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		Description

Being a teenager, is hard. 
Most ponies, can attest to this, yet imagine being the only of your kind in your society.
When attending a prestigious high school, being a dragon, or a griffin, life just gets harder.
Adolescent struggles, as Spike grows up, life becoming a dragging idealism, sadness and woe resulting from the simple fact that ponies fear dragons.
Brutus the griffin, unsure about himself, having always been surrounded by ponies.
He sees himself as more pony than griffin, yet can others do the same?
Scootaloo though, adopted, loved, and a brilliant dancer, she is happy, for the first time in her life, but now has to face the fact that sometimes, other ponies are just mean.
Sweetie Belle, a brilliant singer, struggles to overcome societies decision that she must stick with one genre, and one alone.
Applebloom a simple artist, who wants nothing better than to show ponies what she sees in life, even when they won't let her be herself.
Caduceus, just yearns to heal others, yet he himself is not allowed to exist in the way he truly wants to.
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		Arrival



The 6 foot tall, purple, with green spikes, dragon groaned, loudly, his mouth opening wide, revealing two rows of long, sharp, gleaming teeth. His wings swept out from under the covers as he stretched, working out the kinks that came about from sleeping in a bed, on top of wings. A lavender unicorn, standing in front of the dragon, gasped, and then shouted “Spike, get up right now, we have to catch the train, you better have completely packed your bags last night”
The dragon reached up, and wiped the sleep from his eyes, yawning, and moaned “yeah, I know Twilight, I just have to get Ember ready, and then we’ll be off; I still can’t believe I thought Peewee was a good name for him”. Having said this, Spike got out of his bed, and reached underneath it, pulled out a large suitcase and a large cage, gilded with gold. He walked over to a birds perch in a corner of his room, where a red and yellow phoenix, sat atop it. He called out to Ember, causing the bird to alight itself upon his shoulder, then, he walked out of his room, Twilight following him.
“So, what’s for breakfast?” he enquired, as they walked down the stairs, and into the kitchen.
“Well, I guess it’s hey cakes for me, and eggs and bacon for you. Celestia, I wish adolescent dragons didn’t have to eat meat, sometimes it really gets to me” the unicorn replied. Then preceded to pull some hay cakes out of a cupboard, and presented them to Spike, who breathed fire upon them, having placed his things at the door to the library. He then made himself breakfast, not requiring any heating source, as he could do that himself, he merely placed his food in a pan, then breathed on it, cooking it quickly, but to perfection.
“So, are you excited to start high school?”, Twilight asked as they sat down to eat. Spike finished his meal, burped, then looked at her for a moment before clearing his throat.
“I still don’t understand why I have to go and board at Canterlot High, you didn’t have too. Why can’t you just teach me, it’s not as if you didn’t teach me before?” he said.
“Look Spike, we’ve been over this before, as chief researcher in obscure magic for Princess Celestia, I just won’t have time to teach you at a high school level, and besides, you really should start hanging around people your own mental age. Now can we just stop having this conversation, nothing you say is going to change the decision the Princess and I made”, she responded, grumbling, before perking up at the sound of a ringing doorbell.
                                                                                                                                                                       
“Come on, Applebloom, its time tah get up, sugarcube, we have tah get to the train station, if we want to make it tah the train on time”, a Stetson wearing, orange furred, blonde maned pony whispered to her red maned, yellow furred, little sister, as she shook her in her bed. Eventually, the shaken pony woke up, and looked at her sister, then her eyes widened, and she leapt out of her bed. She ran from her room, and dashed down the stairs and into the kitchen. She bit a slightly stale apple fritter from the counter. Then, while chewing the fritter, she ran out onto her porch, where she found an old grey mare, and a large red Stallion, waiting for her, the stallion chewing a hayseed, with a large suitcase sitting next to him. 
Her sister came up behind her, and said “Applebloom, yah better say goodbye tah granny apple, and Big Mac, before we go.  Seein as, they’ll have tah stay here, on the farm, while we go to Canterlot.”
The teenage filly turned to her two relatives, and raced up to hug her bigger brother. “I’m gonna miss you so much Big Macintosh, don’t you dare break up with Cheerilee, ok”, she said.
“Eeyup”, her brother responded, nuzzling her. Applebloom then went and hugged her grandmother, who told her to be good.
“Let’s go Applejack, ah’m so excited, but ah’ll miss you three so much. Ah’ll write every week. Ah’ll go wake up Rainbow Dash and Scootaloo, they asked me too yesterday, while you get Fluttershy, okay Applejack”. Then, she picked up her suitcase and threw it on her back, before trotting down the road towards the town.
