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		About Time



If You Hear Me, Let Me Know

About Time

Scootaloo laid in Lightning's embrace. They had spent the night with each other after Lightning proposed, and Scootaloo couldn't think of anywhere she'd rather be. The couple had spent the last half hour curled up together in silence, Lightning gently stroking Scootaloo's mane the whole time. Despite how long they had been dating, they had never moved in with each other. Neither of them agreed with the idea of moving in with a pony they weren't married to, and given how little they were in Ponyville at the same time, moving in just didn't make any sense. 
That was all about to change though. Scootaloo fiddled with the necklace that hung loosely around her neck. She moved her head and kissed Lightning: her fiance. She loved thinking of him as such. She had been waiting for him to propose for years, and was getting more annoyed with every year that she lived unmarried to him. She kissed him again.
"There a reason for that?" Lightning smiled down at Scootaloo.
"Do I need one?" she responded, challenge evident in her voice. 
"Do you want one?"
"Don't I already have one?"
"Do you think you do?"
"Yes, I -wait- buck. You win." The couple laughed. Even after seven years they were still playing their silly game of questions. Somehow it just never got old. The couple felt like they were schoolponies again. It had been far too long since they had just laid in each other's embrace. It felt wonderful. It wasn't long before Scootaloo had fallen asleep, Lightning stroking his sleeping fiance's mane. 
Scootaloo... is my fiance... I like the way that sounds. The thought made Lightning smile. He looked at the clock. It was 10:30. He gently shook Scootaloo awake.
"Uggh, why'd you have to go and do that?" Scootaloo asked with a grunt.
"Because tomorrow we have to get up early and go to Canterlot for that big show you guys are doing. And since the alarm clock is in your room, it looks like we're gonna have to move."
"That doesn't start until six at night... and we're not on until around ten. But I think I prefer the idea of sleeping on a bed as opposed to a couch anyway." Scootaloo groggily stood up and made her way to her room. Lightning followed close behind. When they reached her bedroom, they curled up together on her bed. Lightning set the alarm, and before they knew it they were both asleep, each dreaming of the life that was now set before them. At that moment, nothing mattered to either pony except that they were each in the embrace of the love of their lives.

The horrendous series of noises that could only come from Scootaloo's alarm clock woke both of the ponies instantly. Lightning jumped out of bed.
"Scootaloo, what the HAY is that? Is... is that a screaming foal?! And... nails on a chalkboard?!" Scootaloo smashed the alarm with a force that should have destroyed it, yet somehow the resilient piece of screaming plastic held its own. It immediately shut itself off.
"What can I say? It works, doesn't it?" Scootaloo shrugged as she crawled out of bed.
"So does obnoxious beeping." Lightning gave Scootaloo a deadpan stare. She walked over to him and planted a kiss on his muzzle.
"Good morning to you too, Lightning." Lightning blushed and returned the favor. Scootaloo pulled away and smiled taking a quick look at the necklace that laid on her nightstand. She made her way to her bathroom, giving Lightning a quick whip with her tail as she passed him. 
"What was that about?" His curiosity was piqued. Not to mention he was now quite aroused, despite how early it was.
"I'm taking a shower. You're not going to make me do that alone, are you?" she asked teasingly. Lightning grinned.
"I thought we were going to wait until we were married for the more... intimate activities."
"Who said anything about sex? You're just so much hotter when you're wet," Scootaloo said softly.
"I'll take that as a compliment." Lightning followed his fiance to the shower. This was going to be a good day.

Lightning and Scootaloo landed on the porch of the Dash home. They had agreed to fly out to Canterlot with Rainbow, Spitfire, and Steel. Scootaloo pushed the door open, and to nopony's surprise, Spitfire was already cooking breakfast. She stopped when she saw the new piece of jewellery that adorned her daughter's neck. Spitfire smiled warmly.
"Hey Rainbow! Our daughter has a shiny new necklace! I like it!" Rainbow rubbed her eyes as she entered the kitchen.
"Wow. He spared no expense. I'm impressed." Rainbow hugged her daughter. "I'm really happy for you, Scoot." She then gave a quick grin in Lightning's direction. "Even if it took the colt at least five years longer than it should have to actually propose." Lightning blushed in embarrassment. 
At this point in the conversation, Steel had woken to the smell of Spitfire's cooking and made his way to the kitchen. Steel hadn't changed much by means of appearance over the last seven years. He made no effort to style his unkempt mane for any reason, and didn't care how his coat looked. It drove Rarity insane. However, since his adoption, an image of a burning set of wings had appeared on his flank. A grin spread across his face when he saw Scootaloo and Lightning.
"Hey there, Rockstar. What's up, Hotshot?" greeted the colt. Lightning, in return, grinned at Steel.
"Just meeting up with your lazy flank before we all head to Canterlot for Scoots’ show." Steel looked Scootaloo over.
"Something's different... does it involve that shiny thing hanging from your neck?" asked Steel. Scootaloo laughed.
"Yes it does. Steel, I'm pleased to inform you that Lightning is going to be your brother in law very soon." Steel managed a grunt as a response.
"Took you long enough."
"Well, now that we're all up to speed, what do you guys say to getting some food? Breakfast is ready." Before Spitfire could react, everypony had already found a seat at the table in the kitchen. Spitfire laughed and began to serve everypony. As usual, she herself took her own helping last. As the family ate, Steel looked around. Everypony was smiling and laughing together. 
Everything seemed right with the world. Then again, for Steel, the fact that everything seemed right was exactly the problem. He had many doubts that he couldn't shake. Even though he now understood that his father hadn't been good to Scootaloo, what was to say she didn't deserve it? His father had only hit him when he deserved it, and Steel still couldn't remember ever being beaten by him. Everyday Steel found it harder to put on his facade of trust and love for his family. 
The anger that burned inside him remained. Living with his sister's adoptive parents was an everyday reminder of the family that had been ripped away from him. The father and mother he had before coming to this small town. He still vividly remembered seeing his father's broken body before him. It haunted his dreams almost every night, and he could barely manage to look at his sister without attacking her for killing him. One day, all of his questions would be answered. One day very soon.

"Go away, it's early and I'm hungover. I-who the buck are you?" Sweetie Belle's voice was incredibly haggard. It was obvious she had gotten a full night of drinking in the night before, and it was also obvious a less-than-moral stallion had taken advantage of that. It was made even more obvious when a weak, white aura enveloped the door and the stallion was forced outside. 
Scootaloo planted a forceful hoof in the scumbag's face for taking advantage of her friend. He grunted and took off down the hallway. Scootaloo facehoofed, watching him flee. Sweetie Belle walked to the door. Her usually pink and purple mane had been dyed red and black, and although she normally had it styled in a spiked mohawk, it now hung disheveled around her face. Her tail, equally disheveled, bore the same color pattern and hung about halfway down her hind legs.
"So Sweets, what happened last night?" Scootaloo asked casually. This was not an uncommon conversation between the two friends.
"Same as always, Scoot. Not a buckin' clue," Sweetie replied groggily.
"Perhaps you should quit drinking," suggested Scootaloo.
"You're probably right. If you'll excuse me, I need to go clean myself. And buy a pregnancy test."
"You know you won't be able to tell for another month, right?"
"I like to be prepared ahead of time," quipped the unicorn.
"Fair enough."
"Scoot, do my eyes deceive me or is that a shiny new engagement necklace?" Scootaloo blushed and smiled.
"It sure is! Lightning finally proposed last night. Took him long enough." 
"And you said yes? You always were an idiot, Scoot."
"Just because I don't screw every pony that buys me a drink doesn't mean I'm an idiot."
"No, you're an idiot because you're submitting to marriage with a stallion that dated you for seven years and didn't give you ANYTHING. Where is his sorry flank anyway? I thought you said he was coming to this one," Sweetie asked.
"He's watching Steel. My parents wanted to take a day for themselves in Canterlot, and you know how Steel looks up to Lightning."
"Yeah, kind of like your obsession with Rainbow Dash before she adopted you, but a LOT less extreme," Sweetie replied with a small smirk.
"Pretty much. Where's everypony else?" asked Scootaloo.
"Sleeping. Like I was trying to do when you began obnoxiously knocking on my door."
"Sweets, it's ten in the morning. It's time for you to get up."
"When every voice isn't a scream and I can open my eyes without being blinded is the best time for me to get up." With that, Sweetie Belle closed the door to her hotel room in Scootaloo's face. Scootaloo simply facehoofed and walked away. It was when she saw Sweetie Belle and her other bandmates in that condition that she was glad she wasn't much of a drinker. She decided to go find Lightning and Steel. She wasn't going to have much time to spend with them before the show started and she wanted to take every moment she could right now to focus on her personal life; to focus on her family.

"You're getting hitched?! Are you retarded Scoot?!" Kitty was stunned. The fact that anypony ever got married was something she didn't understand, and why Scootaloo was making that mistake was something she couldn't fathom. 
"Kat, lay off of her. If she wants to spend her whole life only buckin' one stallion, that's her choice." Jimmy was attempting to defend Scootaloo, but the thought of 'bucking' made Scootaloo shudder. She was happy to use that word as a form of profanity, but to actually have sex rough enough to be considered a 'bucking' was a thought that made Scootaloo's groin hurt.
"I better not ever get a bucking from Lightning...I'm not into rough stuff."
"How the hay would you know? You've never even had sex before! You've been with the same bucking stallion for SEVEN bucking years and you haven't even screwed him once! SEVEN YEARS!" Sweetie Belle didn't understand Scootaloo's desire to wait until she was married for sex. Especially when the stallion she was waiting to marry was Lightning. A mare has needs, and that stallion wasn't meeting hers.
"I'm pretty sure that will change tonight," Scootaloo said with a grin as she sipped from her cider.
"But you're not married," Sweetie teased. "That would break your moral standards." Scootaloo grinned. She still didn't look up from her cider.
"Ahh, but that's where you're wrong. We have a song that has a wedding scene in it." 
"Scoot, what are you-" Scootaloo put on her best puppy dog face and looked at Sweetie Belle.
"Sweetie Belle, will you marry me and Lightning on stage tonight for all the world to see?" Sweetie Belle grinned.
"You never do miss a chance to add a visual element to one of our shows."

