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		The first thing Joss Farley noticed when she arrived outside Hoofpoint High School was that everything was huge. Like, really huge.
The glittering school palace must have been built for the kind of mammoth-sized unicorns that only appeared in storybooks. (Joss squeezed her eyes shut for a second to hope that gigantic unicorns didn’t actually exist. In this city, anything seemed possible.)
The school’s turrets looked as tall as the cliffs back home. Even the silver-inlaid school sign was the size of a small flying machine.



		Chapter 1
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		He was Mr Spike, the head teacher. He looked strangely out of place, standing in the shade of the shining palace with the marble unicorn. On the oval lawn, not a stalk of sweetgrass was out of place.
Mr Spike’s eyebrows were so long that they hung over his eyes like wiry grey curtains.
Joss took a deep breath and trotted up the golden steps, feeling more and more that she didn’t belong. She thought of her little junior school and felt a sharp pang of homesickness. At the top of the steps she paused and looked up at Mr Spike.
“Er, excuse me,” Joss said, raising her hoof. “Could you—”
“SIR!” Mr Spike bellowed, glaring down at her through his eyebrow curtains. Joss went prickly with embarrassment from ear to tail. This was not how she had imagined her
first day.



		She had never seen anything so big or so beautiful in her entire life.
“Not freaking out,” Joss muttered to herself. “Not. Freaking. Out.”
Her mum had told her to think only about the next step. Just put one hoof in front of the others and keep going. Fine.
The next step was to figure out where she was supposed to go. She walked to the foot of the wide, golden steps that rose up to the entrance. A grumpy looking, grey-maned teacher was standing at the top beside an oversized marble unicorn statue.
Joss recognised him at once from his picture in her Hoofpoint High Welcome Pack.



		
			
				
					
				
			

		

	

		
			[image: ]
		

		rang with the clatter of hoofs and the chatter of students. There was a wide staircase straight ahead, and decorated archways all around the sides of the hall.
Between each archway was a tall painting framed in silver filigree. With relief, she saw a sign pointing to the tournament arena through an archway on her right.



		Her plans for today had involved everyone realizing that she was super-cool and wanting to be her BFF.
“Excuse me, Sir,” she said. “Could you—”
“Can’t hear you,” Mr Spike said at the top of his voice. Joss heard a silvery giggle behind her. This would be a really good moment for the world to end, she thought. Any–time now.
“Could you please tell me where I’m supposed to go?” she asked. “I’m new.”
“All first years to the tournament arena,” said Mr Spike, as if it were as obvious as breathing.
Joss tried to thank him but it came out as a squeak. Hoofs drummed on the path behind her, and then a crowd of bigger students barged and pushed past her into the
school building.
Joss took a deep breath. Not. Freaking. Out.
She trotted after them and into a vast entrance hall, which smelled of limegrass and
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		Joss trotted towards the tournament arena along a covered portico, trying to keep her scribbled-on side hidden against the ivory wall. The archway entrance into the arena was a beautiful tangle of white lilies and pink roses. Joss walked under it into a grassy oval space with a rose-sprinkled hedge running all the way around. Above the hedge, tiers of spectator stalls rose skywards.
The other new students were standing against the hedge, some on their own and some in twos and threes.
Joss pressed her right side into the leaves and tried to look like someone who wasn’t having a crayon catastrophe. Ever since her parents had announced that they were moving to Spire City –the largest city in Brightside– she had been worrying about this day.
Her dad had said that Brightisle was a small island and the city couldn’t be that different from the seaside village where she had
grown up.



		I’ve got this, thought Joss. It was at this moment that she glimpsed her reflection in one of the mirrors. Her mother had yanked a comb through her pink mane that morning, but it was already in a hopeless tangle, and her silver horn had a purple smudge on it.
Her little sister had been messing around with a purple crayon over breakfast. Joss groaned and craned her head over her shoulder.
Yep, she could see purple scribbles all down her right side, which showed up clearly on her pale coat.
Thanks, Sukie.
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		“Wow,” said Joss, unable to stop herself.
The unicorn looked at her with sparkling turquoise eyes. The fierce expression in them made them look as hard as gemstones.
“Do I know you?” she asked.
Joss gulped. Just say hello, her mum had told her. It’s easy to make friends.
“I’m Joss,” she said, raising her hoof to say hi.
The beautiful unicorn raised one delicate eyebrow and then turned her back on Joss with a flick of her silky tail. On Joss’s other side, a black-coated unicorn snorted loudly and stamped her hoof.
“Ignore Orchid,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I know her from junior school and her favourite thing is to make everyone else feel small. It’s kind of like her hobby.”
Joss relaxed enough to manage a smile and realised that her mouth had gone dry.



