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		Description

Three university students, who were friends since childhood, travel to America as celebration for their 25th Birthday. Choosing Denver as their destination, they finish their final semester early and leave three days before May 1st, 2020. Our lead protagonist, Eileen, was the first to crash the night of the 1st, after some heavy drinking, leading to a vivid nightmare that she can't place. When she wakes up, life starts turning upside down for her and her friends.
Side fic based on Five Score, Divided by Four by TwistedSpectrum. The reading of that story is NOT required, but highly recommended, in order to understand what is going on in this one.
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		Chapter 1: Early Graduation and Travels



9:30 AM April 29th, 2020
Maynooth, Ireland
*Beep! Beep! Beep!*
I groan softly as I slam my hand on the annoying piece of technology, trying to get a few more minutes of sleep. Unfortunately, my roommates were already up, and making a ton of noise. 'Why must they be so...' I blink the sleep out of my eyes, staring at my alarm clock. "Oh shit!" I quickly jump out of bed, as I remembered what day it was. Today was April 29th, 2020, early graduation for students of Maynooth University.
Sorry, let me introduce myself. My name is Eileen Caddick, Entomology Major, 24 Years old. Today was the last day we'd spend in Ireland, for a week or two. As for the Entomology stuff, well for as long as I can remember, I've been an avid fan of Insects. Must be why my favorite species in MLP are the Changelings, but that's in the past. The show ended so long ago, and I haven't really caught up with the fandom.
Gently stretching, I make my way to the kitchen in the apartment my friends and I are renting while going to school. It's not a bad place, three bedrooms and two bathrooms. Being the only lady in the apartment, I get my own, which was glorious. I yelp loudly, as I trip over one of my roommate's props.
"Sorry Eile!" The voice of my theatrical roommate calls as he walks down the hall to me. This is Thomas Eisner, my second best friend, a Theatre Arts Major. He helps me up, as I hand him his Wizard's Gear. Did I forget to mention he's a huge fan of Magic and D&D?
"Thomas... How many times do we have to tell you to pick up your props?" The voice of my other roommate, Mason Kelleher, was heard as he pinched the bridge of his nose. Mason was a bit eccentric, if a bit cold, but that's a Geology Major for you... Or was he a Geography Major? Questions for later. Anyway, he's a true Irishman, Gaelic Accent and all.
The three of us have been friends since primary school. We were in separate classes, mind you, but got together after we all connected over Pokémon and nerd culture galore. When secondary school hit, we were outcasts together due to our Bronyness. Who knew that MLP: FiM would blow up the way it did. The three of us spent countless nights watching, talking, and creating character's based on the show.
Anyway, I'm getting ahead of myself. Graduation first, then recollection of past times later. "Make sure you all are packed up and ready to go. I do not want to miss our flight to America." I tell the guys as I waltzed into the kitchen, making myself some breakfast.
Mason nodded. "Aye. We've got two weeks of freedom ahead o' us. Best not squander it." He says with a smile, his luggage already at the door. Thomas looked at the two of us. "We've got less than 40, before we need to go before the dean."
I chuckle softly. "Okay. Make sure not to leave your doll here while we're gone." Thomas glared at me. "It's not a doll, it's a plush, and her name is The Great and Powerful Trixie, thank you very much." I gently roll my eyes. Yes, his favorite pony is a stage magician. He's liked her since her first appearance. "Doll. Plush. All the same to me, ya mick. You still need to cuddle it to sleep. I don't want you staying up all night while on our trip."
Thomas grumbles softly, before heading to his room to pack. Mason turns to me. "Lass. Could you not pick a fight with him? That toy is all he has left of his mum." I nod softly. "Yeah, I know. I just like messing with him, no harm done."

