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		Description

Henrietta or "Henry" Trotter is a unicorn, a breed of pony that can perform magic while her best friend is a teenage girl who learns that she is part of the Homo Magica race, humans who also have magical abilities. Then one day while out running, the two find an ancient amulet that forever changes both of their lives. Upon waking up, they realize that they can communicate with each other while growing from Mal's forehead is a mysterious bump. To save her from the wrath of the humans who fear their new powers, Bumblehoof, headmare of Princess Celestia's School for Gifted Unicorns, takes both filly and girl under her wing, bringing the two into the once secret world of Equestria. This only happens to be the start of the adventure of a lifetime. As if anypony could handle the all-mighty powers of a living god.
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		Prologue: The Start of Darkness



Thirteen years earlier

Twilight Sparkle paced anxiously around her room as she waited to receive her letter of acceptance to Princess Celestia's School for Gifted Unicorns. It had been nearly an hour past twelve and with her thirteenth year officially here, she was racked with nerves and doubts that perhaps she did not qualify to study at such a prestigious school in Equestria. The mere fact that an entire hour had passed with no puff of green smoke from her newly hatched dragon only added to her worry. In all of the history of foals getting their acceptance letters to E.U.P.A, she had never heard of one who had received their letter late. 
But just maybe she was panicking for nothing, surely she would receive her letter right? She had managed to hatch the dragon egg as instructed to do by the overseers who judged a pony's magical talent and decided if they truly were among the Animagi. There was no doubt that she was indeed apart of this breed of animals who could tap into the naturally occurring magic that resided within the world and having so uniquely shown that she could use magic in ways that no pony had ever done before was a guarantee that she would be admitted. But as an hour turned into two and then into three, her hope died and her fears took hold of her indefinitely.
I failed. I'm not an Animagi. I'm not getting in the school of my dreams, Now lying on her bed as she looked out the window of her room up at the moon that was hanging a tad bit lower than usual and glowing with a soft amber light indicating that the harvest season was here, she sighed and tried to keep her lower lip from trembling but failed as she looked over to see her baby dragon sleeping soundly in his basket having not stirred since her parents had put them both down for the night. Curling up in her bed while wrapping herself up in the comforting blankets that smelled of lavender, she allowed herself to cry as she realized that she would not be living out her dreams. 
This is it, it's all over. I've gotta start looking at practical uses for my magic. I'm never gonna get the chance to study and find new ways to use it. I'm just— And then from where her baby dragon slept, she heard him stir and the sound of a small hiccup followed by a burp. Jumping from her bed to where the purple and green dragon sat in his basket obviously startled by what had just happened, in front of him sat a wrapped scroll sealed with the princesses red wax and sun-shaped cutie mark. Lifting the scroll in her magenta colored magic, she levitated it in the air and jumped around excitedly feeling all her doubts wash away. Bolting out her room and down the hallway to her parents room, she leap and found herself in their bed, trotting around happily trying to wake them so they could share her joy. 
“You guys, you guys, wake up! I got it, I got it! I got my acceptance letter from Princess Celestia!”
Groggily as they were awakened by their foal jumping in their bed and shouting, Twilight Velvet and Night Light blinked trying to come to their senses after being woken up so abruptly from their sleep. 
“Dad, I got my letter from Princess Celestia!” Came his little filly as the image of the scroll came into view wrapped in the magenta aura of his daughter's magic. Walking in after all the chaos was Shining Armour, Twilight's older brother who had received his letter five years prior. Hearing his foal sister having received her letter filled the young stallion with pride as he felt a bit of it leaking out from the corners of his eyes. 
“Well, why don't you go on ahead and open it, Twily,” He said as he gave her a affectionate nudge on the rump. 
“Yes, Twilight, go on and open it,” Came their proud mother as she too waited to hear the good news for a second time that one of her kids had been accepted into the acclaimed school that catered to young earth, unicorn, and pegasus ponies honing their talents. 
“O'tay, here I go,” and with that said, the red, glossy ribbon was pulled loosened from the scroll without the wax seal having been broken by the young unicorn as she wanted to save it and add to her collection of priced possessions. The scroll floated over to her the young filly's face and with bright, violet eyes she read the letter as her heart fluttered with joy in her chest.
Dear Twilight Sparkle, as you are well aware, this is your thirteenth year and we are sorry to inform you that you have not been selected to attend The School of Magical Arts for Earth, Unicorn, and Pegasus Ponies due to not appearing to have any magical talents that can be honed by our professors or courses provided by the school itself. We apologize for any inconveniences this information may have caused. This letter will self destruct within sixty seconds after its opening.
The young filly re-read the letter a few more times making sure that she had read it correctly and each time her eyes glanced at the one would that had been bolded for clarity reasons, her heart sank deeper and deeper into her stomach as tears pooled in her eyes, threatening to spill. 
“Twily?” Came her brother's concerned voice as he took the letter with his own magic aura the same color as his sister's and began to read the letter over as a look of shock crossed his face.
“What? What is it you two?” This time it was Night Light who took the letter in his magic and began to read only to have his reading halted with the scroll began to smolder at the corners. What he had read had been enough to understand the long face his daughter was now sporting. 
“I'm so sorry, honey,” Twilight Velvet got from bed and went to her daughter's side and nuzzled her gently realizing that something hadn't gone as planned. While she wasn't upset, she felt for her little filly and knew that the blow would be one that would take time for her to recover from. 
Nearly no one born in their family had ever been rejected. 
“Better luck next year,”
“No dad, there won't be a next year. I turned thirteen today. Ponies only get accepted or rejected on their thirteenth birthday. I just don't—I just don't understand how this could have—” her voice broke as the sobs came relentlessly having the reality of what just happened sink in. The words flew around her head in a blur as her own inner voice mocked her by replaying the words over and over again. Her mind's eye had been seared with the image of that normally insignificant word that had made all the difference in her destiny.
“Chin up, Twily. Now you don't have to worry about taking O.W.L's—those things are driving me bonkers,” Trying to cheer up his sister by looking on the bright side, it was a vain attempt that did nothing but cement this moment and ground her to the fact that she has not been accepted. 
“No, no, no, no, no, no!” Shaking her head as she repeated the word over and over not wanting to believe that this was happening to her, with the last word expelled from her mouth with a defiant shout, she bolted free from her brother's and her father's grasps and went for the door. Before she reached it, there was a flash of magenta light and suddenly the lavender filly was nowhere in sight, having simply disappeared right in front of their very eyes.