		She had almost believed him until she saw the jewelled turrets and spires of the city as they drove over the Silver Gate Bridge. This was nothing like Topaz Bay. Besides, her dad didn’t have to face a high school full of cool city unicorns.
Not freaking out, she told herself again.
Not. Freaking. Out.
“I already know my way around,” said a silvery voice beside her. “My parents made sure I had a special, exclusive visit over the summer.” Joss turned around and came nose to nose with the most beautiful unicorn she had ever seen.
She had a flowing golden mane and a long, swishy tail. Her coat was pale lavender, her horn was like polished gold, and she was wearing a pink backpack with a silver star on the pouch. A couple of smaller unicorns were gazing up at her with their mouths wide open.
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		“I’m Jocelyn,” she said, replied breathlessly. “Everyone calls me Joss.”
“I’m Aster,” said the unicorn breathlessly, shaking her black mane out of her eyes. “Oh my gosh, I’m so freaking out. Are you freaking out? This palace is ten times bigger than my junior school. I keep forgetting to breathe, I’m so nervous.”
“It’s bigger than my entire village,” said Joss. “And yep, I’m totally freaking out too.” Aster grinned and winked one of her big, deep-brown eyes.
“Two ideas,” she said. “One, let’s stick together and two, let’s keep away
from Orchid.”
“That sounds like a plan,” said Joss, grinning back at her. Maybe Hoofpoint High wasn’t going to be so bad after all.
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		Joss had found out long ago that it was hard to make friends. Her parents always came out with remarks like, “You two are the same age so you’re bound to be friends,” which just showed how much they remembered about being at high school (hint: zero, zilch, nil).
Maybe that was how it had worked when she was a tiny little foal, but she was 11 now and it was clear that being the same age as someone had nothing to do with how well you got on with them.
It’s not as if you would put two forty-year-old unicorns together and expect them to be instant friends.



		Chapter 2
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		Her smile faded as she looked at someone over Joss’s shoulder.
“Great,” Aster said flatly. “Double the fun.”
Joss turned to look. A dazzling unicorn was trotting towards them from the other side of the arena, and Joss blinked. She was almost identical to Orchid. The only difference was her backpack, which was silver with a pink star on the pouch.
“Oh, not good,” said Aster. “The only thing worse than Orchid. Her twin sister, Opal. For spire’s sake don’t catch her eye. She’s the queen of mean.”
Joss’s mum always tried to teach her about positive thinking. “Believe it and it will happen.” Don’t notice me, Joss positively thought to herself as Opal trotted closer. Don’t look at me, don’t notice me.



		Which made it even weirder that making friends with Aster was possibly the easiest thing she had ever done. Joss could not believe how effortless it was to talk to her.
“Do you miss your old home?” Aster asked, when Joss had explained that they had moved to Spire City over the summer.
“Totally,” said Joss. “I know every inch of Topaz Bay. Yesterday I got lost on the street where we live.”
She sighed. “Mum and Dad say I’ll get used to it. Not being near the beach is the worst part.”
“I love the beach,” said Aster, bouncing slightly on her hoofs and closing her eyes. “I would live on a surfboard if I could.”
“You’re imagining you’re on a surfboard right now, aren’t you?” said Joss, grinning.
Aster grinned too and opened her eyes.
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		“Have you never heard of comforting lies?” asked Joss.
Aster grinned and raised a hoof to her head in a film star pose.
“It’s my own fault,” she said. “I cannot tell a lie.”