“Ah had better go you two, Ah have to go get Fluttershy, then meet with the rest of the girls at the library. Ah’ll see you this evening when we get back, okay?” Applejack said, and then walked of in the direction of Fluttershy’s cottage.
Granny Smith turned to her grandson and said “I'm gonna miss having that girl around, she always seemed to brighten up mah day”, and wiped a tear from her eye, before continuing “well, I guess that’s just the way things are”.
Big Mac looked at his grandmother and said “Eeyup”.
                                                                                                                                                                       
“Rainbow Dash, Scootaloo, Rainbow Dash, Scootaloo”, was all Scootaloo could hear, as she lay on her cloud bed, in her adoptive mother’s house. She turned and rolled over, stuffing her head beneath a cloud pillow, but still couldn’t block the noise out. Eventually, it became too annoying, so she flew up from her bed, the covers slipping of her, revealing a Pegasus, her much larger than average wingspan blowing of the rest of the covers. She trotted out of her room, hitting her wings on the door frame as she did.
“Celestia that hurt” She moaned as she rubbed her wings. After this, a cyan furred, Pegasus maned walked out of her room, yawning loudly.
“Morning Scoots, any idea why Apple bloom’s yelling at us?” Rainbow Dash asked, as she trotted over to her kitchen, and pulled a salad out of the fridge.
“Don’t tell me you forgot were going to Canterlot High today, you know, the whole, art sports scholarship, for my aerial dancing, so now I'm going to high school there, and boarding. "I asked Applebloom to wake us up cause I know neither of us would manage it” she said sarcastically.
“Hey, don’t get snarky with me, you know what I'm like in the morning, I can never remember this kind of thing. Anyway, you packed?” she asked, as she finished her morning salad. Scootaloo nodded, before trotting back into her room, and returning with a large duffle bag.
“Come on lets go, before Applebloom gets a little hoarse”, and she flew out the door. Rainbow Dash locked her house, before following her down, to the ground.
“Morning you two, are yah ready?”, Applebloom asked; as she sat looking up at the two Pegasus descend towards her, her suitcase astride her.
"Morning Squirt, thanks for waking us up. Of course were ready, now let’s go to the library”, Rainbow Dash said, then trotted off in the direction of the library, while the two younger mares chatted excitedly to each other.
                                                                                                                                                                       
“Rarity, come on, I was ready last night, and I'm staying there for months, what’s taking so long?”, a white furred, purple and pink maned unicorn whined, at her older sister, who was trying on different arrangements of clothing, zipping from one to the next.
“I’m sorry Sweetie Belle, but a lady must always look her best, now, what do you think of this, is the red too much” she asked, as she walked in a frilly red and white dress, with a small hat upon her head. She continued trying on new dresses for 10 minutes, before finally, she stopped, and immediately walked out of the Carousel Boutique. 
Sweetie belle stared at the door, dumb founded, for a moment before Rarity popped her head through the door and asked “well, are we going are not”. Sweetie Belle picked up her suit case with her magic, but soon dropped it, so she began looking mournfully at her sister, her eyes big and wide, seemingly on the verge of tears. Rarity huffed, then picked up the bag with her magic, and left the boutique again, her sister walking after her.
“I wish mum and dad could come and drop me of at school”, Sweetie Belle said, as they walked towards the Ponyville library.
“I do too, Sweetie Belle, but you know how they are with their trips, and they were ever so excited to go to Griffland”, Rarity said, her face scrunching up as she said it. They walked towards the library, a short distance away, and saw Applejack and Fluttershy coming from one direction, Rainbow Dash, Scootaloo, and Applebloom, coming from another direction, and Pinkie Pie, racing towards them, a large picnic basket in tow, from another.
“Howdy yah all, ah’m so excited, what about you Sweetie Belle, are you excited. Getting to sing with a proper band and all, will be lots of fun” Applebloom asked, as their friend walked up to them. She momentarily glanced at her friend’s song bird cutiemark, two robins holding a musical stanza in their beaks. 
“Yeah of course I am, what about you Scootaloo, I still can’t believe their giving you a complete scholarship, just to do aerial dancing, but then again, I’ve never seen a Pegasus with wings as big as yours, and you haven’t even finished growing yet”, Sweetie Belle responded, looking at her purple maned, orange furred friend’s cutiemark, of a silhouetted Pegasus, with large wings, dancing in a night sky.
“What can I say, I am the best” Scootaloo responded in a sarcastically serious manner, and then began laughing, along with her friends.