Running through the early morning hours as the moon made its way across the sky providing just enough light for the young filly to make her way through the empty valley's of the area surrounding her home, she ran trying to physically escape her fate not even realizing just yet that she had unknowingly teleported herself away from her family. The tears stung her eyes and blurred her vision to the point where she couldn't make out her surroundings but it wasn't like she cared about that right now. This had been the biggest blow to her self esteem and she had no idea as to just how something like this could have happened to her of all ponies. Her entire family had been accepted to The School of Magical Arts for Earth, Unicorn, and Pegasus Ponies in some shape or form, her own uncle and cousin being professors. All her friends...
She didn't exactly have friends being one who felt more comfortable with her head buried in a a thick book or tome than she ever felt trying to befriend anypony. She didn't mind what her parents would call loneliness as she found the extra time not spent in meaningless conversation and social interaction to be perfect time to use studying more and practicing. But now all of that came crashing down around her, her years spent in earnest study and sweat filled hours upon hours of practicing until her horn and body ached from sheer over usage were now in vain. She'd never get the chance to study magic with the greatest magic users in all of Equestria. She would never get the chance to spend her time talking and going over complex ideas or theories with the greatest minds in Equestria. And more importantly, she'd never have the honor to meet Princess Celestia. 
Granted, no pony had ever met the princess considering that she stayed out of the public eye and was more than likely much too busy trying to keep things running as smoothly as possible in the land to have time to engage in personal appearances just to appease the populace, Twilight had had the dream that one day she'd make a discovery that granted her the privilege to at least share thoughts with her. Exchanging letters would be good enough for her. But none of that would be happening now.
My life is over,
“Oof!” exclaimed the lavender filly as she came crashing into something warm and furry. 
“What in all of Equestria?” 
“I um, I'm sorry,” Sniffled Twilight as she looked up at the cloaked figure she had just ran into. 
“Well, well, what do we have here? Why are you out so late into the night, young one?” the voice, while gentle and non threatening, sent a chill up Twilight's spine but she brushed the sensation off to the early autumn chill that was already in the air. 
“I-I...” her voice trailed off as she thought about what to say to the mare that looked down at her with eyes that were oddly colored. The parts that should have been white were green while her pupils where tinted a strange color that in the darkness, appearing a light yet deep shade of brown. 
Or were they red? That's silly, Twilight, no pony has red eyes. Unless of course they happen to be vampire fruit bat ponies. Or batponies. Or something...else. Ears flatting against her head, she looked at the mare and started to rephrase her answer.
“I was just taking a stroll. I uh, had a lot on my mind you see and I just needed some air,”
“Ah, I see. Some air.” The mare looked up at the moon as its soft amber light illuminated her dark furred face.
“Tonight is the perfect kind of night to take a stroll but I do think that you should be on your way back home, Twilight Sparkle.”
“I was just about to turn around,” And that's when she looked around and realized that she didn't know where she was. She had never ventured this far from home before unaccompanied by her brother or her parents. That's when she also felt her stomach twist nervously as she realized that the mysterious mare had called her by name when she had not given it to her.
“H-how do you know my name? W-who are you?” That's when she saw the mare look down at her and gave her a closed lipped smile. 
“Why, I know everypony, Twilight for I am the night. I know your biggest fears and your true desires.” Fear rose in her and she began to take small steps away from the cloaked mare just feeling some strange and unsettling vibe coming from her.
“Do not fear, I mean you no harm. All I want is what you want. The Princess of the Sun has mistaken your talents and dubbed them invaluable but I have seen you do great things and I want you to know that you deserve to placed in the grandest school to help with your unique gifts. You are special, Twilight Sparkle, and I can show you just how special you are if you come with me.”
Somehow hearing the mare's words made her feel better about not getting accepted into Princess Celestia's school. It didn't take the sting away entirely but it did lessen its potency just enough to where she felt her confidence in her talents return. Dropping her gaze as she thought about this, when she looked up, she felt her fear lessen a little bit to give way to curiosity as she noticed that the color of the mare's eyes had changed. They were now a friendly shade of light blue. Like twin oceans sparkling from the glittering light provided by the stars above. Then she spotted something metallic glinting from the exposed folds of her cloak and instantly found herself fixated with finding out what the object was. Following the filly's line of sight to the amulet around her neck, her smile widened as she now felt comfortable to open her mouth to show her teeth now that had returned to normal.
“Ah, this? This is an ancient artifact said to hold magical properties. Legend has it that it is able to grant a pony their greatest desire upon wishing it into existence.”
“Does it work?”
“Well, you are here aren't you? I wished to meet someone with enormous potential, skill, who was hardworking and committed to studying the ins and outs of the magical arts. I am in search of a new apprentice, you see.” Falling for the words just as the dark blue furred mare had hopped she would, Twilight Sparkle saw a new opportunity approach her; one she could not miss.
“I'll be your apprentice. T-that is if you want me to,” Smiling at the young filly, Princess Luna finally felt the world shift in her favor now that she had her in her hooves at last. Her sister would regret this day for all eternity. 
“Well, would you look at that. I suppose this little trinket does in fact work after all.”