"You buckers enjoying the show?!" Sweetie Belle shouted into her microphone. The audience screamed in response. "Glad to hear it! Now, something happened recently that is going to cause us to make some changes here in Iron Pony. I'm sure many of you out there see the shiny new necklace Scoot is wearing. That's because the idiot decided to go and get herself hitched." The crowd screamed again in applause.
"Now, I still think she's an idiot for her decision to say yes when she was proposed to, but I really am happy for her. We all are. In fact, we're so happy that we're going to interrupt our usual performance to bring out the unfortunate stallion that's going to marry her and play a love song for the two of them." As she finished her sentence, Lightning flew out of the sky with a storm cloud trailing him and landed with a loud crack of thunder on the stage. "Nice entry, Lightning." 
"Thanks Sweets."
"Anyway, we wanted to play a song to share their ‘Little Piece of Heaven’ with all of you in the audience tonight." As she finished her sentence, the ominous sound of a full orchestra and choir filled the stadium. The audience erupted in applause. After a short time of playing only the orchestra and choir, the band joined in. Jimmy carried the group with a heavy drum beat. Sweetie Belle lifted her mic with her magic, and began to sing their "love story".
"Before the story begins, is it such a sin? For me to take what's mine, until the end of time! We were more than friends, before the story ends. And I will take what's mine, create what none would ever design!" 
Sweetie Belle continued to sing the morbid tale of... well, love wasn't the right word. It was the first time anypony outside the band and Lightning had heard this particular song. Scootaloo didn't have much to do on her guitar because most of the music came from the recording of the orchestra, so she mostly just gave hoof gestures to demonstrate what was happening in the song. The rest of the Dash family stood in the front row of the floor. Even Steel couldn't help but rock out to the music that his sister and her band was playing. 
"Almost laughed myself to tears!"
"AAAAAAAAAAAHAHAHAHAHA!" Scootaloo echoed Sweetie Belle with a maniacal laugh.
"Conjuring his deepest fears!"
"Come here you bucking mule!" Then something happened that nopony in the audience expected, but everypony loved. Jimmy moved his head to a mic by his drum kit and began to scream.
"MUST'VE STABBED HIM FIFTY BUCKIN' TIMES! I CAN'T BELIEVE IT! RIPPED HIS HEART OUT RIGHT BEFORE HIS EYES, EYES OVER EASY! EAT IT, EAT IT, EAT IT!"
"He was never this good in bed, even when he was sleeping! Now he's just so perfect, I've never been quite so bucking deep in!"
As the song carried on, the audience noticed it only got more and more morbid. They loved it. After a chorus of chanting from on stage, Sweetie Belle turned to Lightning.
"Do you take this mare, in death, for the rest of your natural life?"
"Yes, I do." Sweetie Belle nodded and turned to Scootaloo.
"Do you take this stallion, in death, for the rest of your natural life?"
"I do," Scootaloo responded in a demonic whisper. Sweetie Belle smiled.
"I now pronounce you-" Instead of finishing the wedding ritual, Sweetie Belle jumped back into the chorus. Scootaloo kissed Lightning anyway. A mixture of applause and cat calls rang out from the watching crowd. 
"But baby don't cry-aiy-aiy-aiy." The sound of rolling thunder left the speakers as Sweetie Belle thanked the audience and the band headed offstage.

That night, Lightning noticed that Scootaloo was kissing him more passionately than usual. And more forcefully. And that she was pushing him straight to his bedroom. 
"What's gotten into you, Scoot?"
"You have a problem with it?"
"Not in the slightest, but I'm curious."
"Well, I've been waiting for seven years to get something out of you, and seeing as Sweets married us up there, I think it's time we finally meet each other's sexual needs," Scootaloo said, almost growling. Lightning grinned.
"You're very straightforward, Mrs. Spark. I've always liked that about you. Although quite frankly I don't know if that counts."
"It works for me, now get that door open so we have a bed for tonight's activities."
"Actually, if you'd look at the clock, it's two in the morning."
"Then expect to fall asleep at four."
"Ooh, forceful. Sounds tough. I like it." Lightning used his hind leg to kick his bedroom door open. Scootaloo quickly forced him onto his bed. It was going to be a long morning for the two of them.
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A New Day

Steel tentatively walked towards his father's broken body. He was scared, but he needed to make sure his father was alright. A pony's body wasn't supposed to bend that way, and their blood and bones belonged beneath their skin.
"Daddy? Daddy, are you OKAY?" Jade didn't respond. "Daddy? Daddy, wake up. Wake up Daddy, wake up!" Steel began to push Jade's body. Tears slowly started to stream down his face. "WAKE UP DADDY! DADDY, WAKE UP!" Steel looked up, and through the tears in his eyes he saw an orange mare with a purple mane and tail flying away from the scene.
Steel jerked himself awake. He looked around his room. As rage filled his heart he got out of bed and walked to the mannequin in the corner of the room. He dragged it to the center and gave it a solid buck. The mannequin tumbled across the room and landed on its side in the corner it started in. He was given the mannequin as a stress relief tool, as suggested by his therapist. It proved a valuable tool for releasing his anger. But a single buck wasn't enough. He sprinted towards it and slammed his right forehoof down on the mannequin's head, snapping it off. He stood over it, panting. The noise woke Spitfire, and she made her way to his room.
"Steel? Everything alright?" Hearing her voice made Steel's anger flare again, but he quickly gained control of himself.
"It's fine Spitfire. Thanks." Spitfire tilted her head. She could tell he was lying, but knew it was best not to press him into talking. Ever since he had been brought into their household he had an issue with his temper. He had never felt like a part of the family, and he never made an attempt to make himself a part of it. He had even refused to change his last name. He was the son of Jade Crestfall, and he held on to that fact as if his life depended on it. Spitfire sat next to Steel.
"I can't make you tell me anything but I just want you to know that Rainbow and I are always going to be here for you. We're your family," Spitfire said softly. Steel laughed bitterly.
"My family is dead. I don't have one anymore." His words cut Spitfire deeply. She had done everything she could to bring him into their family, but he refused to have any part of it. She knew that he felt that way, but she just wished he was more grateful. Sadly, there was nothing she could do. She couldn't punish him for missing his parents. She couldn't force him to see her as family. She opted to sigh.
"I'm sorry you feel that way Steel." At a loss for words, Spitfire left Steel's room and headed back to bed. She heard the dull crack of his hooves striking the mannequin again. A single tear slid down her cheek. She crawled into bed next to her wife, who continued to sleep soundly. Spitfire wrapped her forelegs around the sleeping mare and quickly fell back into a deep sleep.

Lightning's eyes slowly creeped open. He looked around his room and... something was missing. Rather, somepony was missing. The clattering of pans from down the stairs informed him that his fiancee was making breakfast. It was around that point in his train of thought that his nose began to work again. As it did, the smell of Scootaloo's cooking assaulted his nose with a near orgasmic aroma. In a semi-conscious state of pure nasal ecstasy, he rolled out of bed and made his way downstairs. 
Scootaloo heard the sound of hoofsteps coming from the stairwell. She looked up with an excited smile to greet her fiance. What she saw made her fall over, howling in laughter. Lightning stepped into the kitchen with his eyes half closed, his nose raised to the sky as if it were leading him to his destination, and the dumbest smile Scootaloo had ever seen had formed on his lips.
"I now know what heaven smells like." Lightning looked high. Scootaloo laughed.
"Wait until you taste it," Scootaloo said before she planted a deep, sensual kiss on his muzzle. "You certainly earned this." Lightning was brought out of his stupor that the smell of Scootaloo's cooking had left him in, only to be lost in arousal from the last kiss she gave him. A loud rumble from his stomach snapped him back to reality for the first time that day.
"Maybe we should eat some breakfast... but then I think I could use a shower." Lightning winked at Scootaloo as they sat down at the table together.
"I should get cleaned up as well. I'm still a little sweaty from last night." 
"But Scootaloo, there's only one shower! Whatever shall we do?" Lightning asked in mock worry, grinning.
"I guess we'll just have to share. Think you can shower with a mare and not get uncomfortable?" Scootaloo responded while passing Lightning a plate of food. Lightning took the plate and pressed his lips to Scootaloo's. 
"I think I'll be getting VERY comfortable in that shower with you."

Lightning and Scootaloo stepped out of the shower, each wearing a satisfied smile.
"So Lightning, does this mean our 'wedding' last night does actually count?" Scootaloo asked.
"It works for me. But you know my parents are going to want something more traditional," Lightning said. Scootaloo frowned.
"Define traditional." Lightning gave Scootaloo a condescending stare. Scootaloo swallowed. "I'm gonna have to wear a dress, aren't I?" 
"I'll be stuck in a tux. Don't worry, you won't be alone." 
"Clothes are NOT my thing," Scootaloo said with a groan.
"I don't enjoy it any more than you do, Scoot. At least you'll have some freedom in a dress. Suits are so limiting." Scootaloo groaned again.
"Fine, I'll wear a bucking dress. But you owe me for this."
"How about we move in before the wedding day? Will that make up for it?" Scootaloo pondered the thought.
"I thought you wanted to wait to move in until we were married," she said, a challenging grin on her face. Lightning kissed her.
"As far as I'm concerned, we ARE married. This is for my family, not for us." Scootaloo smiled.
"Then moving in sounds like a fitting plan."
"So, shall we get started? I've got an empty schedule today, so if we start now we could probably be done by nightfall. We could even merge our houses since they're both made of clouds."
"As much as I'd love to, I promised I'd help Applebloom at the farm today. You know how she is." Lightning chuckled.
"Yup. Despite her career with you guys she still helps around the farm whenever she's off. What's she doing now?"
"Well, Applebuck Season is in two weeks and they need to get a new barn up to fit the excess of crops that they're gonna have. Which reminds me," Scootaloo explained, lifting her necklace off of her. Lightning frowned.
"Why are you taking it off?" asked Lightning. It was Scootaloo's turn to give him a condescending glance.
"I don't want anything to happen to it while I'm helping Applebloom build a new barn, do I?" Lightning laughed and kissed her.
"Good point. You gonna need my help today?"
"Nah, the rest of the band is going to help out as well."
"Ahh. You guys always did look after each other. Well, in that case, if you need me today I'll be practicing at the Sky Track."
"Great, I'll meet you for dinner?"
"Dinner? Oh, right. We woke up at noon."
"Yes we did. Does eight sound good?" she asked.
"Sounds like a plan." Lightning kissed Scootaloo again as they made their way for the door. The two ponies dove off the front porch and flew in opposite directions. Scootaloo decided to visit her parents before heading over. It was around one, so she knew they'd both be home from work.

Scootaloo pushed open the door to her parents’ home. Spitfire and Rainbow looked up, clearly not expecting a visitor. They smiled when they saw their daughter.
"Hey there, Scoot. What brings you out here?" Spitfire asked.
"Yeah, aren't most young brides enjoying their husbands about this time in a marriage?" Rainbow asked with a wink. Scootaloo blushed.
"I'm on my way to Sweet Apple Acres to help Applebloom with that new barn she's building and thought I'd stop by on the way. And believe me ma, I enjoyed Lightning plenty last-"
"I don't want to hear about that Scoot," Spitfire said with a facehoof. Rainbow grinned.
"Atta filly Scoot! Is sex fun or what?" Rainbow asked.
"Oh my..." Spitfire mumbled. Scootaloo laughed.
"As much as I'd love to talk about my activities from this morning with my parents, there's something I came here to talk to you about," replied Scootaloo.
"Morning? What, did you two-"
"We got home late. Anyway, as I was trying to say-"
"How late?" 
"Rainbow, that's enough."
"But I'm-"
"Ma, focus. The reason I came here."
"Oh fine," Rainbow huffed and sat back on her haunches. Spitfire rolled her eyes and thanked whatever powers she could that she didn't have to talk about her daughter having sex.
"Alright, now that we're focused, I came to talk to you guys about the 'wedding' from the show last night."
"That was the most awesome wedding ever, Scoot. Made for a short engagement, but still."
"It was pretty cool, but here's the thing. Although that works for me and Lightning as a wedding, his parents want to do something more... traditional. So, we're still going to have a real wedding in a few months."
"So, you're not technically married then?" Spitfire asked.
"Not technically, but we feel the wedding from last night works and thus are going to treat it as the real wedding. We'll wait to take care of the legal part after the more 'normal' wedding for Lightning's family."
"Ahh. Makes sense. So, which one of us is going to walk you down the aisle?" Rainbow asked.
"I was hoping you would, Ma. You've always been more of the father figure, so it makes sense." Rainbow let that decision stroke her ego.
"I knew she'd choose me, Spitty." Rainbow winked at her wife. Spitfire kicked Rainbow in the shin. 
"Umm, I'm gonna go before this turns into a battle. I'll see you guys later!" Scootaloo turned for the door.
"See you later Scoota-OW! Oh, Rainbow. You're gonna get it now!"
"You gotta catch me first Spitty!" Scootaloo laughed to herself as the sounds of her parents chasing each other around the house rang through the wall to the front porch. She spread her wings and dove off the front porch. She had to help her friend build a barn.
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Friends and Family