“Well how about you Apple Bloom, I bet your excited to get started on your art, right, Canterlot High is supposed to have the best art and craft’s teachers in all of Equestria, and even beyond”, Scootaloo asked her friend, who nodded, and turned and looked at her own cutiemark, a circle of a pencil, a hammer, and a paintbrush, all surrounding an easel.  The three friends stood for a moment, thinking about all their adventures together as young kids, searching for their cutiemarks.
                                                                                                                                                                       
Applejack walked up to the library door, and rang the bell, which was almost immediately opened by Twilight Sparkle, who was grinning widely. She trotted out the door, and was immediately followed by Spike, with Ember in the cage, in one claw, and his suitcase in his other. The girls all gasped at his appearance, he was well over the height of an adult pony, and absolutely towered over his fellow teenagers.
“Wow Spike, I don’t think I’ll ever be able to get used to how big you’ve gotten” Fluttershy said, as she flew up and gave him a hug around the neck, knowing how much he liked being hugged like that, and missed it now that he was bigger than everybody.
“Well don’t worry, you’ll have plenty of time to get used to it, I shouldn’t grow again for another century” Spike reassured her. Fluttershy dropped down, and the group began trotting towards the train station. Spike began walking alongside the three mares he would be going to school with, taking one step for every three of theirs, but finding that, because of the speed they actually trotted at, their pace was matched.
“So, are you guys as tired as I am?” Spike yawned out, grinning widely when Scootaloo nodded, having adopted some of her caretaker's mannerisms, such as liking to sleep in, she was known to be a horrible morning pony. They chuckled, having become good friends over the last few years; they knew each other’s mannerisms to a tee. 
Spike called out to Twilight, who was walking ahead of them with her friends, “hey Twilight, can you please carry my bag? Rarity is carrying Sweetie Belles”, then he began laughing, expecting her to be annoyed.
Twilight turned to her assistant and said “yes well, Sweetie Belle isn’t a six foot tall dragon now is she, but fine, I guess you have to carry Ember as well. Applebloom and Scootaloo would you like me to carry your bags as well”.
The two pubescent ponies turned to each other, and then chorused “yes please”. All three of their bags where immediately surrounded by a purple glow, and began floating effortlessly in the air, in front of the lavender unicorn.
They made it to the train station, and then looked at the boarding times on the wall. It said the next train too Canterlot, the express would be coming in 45 minutes. 9 of them looked at this in confusion.
Twilight turned to her pink friend, and questioned “Pinkie Pie, I asked you yesterday what time we had to be at the train station, why did you say 7:15, and not 8 o’clock?” Pinkie, meanwhile, was setting up a feast on a nearby table, filled with cupcakes, and thermos of juice, as well as some gems for Spike.
“Twilight you silly filly, how long did you think our ‘Goodbye to Spike, Applebloom, Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle Party’ would take” Pinkie giggled. Her friends harrumphed, before smiling, and sitting down at the table. 
Scootaloo said what they were all thinking “well, I guess a Pinkie Pie party is a much better reason than to get to school on time, for getting up earlier”. They ate and drank, having fun, while Pinkie basked in the good feelings surrounding the table. Eventually, the express train pulled up, and they all raced onto the train.
During the train ride, they mainly just sat there, chatting about the courses they wanted to take. Spike was planning on trying everything, seeing as what little knowledge he may learn then, he could always bolster later, during his long life. Scootaloo decided on doing mainly sports, such as dancing, but also straight endurance flying, as she was already able to keep up with Rainbow Dash, over long distances.  Sweetie Belle wanted to mainly do singing, but also desired to try making her own music. Applebloom, wanted to try all the visual arts she could, such as sculpting, painting, and building.
Two hours later, they arrived in Canterlot, and walked out of the train, all ten of them, stretching from sitting down to long, especially Spike, who had had to sit on the floor, otherwise he wouldn’t fit. They walked out of the train station, and headed towards a taxi rank. There, they hopped in, two to a taxi, while Spike had to fly, and got Fluttershy to fly with him, as the two shared a bond these days, what with her being the first to accept he would have to eat animals, as she was used to feeding fish to her carnivorous animal friends.
They soon arrived at the Canterlot High front gates, and 8 of them dismounted the taxies, while Fluttershy and Spike stood there waiting for them, smiling slightly. Spike grabbed his things from Twilight, and Ember cawed loudly when he saw him. They shared a group hug, before the older mares left, to enjoy a day in Canterlot together, while the teenagers settled in to their new lives. Then, the four friends gathered together, with Spike carrying Sweetie belles bag, and headed towards the front office.
                                                                                                                                                                       
A large teenage griffin, his brown body and black wings, contrasting to both his white neck and head, and his nest, made of pillows, stared out of his families abode, looking through the large windows of his room. His mother was behind him saying “Good morning Brutus, I hope you’re ready, you have to start boarding today”.