		Opal looked straight at her. Mental note: do not listen to Mum ever again.
“Blink war,” Aster hissed in her ear. “Whoever blinks first loses.”
Joss stared into Opal’s cold, turquoise eyes and felt her own eyes start to water.
Opal’s eyes narrowed slightly, and Joss flinched and blinked. Opal swaggered past her with a little smirk, and Aster gave a resigned sigh.
“No one’s ever beaten her,” she said. “I live for the day when someone makes her blink first. But it would probably signal the end of life as we know it,
or something.”
Opal was now with her sister. They were tossing their golden manes and giggling.
“They’re not laughing at me, right?” asked Joss, nervously.
“They are definitely laughing at you,” said Aster.
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		“Not how it works,” said Aster, shaking her head. “They like her because she’s pretty, but not as pretty as them, and she looks a bit meek and mild, so they reckon they can make her into one of their adoring idiot followers. By the time we get to talk to her, they’ll have made sure that she doesn’t want to talk to us.”
Joss was going to argue with this, but just as she opened her mouth, there was a bright blue flash in the centre of the arena.
Everyone fell silent and looked at the group of teachers who had appeared there. Mr Spike was at the front beside a young teacher with a rainbow-coloured mane. Her horn was still glowing blue, so she must have performed the magic.
For the millionth time in her life, Joss wondered how it felt to be able to do magic. It was so unfair that children didn’t get their magic sooner. Sixteen was five long years away.



		Just then, a very small unicorn trotted into the arena. She had a sleek brown coat with a short blonde mane and a golden horn.
“Who’s she?” asked Joss.
“No idea,” said Aster. “But she looks scared. Shall we go and say hi?”
Joss was about to trot forwards when Opal pushed past her, shoving her into Aster, who let out a surprised whinny.
“Sorry,” said Joss.
“Don’t worry about it,” said Aster, glowering at the Opal. “That was quite polite for her.”
Orchid had followed her sister and the two of them were now trotting side-by-side over to the new unicorn, their lavender legs moving in perfect time.
“Oh dear,” said Aster. “Too late.”
“Can’t we just say hi later?” asked Joss.
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		Joss and Aster shuffled into a line with the other students. Somehow, Orchid and Opal ended up in front of everyone else. Mr Spike peered at them through his eyebrows, and Joss waited for him to yell. But he said nothing.
“My name is Miss Lighthoof,” the teacher went on. “I’ll be teaching some of you A History of Magic, and I will also be one of the first-year form teachers. I’m looking forward to meeting each one of you, but for now I will just take my form with me. If I call your name, step forwards. You will be in Dragon class for your time here at Hoofpoint.”
She cleared her throat, and the sound echoed around the tournament arena. “Aster Brighthorn, Raheem Canterley, Jocelyn Farley …” Joss and Aster shared an excited glance. “… Rain Laceback, Noel Pickup, Samphire Silverback …”



		“Welcome to Hoofpoint High School, first years,” the young teacher said in a loud voice. “Please line up neatly in a row and wait for your name to be called.”
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		Miss Lighthoof led Dragon class out of the tournament arena and through a labyrinth of corridors, each one more beautifully decorated than the next. Joss and Aster were behind the twins, who were still on either side of Samphire.
“I hope you don’t mind me saying,” Opal was murmuring smoothly, “but those oatpops you bought are so uncool.”
“Very babyish snacks,” Orchid added in a voice that dripped like caramel. “But don’t worry, Samphire, we’ll look after you.”



		Chapter 3



		The small, blonde unicorn that the twins had befriended stepped forward.
“She must be Samphire Silverback,” said Aster.
“… Caleb Trotter, Opal Winterton, Orchid Winterton …” went on Miss Lighthoof.
The twins glided forwards to stand on either side of Samphire Silverback. “… and Lazlo Zane.”
“Shame we’re stuck with the Posing Pair,” Aster said in a low voice. “I was hoping I could escape from them here.”
“Maybe it won’t be so bad,” said Joss.
She glanced at Orchid, whose lip curled.
“Follow me, Dragons,” said Miss Lighthoof. “Your first day of high school is about to begin.”
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		“We think it’s a two-unicorn job,” said Opal, and the twins hoof-bumped over Samphire’s back.



		“Everyone calls me Sam,” said the little unicorn.
“Samphire sounds way cooler,” said Opal. “Also, we were at junior school with lots of these unicorns. We can tell you who to stay away from.”
“For example …” said Orchid.
She pointed her horn at a unicorn with red hair, a red coat and a black horn.
“Rain Laceback,” said Opal in a fake whisper. Rain’s ears twitched, and Joss guessed that she was listening to every word.
“No sense of style,” said Orchid.
“She’ll never be the class captain,” said Opal. “What’s the class captain?” asked Samphire. “The teacher chooses one unicorn to represent the class,” Orchid explained.
“It’s a really important role with loads
of responsibilities.”
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		Then she saw that there were tiny, diamond-shaped mirrors set into the
white walls.
Its high ceiling was adorned with tiny mosaic tiles, and arched windows looked down over the oval lawn at the front of the school. There were ten white marble desks, and the twins barged past Rain to seize three spaces at the back.
“Find a place, everyone,” said Miss Lighthoof, walking in behind them.
“I’m going to hand out your timetables and answer any questions.” Joss took the desk in front of Samphire and put her mint-green satchel down by her side. Aster took the place next to her.
Miss Lighthoof’s horn glowed blue, and then a timetable and a map appeared on each desk.