Scootaloo landed directly in front of Applebloom. Startled, the yellow earth pony dropped the toolbox she had been carrying. She sighed in relief when she saw that the latch held and nothing had spilled on the ground before glaring at Scootaloo.
"Yer late. And ya scared the hay outta me." 
"Sorry Applebloom. Lightning and I got to sleep kinda late last night," Scootaloo said sheepishly. 
"Ah won't ask ya ta go into detail about that." Applebloom never wanted to hear about the sexual endeavors of her friends. Which made hanging out with Kitty and Sweetie Belle a somewhat difficult task for her. "But ya told me ya'd be here at ten. Ah didn't get home from Canterlot any earlier than y'all did, and Ah was out here at nine gettin' things ready." 
"Sorry Applebloom. Like I said-"
"Scoot, Ah'm happy fer ya, but Ah still don't want ta hear about that. Come on, we got the foundation all done. All we gotta do now is build the barn. Which is where Ah need yer help anyway."
"Alright. What do you need me to do Applebloom?" 
For the rest of the afternoon, Applebloom and the members of Iron Pony were hard at work building the barn. By the time night fell, they had the entire skeleton finished. It would take another day to finish the walls, but Applebloom wanted to do that herself. She appreciated the help her friends gave her, but sometimes musical ponies just slowed down the process. It was particularly difficult when Kitty managed to burn something with a levitation spell. She invited them all into the house for a round of cider, to which everypony happily accepted. Everypony except Scootaloo.
"Sorry guys, I promised Lightning I'd meet him for dinner," Scootaloo said.
"Come on, you're gonna spend an entire life eating dinner with him. Drink with us for a night, will ya?" 
"Sorry Kat, I made plans. Besides, I'm a lot less likely to get lucky tonight if I'm drunk."
"Isn't it supposed to be the stallion talking about getting lucky?" Sweetie Belle asked with a raised eyebrow.
"Oh, he's definitely getting lucky if it's up to me. But he won't screw me unless I'm sober. He'll think he's taking advantage of me if I'm drunk."
"You're getting married to him Scoot. If you don't screw him tonight, you'll have plenty of other chances."
"Sorry Sweets, you know full well I don't back out on plans. On the marriage note, can I talk to you in private? There's something I wanted to ask you." Sweetie Belle looked back at the others.
"When y'all are done talkin', come on inside Sweets. We'll be waitin'." Applebloom beckoned for the others to follow. Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo were left alone. Sweetie Belle waited until the others were out of sight before turning and throwing her forelegs around Scootaloo in a tight hug.
"What's that for Sweets?" Scootaloo asked.
"Don't play dumb with me Scoot. You know I've always had a soft spot for romance. And now you and Lightning are getting married! This is so exciting!" Sweetie Belle was on the verge of squealing.
"Why are you just now congratulating me? You told me I was an idiot every time the subject came up before." 
"Because the first time it came up I was hungover, and every time after that I was with the band. And frankly, when I'm with them it's a lot more fun to make jokes than it is to show how happy I am. Oh, this is gonna be so great! When's the reception? And the ceremony? Where? What time of year? What should I wear, ohmygoshthisisgonnabesogreatIcan'twaitRarityisgonnamakeyouthemostbeautifuldresseverohmy-" Scootaloo put a hoof in Sweetie Belle's mouth. A series of muffled noises that Scootaloo couldn't comprehend continued to flow from the mare's mouth. When she stopped, Scootaloo removed her hoof.
"You done?" Scootaloo asked her friend.
Sweetie Belle nodded. "Yup. I think I can handle myself now."
"Good," Scootaloo said with a sigh. She really hoped her friend would contain her excitement at her next question. "Now I was hoping you could... well, you know... be my Mare of Honor?" Sweetie Belle's eyes lit up. She then let out a squeal that rivaled that of a filly that just received her dream Hearth's Warming present. Scootaloo cringed from the damage dealt to her ears. She was used to them getting pounded by loud noises, but not of that high of a pitch.
"I'll... take that as a yes..." Scootaloo said as she rubbed her still ringing ears. Sweetie Belle nodded ferociously and hugged Scootaloo so tightly that she began to have difficulty getting air into her lungs.
"Sweetie Belle! Need... to... breathe!" 
"Woops, sorry Scoot!" Sweetie Belle released her near death-grip on Scootaloo's neck. Scootaloo took the opportunity to get her breathing and heart rate back under control.
"Alright, I gotta go meet with Lightning. He'll be wondering what's taking me so long."
"He always was a punctual stallion. So, is it true what they say about pegasus stallions with big wings?" Sweetie Belle asked with a grin. Scootaloo, in turn grinned at Sweetie Belle.
"Oh yes. Very much so."
"So it did the trick for you last night?"
"Actually, we didn't have sex last night," admitted Scootaloo.
"Your bedroom life is going to be terribly boring, you know that right?" Sweetie Belle felt a pang of sympathy for Scootaloo. Until she saw the immense grin that spread across her face.
"We didn't have sex last night because we didn't get home until two in the morning. We fell asleep around four thirty."
"Atta filly Scootaloo! Finally lost your virginity!" congratulated Sweetie Belle. 
"Yeah, well it was more fun today in the shower."
"Twice! In a matter of twelve hours! I'm impressed Scoot!" Sweetie Belle raised her hoof. Scootaloo rolled her eyes and bumped her own hoof against Sweetie Belle's. 
"Again, I gotta get going. Like I already said, Lightning will be wondering where I am."
"Alright, alright. You two have fun. Just remember to use protection."
"Don't worry, we won't be having a foal anytime soon. Try to stay sober tonight Sweets. We don't want a repeat of that time you woke up in bed with Jimmy."
"I thought we agreed we weren't going to talk about that again. EVER. AGAIN." Sweetie Belle gave Scootaloo a death glare. Scootaloo laughed. She was about to take to the sky when Lightning skidded to a stop right in front of her.
"L-Lightning? What are you doing here?"
"I thought I'd be a gentlecolt and meet you here," Lightning said with a smile before kissing Scootaloo. Sweetie Belle's heart melted at the sight.
"I'll leave you two alone for the night. Congratulations you two." Sweetie Belle hugged Scootaloo again, although this time it was a far more gentle embrace. Lightning gave Scootaloo an odd look as Sweetie Belle made her way to the farmhouse.
"Uhh, Scoots? What were you and Sweetie Belle doing out here all alone?"
"Making out while ingesting gratuitous amounts of alcohol and painkillers. You know, the usual." Scootaloo managed to keep a straight face while she responded.
"Alright, now tell me the real story," Lightning said while rolling his eyes and letting out a small chuckle.
"If you must know, I was asking her to be my Mare of Honor at our wedding. Oh, by the way, we should stop by Nurse Redheart's to see if she can give me a new trachea."
"Umm... why?"
"No reason.''

Scootaloo and Lightning decided to have dinner at Scootaloo's place. It was about time Scootaloo gave Lightning another cooking lesson as it was, and the couple thought it would be more fun to make dinner together than to eat at a restaurant. That, and each of them bore a coat and mane soaked with sweat from their activities that day, not to mention Scootaloo was caked in dirt and sawdust.
"Perhaps a shower is in order before we start making our food tonight," Scootaloo suggested with a wink. Lightning took the hint. 
"I'm all yours Beautiful."
"If you play your cards right." Scootaloo gave Lightning a seductive whip with her tail. Lightning playfully bit it and followed her to the bathroom.

Spitfire was making dinner for her own spouse when she had a twitch that forced her to drop the spoon she was using to stir her pot of soup. 
"DAMMIT SCOOTALOO!"

Scootaloo and Lightning stepped out of the shower. Like their last session earlier that day, they bore satisfied grins on their faces. The experience had even proven far more enjoyable in Scootaloo's larger set of facilities.
"You know, I normally would prefer a smaller shower, but that is a LOT easier when there's room to move," Lightning said as he wrapped a wing around Scootaloo. 
"Yes, yes it is. Now you see why I like having a bigger house? It'll make living with you a lot easier."
"Yes, yes it will. So, what do you say? We move into your place?" Lightning asked. Scootaloo didn't even need a second to ponder the query.
"Yes indeed. No way I was gonna live in your tiny house."
"We can merge them. I can gut my place so we can have extra storage room."
"Sounds like a plan," Scootaloo said as she nuzzled her fiance. "In the meantime, I'm starving. I was working hard enough BEFORE that last workout. My stomach's on empty." As if on cue, her stomach let out a rumble that roughly resembled Shepard's best death metal roar.
"Wow. I guess so. Let's get started, shall we?" Lightning gave a small bow and gestured towards the kitchen. Scootaloo giggled.
"You know, my mom probably has something made. Wanna go interrupt dinner there?" Scootaloo asked with a shrug.
"You have any energy to fly?" 
"Lightning, we're within range of 'Mom Sense'. It's not exactly much of a flight."
"Alright, then let's go crash dinner at your parent's place!" Lightning pushed the door open and gently kissed Scootaloo before they took flight.

Scootaloo and Lightning landed on the front porch of the Dash home. Lightning lifted a hoof to push open the door, but Spitfire beat him to the punch from inside.
"Scootaloo, Lightning. I understand that you're grown ponies now, and I won't tell you two that you can't enjoy each other, but when you two get married, can you make sure you live outside the range of my Mom Sense? I don't want to get a nervous twitch every time you two start fooling around." Lightning sheepishly lowered his head. Scootaloo laughed.
"Sorry Mom. I guess we just got carried away." Scootaloo felt she could at least apologize for disrupting her mother's evening. She wasn't actually sorry, but she was willing to fake it for her mom's sake. Spitfire laughed.
"Scootaloo, I was your age once. I know you're not the least bit sorry. Come on, I already have the table set for you two to join us."
"How did you-"
"Do we really have to go over this Scoot?"
"I guess not. Well, thanks Mom!" Scootaloo hugged her mother.  Scootaloo and Lightning sat next to each other at the table. They then noticed there were only four places set. Given that Rainbow was present, that meant Steel was the one that wasn't eating with the family.
"Hey, where's Steel?" Scootaloo asked.
"He's hanging out with his friends," said Spitfire.
"You know, I like the colts. They're perfectly cool kids. But that filly..." Rainbow shuddered. "I don't know about her."
"What's wrong with her? She's sweet, innocent, and normal by the standards of most ponies," Spitfire explained as she raised an eyebrow at Rainbow.
"That's just it. She's too 'Filly Next Door' and not enough 'Sweetie Belle'."
"I thought it was 'Filly with the Dragon Cutie Mark'."
"I've met fillies with dragon cutie marks. I've met fillies with dragon hunter cutie marks. None of them are as hardcore as Sweets," Rainbow said with a grin. Spitfire rolled her eyes.
"She's a nice filly. Sadly we can't scare her off though. Scootaloo, why couldn't you have had a little sister?"
"Sorry, I'll go back in time and tell Jade to make his filly-bearing sperm to swim faster," Scootaloo quipped.
"Sounds good to me," Spitfire said.
"If you two keep at it like you are, it won't be long before you'd wish his sperm would've swam a little slower," Rainbow added while gesturing towards Lightning. "Remember, I'm 37. I'm WAY too young to be a grandma." 
"Don't worry, he's been protected," Scootaloo responded. At this point in time, Lightning had almost completely buried his face in his food to hide his blush. He was still far more reserved than his fiance and her family, and although he could talk about sex casually, the prospect of talking to his soon-to-be in-laws about it chilled him to the core.
"You're right Scoot. He IS kinda cute when he's nervous," said Rainbow.
"Sorry Ma, he's mine."
"I'm pretty sure you know by now that I don't swing that way. Besides, there's no way he's as good in bed as Wildfire." As soon as she heard her bedroom name, Spitfire's wings snapped open. She shot an angry glare at Rainbow while forcing them back against her sides. Scootaloo almost fell over laughing.
"Rainbow! What did I say about the use of that name?"
"That we only use it in the-"
"THAT WAS RHETORICAL!" A hot blush had spread across Spitfire's face. Rainbow laughed.
"Come on, it isn't like she hasn't heard that name before." Rainbow shrunk under Spitfire's glare. "Alright, alright I'm sermafugler," Rainbow mumbled her unique apology. Somehow she still had yet to learn how to properly apologize.
"Apology accepted." Spitfire nuzzled Rainbow. Scootaloo looked over at Lightning. He had left the cover of his meal and wore a warm smile at the sight of his mothers-in-law sharing one of their peculiar moments where their love for each other was most evident. Lightning met Scootaloo's gaze and wrapped a wing around her. He pulled her close and planted a gentle kiss on the top of her head.