“Yes mother” the griffin responded in a lamenting tone “but why do I have to board, we live so close to the school anyway”.
“Come now Brutus, you know how much we move around, what with your father being a foreign minister too Equestria from Griffland, you would have to board, and besides Canterlot High is a boarder only school. Now get your trunk, theirs some fish waiting downstairs, and your sister, the guard, is taking you to school” she continued, her attitude becoming sarcastic when she said ‘the guard’.
He hopped out of his nest, and walked down the stairs; his trunk pulled along by his tail, and found a large baked trout, waiting on the kitchen bench for him. He wolfed down the trout, taking huge chunks with his beak, then swallowing it whole. Once finished he walked out to his sister, who was standing in front of the house door. His sister, wearing an eye patch she used to cover a lost eye, from a fight against a rogue dragon, during her time in the peace keepers. She nodded her greeting to him.
“Morning Gilda, mother says you’re taking me to school today” He questioned, to which she nodded. Then she went and picked up his trunk, holding it effortlessly in one claw, while he held the other. They began flying, headed in the direction of Canterlot high, and arrived their five minutes later. Gilda dropped her side of the trunk, and then turned to her little brother.
She said, “I know we don’t talk much Brutus, but you’re still my brother, so I want to give you some advice. Don’t fall in love with a pony, it will only end badly”. Having said her piece she leapt up, and flew back towards the diplomat housing area of Canterlot.
“I wonder why she thinks that” Brutus said out loud to himself, before picking up his trunk, and heading towards the Canterlot High front desk.
                                                                                                                                                                       
A small red and white unicorn colt, just beginning to reach puberty, yawned, just as a large bucket of icy cold water was dumped upon his head, by two identical, even smaller colts. The twin colts chuckled gleefully, before racing out of the room, as their older brother started turning red with rage.
He jumped up from his bed, and tripped over his covers, before falling to the floor of his room, dripping water everywhere. “Well, that’s something I won’t miss” he said, as he shook himself free of water.
A shout came from downstairs “come on Cad, it’s time for breakfast, and then we have to travel too Canterlot High, so we’ll have to get a taxi chariot”. Cad grumbled, but then his stomach made the same sound, se he grabbed his bag, with his magic, and headed downstairs.
He found pancakes waiting for him, which, though not as good as waffles, were one of his favourite foods. He dug in, eating hastily, wanting to get to the school first, as he always found it easier to be the first to arrive at something. Soon he finished, and almost immediately found him wrapped in the hooves of his family, while a camera was levitated by his unicorn father in front of them; it went off, flaring brightly, before being set back down on the table. Cad stood up, and walked away from the table, before his mother wrapped herself around him again, and began crying, dropping her nurses hat of her head.
“Mum, please get off, we really have to go” he whined, as his father tried to pull his mother of him, his fathers red mane falling in his mother’s eyes when they hugged after she let her son go. Cad gave his father a look of thanks, before the two of them waved good bye to the rest of their family, and headed out the door, Cad levitating his bag before him. A taxi chariot soon pulled up, which they loaded, before telling the lead horse to head to Canterlot High.
When they arrived, Cad said goodbye to his father, who nodded at him, then said “I’ll see you at the mid-term break, ok. Please Caduceus make some friends, it’s not that hard”. His father walked away, his stethoscope cutiemark the last Caduceus saw of him. He turned around, and headed for the front building.

	
		Getting Settled



Spike walked into the office, his bird cage and bag in one claw, the three girls trotting single file in his footsteps, quite willing to let the dragon be the first to enter the school. Brutus had already arrived, and was now sitting atop his trunk, waiting for something to happen. Caduceus was standing next to a wall, seeming to try to blend in with it, and, if not for his red mane and tale, would have been doing just that. 
Upon seeing the large dragon body walk through the doors, light glinting of scale and talons, two things happened, Caduceus hid behind his bag, and Brutus leapt at the dragon, aiming to stop the quite brazen attack that, in his mind, was occurring. He believed that he could handle, or at least delay a dragon, having learnt some fighting technique from his sister. 
Caduceus, on seeing the griffin leap at the dragon, fainted, his eyes rolling back into his head. The sheer fear and excitement building up inside of him caused his brain to shut down. He dropped down behind his bag, his small body completely disappearing.
Sadly for Brutus, he was mistaken in his belief that he could handle a dragon. Instead, the young griffin found himself hanging by his tail in the dragons left claw, decidedly dazed from a punch to the head, being eyed by the purple and green dragon. It occurred to him that he had actually at one point known a purple and green dragon, but he was much smaller than this one.