		“My eyes are rolling so hard they’re going to fall out,” muttered Aster.
Joss couldn’t stop a sudden snort of laughter, and Orchid shot a cold, turquoise glare over her shoulder.
“Some unicorns don’t know what to wear,” Orchid said. “They don’t know what’s cool and what’s …” she glanced down at Samphire’s backpack, “… not.”
Just then, Miss Lighthoof tapped one of the mirrors with her horn, and it swung open like a door.
“Welcome to your form room, Dragons,” she said. As she walked through, Joss saw that there were tiny dragons engraved into the silver frame of the mirror. She barely had time to feel thrilled by them before she was in her new form room. This really was nothing like her little school in Topaz Bay.
The high-ceilinged chamber was filled with sunlight. At first, Joss couldn’t understand how the light could be so dazzling.
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		“I really do like Sam better,” she replied in a quiet voice.
“Trust us, Samphire works best,” said Opal. “I’m looking forward to Play and Perform. I was the best actor in my junior school.”
“I like science,” said Samphire. “And maths, and computing. I love solving—”
“Yes, well,” Opal interrupted, “you’ll find that it’s only unpopular unicorns who enjoy all that sort of stuff, so you need to make sure you don’t look like one of them.”
Rain Laceback, who was on Joss’s other side, lowered her head slightly, and her black-rimmed spectacles dropped off her nose. They landed on a pencil drawing of something that looked like a machine. Opal and Orchid spluttered with laughter, and a sudden spark of anger ignited in Joss’s chest.
Half of her wanted to turn around and shout at the mean twins, but the other half trembled at the thought.



		Everyone eagerly leaned over their timetable and read the names of the classes.
“Happy Horns sounds awesome,” said Orchid, running her hoof down the list. “I’m already really good at polishing and pampering. What are your favourite
subjects, Samphire?”
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		She knew that Rain was looking sideways at her, and that made her feel even worse. Why couldn’t she be brave?
“It’s too late for some unicorns,” Orchid went on.
“But you still have a chance. You’ll need a new backpack, of course.”
“But mine is—”
“You could hide your rough mane with some little butterfly hair clips,” said Opal.
“But I think—”
“I have makeup that’ll disguise your stubby eyelashes,” Orchid went on.
“But we’re not supposed—”
“And a little silver horn ring would help to make your horn look less dull,” Opal added.
“We’ve got everything we need in our backpacks. Don’t worry, Samphire. We’ll go straight to the groom-room after this and sort you out.”



		It was as if she had split into two unicorns. Joss 1: Say something! She shouldn’t get away with hurting people’s feelings like that.
Joss 2: Why me?
Joss 1: You should stand up for other unicorns. Joss 2: I can’t.
Joss 1: Be brave! Joss turned and looked at the twins. Once again, Opal’s icy blue eyes bored into hers.
“Yes?” Opal asked.
Joss 1: Just tell her not to be so mean.
Joss 2: I can’t. “Nothing,” Joss muttered. She turned back to her desk and bowed her head.
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		As soon as Miss Lighthoof had given everyone their timetable, answered a few questions and told the twins that she wasn’t yet ready to choose the class captain, it was time for their first lesson, Play and Perform. Everyone jostled their way out of the Dragon form room, and the silver mirror closed behind them.
“I still don’t get it,” said Aster, pausing in the limegrass-scented entrance hall, and peering at her timetable.
“It doesn’t tell us where the classrooms are. How are we supposed to know where to go?”



		Chapter 4
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		They were reflected in the countless mirrors between the archways.
“Oh, not good,” said Aster. There were no signs to tell them which way to go.
“Let’s just pick an archway,” said Joss. “I mean, how big can this place be?” The answer was “very big”.
After five minutes of cantering up and down echoing marble porticos, both unicorns were starting to panic. They stopped next to some lockers and looked at the map again.
“It still makes zero sense,” said Aster, groaning. “We are going to be in so much trouble. Late for our very first lesson!” Just then, they heard a faint noise coming from behind a cream door.
The words Groom-Room were painted on it in swirly blue writing.