Scootaloo and Lightning stumbled into their home. They had eaten far too much of Spitfire's cooking, and now they each just wanted to get some rest. As they crawled into bed, they took a moment to gaze into each other's eyes. In them, they saw more than just the pony they loved; they saw their future together. The lives they would share, the family they would raise. They saw the pony that would help them through every hardship that was to come. The two ponies pulled each other close and brought their lips together in a passionate embrace. It was in the embrace of each other's lips that the two fell asleep.
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This Can't Be Happening...

Kitty popped open the bottle of painkillers she kept in her medicine cabinet. Probably not the smartest thing after a few mugs of Apple family cider, but oh well. She poured a couple of the pills into her open hoof and popped them into her mouth. Down the hatch. She aimlessly wandered around her Ponyville home, waiting for the drugs to take effect. She knew deep down that she had a problem, but wasn't about to accept it for what it was. As long as she could stay in denial she had nothing to worry about. At least that's what she thought before a sharp pain in her chest caused her to stop in her tracks. Her legs went numb and gave out from under her. As she collapsed onto the floor, she thought she heard somepony knocking at the door. 

Scootaloo and Lightning woke to a furious knocking at their door. Scootaloo looked at the clock.
"Who is here at two in the bucking morning?" she grunted.
"You know we don't have to answer the door. Come on, let's go back to sleep." Lightning pulled her close. Nothing irritated him more than disturbances this late into the night, and he ALWAYS ignored them. The knocking picked up again. This time it didn't stop.
"This had better be important..." Scootaloo grunted as she got up. She pushed the door open and was surprised to see Sweetie Belle and Pinkie Pie in Pinkie's hot air balloon. She noticed that Pinkie's mane hung flat against her face and the usually perky mare held an odd air of sadness about her. Sweetie Belle's eyes were red and puffy, and her muzzle was wet from crying. Scootaloo instantly woke.
"Sweets, what's going on?" 
"It's Kat... she... I don't know if she's gonna make it through this one Scoot." All the color drained from Scootaloo's face.
"What happened?
"She... took way too many of them. After she was drinking with us... Scoot, it's bad."
"Oh no... Where is she?"
"The hospital. Pinkie Pie had a twitch and got to her house as soon as she passed out."
"What are we waiting for? Let's go." Scootaloo instantly took to the sky and rocketed toward the hospital. Lightning had managed to hear half of the conversation, and tossed a rope to Sweetie Belle. The other end was tied to his waist.
"Tie it down. I can get you guys there faster than you can on your own."

Lightning kept his wing around Scootaloo as the two stared at the pony in the hospital bed. Kitty was alive... barely. Nurse Redheart said that if Pinkie Pie hadn't gotten there when she did then the young mare would not have made it to the hospital. Pinkie sat in the corner of the room. Her mane and tail were completely deflated. Nothing broke the party pony's heart more than seeing another pony in a situation like the one Kitty was in. Sweetie Belle put her hoof on Scootaloo's shoulder and motioned for her to join the rest of the band, save Jimmy. They decided it would be best to let him stay by his sister's side. Everypony had regained control of their emotions and they needed to talk about what their next step would be after their friend woke... IF their friend woke.
"This has to stop. We've turned the other way for too long," Scootaloo started.
"Yeah. She needs rehab," Sweetie Belle added.
"She's not going to take well to that," Shepard interjected. "We need her to go willingly."
"We all know she's not gonna go willingly. Either you help me drag her sorry ass into rehab or I'll do it myself," Scootaloo said. Anger was evident in her voice.
"What about the next tour we have planned? She won't be out by then. We could probably-" Shepard was quickly cut off by Scootaloo.
"To the moon with our next tour! We all know she's too good at hiding that stuff for us to keep her in check!" Scootaloo lowered her voice after receiving an angry glare from Nurse Redheart. "She's getting professional help. No more arguing." Shepard inched away from Scootaloo. He wanted the best for Kitty just like anypony else, but he wanted to get her the help she needed with as little confrontation as possible. Unlike Scootaloo, he was not very willing to drag his friend into a rehabilitation center against her will.
"What are we going to do when she wakes up?" Sweetie Belle asked.
"Tell her exactly what our intentions are and act on them. In the meantime, we need to make ourselves available for Jimmy," Scootaloo responded. The three ponies made their way to Jimmy's side. Jimmy was still in shock at the situation. He didn't cry simply because he couldn't believe that everything that was happening was in fact happening. He knew his sister had a problem and had tried to help her with it many times in the past, though it was to little avail. 
His attempts to help her almost always ended in a fight between them. After a while he gave up out of anger. His eyes welled with tears as the situation finally began to sink in. As soon as he felt Sweetie Belle's hoof around his shoulder he broke down into sobs. Scootaloo and Shepard put their forelegs around him as well. They all turned their heads when they heard a sad giggle from the corner of the room. Scootaloo smiled and took comfort in the fact that Lightning was able to get a giggle out of Pinkie Pie after the night's events. It wasn't long until the room fell silent.

Scootaloo woke to a series of loud, repetitive beeps. Immediately recognizing it as Lightning's alarm clock, she reached to shut it off. Only when she went to hit the alarm, it wasn't there. She then dimly remembered that she hadn't fallen asleep in Lightning's house that night. And that she hadn't fallen asleep at her own either. She remembered that she was in a hospital, and the noise was coming from a monitor that was supposed to be humming quietly and showing that her friend had a stable heartbeat. Her eyes shot open as Nurse Redheart and several assistants rushed into the room and quickly ushered the observing ponies out of it.
"Get those paddles ready!" 
"Yes ma'am."
"And get some adrenaline over here!"
"Are you sure ma'am? That seems-"
"DO IT!"
"Yes ma'am!" Scootaloo and the rest of the ponies that had been in the room only moments ago watched fearfully as the nurse and her assistants worked.
"Heart rate is dropping. Get me the adrenaline, now!" ordered Redheart.
"Yes ma'am. Here." Nurse Redheart pulled the cap off the syringe she had been given and pushed it into Kitty's chest. As she pushed the fluid into Kitty's chest, the monitor above Kitty's head showed an increase in her heart rate. Nurse Redheart sighed. She walked out of the room to explain the situation to her patient's friends.
"How's she doing?" Jimmy asked nervously. 
Nurse Redheart sighed. This was the worst part of her job. "Not good. All we can hope for is that by the time that adrenaline wears off her system will have enough of the drugs flushed out that her heart will be able to beat on its own," she explained.
"And if the drugs don't leave her system by then?" Sweetie Belle asked nervously. Nurse Redheart sighed again.
"Then you likely won't get a chance to say goodbye." After hearing those words, Jimmy broke down again. Sweetie Belle wrapped her forelegs around him and brought him into a loving embrace. She looked up at Scootaloo. Scootaloo noticed the tears forming in Sweetie Belle's eyes as well. And in Shepard's. And in her own. Where's Lightning at times like this? Wait, where's Lightning? Scootaloo was barely able to finish her thought before Applebloom bucked the hallway doors open. Lightning trailed behind her, making sure to keep his distance.
"Why in th' HAY did nopony tell me about this until now?!" Applebloom's eyes began to well with tears. "Y'all think she means any less ta me jus' 'cause Ah ain't a part o' yer band?!" Everypony watching Kitty felt a pang of regret for forgetting Applebloom.
"I'm sorry Applebloom. I guess we just kinda forgot," Jimmy managed to say. Applebloom gave him a warm hug.
"Don't y'all worry none, she's yer sister. Ah wouldn't expect ya to be runnin' to th' farm ta let me know." Applebloom looked around the room. "Sorry y'all. Ah guess Ah lost mah temper a little. How's she doin'?" No words were needed for Applebloom to know that she was forgiven. 
Scootaloo sighed. She was going to have to be the one to tell Applebloom. Lightning wrapped a wing around her and she gladly accepted the comforting gesture. "It doesn't look good, Applebloom. She really overdid it this time. Just before you got here her heart almost stopped. Nurse Redheart gave her some adrenaline, but after that wears off we can only hope her heart will be able to run on its own." 
"So what yer sayin' is we have to be ready ta lose her?" Applebloom's eyes welled with tears.
"Yeah..." Scootaloo mumbled. She buried her face in Lightning's chest and let the sobs come. Pinkie Pie wrapped her forelegs around Applebloom as she began to cry as well.

Two hours had passed since Kitty had been given the adrenaline. Scootaloo looked up at the clock. It was six thirty. Nopony had gotten any sleep since Kitty's near-death, and nopony had been allowed in her room since then that wasn't hospital staff. Celestia's sun had begun to creep up on the horizon and was beginning to flood natural light into the hospital's hallway. The rest of the band had decided to take a break from touring and recording. "A Hiatus" is what it would be called. They also agreed to take every effort to ensure the media didn't get a hold of any information regarding to the real reason for the hiatus. They had decided to stick with the "Scootaloo is getting married and needs some time away from work" story. 
After they had established how they would handle the situation they were in, they stopped talking. It had been almost an hour since anypony spoke at all, which is why the alarm from Kitty's room was especially startling for the ponies waiting in the hallway. And why Nurse Redheart was able to get into her room to again attempt to save her patient's life much faster than she had before.
"Get those paddles ready. If her heart stops we'll need to act quickly if there's going to be any hope of starting it again."
"Yes ma'am. You want to try more adrenaline?"
"No, not so soon. That could kill her just as easily as the drugs she took earlier can." 
"So we wait?"
"We prepare." 
Everypony in the hallway watched in fear as the hospital staff prepared for the worst. Scootaloo's eyes were glued to the monitor that was showing a rapidly slowing heart rate. The beeps began to grow louder and more frequent. And then they stopped, replaced by one long, dull tone. A long, flat line adorned the screen of the monitor.
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Not On My Watch

