjoy this gift when I give it to you.  I know that I’m not the most graceful dragon in your shop and sometimes you treat me as a kid because that’s all you can do. But know that my heart always belongs to you, even before I gave you that fire ruby. I won’t ever stop loving you because there isn’t a moment in time that I remember not ever loving you. I hope that one day we can be together but even if you push me away, I hope that you at least keep this book to remember just how much I do love you.
Always yours,
Your Spikey-Wikey"
Signed with an elegant heart, the final page has a picture that Spike had drawn of him and her together which brought a small tear to the young dragon’s eye. Holding the book close to her chest, she started to understand just how much he felt when she was slighted by the handsome writer pony that she obsessed on. The first thought that she had was that he would get over it like she did and move on, but after reading that letter at the end, she wasn’t so sure if that was the case. Closing her eyes, she drifted off to sleep as her heartbeat moved slowly in her dragon’s chest.
---
Waking up the next morning, Rarity was relieved to feel herself back in her own body with her elegant tail swishing happily underneath her. Slipping out of the bed, using her magic to make it neat and tidy for the next guest that Twilight would have over, she heard the gentle snoring of the young dragon, still asleep from the crazy day that they had.
Smiling, she slowly walked up to the sleeping Spike and kissed his forehead, rubbing a hoof gently on the spines on his head. “Thank you for the sweet letter, mi amor.”
As Rarity made her way out of the library, Spike smiled in his sleep as he was whisked away into one of the best dreams that he would ever have.
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