		“That’s what the map is for,” said Joss, pulling hers out of her satchel. It was printed on thick cream paper, and the plan of the enormous palace was embossed with gold and silver. Joss stared at the tiny squiggly lines and the even tinier writing.
“Er … I’m sure it’ll make sense when we start walking around.” She tried turning it upside down, which didn’t help.
“Not freaking out,” she said, grinning at Aster. “Speak for yourself,” said Aster, grinning too. “I suppose we could always ask one of the
older students.”
“No way,” said Joss. “Have you seen the size of them?” They looked around and realized that the rest of Dragon class had disappeared.
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		Her tail had been twisted into a bunch of little plaits and there were several hooped earrings on each ear.



		“Someone’s in there,” said Joss. “Let’s ask
for directions.”
She pushed open the door and the scent of vanilla wafted out around them. The noise grew louder.
“Someone’s crying,” said Aster, hurrying inside. “Come on.”
There were stalls around the sides of the room. Samphire Silverback was standing in the middle, staring at herself in a tall, mother-of-pearl-framed mirror. As Joss watched, a big tear rolled down Samphire’s nose and plopped on to the floor.
“Are you okay?” Joss asked, and immediately felt silly. “Sorry, stupid question.”
They all looked at Samphire in the mirror, which was as sparkly as the rainbow butterfly hair clips in her mane.
She was wearing thick makeup that made her eyelashes look black and long, and had a glittery pink heart painted on each hoof.
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		For a moment, Joss felt helpless. She could see that Samphire was upset and she really wanted to help, but she didn’t know how. Then she thought back to how she had felt that morning.
“I felt really worried when I got here,” said Joss, slowly. “I felt as if everyone was staring at me, and Opal and Orchid made it even worse. But then I met Aster, and she helped me to feel better. You’re Samphire Silverback, aren’t you? That’s a lovely name.” Samphire managed a tiny smile.
“Please, call me Sam,” she said.
“Sam,” Joss repeated. “How about we get all this stuff off you and then find Play and Perform together? Things always seem easier when you’re not alone.”



		“You look, er, different,” said Aster in a strained voice.
Joss glanced at her and guessed that it was taking all her strength not to burst into helpless laughter.
Samphire did look funny. But somehow, looking at the little unicorn’s tear-filled eyes and shocked expression, Joss felt no desire to laugh.
She thought about how she had felt that morning, when Mr Spike had shouted at her and had someone giggled. She wouldn’t be surprised if it had been one of the twins.
“Do you like it?” she asked, speaking as gently. “That’s all that really matters.”
Samphire shook her head.
“I feel stupid,” she said. “But they said they would make me look cool. They just pulled out all this stuff and before I knew it … I said I didn’t like it but they didn’t listen.”
“I don’t think they do ‘listening’,” said Aster, shaking her mane out of her eyes.
“And I think that being yourself is way cooler than being a copy of the meanest unicorns in school.” Samphire’s lips trembled.
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		She spread out the map and nodded.
“I get it,” she said. “We’re here, and the Play and Perform lesson is there. So we just go left, right, left, and we’ll be there.”
Joss and Aster stared at her.
“How did you do that?” asked Joss.
Sam grinned, and her eyes sparkled. “I love maps,” she said. “They’re like puzzles.”
“You’re a very useful unicorn to know,” said Aster, giving her a friendly shoulder bump. “I have a feeling we’re all going to be very good friends.”



		“But I don’t want to make you late,” said Sam, sniffing.
Aster shrugged.
“We’re already late. We may as well get into trouble together.”
By the time Sam had dried her eyes and cleaned off the makeup, Joss and Aster had pulled all the clips out of her mane and unplaited her tail. They scrubbed her hoofs until all the pink glitter had gone, and then they took the golden hoops from her ears.
“That’s much better,” said Aster. “You don’t look as if you stepped out of Uniteen Magazine anymore.”
“Now we’ve just got one problem,” said Joss. “We have no idea where Play and Perform is. The map is useless.”
“Let me see,” said Sam.
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		When Joss, Aster and Sam finally arrived at Play and Perform, it wasn’t in a classroom at all. A little way from the main palace building, an oval performance space was sunk into the ground, made of white marble, with benches cut into the marble all around the stage.
The rest of Dragon class were standing in a circle. The teacher, a tall, elegant unicorn with a curly mustache and a silk scarf around his neck, turned to look at them. “Aha, latecomers!” he declared in a loud, ringing voice.