No. Not again. I'm not losing another patient. Nurse Redheart heard the sobs of her patient's friends outside, particularly from the large male unicorn in the center of the group. Her patient's older brother.
"Like hay you're dying on me! Bring me the paddles!" she ordered.
"Yes Ma'am!"
Nurse Redheart noticed with relief that the paddles were already charged. There might be hope after all. 
"Clear!" She pressed the paddles down on the young mare's chest. Her body bounced up, but there was no response on the monitor. She got ready to press the paddles down on her patient's chest again. "Listen here you stupid bitch! You're time isn't up until I say it's up! Clear!" Again, Kitty's body bounced, but this time there was a small flutter on the monitor. They had brought her back, but only for a moment. Nurse Redheart shot a glare at Kitty's chest. "Like hay you're dying on me! Beat you stupid mother bucker, beat!" 
She would have to apologize later for using such profanity in the operating room. "Clear!" She pressed the paddles down one final time on Kitty's chest. Again, the young mare lurched forward, but this time the monitor showed an erratic heart beat. What mattered to Nurse Redheart and everypony else in the room was that she had a heartbeat. She set the paddles down. She leaned against the wall and began to laugh. The door burst open and Jimmy ran in.
"Nurse, is she going to be alright?" he asked.
"She is now. I wasn't going to let her stay dead." Her expression grew very stern. "She should not be alive right now. If this happens again, it's unlikely she'll survive. She's a VERY lucky mare."
"We're taking time off from touring and recording to put her through rehab. I sincerely hope the prospect of refusing treatment doesn't consider crossing her mind," Scootaloo said as she stepped in the room.
"Scootaloo! So nice to see you here without having to give you medical attention!" Nurse Redheart hoped a joke would lighten the mood. Scootaloo laughed.
"Yeah, I was somewhat of a regular here a while back, wasn't I?"
"Indeed you were. How's that ear?"
"It works," replied Scootaloo.
"It would be working a lot better if you had appreciated my efforts to reattach it."
"Some things are more important Nurse. Besides, you still got paid for your work."
"You know as well as I do that I don't do this for the money, Scootaloo."
"Yeah. I know."  Scootaloo looked over at Kitty as she finished her sentence. Jimmy was standing over her.
"Kat... If you died on me..." He rested his head against her shoulder. "We'll help you get better. I promise. No matter what it takes."
Nurse Redheart walked over to Jimmy. She hated herself for what she was about to say, but he deserved the truth.
"Don't think this is over. She's stable, for now. We still don't know how much of the stuff that got her here is left in her system. It's possible that before long her heart could stop again. We won't be able to bring her back twice. And she's not likely to wake up for another couple of hours."
"J-Jimmy? Is that you?"
"Or she could just give a nice little 'buck you' to everything I know about medicine and wake up right now," Nurse Redheart said with a huff. Immediately upon hearing Kitty's voice, everypony in the room shot to her bedside. 
"Yeah Kat, it's me," Jimmy said with a sniffle. "I'm right here." 
Kitty looked around the room. "What in the hay happened? Why am I in a hospital bed?"
"You overdosed on pain medication you legally should not be in possession of after getting yourself mildly inebriated. If it weren't for Pinkie Pie and her Pinkie Sense, your death would have been a little more permanent. Any questions?" Nurse Redheart was always very blunt with ponies that ended up in her hospital as a result of foolishness. She hoped the "tough love" routine would help convince them that they needed to change something.
"Yeah. What do you mean by 'more permanent'?"
"She means that about five minutes ago your heart stopped." Scootaloo gestured towards the bruises appearing on Kitty's chest from where the paddles had shocked her. "She managed to bring you back to life as a result of years of training, diligence, and a string of profanities that can compete with a pissed off Applejack."
"I... died?" Kitty was having difficulty comprehending the situation.
"Yeah. We lost you there. Nurse Redheart brought you back. Kitty, I'm so glad you made it," Jimmy said, letting tears of joy flow. Kitty noticed Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle wore harder faces than her brother.
"I'm in trouble, aren't I?" she asked. Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle didn't need to respond to answer her question. They did anyway.
"Yes you are. As soon as you're out of here you're going to Canterlot. There's a good rehabilitation center there. You're done with those pills." Scootaloo made sure Kitty knew she was serious. Kitty groaned.
"Don't you dare give us that Kat! Do you have any idea how sick we are of looking the other way? You have a problem and you're getting help!" Sweetie Belle was not going to take any crap from her friend.
"I don't have a problem Sweets. I don't need help," Kitty argued. Scootaloo twitched, but, before she could scream at Kat, Jimmy stepped in.
"Kitty, you were dead five minutes ago. DEAD. And it was those damn pills that did it. Don't you ever tell us you don't have a problem."
"But what about-"
"We're going on hiatus until you're clean." 
Kitty's eyes widened. "You can't do that! What about-"
"It's already been decided. We'll cancel all of our upcoming shows and refund anypony who bought tickets early. You're getting help whether you like it or not," Jimmy said sternly.
Kitty couldn't argue. She could tell her brother was serious by the fact that he called her by her full first name instead of her nickname. And when Jimmy was serious about something, he was guaranteed to follow through with every word. Deep down she was relieved. The prospect of finally being free from the addiction she refused to face was a wonderful thing, but the thought of living without the release the pills offered was not so pleasing. She lowered her head back to her pillow. Weariness washed over her.
"Alright. I'll do it. For you guys." 
"Wow. She's going willingly after all. That'll make this easier," Shepard said.
"And that's the first time you've talked since she woke up. What's wrong, cat got your tongue?" Everypony laughed as Sweetie Belle realized what she said. She laughed as well. Shepard gave a loving glance in Kitty's direction.
"You could say that Sweets."
"I'm REALLY tired right now, but seeing as I don't know when I'll get to say this again, I want you to know that I love you guys." Kitty's eyelids fluttered. Jimmy rested a hoof on her shoulder.
"We love you too Kitty. Now get some sleep." 
"Don't have to tell me twice." The room fell silent as Kat drifted off to sleep. The sound of an inflating balloon was heard from the corner of the room.
“WOOHOO! This is the most super duper fabulatastic way last night could have POSSIBLY ended! Well, time for me to open Sugarcube Corner!"
"Hey, Pinkie?"
"Yes Lightning?" Pinkie Pie's face appeared millimeters from Lightning's. Lightning wasn't sure how it had gotten there, but didn't question it.
"Could you please keep this quiet today? We don't want the world to know about her yet."
"Cross my heart and hope to fly, stick a cupcake in my eye!" Pinkie Pie performed her age old ritual and bounced happily out of the hospital. Scootaloo walked over to Lightning and rested her head on his shoulder.
"She hasn't aged a day in the last eleven years, has she?" Lightning stated more than asked. Scootaloo laughed.
"No, she really hasn't."

After a half an hour of trying to convince Jimmy to leave his sister's side to get some breakfast, his friends gave up and decided to bring him some takeout. And after drawing straws, it was determined that Sweetie Belle received the task of being the mailmare. As the group of friends split off, Scootaloo and Lightning flew back to their home. Now that they knew their friend would be alright, nothing sounded more appealing than a good nap. It would be a few hours yet before Rainbow and Spitfire got home from work, so they had time to rest up before they went back to the hospital with their family. They landed on their front porch and stepped inside. After a quick breakfast they went to their room and laid in each other's embrace.
"I can't believe we almost lost her," Scootaloo said. 
"What matters is that we didn't. Look at the bright side. If she hadn't had that brush with death you guys wouldn't be making her get the help she needs," Lightning said. "Honestly, I think this will turn out to be a good thing."  
Scootaloo pondered Lightning's statement.
"I guess the family time the break from touring will provide will be nice as well. It'll be good to be Steel's sister for the first time in a while."
"You've always been his sister." Lightning was confused by Scootaloo's statement. Scootaloo gave him a condescending glance.
"I haven't been around much since the band made it in the music industry. You and I both know I've been more like the distant relative that creepily pops in and out every once in a while than his sister," Scootaloo explained.
"So what are you going to do? How much do you know about him?"
"Well, I know he looks up to you. I was kinda hoping you could help me out a little." Scootaloo sighed and pressed her head into Lightning's chest. "It's kinda sad that I'm asking you to help me connect with my own brother."
Lightning smiled and brought his chin down to meet the back of Scootaloo's head.
"I'd be happy to help you out Scootaloo. But for now I think I'd like some rest. Last night was a long night." 
"Yeah, it was. Too long. I'm just glad she's okay."
"We all are. Now let's not dwell on it. Kitty will be there when we visit her tonight."
"She better be," Scootaloo said as she drifted off to sleep. "She better be."

"She WHAT?!" Spitfire screamed. Rainbow's eyes nearly popped out of her head.
"Is she alright?" Rainbow asked.
"Yeah, she's alright. Well, now she is. She died at around six thirty this morning," Scootaloo explained, " but Nurse Redheart managed to bring her back." 
"Did I hear you correctly, Scoot? You said she DIED?!" Spitfire was dumbfounded. As far as she knew, when a pony died it was pretty permanent.
"Her heart stopped. After three zaps from those paddle things and a slew of profanity from Nurse Redheart it started again." 
"Nurse Redheart... uses profanity?" Rainbow asked. Spitfire facehoofed.
"Really Rainbow? Her friend dies of a drug overdose and gets brought back to life, and you're curious about Nurse Redheart's vocabulary?"
"Well have you heard her curse before?" Rainbow asked. Spitfire facehoofed again.
"As you were saying, Scoot?" 
Scootaloo laughed. Her parents were always able to lighten the mood of any situation, even if they weren't intending to.
"She's stable, for now. Nurse Redheart wants to keep her in the hospital for a few days. And after that she's off to Canterlot to get help. We're done letting her do that to herself. Next time she probably won't be able to get to the hospital in time."
"How did she get there in time last night?" Spitfire asked.
"Pinkie Pie. Her Pinkie Sense told her something bad was happening to somepony, and she followed it to Kat's house. She got there just as Kat passed out. According to the nurse, if Pinkie hadn't gotten there when she did Kat wouldn't have made it."
"Oh wow, how's Pinkie holding up?" Rainbow asked. "She doesn't take well to seeing other ponies in rough spots."
"As soon as Kat woke up her mane reinflated and she bounced away to open Sugarcube Corner."
"That mare is so random," Rainbow said with a chuckle.
"I only have one more question," Spitfire started. "If your friend is in the hospital, why in the hay are we still here?"
"Good point. Leave a note for Steel and let's get going," Rainbow added. Spitfire picked up a pen in her mouth and began to write. After the note, which granted full refrigerator access after the completion of a given list of chores, was completed, the three mares flew off to the hospital.

Sweetie Belle carried the bag of food intended for Jimmy in her mouth. She was happy she had the chance to get some alone time with him, despite the fact that she loathed the circumstances of it. She had always had something of a crush on him, but she refused to admit it even to herself. As she got to Kitty's room in the hospital, she pushed open the door. She stepped inside and set the bag down.
"Room service!" Sweetie Belle sang with a grin. Jimmy turned around and gave a weak smile.
"Thanks Sweets. I appreciate it."
Sweetie Belle picked the bag up again and walked over to Jimmy. She sat down next to him and passed him the food.
"Not sure if this is all your favorite stuff, I had to guess." Sweetie Belle gave a sheepish grin and looked down.
"Thanks. I could use some food right now." Jimmy opened the bag and lifted out a small pastry. He raised an eyebrow at Sweetie Belle. "Sugarcube Corner?"
Sweetie Belle blushed and looked more curiously at the floor.
"It was the first thing I saw... If you'd like I can go find you something else." Sweetie Belle turned to see Jimmy happily munching on the pastry.
"You know me too well, Sweets," Jimmy chuckled. Sweetie Belle joined in with a giggle.
"I'd hope so. We've been friends for what, thirteen years now?" asked Sweetie Belle.
"Something like that. Well what are you waiting for, Sweets? You aren't gonna let me eat all this myself are you?"
"That was kinda the plan..."
Jimmy pushed the bag to Sweetie Belle. 
"Eat something. Just because it's my sister on the bed doesn't mean this is any less stressful for you." 
Sweetie Belle looked at her sleeping friend, then down at the bag full of delicious pastries that was at her hooves. She pulled one out and happily wolfed it down. 
"That felt good..." Sweetie Belle sighed. She looked over at Jimmy. He was staring sadly at his sister. Sweetie Belle took his hoof in her own and rested her head on his shoulder. Jimmy gladly accepted the comforting gesture.
"I just hope she comes out of this alright," he said sadly. Sweetie Belle shifted her head on his shoulder so she was looking at him.
"She's alive and well, Jimmy. And after we get her the help she needs, we'll never have to worry about this again."
"You so sure, Sweetie Belle?" 
Sweetie Belle used her free hoof to turn Jimmy's head so he was facing her.
"Yes, I'm sure. Kat's a tough little bitch. She'll pull through." 
Jimmy smiled at the reassurance of his friend. And that she hadn't moved her hoof from his cheek. He wasn't sure if it was the stress of the situation with his sister or the fact that he had been waiting for the opportunity since he woke up with a hangover in her bed, but he was sure Sweetie Belle wasn't expecting it. He leaned in and pressed his lips to hers. Sweetie Belle's eyes shot open, but after a brief moment they gently fluttered closed and she returned the favor.
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Kitty's eyes slowly fluttered open, and it took her a couple seconds to remember where she was. When she had successfully oriented herself, she assumed she was alone due to the lack of sound in the room. She looked around, and her eyes eventually came to rest on two ponies she knew very well sitting on the floor. She also noticed that their lips were locked in a very passionate embrace.