“Spike, is that you?” Brutus asked, grinning in amusement, and relief, when a look of confusion and agreement appeared on the dragons face. 
“How the Tartarus do you know my name? The only griffin I really know was….Brutus, is that you?” the dragon asked cautiously, his face betraying his delight in the hope of a positive answer, though he noticeably left the griffin hanging, dangling in the air, its eagle head an inch or two above the linoleum floors of the school office.
“Yeah, it’s me, wow, you got big. Hey, um, do you reckon you could put me down, your kind of destroying any cred I hoped to create.” Brutus replied smiling hopefully, before eyeing the ground. He soon found himself kissing it when Spike dropped him on his beak. The griffin stood up, rubbing his face, moaning in pain.
“Watch out for the beak, it’s kind of sensitive” he complained. Spike apologised, before turning and introducing his friends, who had just walked in. The three young mares all looked at the griffin, showing interest in the second griffin they had ever seen. 
“So, how did yah all meet, Spike?” Asked Applebloom, who was eyeing the griffin, surprised when he did just the same, although he was also smiling in a very disarming manner.
“Brutus here is the son of the Griffland ambassador, we used to play together when he was just a chick, and I was a baby, it was a lot of fun. We haven’t seen each other in a while though. How have you been, by the way, and when did you start learning how to fight, you might have gotten the jump on me, if I hadn’t been learning for a while myself” Spike replied, talking to his friends, while placing the cage, still clutched in his other claw, upon the ground, causing Ember to croon appreciatively.
“You’re the son of an ambassador, oh my, that must be very interesting” Sweetie Belle exclaimed. Brutus paused, looking at her, as if trying to see if she was serious. When he realised she was, he began laughing loudly, guffawing, eventually ending up lying on the floor, rolling around in laughter clutching his wings to his side. Scootaloo meanwhile, having lost interest in talking to the griffin once she had found out that he was some stuffy politician’s son, had seen Caduceus from her vantage point a few feet of the ground. She flew over to him and began poking him.
“Hey dudes, I think you broke this guy” she called out to the two other males in the room. Spike walked over, and was about to pick him up, when Brutus poked him from behind, the dragon stopped, and turned to his old friend, who began whispering in his ear.
Having discussed what they were going to do, the two boys positioned themselves just above Caduceus; Spike had his maw wide open, showing rows of serrated teeth, while Brutus spilt apart his beak, the sharp point gleaming in the artificial light filling the room. Eventually, after a few moments of this, the young stallion awoke, his head rising, positioning himself even closer under the two predatory faces, his eyes still closed. When they did open, they immediately shut again, and he slowly started back peddling, whilst trembling in fear. Brutus and Spike where surprised by just how terrified he seemed, they had expected him to cry out in surprise, and then get over it, instead of him being reduced to near tears.
Brutus was the first to speak up “hey buddy, don’t worry, we aren’t going to eat you or anything, I just thought it would be funny” Spike nodded his head, agreeing with his friend. They both walked towards Cad, who stepped backwards to every step of theirs forwards, before finally hitting a wall, and stopping. Spike reached out a claw, Brutus did the same.
“Friends?” they asked quietly, understanding only then how very much the small stallion feared them. Caduceus slowly reached out his hoof, which was first grasped by Spike, then Brutus in turn.
“Sure, I guess” he responded, wiping some of his red mane out his face while he did it. After a short pause, the three girls walked over, and asked him why he was so afraid of Spike and Brutus. Caduceus shuddered, and mumbled something about not being fond of predators.
“Oh, right. I’m Spike; this is Brutus, Applebloom, Sweetie Belle, and Scootaloo.” Spike said, pointing at each creature in turn, as he introduced them.
“I’m Caduceus, my family call me Cad” He responded, before shaking hooves with the three girls, his entire body being visibly shook when he and Applebloom shook hooves. Brutus seemed shocked, his beak spread in an O formation.
“Your names Caduceus and your family call you Cad? Well, we can’t have that, your new name is Deus, that cool?” he said, scratching his beak, trying to seem wise. Spike seemed to agree with this name, and nodded encouragingly.
“Yeah actually, I do like the sound of that” ‘Deus’ responded, his eyes lighting with joy at the fact he now had a friend who wanted to give him a cool nickname. The six new friends smiled together, looking at each other, wondering how they had so suddenly become companions. 
“So, I wonder where everybody else is” Scootaloo pondered aloud, as each creature in the office looked around themselves, noticing only then that they were the only ones in the room. Shrugging, Spike went and rang a bell on the desk, and then went back to Ember’s cage, and pulled him out. The phoenix alighted himself on the dragon’s shoulder, then nuzzled his owner’s snout. 