		Chapter 5
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		“Join the group, dear unicorns, and let us explore the magic of drama together. I want you to imagine that you are in a garden. More than that, you are the garden. Choose a plant or a tree and be that.”
Everyone looked around, bewildered.
“I myself shall be a mighty willow in the centre of the garden,” Mr Freeherd proclaimed, rising up on his back legs and balancing with his eyes
shut tight.
“Aaaand meditate.” Joss, Aster and Sam stared at each other.
“What are we meant to do?” asked Sam. “This is not exactly my thing.”
“I don’t think this is anyone’s ‘thing’,” said Aster, looking around.
Raheem Canterley and Noel Pickup had twisted themselves into such an awkward position that it was impossible to tell where one began and the other ended.



		“I’m sorry we’re late, Sir,” said Joss. “We got lost.”
“Lost in a world of imagination, perhaps,” boomed the teacher, closing his eyes and putting one hoof on his chest.
“Er, no,” said Aster. “In the Groom-Room.”
Joss felt a giggle rising up inside her and glanced at Sam, who was pink in the face from stifling her giggles. Luckily the teacher didn’t seem to
have noticed.
“My name is Mr Freeherd,” he said. “I have been trying to learn everyone’s name by heart. And you are?” He tapped Joss on the head with his
spiralled horn.
“Joss,” she replied in a strangled voice. She glanced at Sam, whose face was now as a red as a tomato. Aster’s eyes were watering as she tried not to laugh.
“And these are Sam and Aster,” Joss added, pretty sure that neither of them could speak.
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		As Joss watched, Raheem burst into fits of hysterical laughter and fell over, pulling Noel down with him. Caleb Trotter had curled up and tucked his horn under one leg.
“Is Caleb being a shrub?” asked Joss.
“I think he’s asleep, actually,” said Aster.
The twins walked towards them, glaring at Sam. Their eyes narrowed.
“How sad,” said Opal in a chilly voice. “After everything we did for you.”
“Why would you want to be unpopular?” asked Orchid. “How could you choose these low-trotting no-hopers?”
“We’re not angry,” snorted Opal. “We’re disappointed.” They flicked back their silky manes and walked away. Aster glared after them.
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		“They are going to go crazy when they see how popular we are.”
Mr Freeherd didn’t move for the rest of the lesson. Most of Dragon Class spent their time reading and chatting, all except Lazlo Zane, who lay down and stared into space. At breaktime, Joss, Aster, Sam and Rain hurried back to their classroom.
As soon as they reached the silver dragon mirror, it swung open to let them in. Rain, blushing a little, showed them a little box on wheels under her desk. There was a button on the side and a slot like a letterbox in the top.
Joss nudged it with her horn and it rolled smoothly away from her.
“You can pull it along on the ground,” Rain explained. “I’ve filled it with oatpops. All we have to do is press the button and out comes an oatpop. Snacks for everyone!”



		“I wish, just once, that someone would teach them a lesson,” she said. “They always get away with everything.”
“Ahem,” said a voice behind them. They all whirled around and saw Rain smiling at them.
“I couldn’t help hearing what you said,” she went on. “And I might have a little idea …” “About what?” asked Aster.
“I love inventing stuff,” Rain said, going pink in the cheeks. “My dad was an inventor and … well anyway … I’ve made a snack delivery machine. It gives out snacks automatically. And I was just thinking, if we could set it up at breaktime, and hand out snacks, everyone would be super happy and we’d be really popular and then those horrible twins would be furious.”
Aster stared at her in awe. “That is hoofs-down the best plan I have ever heard in my whole entire life,” she said.
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		“It’s the perfect plan,” said Aster. “What could possibly go wrong?” Joss’s coat twitched again.
Do we really want to find out the answer to that question? Sam, who was standing in the doorway, let out an alarmed whinny.
“The twins are coming,” she exclaimed.
“It’s now or never,” Aster announced.
She gave the snack box a shove and it rolled along the pink marble floor ahead of them. “We should go to the paddock,” said Rain. “That’s where everyone will be.”
They had to trot to keep up with Aster, who was blazing with excitement. By the time they reached the entrance into the paddock, they were all out of breath.
Joss looked up and saw bluebells tangled with a few red campions in the archway.