Sweetie Belle was lost in the ecstasy of the moment. So this is what a kiss feels like when emotions are involved, she thought to herself. Now I see how Scootaloo barely managed seven years with Lightning without sex.
Jimmy's heart was pounding in his chest. He had never felt so much passion from a kiss before. This is the most amazing thing I have ever felt, he thought to himself. I could get used to this.
"Umm... If you guys would like it I can pretend to be asleep and that I never saw you two making out," Kitty said with a sly grin. She could see that those two were interested in each other for years, even though neither of them would admit it to anypony. Not even themselves. Though Kitty wasn't one for romance, she knew that her brother had wanted to be with Sweetie Belle for a long time and was happy he finally had that opportunity. Sweetie Belle and Jimmy froze, their lips still locked together. Their eyes shot open. Kitty didn't know how they managed it, but somehow they rocketed to her bedside at Pinkie speed.
"Kitty! You're awake!" Jimmy said happily, although he did let a nervous chuckle slip. 
"How are you feeling Kitty?" Sweetie Belle added. Kitty laughed.
"I'm fine. But you two are nervous as hay about what I saw. Don't worry, it's nothing to be scared of. We'll all be happy for you as long as you two stay together."
"I think we'll need to have a conversation to figure out just what exactly happened there," Jimmy said with a sheepish glance at Sweetie Belle.
"Would you like me to explain?" Kitty asked sarcastically. "You sucked on Sweetie Belle's face. Not much to it."
Jimmy and Sweetie Belle blushed hotly.
"I'm hoping there was a little more to it than that," Sweetie Belle said. "It sure felt like there was more." Sweetie Belle couldn't understand why, but she couldn't take her eyes away from Jimmy's.
"You know, I think I do as well," Jimmy said and rested his hoof on Sweetie Belle's. Both ponies blushed madly. Kitty rolled her eyes.
"Whatever. You know, if I'm going to rehab, it's going to be a while before I get any sort of action. Can I pack a vibrator for my stay?" Kitty laughed as the two new lovers relocated their hooves to their faces.
"You always know how to ruin a bucking moment, don't you?" Jimmy said.
"Fuck yeah I do!" 
Jimmy and Sweetie Belle gave her a strange look.
"What the buck does 'fuck' mean?" Sweetie Belle asked.
"You know, I was trying to say 'buck', but now that I said it like that, 'fuck' sounds a lot better doesn't it?" explained Kitty.
"Not so much Kat."
"Come on Sweets, open your mind to new additions to your vocabulary!"
"It actually does roll off the tongue a little better," Jimmy added. Sweetie Belle thought about it.
"Buck... fuck... buck you... fuck you..." Sweetie Belle facehoofed again. "I hate to admit it, but she's right. It really does flow a lot nicer."
"Fuck yeah! We've created a new word! Buck is no longer profane!" Kitty exclaimed and threw her hooves in the air.
"As much as I like it, we should stick with what works," Rainbow butted in as she stepped into the room. 
"How are you feeling Kitty?" Spitfire asked.
"Better than I was last night. I'm guessing Scootaloo told you what happened?" Kitty gave the ground a sheepish stare. She had always looked up to Rainbow and Spitfire as if they were her own parents. Everypony in the band did. She hated to disappoint them.
"Yeah, she did," Spitfire responded. Rainbow remained silent. She wasn't so good at these situations.
"I'm sorry. I—"
"You've already been forgiven, Kat," Scootaloo interrupted. "We still love you, which is why we're getting you the help you need."
"What she said," Rainbow added. She then noticed the bag on the floor.
"What's in the bag?"
"Oh, just a little something I got for Jimmy. He wouldn't leave the room, so I brought him food," Sweetie Belle responded.
"You mean you didn't just come here to make out with him?" Kitty asked. All eyes were immediately locked on Sweetie Belle and Jimmy. The two ponies facehoofed simultaneously.
"Really Kat? Really?" Sweetie Belle asked.
"You guys didn't seem afraid of me finding out. What's wrong with these ponies knowing?"
"You two... made out?" Scootaloo asked.
"We... kissed... a little..." Jimmy said while staring at the floor.
"That's wonderful! I always knew you two were made for each other!" Spitfire said happily. Jimmy and Sweetie Belle continued staring at the floor, hot blushes adorning their faces.
"It just kinda... happened. I don't think either of us actually expected it," Sweetie Belle explained. Spitfire and Rainbow looked at each other. They flew behind Sweetie Belle and Jimmy and pushed them out the door.
"What are you two doing?!" Jimmy shouted.
"You two come back when you've figured out what in the hay happened," Spitfire said.
"But-" Sweetie Belle didn't get to say anything else before the door to Kat's room was shut in her and Jimmy's faces.
"Well this is awkward."

Spitfire and Rainbow, satisfied with their efforts, turned their attention back to Kitty.
"What was that about?" Kitty and Scootaloo asked simultaneously. 
"That sounded almost exactly like our first kiss," Spitfire responded. "We didn't plan it, I just kinda jumped on Rainbow and did it."
"Yeah, pretty much. It was awesome. Although we were a bit less blushy about it.”
"Blushy? Rainbow, I don't think that's a word,” Spitfire said with a condescending glance at her wife.
"When legitimate words can't describe what I want to say I make words up. Don't buck with my method."
Spitfire chuckled and rested her head on Rainbow's shoulder. 
"Don't worry Rainbow. I love your method."
Scootaloo and Kitty smiled. Scootaloo looked over at her friend.
"AHA!" Scootaloo shouted, startling everypony in the small room.
"Scootaloo, what in the hay was that about?" Kitty asked.
"I knew your emotional side would come out sooner or later Kat!"
Kitty swallowed. She knew right then that she had been caught. What was wrong with her? She had never been one for romance. She still wasn't... right? She just smiled at seeing two happy ponies... right?

Lightning landed at the edge of the Sky Track and quickly spotted the pony he was there to see; the pony he hated to see more than anypony on the planet. The one who made his life a hell of numbers ever since he started his career in racing.
His manager. Being one of the top racers in the most renowned league in Equestria was a dream come true for Lightning. At least he thought it was until he found out it meant selling his soul to the highest bidder. Advertisements, appearances, sponsorships, anything to put a bit in his manager's pocket. And he knew what this conversation was about.
"Lightning! A pleasure to see you." Lightning knew his manager was lying through his teeth.
"Cut the crap Moneybags. What do you want?” Lightning asked frankly. 
"Well, seeing as you don't feel like doing this pleasantly, I'll put it bluntly. You need to get rid of that mare of yours. She's bad for business."
Rage filled Lightning. The only thing stopping him from beating the sleazy pegasus in front of him was the possibility of an assault charge.
"No. I am not throwing away Scootaloo for the sake of money."
"Now, now, don't think about it like that! Think about it as a boost to your public image. Everypony knows that you're with a rebellious rocker mare and it looks bad. Think about your fans, Lightning. They don't want to see—"
"I don't care what they want to see. I'm sick of holding back on her because of my damn career. I asked her to marry me three days ago. She said yes. You're going to have to deal with that."
Moneybags' face went cold. He spread his wings.
"Mr. Spark, you are to break off that engagement right now. What's more important to you? Your career or some mare? If the press finds out—"
"If the press finds out it will be a blessing." Lightning spread his own, much larger wings. "Do you have any idea how long I waited to propose to her on the account of YOUR miserable flank? I wanted to propose to her five years ago! FIVE. YEARS. So if the press finds out about it I'll be happy! If I get assaulted by reporters trying to get a story, I'll be happy to tell them that I asked the mare I love to spend the rest of her life with me! And I won't give a rat's furry ass about what it does to my image or your little economic empire!"
Lightning pressed his face very close to his manager's. "If you're giving me a choice between this job and her, you can nullify my contract at any time. Now if you'll excuse me, my fiance's friend is in the hospital. I want to be there to comfort her if she needs it." With that, Lightning headed to the edge of the Sky Track's lobby and dove off.
Moneybags watched Lightning fly away. He glanced at his own wings and sighed.
I always was inadequate compared to my racers, he thought to himself. 

Lightning landed in front of the Ponyville Hospital's entrance. It didn't take long for him to notice Applebloom, Applejack, and Big Macintosh heading towards the hospital as well.
"Howdy Lightnin'!" Applebloom called out. "Where's Scoot?"
"She's already inside. I had to go to a meeting with my favorite jackass today, so I'm arriving late."
"Ahh. How'd that go?" Applebloom asked.
"About as well as I expected. Anyway, it's a surprise to see the two of you here," he said to Applejack and Big Mac.
"Now why's that?" Applejack asked. "Ya know full well she's as much family ta us as she is ta all o' y'all."
"Eeyup," Big Mac agreed, verbose as always.
"Good point," Lightning said. "Well, what are we waiting for? Let's go inside and see how she's doing." Lightning pushed the doors open and held them for the Apple family. They each nodded and thanked him as they walked through the doors. As soon as they entered the lobby they noticed Sweetie Belle and Jimmy leaning against one another. 
Sweetie Belle gave them a look that clearly said "Don't say a bucking word, I'll explain later." Lightning and the Apple family in turn gave her looks that said with equal clarity "I look forward to it. 7:00 tonight?" Sweetie Belle huffed. The look she gave them next was as clear as the first. It said "Fine. 7:00." 