An elderly earth pony mare walked in, her head held high. She gasped in shock for a moment, at seeing the griffin and dragon in the room, but she almost immediately corrected herself. She looked at the six of them, each in turn, before harrumphing and sitting herself behind the reception desk.
“You do know that you were only meant to arrive later today, yes? You are much too early, everypony, err, body else will be arriving this afternoon. But, I suppose, you are here now, I may as well take your names. You are obviously Spike, and you must be Brutus, but who are the rest of you four, hmm?” she said, pulling out a quill and parchment. The four ponies introduced themselves, as the mare ticked their names of on her parchment.
“Well, now that you are here, you may as well get settled… Yes Master Spike, what is it?” she questioned, after Spike had raised his arm.
“Sorry but, how did you know who I am, and who Brutus is?” Spike queried.
“Well, you see young po… dragon, you are the first dragon student, or anything really, we have ever had, and well, though we have had griffins in the past, it is by no means a regular occurrence, in fact, I believe the last griffin we had here at Canterlot high was your sister Gilda, Brutus” she explained. The four Ponyvillians all gasped in shock when the mare said Gilda, but quieted down once Brutus gave them a confused and questioning look.
“I’ll explain later” whispered Spike to Brutus.
“Now, as I was saying, I will show you to your rooms, you may as well get settled in  before starting orientation, considering you’re here so early” she continued, then began trotting towards a large door, motioning for them to follow.
The six picked up the belongings and began walking behind the mare, stepping into two lines of three, Sweetie Belle, Applebloom, and Deus, leading up the rear, and Scootaloo, Brutus, and Spike in front of them. Scootaloo stood by Brutus, and asked him where he had learned to fight, explaining that she and Spike had been taught by her mother, Rainbow Dash, the former Wonderbolt, and also a third black belt in hoof style fighting. 
“My sister taught me, she’s a former Peace Keeper, so she knows some moves. I really wish you and she could have met, Spike, her and your sister where around the same age, they might have got along, and we could’ve hung out together more” he explained, then reacted, stopping suddenly, as if Scootaloo’s words had just sunk in.
“Your mother is Rainbow Dash, the Wonderbolt who left because she found it, ‘boring’. I mean, firstly, oh my Griffid, you have to introduce us, and secondly, isn’t she a bit young to be a mother?” he continued excitedly.
“Well, may as well get this out of the way, she adopted me, my real parents are dead” she responded, in a straight and decisive manner, like a prepared speech. Brutus quieted up at that point, and the rest of their walk was spent in silence.
Sweetie Belle was chatting with Deus, talking about magic, while Applebloom walked alongside them, groaning in an annoyed and bored manner. Sweetie Belle told her new friend how she was only really able to do music spells right now, such as the one pony band, or the amplification spell, her levitation wasn’t great, but she thought, and had been told, she would get better with age. Deus, became much more animated than he had been before, talking about magic seemed to bring out the best in him. 
He explained how he had actually gotten his cutie mark from helping a younger filly with a healing spell he had seen his father use, and ever since then he had been voraciously devouring every medical magic book he could find, and his levitation was actually pretty good for someone their age. Although, he only said this after Sweetie Belle had asked if he could help her with her bag, and he had immediately lifted it alongside his own.
Soon the six found themselves at a huge grey stone building which had, in large calligraphy letters, “Stallions” written on it. The building, though it could easily be considered a manor, especially considering it had been one before, was at least seven stories high, with a quite obvious balcony jutting out from the roof. Every three metres horizontally and four metres vertically, a large window showed into the separate rooms. All of the building was covered by creeThe mare that was leading them, paused, and directed a hoof at the building.
“Firstly, this is the male boarding house, females are not allowed inside the building, and, if this was to occur, severe punishments would be meted out, the opposite goes for the female boarding house. Any other questions you may have about this and other arrangements will be most likely explained during orientation. Secondly, it is three pon… I’m ever so sorry about my constant slipping, I really will have to get used to this” She said, smiling apologetically at the two non-ponies in the group. They just shrugged and said they were used to it.
“Now, it is three creatures to a room, although in your two cases it is somewhat different in that, you will have a quite a bit larger room, I believe that a kitchen has been built in, and that you have been told you will be cooking for yourselves, yes?” She questioned. The two non-vegetarians looked at each other, smiled, and nodded back at her.
“Excellent, we are sorry about this, but we here at Canterlot High have learned from experience that someponies don’t react well to seeing meat being eaten” she explained, again looking at them apologetically. She was met by the same, “were used to it” line they had used before.