	
		Chapter 1: Rude & Slightly Weird Awakenings With a Side of Nachos?



     
Present Day

I actually woke up on my own having not been forced out of sleep by the pounding on the door or being shook but remembering what today was, I wasn't too much surprised by that small fact. However, as I stretched and tasted my pallet, my stomach growled with hunger after having not been fed the night before my nose catching the tantalizing smell of cheese and peppers wafting oh so delectably just to my left. Confused having never had the luxury of being brought food and having the pleasure of eating it alone in solitude away from the scrutinizing glances and comments on my lack of etiquette, I looked over and saw the plate of tortilla chips smothered in ooey-gooey cheese topped with chopped green and red peppers. 
Nachos? My mind asked recalling the memory of the crunchy snack from an outing with the 'rents a few years back, my eyes widened in surprise as my body moved by itself to devour the deliciousness that waited on the desk. I never knew how starved I was until I took that first bite savoring the slight warmth of the cheese, the crunch of the chips, and the spice added by the peppers. It was heaven and a great and unsuspected way to start my birthday. It was only after I had finished the plate of nachos and having licked every last remaining morsel of cheese did I realize the strip of light coming from the opened door to my bedroom. 
My door's...open? Raising an eyebrow and rubbing the sleep out of my eyes along with pinching myself to make sure I was truly awake and this had not been a false continuation of my dream, I walked over to the door that had been left ajar and slowly pushed it open just enough so I could slip out through the crack. In the hallway I listened quietly for the sounds of Victor and Patricia but heard nothing; only the sound of the old house settling into its foundation. But then, as I tiptoed closer to the stairs that led to the lower part of the house, I caught the faint sound of voices; voices whose words I could not make out yet. Fearing that this may be a trap yet eagerly wanting to see if the house was empty plus wanting to get to Henry and perhaps go for a short run, I stood there at the top of the stairs simply weighing the cost of walking in on the 'rents. While a part of my mind tried to convince me that they were gone as they always left to place flowers on Malcom's grave on the eve of his death, another part of my mind – or rather my body – did not want to face the chances of being wrong and being punished. 
“Um, what are you doing,” came a small voice from behind me. Spinning around on my heels and nearly losing my balance having caught myself by grabbing onto the railing of the stairs, I came to meet emptiness. That is until I looked down and saw a pair large, green eyes looking up at me. Large, green, puppy dog eyes of a green and purple dog. Blinking at the oddity in front of me, the puppy opened its mouth and spoke.
“So did you like the nachos? I made them myself.”
“What in the world--”
“Oh sorry, where are my manners, I'm Spike.” 
 It has a name? Not only did it have a name but it had told me its name, speaking English non the less. I felt like I was going to faint yet something else happened that judging by  the puppy's expression, neither of us has expected. Out of the blue, with nothing having been between us, there in all her show horse glory, stood Henry who appeared out of a flash of bright, colored light. The commotion sent me rolling down the stairs in a rather comical manner, ending up on my butt looking up at the randomness of Henry standing at the foot of the stairs between me and the weird, talking puppy who was looking at me from the top of the stairs trying to stifle a snicker. Henry obviously being just as frightened as I was as about what happened to her, reared up on her hind legs and whinnied--
“Oh My Gosh, what the hay just happened?! Who the buck are you and how did I get in here?!” 
Okay, my horse could speak. As could the strange dog that apparently made fantastic nachos. This was obviously a dream. 