Lightning and Scootaloo stepped onto their front porch. It had been a long day for both of them. Lightning pulled the door open and gave a bow to Scootaloo.
"After you M'Lady." Lightning managed one of the worst fake Trottingham accents Scootaloo had ever heard. She laughed and took a bow. 
"My my, what a gentleman." She stepped inside and noticed immediately that a letter had been slid in under the doorway.
"You've got mail," she said to Lightning. Lightning looked at the unopened envelope in Scootaloo's hoof. He reached for it, but she pulled it away.
"What are you doing Scoot?" Lightning asked.
"Why is your boss sending mail to this house? You just moved in a couple days ago."
"Your guess is as good as mine, Scoot. Now let me read that." He reached for it again, but Scootaloo pulled it back farther. Lightning caught on and pretended to reach for it again. Scootaloo again pulled it away. Lightning leaned in and kissed Scootaloo.
"You caught on pretty quickly that time," she said with a smile after their lips parted.
"Were you expecting me to take longer?" Lightning asked.
"Quite frankly, I was."
"I win."
"You win wha- Oh you ass." Scootaloo and Lightning laughed. Lightning took the opportunity to snatch the letter from Scootaloo.
"Hey! Cheater!" 
"It's only cheating if you get caught," Lightning responded.
"I DID catch you."
"Oh. Then yes, I am a cheater." Lightning tore open the letter. He wanted to get whatever it was over with. As he read the short note, a wide smile spread across his lips. When he got to the bottom, he walked over to the trash can and threw the letter away. As soon as he saw it hit the bottom, he jumped in the air and shouted for joy.
"What did it say?" Scootaloo asked, her curiosity very much piqued.
"Moneybags just fired me. I'm free at last!"
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"Fired?! Fired for what?!" Scootaloo yelled. "You're his top racer!"
"It could be the last five commercial shoots I didn't show up for. It could be the fact that I've been refusing to model for children's toys and calendars. It probably has something to do with the fact that I refused to leave you. I don't really care. All that matters to me is that I'm free from that horsecrap."
"Why would I have anything to do with it?" Scootaloo asked.
"Think about it, Scoot. Most of the ponies that watch us racers are not into the kind of music your band performs. It's equated with the ‘bad pony’ image. Thus, according to Moneybags, you're bad for my 'public image'. Biggest crock of shit I've ever heard." 
Scootaloo was visibly hurt by those words. To be told she was bad for her stallion's public image cut her to the core. It hurt, even though she knew that Lightning didn't feel that way. She lowered her head and sat back on her haunches.
"Scootaloo... don't do that... you know I love you. Who cares what some jackass with bits thinks? Moneybags was just jealous that I got the complete package with my mare, where he only got a value meal," Lightning said reassuringly. 
Scootaloo smiled and looked up. "What's a value meal?" she asked.
"Kinda pretty, but dumb as a bucking rock."
"And what's in the complete package?" she asked as she got back to her hooves and flashed him a seductive smile.
"Unmatched beauty complemented by the wit and free spirit of the most unique mare ever created," Lightning responded as he drew Scootaloo in for a kiss.
"Well said Lightning."
"You know it's all true."
Scootaloo gave Lightning a cocky grin. "Of course I do. It's just nice to hear you say it."
Lightning rolled his eyes. "I love you, ya cocky brat," snarked Lightning. 
"And I love you, kiss-ass."  The couple kissed again. Scootaloo leaned against Lightning. "I'm beat. It's been a long day."
"Does that mean no sex tonight?" Lightning asked.
"Not tonight. Don't worry though, I'll be turned on tomorrow night," Scootaloo replied.
"Aww, I was ready to go too. Oh well." Scootaloo and Lightning headed to bed and curled up in each other's forelegs. It wasn't long before Scootaloo was sound asleep. Unfortunately for Lightning, sleep wasn't going to come as easily. As happy as he wasn’t worrying about having to race for a living anymore, he knew that he couldn't just sit around and do nothing all day. He needed to have a job, and it needed to be one that would keep him busy. And racing, if possible. He loved racing. He loved the adrenaline rushing through him; he loved the wind in his mane. The speed, the freedom, and the competition all thrilled him. Sadly, money had found a way to ruin racing for him. Lightning looked at his sleeping fiance. 
As long as I have her, it doesn't matter what I do with my life. As he stared at the mare in his forelegs, he slowly drifted off to sleep.

Lightning woke to the scent of a hot breakfast. It wasn't coming from the kitchen though. Rather, it was coming from a stand right next to the bed he was sleeping on.
"Morning sleepyhead," Scootaloo said with a smile. "Made you breakfast."
Lightning looked up at his fiance, then to the tray next to his bed. He took the cup of coffee that was on the tray and sipped it. After removing the mug from his lips, he let out a satisfied sigh.
"How do you make food so well, and how do you do it so early? It's only nine in the morning."
"I usually get up to watch the sunrise two or three days every week. There's just something magical about it," Scootaloo said with a blush.
"That's oddly sentimental of you," Lightning responded. "Why do you do that?" He didn't realize at the time that taking a long swig of coffee right then was a mistake.
"The first night that Soarin' visited Ponyville, I had a nightmare about the day before I moved to Ponyville. I never got back to sleep, so when the sun started to rise I got up. I watched the sunrise with my family, and it was the most beautiful thing. Then I ruined it by making a joke regarding Applejack's vagina."
Lightning immediately spewed the coffee he was drinking all over Scootaloo. Scootaloo closed her eyes, pursed her lips, and accepted that she brought that upon herself.
"Oh my... Scootaloo, I am SO sorry!" Lightning got up and and stood next to her. Though he was genuinely sorry, a sly grin crossed his lips. "Let me help you get cleaned up." Immediately after saying those words, Lightning proceeded to lick the coffee off of Scootaloo's face. Scootaloo laughed and tried to push him away, but her attempt simply made her chest vulnerable to the assault from her fiance's tongue. 
Lightning immediately capitalized, and soon he had pushed her onto her back on the floor and was dragging his tongue all over Scootaloo's chest. Scootaloo, amidst a torrent of giggles, accidentally kicked over the tray that contained Lightning's breakfast. A blend of oatmeal, coffee, and mixed greens impacted on Lightning's back. He stopped his assault and sighed. "You know, that kinda burns."
"You alright?" Scootaloo asked. All that hot food landing on his back at once couldn't have felt good.
"Yeah, I'm fine. I brought that on myself, didn't I?" 
Scootaloo giggled and nodded. "Pretty much. Come on, let's go get cleaned up." 
Scootaloo and Lightning got up off the floor. Lightning wrapped a wing around Scootaloo's back as the young couple made their way to the shower.
"Umm... what about the mess in the bedroom?" Lightning asked.
"We'll deal with that later," Scootaloo responded as she rested her head on Lightning's shoulder.

Scootaloo and Lightning stepped out of the shower. They were clean, and somehow had managed to keep their antics clean during the course of the shower.
"So, now are we going to clean up the mess in the bedroom?"
"Yup. Fortunately it shouldn't be too hard to clean. The food wasn't enchanted to sit on clouds, just the table and the plates."
"Ahh. Wait, if the food wasn't enchanted, how—"
"I keep food in containers that are enchanted to rest on clouds before I use it."
"Ahh."
Scootaloo giggled. Lightning was generally a 'takeout or starve' pony, which had greatly displeased his trainers when he was a racer. Then it hit her. If Lightning wasn't going to be racing, how would he keep himself busy? If he wasn't doing something he'd go insane.
"Hey Lightning? If I'm not here for you to sleep with, what are you going to do with your life? You'll lose it if you have nothing to do while the band and I are on tour."
"Snips can hook me up with a mare to keep me busy while you're gone. Granted, she'll probably be twenty years older than me and loaded with diseases, but it'll be something." Lightning laughed as Scootaloo punched his shoulder.
"Be serious you ass."
"Oh fine. I heard Soarin' was looking for an assistant coach for the race team at the high school. Somepony who can whip a group of kids into shape nicely," he responded.
"Oh, that'll be a good job for you. Hopefully you won't get slowed down by high school politics too badly."
"I dealt with money politics for far too long to start dealing with angry parent politics. Buck the parents."
Scootaloo laughed. "Hopefully you'll stick to bucking me."
"Like I said, Snips can hook me up. Maybe just a blow-up doll..." 
Scootaloo laughed and punched him again. "Lightning, you'd pop a blow-up doll."
"I'll take that as a compliment on the size of my tool."
"Or maybe I was telling you that you have a needle dick," Scootaloo quipped.
"Ooh, that's rough Scoot. I think you owe me an apology."
"I think I'll stick with making breakfast again. All I had to eat was a granola bar while I made you breakfast."
"Breakfast will work for an apology."

After eating, Scootaloo and Lightning prepared to part ways for the day. Before they left, they sat on their front porch and made plans.
"I'm going to swing by the hospital and visit Kat. I'll drop by the school when it gets out to meet up with Steel after that. What are you going to be doing?" Scootaloo hoped to meet with Lightning at some point before the end of the day.
"I'll swing by Soarin' and Fluttershy's cottage to talk to Soarin' about the coaching position. I'm not sure if it's still open, but I have a feeling he'd be willing to work me into the staff. After that it would be nice to catch up with him as well. It's been a while since I've gotten to really sit down and talk to him. I'll meet you and Steel at the school afterwards?"
"Sounds good to me," Scootaloo responded and kissed Lightning. "See you this afternoon."
"You can count on it," Lightning said before flying off. Scootaloo sighed as she watched him fly away. She then spread her own wings and dove off towards the hospital.

Lightning landed gently in front of Soarin' and Fluttershy's small cottage. He always smiled when he saw the place. It was, along with the Apple Family home, among the most welcoming places he had ever been to. He trotted to the front door and raised his hoof to knock.
"No need to knock, Spark. I'm out here."
Lightning jumped at Soarin's voice. Somehow he hadn't noticed his old friend relaxing on the porch in the morning sun. Lightning smiled.
"Hey Soarin'. I was hoping to talk to you."
Now it was Soarin's turn to smile. "Lightning. It's been too long. Come on, have a seat." Soarin' gestured towards the cushion next to himself on the small bench he was sitting on.
"What are you doing up so early Soarin'? I half expected to be waking you and Fluttershy up."
"I have a seven year old filly who needs to get to school in the morning. Sleeping in isn't an option anymore. And Shy's out and about taking care of her animal friends right now. Some company would be nice," Soarin’ responded.
"You can't help her with the animals?" Lightning asked with a raised eyebrow.
"I can. Problem is that little bunny of hers still isn't a fan of me. He's adorable, but I didn't know so much hate could be crammed into one tiny creature."
Lightning let out a small chuckle. He remembered his own run-ins with Angel in the past. They were a bit less than pleasant.
"You're gonna let a little bunny stop you from helping your wife do her job?"
"That's just my excuse. I never was good with animals. And she seems to enjoy doing that by herself. Especially when she gets to the birds." As if on cue, the sound of Fluttershy's singing voice gently permeated the stillness of the morning. The morning birds soon followed, and a beautiful melody began to massage the ears of the two stallions on the porch.
"She always was a great singer."
"Yeah..." Soarin' seemed to be getting lost in the melody. He snapped himself out of it long enough to maintain his conversation with Lightning. "As much as I miss sleeping in sometimes, getting up to her and Aerial every morning is definitely worth it. Now, you came here for a reason. What is it?"
Lightning laughed. Soarin' always could read him like a book. "I was wondering if you still had an opening for an assistant coach."
Soarin' raised a quizzical eyebrow. "I do. But I need that coach to be in town all the time. You're a professional racer. You're traveling constantly. It's a wonder you've been in town as long as you have."
"I'm sorry, but I have to correct you. I WAS a professional racer. Got fired last night."
Soarin' smiled. He was hoping Lightning would quit before it came to that, but it worked all the same. "Got sick of selling your soul to the highest bidder, huh?"
"That pretty much sums it up. I don't need a job to make money; Scoot pretty much has that covered. I just need something to keep me busy so I don't go insane from boredom."
Soarin' adjusted his position on the bench with a sigh. "In that case, the job's all yours. You can swing by practice tonight if you want to see where you fit in."
"Soarin', you coached me for four years. I know what you want from an assistant coach. Besides, tonight I have plans with Scootaloo. Apparently these wedding things take some form of planning and Scoot wants to get some of that done. I liked the wedding Sweetie performed better."
"I heard about all that, and I wish I could have seen it. I guess congratulations are in order. I'll be right back." Soarin' got up and went inside his house. He emerged a few minutes later with a decanter of scotch and two glasses.
"Isn't it a little early to be drinking, Soarin'?"
"Too early for a glass of scotch to celebrate your engagement? Lightning, you've got a lot to learn." Soarin' poured a small amount of the amber fluid into each glass and hooved one to Lightning. Lightning sipped the drink and let out a satisfied sigh.
"How old is this stuff?"
"Older than you. Hay, it's probably older than me. That's why you're only getting that much. This has to be savored."
"Fair enough," Lightning responded. "Fair enough."
"Lightning, why don't you stick around for a while today. It's been far too long since you've been around, and it would be nice to catch up a little."
Lightning smiled. He had been hoping Soarin' would ask that question. "I'd love to, Coach." 
Soarin' laughed. "Lightning, I'm your friend now, not your coach. Call me Soarin'."
"I've been calling you Soarin'. I guess old habits like to sneak back in every once in a while."
"In that case, get your flank inside before I have you doing Wing Pushups, Spark!" Lightning laughed.
"YES SIR, COACH SIR!"