“Anyway, I believe it is on the top floor, which is also were most of the Pegasus room, though this is merely a choice because of the landing balcony installed upon the roof, makes it easier for them to reach their rooms. Now, Master Caduceus, I believe you may want to choose a room on the lower floors, of the seven, as I know how tiring stairs can be to unicorns. Alright, well, in you go. Spike and Brutus, your rooms are quite obvious, and they have the sign ‘Special’ written on them. Now, I will show you three mares to your quarters, it is slightly further away, owing to the fact that mares were only allowed at the school many years after it started” she continued to explain, finishing the last part in a slightly bitter tone.
While she headed off with the Scootaloo, Applebloom and Sweetie Belle, the three males walked inside the huge building, Spike pushing a large door open with the cage still held firmly in his hand. They walked into a huge living area, with the walls lined with portraits, leather couches abounding, with an impressive fireplace in the exact centre of the room, more a brazier than anything, though a chimney descended from the roof.
Deus stared at the splendour, while Spike and Brutus merely walked past him, quite used to this kind of opulence, and started to ascend a set of stairs that where in a room that was connected to the living area. After a short while, Deus ran after them, his bag floating in front of them, he walked to the first room he saw, closest to the living area, and dumped his belongings, before walking up the stairs. Not really concerned with how his living area looked, other than making sure it had a wardrobe for clothes, a bed, and a desk, he was more curious to see the room that the school had set up for his two friends.
He soon caught up to them, his lack of bag allowing him to ascend the stairs quicker than the other two, especially Brutus, who had eventually gotten down and begged Spike to help him with his trunk. Brutus was now walking up the stairs in front of Spike, his chest balanced on his back by Spike, who was walking behind him, one claw carrying the cage and his bag, the other balancing Brutus’s chest, while Dues followed up behind him, looking at Ember, his face plastered with an excitedly happy grin. 
Eventually, they reached the seventh floor, where Brutus collapsed, his chest heaving, and dropped his trunk. He rested for a few moments, while the other two waited for him to catch his breath, looking at him awkwardly.
“What? It’s really heavy, let’s see you carry it up all those flights of stairs. It’s made of oak and everything” he groaned out, before grasping a handle with his tail, and walking down one side of a large corridor, looking for a room marked special, dragging the trunk behind him. Spike and Deus followed him, walking to one end of the corridor, and then turning around and walking to the other, eventually finding it right next to another set of stairs which claimed to lead to the roof.
“’Special’, really? We can’t have that can we Spike, no. Friend, heat up a claw, where going to properly name this room” Brutus said. Spike looked confused, but eventually, he brought up a pointer claw, and heated it up with flame, causing Deus to jump back in fright, having evidently forgotten dragons could do that. Spike’s claw became glowing hot and Brutus then stood on hind legs and whispered into his ear. Spike nodded, and approached the board that said “special” on it, removing it from the door; he gouged out a word into the opposite side of the wood sign, and then replaced it upon the door. He leaned back, and the three friends admired his handy work. Deus laughed, shaking his head, wondering about the two boys he had just agreed to be friends with.
For written on the board, now hung upon the dragon and griffin’s door was the word “Predators” written in calligraphy matching that used to write stallions on the door to the house.
The three adolescent mares followed their guide throughout the school and, fearing the worst, were happy to find their own boarding rooms were only a few minutes further away from the school. Applebloom and Scootaloo were tiring, having had to help Sweetie Belle with her bag, all the way to the office from outside the school, along with carrying their own. Eventually, though, they arrived at a Manor that was a mirror image of the stallion’s, if slightly less old looking, and also had the word “Mares” in calligraphy written on it.
“Here we are girls; I hope you enjoy your time at Canterlot High” the elderly mare said, then, to a chorus of thankyou’s and goodbyes, she left, trotting back in the direction from where they came. The three girls, hefting their bags, walked in, and stared, amazed at the splendour they found. Though, unknown to them, it was set up in a much similar styles to the stallion’s manor except for the portraits on the wall depicting mares, it had a much more cleaner feel, and smelt slightly better. Eventually, after gawping at the room for a few moments, the three decided to wander around and find a room. They had agreed, before even coming to the school, to stay as roommates. But, after being told of the arrangements, with Pegasus on top, and earth ponies and unicorns spread between the middle and bottom, they conferred and decided that they would go for one, directly in the middle, a perfect compromise for all three of them.
They walked up the stairs, and stopped on the third floor, and chose the room, which was the same distance from the bathroom and the stairs. This was no case of luck though, rather, through the use of pacing, it was measured out perfectly. Applebloom opened the door, and gasped, followed by similar gasps from Sweetie Belle and Applebloom.