8:55 PM April 30th, 2020
Denver International Airport
Groaning softly, I trudge down the stairs to the tarmac. I thought we had booked a one-stop flight to Denver, but we had two layovers. One in Toronto, and the other in Illinois. I can't wait to get to the hotel, and start our party. Apparently, I was the only one who was exhausted from the trip. Mason was itching to get a move on and Thomas was excited about being in a foreign country that wasn't Britannia. "How are you guys not dead to the world right now? I'm feeling like shit..."
My two companions look at each other, before shrugging. "Late night gaming sessions." I roll my eyes gently. "Fair enough. Let's get to the hotel. I've brought a gift for us to enjoy while we're living it up like we're 18 again." Mason raises an eyebrow. "You don't mean..." Thomas gasps gently. "All five seasons!?" I smirk. "On Blu-Ray~"

11:55 PM April 30th, 2020
Candlewood Suites-Denver, Colorado
After downing a whole pint, I collapse on the couch. "Le's get this celebrasion starded!" Mason shakes his head. "One pint... She's sloshed after one pint..." I glare at him. "I cand rink you unda the table, old man!" Thomas smiles gently. "I've got 50 quid on you passing out after two seasons." I turn to him. "Yer on!" Mason grins as he grabs his whiskey and Thomas start the show with episode 1, Friendship is Magic, Part 1.
The night is lively and full of joy as we three enjoy ourselves. It's morning by the time we reach the Season 2 finale. Chrysalis is about to win, and there's nothing anypony can do to stop her. I'm completely wasted as I point at the screen. "Show the c*** the powa of love and tolerance, you prissy pink princess!" I shout, spilling my gin all over the floor, as I stand up. I really shouldn't have-
Eileen falls straight through the coffee table, as she blacks out. Thomas, while worried about his friend, smirks softly. "I'm 50 Quid richer~"

?????
My wings buzz in anger. My race, close to extinction thanks to that chaotic freak. Holding the corpse of my favorite sibling, Thorax, I finally snap. He is going to pay with his blood! Laying Thorax on the ground, I speed off into the distance towards the only place I know he could be. Ponyville.
It's a race against time as everyone I knew was quickly vanishing without a trace. First, the elements, then Cadence, and even my witch of a mother. I will avenge them if it's the last thing I- Why is the ground coming in so fast? Landing on the course dirt, and skidding up to the center of Ponyville, I come face to face with the bastard himself, Discord.
"Why the long face, Elytra? It's as though you want to hurt me. Tell you what, I'll give you the first swing. Make it count now~" He says as he places a tiny target on his cheek. I grit my teeth, fangs nearly breaking as I send my hoof into his face. He chuckles softly, as if unfased. "That was your one, Princess." Grabbing me with his magic, he lifts me up to his eyeline. "When I'm done with you, your coltfriend is next." I squirm in his hold, as he begins to curse me, my mind going dark.
As I fall into the nothingness around me, I hear Discord’s voice.
"Five score divided by four,
Your memories removed, your body confused!
For your insolence you must pay,
Cast off to a land far, far away!
I've scattered the six, and that's just the start of my tricks,
Your mind shall be weak, your outlook bleak!
Forgetting everything and living like a fool,
You have all lost, now no one can stop my rule!”


	
		Chapter 2: Hangovers Suck and Beginning Changes


			Author's Notes: 
Apologies. I, myself, am not Irish. I'm just a fan of the country and it's culture. From all the 5 Score/Four stories I've read, I haven't seen where the main characters are from the Emerald Isles.
Thank you for sticking around if you're still reading this fic. It means a lot to me.