		Aster kicked up her back legs in delight, but Sam looked worried.
“Opal and Orchid said oatpops were uncool,” she said.
“What do they know?” said Aster. “I saw some fourth years eating them just now. The first rule of Hoofpoint High is, ‘Ignore Opal and Orchid’.”
Joss wanted to be as delighted as Aster and Rain, but her coat was twitching like mad, and it only ever did that when something was wrong. Last time it twitched was when Sukie had balanced a massive bucket of slime over her room door.
All of Joss’s instincts had told her not to go in, but she’d ignored them. And ended up in slime. Now her instincts were screaming at her again.
“Maybe we should just think about this for a minute,” she said.
But Rain and Aster were brimming
with confidence.
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		“I’m telling you, we need to think about this,” she said. “The thing is, my coat—”
“Your coat is gorgeous,” said Aster. “This is no time to worry about the way you look. Ready, steady, snacks!”
And she hit the button as hard as she could. For a moment, nothing happened. Then there was a faint whirring sound. It grew louder and louder. Then a grinding noise joined in.
“That’s meant to happen, right?” Joss asked Rain. “Right?” Not freaking out.
“Er …” said Rain, and a little frown appeared between her eyes.
“Nobody panic …” Joss stared at her.
“I wasn’t,” she said. “But now I think I might.”
The machine squealed and then … PFUT! A single oatpop shot into the air. The four unicorns watched as it somersaulted high above the paddock and then began to fall.



		The paddock itself was a large daisy-strewn meadow where the students could relax at break times. It was already bustling with bigger unicorns, and Joss’s coat went into overdrive.
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		PFUT! PFUT! PFUT! A volley of oatpops suddenly thundered out of the machine.
Unicorns scattered in every direction as sticky, gooey oatpops splattered around them.
“It’s like fireworks!” yelled Sam, covering her ears.
“But messier!” Joss stared at the fleeing unicorns and at Rain’s horrified expression. Then she had an idea, and once again it was as if she had split into two unicorns. She felt as if she was trembling on the inside.



		It landed between them with a loud, wet SPLAT! For a moment, the four new friends stared at each other in silence.
“Ohhh, not good,” said Aster.
“Rain,” said Sam quietly, “what sort of spring did you put into that machine?”
“Don’t worry,” said Rain, “it was a nice strong one.”
“Yeah, that doesn’t make me feel better …” said Sam.
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		She threw back her head and caught an oatpop in her mouth. A ripple of laughter went around the students watching her. Then, one by one, they started to trot forwards.
Second years, third years, fourth years, even enormous fifth and sixth years were soon galloping around, leaping into the air and catching oatpops in their mouths.
Others licked the delicious oaty splats from their coats. Smiling, Joss bent down and turned off the machine.
“That was awesome,” said Aster, and bowed to Rain. “You are my absolute hero.”
“But it didn’t work,” said Rain.
“Didn’t work?” Aster repeated. “Are you kidding me?”



		Joss 1: Someone has to do something. Talk
to everyone.
Joss 2: Why me?
Joss 1: You’re involved.
Joss 2: No I’m not.
Joss 1: You so are.
Joss 2: OK, I’m involved. But I can’t do this.
Joss 1: Be brave!
Joss took a step towards the middle of
the paddock.
Joss 2: If someone offered me the choice of here or a dungeon right now, I’d pick the dungeon.
Joss 1: You can do it!
Joss 2: A locked dungeon filled with black beetles, every time.
Joss 1: There aren’t any dungeons in Spire City.
She took another step forwards.
Joss 2: But, why me?
Joss 1: Why not?
Joss reached the middle of the paddock, took a deep breath and shouted, “Don’t be scared. It’s just raining snacks!”
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		She pointed her horn towards the archway, where Opal and Orchid were cowering, dripping with oatpops. They scowled, and Aster gave them a satisfied wave of her hoof.
“Best. Day. Ever,” she said. Joss looked at her three laughing friends, and took a deep breath.
She still missed her old home, she still felt way out of her depth, and she was still a bit scared of the twins, even if they were currently smeared in oatpops. But school life was going to be a lot more fun than she had expected.
“Are you okay?” asked Aster, looking at her closely. “Or are you freaking out again?” Joss looked at the scribbles on her side, which were now dappled with oatpop splats.
“Definitely not freaking out,” she said, smiling at her three new friends. “As long as I’m with you lot, I think Hoofpoint High is going to be awesome!”
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