“Hey, there, where did you come from,” Asked the dog as he stood up on his – was it even a he? – hind legs and began ushering a calming gesture to Henry with his paws. 
“Looks like you've got a knack for teleportation. It's a good thing I got to you before you ended up teleporting yourself Celestia knows where.” 
“Telepor-what-now? Who are you?” Came Henry, again speaking as clearly as I could and as the dog did.
“Teleportation. It's a rather common unicorn ability. And I'm sorry again for being so rude. My name's Spike.” Hopping down the stairs, the dog whose name was Spike, offered me a paw.
“Need a claw—er um, paw,” Hesitantly, I eventually took it as he helped me to my knees and I got to my feet. Uncharacteristic of all the things I heard about dreams and how you weren't supposed to feel pain, my butt was a wee bit sore as were miscellaneous other parts of my body. 
“Alright so Henry, like I said before, I'm Spike and I'm here to take you back to Equestria. And happy birthday, it's not often a pony turns thirteen away from Equestria. Speaking of which, where are your parents? We sent numerous letters to inform them that you'd be needing to come and get registered and all that before attending classes and well, it seems like you won't be needing to prove what school you're going to. I'd recognize a unicorn set for Princess Celestia's school any day – I mean how often do you see a full body Animagus transformation – by a pony who just turned thirteen? So let's get your saddlebags packed and we can ge--” Everything the puppy said whirled by me in a blur. My ears heard it but my brain was having a hard time processing everything.
“Wait, did you just call her Henry? Excuse me little doggy, but I'm Henry.” The dog looked from me to my suddenly able to talk horse and back to me before his eyes got big again.
“Wow, two gifted ponies. I'm impressed.”
“Wait,” I stammered out trying to get my mouth to form a coherent sentence when so much information was slowing down my brain.
“I'm not a pony. I'm a human. And Henry's a horse whose not supposed to be able to talk. This may be some weird dream I'm having but could we have some sense of consistency, please. Your name is Spike, her name is Henry, and I'm Mallory. Nice to meet you strange talking purple and green puppy.” 
Spike looked at me for a long time before he sighed and shook his head.
“Well this is embarrassing, I was sent here to get a unicorn filly by the name of Henry Trotter. I wrongly assumed it was you. My apologies.” Then he turned to Henry who looked at him just as confused as I was, her head cocked to the side with her front hoof raised in question. Then at the same time, we both asked in unison:
“What's a unicorn?” A few beats passed and the puppy was simply stared at the both of us in complete silence. Then, he reached a paw to his face, closed his eyes and facepawed himself.
“Oh dear Celestia, I think we may have made a huge mistake,” 
Then, breaking the silence that had fallen over us three, there was a loud thud from the front door. Fearing the worse but being unable to get back to my room in time before they saw me, unsuspectingly, the postal flap creaked open as a thick manilla envelope slid through and landed on the floor followed by a faint flutter on the other side of the door. Walking over cautiously at first, I bent down to pick up the letter before stopping cold, feeling the blood in my veins turn to ice water. 
To: Miss Mallory Arantes
From: Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry
Although I had no idea as to what the heck a Hogwart was or what the letter meant by witchcraft and wizardry, I didn't have too long to think about it before the was another sound heard from outside. The sound of squelching tires pulling into the gravel driveway and the cutting off of an old Cadillac engine.
They were back and there was no way I was going to explain a talking purple and green puppy and why Henry was at the top of the stairs or how I had gotten out of my room.
One thing I knew if I didn't know much else was that this was a rather rude and slightly weird way to start my birthday.
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