12:25 PM, May 1st, 2020
Candlewood Suites-Denver, Colorado
Mason shakes his head as he gently slaps Eileen awake. "Come on, Eileen. We need you go get up." He says as if he wasn't sleep deprived. The sleeping form of Eileen sturs softly, giving Mason a glare from hell.
"Five more minutes... Chilly..." She grumbles softly, as sleep threatens to take her again. Hangovers were a bitch and she was having a massive hangover, though I guess falling face first through a wooden table certainly didn't help.
Mason blinks gently. "Why did you call me that? We aren't online in a game chat." He pulls her up off the floor, and leaning her up against the couch. Curious, she only called him that when she needed him to do something in game for her. She must've hit her head a bit too hard. "You feeling alright, love?" He asks, sitting down.
Eileen grumbles to herself, face between her knees. "I feel like shit..." She groans softly, head pounding. "How are you and Thomas?" Glancing at her friend, and the lump face down on the bed.
He shrugs, before glancing up at the ceiling. "We've been better. Though, seeing you fall earlier, worried me. You might want to go wash up before we head out." Nudging Eileen's side, as if it wasn't a request, he pulls her to her feet.
"Fine, but I might be a while." She says with a smirk, before heading to the bathroom. Though struggling to find the light switch, she feels slightly better after that show of care and affection. The light brightens quickly, as she closes the door. Looking into her reflection, she poses seductively. "Hello ya Fine Thing~" She pulls her shorts down, before pausing. "Uh... Mason?"
The male's voice was heard from outside the door. "Yeah love?" His voice full of concern.
Eileen gently touches her thighs. "Did I hurt my thighs when I fell?" Large black splotches adorn the outer part of her thighs. They were hard as bone, yet smooth to the touch.
Mason thinks for a moment. "I don't know, but it looked like you fell on your face and chest. Why? Is something wrong?"
Another voice pipes up. "Will you two please be quiet? Don't you know how early it is?" It appears Thomas has woken up, a bit on the grumpy side. "I swear... No one appreciates the finer things of sleep." He mumbles to his plush.
Eileen gulps slightly, backing away from the mirror. "Something is wrong... My skin is turning black, like pitch black..." She collapses to the floor, fearing the worst. "This is fine. I'm okay. I can just wear leggings, and no one will be able to tell." She mumbles to herself, pulling her shorts back up. "Mason. Get Thomas's ass out of bed. We've got things to do today." She calls out as she reaches for the door handle.
A yelp and a thud was heard outside the bathroom. Eileen rushes out to see what had happened. "Ow! Why the hell did you do that!?" Thomas glares as he lay sprawled out on the floor, the Trixie plush laying by the broken table.
Mason adjusts his glasses like an anime boy. "This was the only way to make sure you stayed up. Go shower. Unlike Eileen, you smell like a dead racoon." He says, while pointing at where Eileen was standing.
Thomas grumbles gently, as he grabs the clothes he set out for today. "Fine. I'll be quick." He says, bumping past his two roommates.

1:10PM, May 1st, 2020
Candlewood Suites-Denver, Colorado
Eileen sat on the bed, tapping her foot. "What is taking him so long? He's been in there for almost an-" She didn't get to finish as an irate Thomas storms out of the bathroom.
"Who's the funny man who mutilated my body!?" He shouts out, pointing in an accusatory manner.
Mason shakes his head. "What are you on about? Eileen's been out cold all night, and I wouldn't do anything to you in that way." He glares at Thomas, as if offended that he would even think about doing anything harsh to his male best friend.
Thomas glares. "Get your mind out of the gutter, ya tool. I'm talking about this!" He lifts his towel up, thankfully keeping himself decent as he shows off his thighs. Adorning both thighs, is the Cutie Mark of the Great and Powerful Trixie.
Eileen raises an eyebrow. "You got tatts? I didn't know you liked that sort of thing, and knowing you, it would've been something less childish..." She comment as she walks over, and pokes them.
"Elytra. You know I wouldn't dare walk into a parlor. This wasn't here when we got off the plane." He grumbles, gently pushing her away. "And besides, they're too smooth for tatts..." He huffs, looking away.
Mason blinks gently. "Elytra? Trixie. You, quite literally, could've said anything else for a nickname." He winces gently, before holding the sides of his head. "Damn... I couldn't have gotten a hangover... I only had two glasses."
Thomas glances over. "Chill? You a'right, mate?" He ignored the Trixie comment, as he looks on with concern. while reaching into his bag, he asks. "Need an aspirin?"
Mason takes off his glasses, before rubbing his eyes. "No. I just need some cold water. I'll be fi-" He looks up. "You called me Chill, as well. Please tell me you two still aren't shit-faced..." He utters as he gets up.
Eileen looks up at Mason. "You'd know if I was piss drunk. I think something is up, but without all the evidence, I'm clueless... Maybe it'll wear off?" She says with hope. "I don't know... I can't think on an empty stomach. I've a mouth on me for some chips." She comments, as she stands up.
Mason smiles gently. "Aye, chips'd do me a world o'good right now. Maybe there's a pub nearby." He says, as he grabs his jacket. "Oh. Get dressed, ya mick. You can't go around in a towel, you'll frighten the people in this town." Mason motions his hand up and down, addressing Thomas' situation.
Thomas finally noticed he wasn't dressed, before yelping and rushing into the bathroom.
Eileen chuckles softly. "We'll meet you in the lobby. You better leg it." She smiles gently, before following Mason out the door and into the hallway.

	