“It’s, it’s hideous” Sweetie Belle stuttered out, before falling into a randomly appearing reclining lounge. They trotted in, the lounge disappearing, and stared at the drab green curtains, the exact same colour as the three bedspreads, each a simple metal frame, with a thin mattress, and similarly thin pillows upon it. Their wardrobes, built from age old wood, nicked and covered in blue tack, where simple squares, that hit the roof, while the desks, matched each wardrobe to an exact T, each wardrobe identifiable with the desk used by the same occupant.
“Wahl, I guess it could use some TLC” Applebloom said, as she dumped her bag on the middle bed, dropping it from her teeth. Scootaloo, meanwhile, had just gaped at her new bed, dumbfounded. Then, unexpectedly, she began to cry. Great torrents of water, an emotional outpouring, something neither girl had seen from Scootaloo except for on two occasions, when she was adopted, and when she got her cutie mark, yet those were tears of joy, these were clearly tears of sadness.
“What’s wrong, Scoots?” Sweetie Belle asked. Trotting over to her friend, her bag forgotten, she wrapped her hooves around her neck. Applebloom rushed over and glomped her friends, hugging them tightly.
“It’s exactly like the orphanage, even the bedspreads are the same” Scootaloo cried, nuzzling her friends.
“Don’t worry Scootaloo, nothing will happen to you” Applebloom reassured her. Much to Applebloom’s surprise, Scootaloo started giggling, then Sweetie Belle, and finally she too began to giggle, just deciding to join in. 
“Why are we laughing” she giggled out. Scootaloo, quickly, unlocked herself from her friend grasp, flaring her wings, and smiling brightly.
“I think you spent far too much time with Zecora, Applebloom” she said, wiping the tears from her eyes on her hoof. Sweetie Belle nodded alongside her friend, before going and getting her bag.
“What do yah mean I was spending tah…? Are yah serious? Scootaloo and you, that’s a rookie rhyme, seriously, she rhymed orange onetime” Applebloom said, and then began laughing again, her friends soon joining her.
“Thanks girls, I needed that” Scootaloo said once they had finished chuckling. She pulled her bag to the wardrobe, and opened it.
“SHREEK” she screamed, and then leapt back, her body covered in a quite obviously fake pony skeleton. She calmed down soon after, throwing the skeleton to the floor, she saw there was a note attached to it. She picked it up, then placed it on the floor, and began to read what it said out loud.
“Welcome to Canterlot High, hope you have fun” she read aloud to her friends. She smiled, now knowing it was just a good natured joke. She picked up the skeleton, and turned around, beginning to do a slow dance with it. This gathered even more laughter from her friends.
“So, where do you think I should hang the stud” Scootaloo asked, laughing even louder when Sweetie Belle paled at her suggestion.
“You are not, I repeat, not hanging that in this room Scootaloo” Sweetie basically screamed. Scootaloo, in response, merely flew up, and began placing it at various points on the wall above her bed.  Sweetie Belle yelled out, and began running towards her friend, who blew out her tongue, and flew out of Sweetie’s reach.
“Seriously though, the school handbook said we could paint it how evah we want. I think ah’ll handle that part, yah got any idea where we could get some better sheets and stuff, Sweetie Belle?” Scootaloo said, growing tired of her friend’s antics. Sweetie paused in her ministrations against Scootaloo, brought a hoof to her chin, and tapped it against it, thinking, eventually she gasped, and ran to her bag.
“Rarity said that if it was anything like what it was when she came here, I would be wanting these” she explained to her bewildered friends, as she pulled out a box from her bag. She broke it open, and began pulling out three sets of single bed satin sheets, and accompanying pillow sheets. 
“See Scoots, this is nothing like an orphanage, and yah know why? Cause yah’ve got us” Applebloom explained, as she walked over and grabbed a set of sheets, pulling them open with her teeth, she smiled, when she saw Rarity had decided to personalise them. The sheets she had pulled out where a purple and orange mix, that actually blended quite nicely, in her humble opinion as an artist. She saw at the base of the doona, a monogrammed cutie mark, Scootaloo’s had been placed there.
“I think these are yours” she said to Scootaloo, who was holding what were quite obviously Sweetie Belle’s sheets. They each found their own respective sheets, and made their beds, Scootaloo was closest to the window, Applebloom was in the middle, and Sweetie Belle was next to the door.
“You know what girls, I think we’re going to have a lot of fun here” Scootaloo said.




Welp, if you want to know why this chapter took so long.....I'm just going to say, I had a really, really bad month, many things happened and well, I didn't have much time to write. From now though, I should get a chapter out once or twice a week.
Actually, I wanted to ask, What would you guys prefer, 3-4K word chapters every week, or half a week, Or 10-12K chapters every week or two?
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