Scootaloo landed with a dull thud in front of Ponyville's hospital. The doctor had just gotten back from vacation and was tending to Kitty when she arrived in her room with some takeout from Kitty's favorite restaurant in Ponyville.
"Scoot, is that... food? Thank you so much, I've been eating this hospital crap for days now! There's no way that stuff can possibly be edible! It's worse than train food!" Kat exclaimed.
Scootaloo laughed. Kitty had always been a bit of a drama queen when it came to food.
"I'm sure you'll survive, Kat. But I figured you might like a treat. This will be the last time you get to eat from Did's Deli before you go to Canterlot."
Kitty's eyes became as wide as saucers. "Oh no. Oh no no no. Look, I can barely survive our tours without that deli. You can't possibly be telling me I'll have to survive without it while going through rehab. Oh no no no no no no no, this is NOT good. I—"
Scootaloo cut her off with a fit of laughter. "Don't worry, we'll pack you some for the train ride to Canterlot. And you'll even get some company. Big Mac and Shepard are going to ride along with you."
"Big Mac? I can understand why Shepard's coming, we've been tight for years. But why Mac?"
"He want's to surprise his wife at the school in Canterlot."
"Ah."
Scootaloo tossed a sandwich bag to Kitty, who quickly unwrapped it and shoved the sandwich into her mouth.
"Daffodil and—mmnm—daisy sub. Scootaloo, you—mmmnomm—know me too well."
"I'd hope so. You're as easy to order for as your brother. And all I have to do to order for your brother is go to Sugarcube Corner."
"He has a sweet tooth like nopony I've ever seen. How are things with him and Sweets by the way?" Kitty asked.
"I don't know. They skipped out on our 7:00 meeting. Sweets is gonna pay for that."
"She made a facial promise, didn't she?"
"Yeah," responded Scootaloo.
"That's weird. She never breaks facial promises."
"I know! It's like breaking a Pinkie Promise! And breaking a Pinkie Promise is one of the fastest ways to lose a friend!"
"FOREVER!" 
Scootaloo and Kitty yelped in surprise as they saw Pinkie Pie retreat back into a potted plant with an angry look on her face. The plant settled back into its place inside its pot. Scootaloo cautiously made her way to the plant and touched it. There should have been no way for Pinkie Pie to fit inside. She picked it up. Judging by the weight, there was no way Pinkie was still in the plant, and there was no hole in the floor for Pinkie to escape through.
"I... how?" Scootaloo asked.
"That's pretty weird, even for Pinkie," Kitty said, still staring at the plant.
"Let's try not to think too hard about it."
"Good idea."

Steel made his way outside of the small junior high school in Ponyville. Autumn Wind was right where she had promised to meet him, in front of the school sign. Steel took a moment to look her over. She was as cute as a filly could be. Her golden mane and tail blended perfectly with her beige coat. He became temporarily lost in the sight of her sky blue eyes. She smiled and waved for him to come over. He could barely resist galloping to her, but he managed to limit himself to a fast trot. The two young pegasi smiled and shared a gentle nuzzle.
"Hey Autumn."
"Hey Steel." Autumn rested her head against Steel's neck. Autumn and Steel had agreed to go out together over a series of notes passed during their third class. Steel knew that his father wouldn't have approved, but he lacked the confidence to ask her out to her face. Steel put a wing on her back and they began the long walk to the lake by the Everfree forest. 
"I can't wait to see the lake. It's so pretty this time of year," Autumn began.
"You're always pretty," Steel said with a blush. Autumn giggled.
"Oh Steel. You're so sweet. I'll bet Spitfire and Rainbow Dash are so happy to get to call you their son." 
Steel lowered his head and stopped walking. He sat back on his haunches and began a forced breathing pattern.
"Steel? What's wrong?" Autumn sat next to him.
"I'm not their son."
"Well, yeah, I know they adopted you. But they take care of you and love you like a parent does."
"My parents are dead, Autumn. And they were both alive before the mares I live with now got involved."
"Steel, I'm sure it's not their fault." 
"Autumn, I watched my sister kill my dad. I dream about it almost every night. My dad wasn't always the nicest pony, but I never saw him as the monster they make him out to be. I just want to know the truth!" the colt exclaimed.
Autumn wasn't sure what to think. She wasn't sure what to think about any of that, so she tried not to. She rested her head against Steel's neck again. "The mares you live with always seemed like nice ponies to me. And so does your sister. Maybe you should give them a chance." 
Steel would have shot a glare at Autumn and yelled at her for being naive, but his heart had melted far too completely with her leaning against him. So instead he decided that it was possible she had a point.
"Maybe you're right, Autumn. I guess I should—"
"Well isn't this an adorable sight," Scootaloo said as she landed behind the two young sweethearts. Steel and Autumn jumped in surprise.
"Scootaloo! What was that for?!" Steel yelled.
"I just stopped by to see you little bro," Scootaloo said with a smile before turning to Autumn. "You must be Autumn Wind."
"Hi Scootaloo! Steel and I were just talking about you and your parents!"
"Were you now? I hope he had some nice things to say about us. Anyway, I'm going to let you two do your thing. Steel, can we spend the day together tomorrow? I was hoping to take this afternoon, but I can see you're going to be busy tonight." Scootaloo winked at Steel and Autumn. The two young ponies blushed simultaneously. Autumn decided to be nice.
"You can come with if you want." 
Scootaloo laughed.
"Sorry little one, this mare has plans with her own stallion this afternoon," Lightning said as he landed next to Scootaloo and wrapped a wing around her back. "So Steel, I see you've found yourself a fillyfriend."
Steel blushed hotly. He tried to speak up, but couldn't find the words. Autumn giggled. "You're cute when you're nervous Steel."
"I'm not nervous!"
Scootaloo and Lightning laughed.
"Remember when we were that age, Lightning?" Scootaloo asked.
"Yeah, I do. We got into all sorts of trouble, didn't we?" Lightning responded.
"Yeah, we did. Remember when we made sure the school intercom was turned on while the principle did his daily clop that he thought nopony knew about?"
"Of course!" Lightning nearly fell over laughing. "The whole school heard him! I still remember the look on Mrs. Sevenwing's face! It was PRICELESS!"
Tears were streaming down Scootaloo's cheeks as she continued laughing. "If that wasn't revenge for him trying to get me into his bed I would have felt bad for getting him fired," she said with a laugh. 
"The bucker deserved to lose his job. You're not the only filly he tried to seduce." 
"Meh, it's fine. Last I heard he's in prison. Now he knows what it's like to have creepy stallions hitting on him all the time," Scootaloo replied.
"That's what Ponyville gets for hiring a stallion from Manehatten to run a school," Lightning said with a sigh.
"Yep. Hey, where did Steel and Autumn go?"
Scootaloo and Lightning looked around. It was evident that during the recounting of the most famous prank in Ponyville's history, the two younger ponies had slipped away. Lightning laughed. "Looks like your brother and his little fillyfriend ran off. Oh well, wanna head on home and do that planning stuff you told me we're supposed to do?"
"I want to head back home... but I don't think I feel like planning a wedding right now." A sly grin formed on Scootaloo's lips. Lightning was quick to catch on. But it wouldn't be any fun if he made it easy on Scootaloo.
"Oh really? Are you thirsty?" he asked with a wink. Scootaloo almost vomited.
"LIGHTNING! The only place I want your tool is between my legs!" Scootaloo blushed as she got some strange looks from the remaining colts and fillies around the school...  and some very angry looks from all of the parents in the area.
"Umm, Scoot? Might want to keep it down," Lightning said with a laugh.
"Very funny, jackass. Come on, let's go have sex."
"Sounds like a plan, Scootaloo."
The two ponies took off for their home in the sky. It wasn't long before Lightning was struggling to get the door open while waging war with Scootaloo's tongue. As soon as they got the door open they fell to the floor of the foyer. They weren't going to need to go any farther into the home.
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Flashback: Hearts and Hooves Day

7 Years ago...
Lightning landed powerfully on the front porch of the Dash home, sending bits of cloud in a wide arc around him. He checked his saddlebags to make sure Scootaloo's gift was still inside. He had checked four times on the way, but one could never be too sure. The young stallion pushed open the door to his marefriend's home. Rainbow and Spitfire weren't home. Rainbow had surprised Spitfire with a trip to Manehatten as a Hearts and Hooves Day present, and they had left just that morning. Lightning immediately felt a pang of sympathy for the ponies in hotel rooms near that of Scootaloo's parents. Lightning noticed that something else was missing from the home. 
Where in the hay was Scootaloo? She had told Lightning to meet her at her house. It was then that Lightning heard a slow, romantic melody coming from the direction of Scootaloo's room. He facehoofed. Should've known, he thought with a smile. He walked to her room and noticed something odd. Scootaloo wasn't playing her guitar. The music was coming from a set of speakers on her nightstand.
That's not good. As soon as Lightning finished that thought he was sent sprawling to the ground by the mare he had come looking for. The two shared a kiss before either of them spoke.
"Happy Hearts and Hooves Day, Lightning."
"Happy Hearts and Hooves Day, Scootaloo."
Scootaloo and Lightning smiled and kissed again. Scootaloo let herself relax and she buried herself in Lightning's embrace. Lightning stretched his wings and wrapped them around her back. 
"I can't believe how much has happened in the last five months," Scootaloo began. "With Steel, Jade..." Scootaloo reflexively put a hoof to her right ear. Lightning cringed. He was still having difficulty getting used to that. "I'm just happy you were here to help me through it all."
Lightning smiled. "I'm not going anywhere, Scoot. No matter what happens. I promise."
The two young lovers shared another kiss.  "I love you Lightning."
"I love you too, Scootaloo."
Scootaloo shook a little. That had become the known sign for Lightning to release her from his wing's grip. He unfolded his wings and she got up.
"I didn't have the money to buy you anything, so I made you something instead," Scootaloo said as she took Lightning's hoof and lead him to the kitchen. In the kitchen was one of the most delicious looking cakes Lightning had ever set eyes on. The left side was frosted deep blue and bore Scootaloo's Cutie Mark. The other side was orange and bore Lightning's. Lightning licked his lips. Scootaloo laughed. 
"So, what do I get?" she asked and batted her eyelashes at him. Lightning smiled and set down his saddlebags. He reached in and brought out a small, felt lined box. Scootaloo gasped when he opened it. Inside was a necklace. The pendant was an engraving of a picture the two ponies had taken together. Scootaloo was speechless.
"How did you... wha... Ohmygosh, Lightning, this must have cost a fortune!" 
Lightning laughed.  "You're worth every bit." Lightning had dropped out of school to start his racing career. The signing bonus he received gave him a good deal of bits to work with. Lightning removed the necklace from the box and placed it over Scootaloo's head. The pendant fell right next to the locket Scootaloo was already wearing. Scootaloo looked down and frowned. She removed the locket from her neck and held it in front of her face.
"Something wrong, Scoot?"
"This locket... I wanted to wear it every day as a reminder of my mother," she murmured.
Lightning sat on his haunches next to Scootaloo. She sat down and leaned into him.
"But I think it's time I stopped wearing it."
Lightning gave Scootaloo a worried glance. "Are you sure? I thought you were going to wear that to the grave."
"I was going to. But what you just gave me... I need to focus on what I have now, not what's absent from my life. And what I have now is the best stallion I could ever hope to get my hooves on." Scootaloo gently set the necklace down on the counter. Lightning smiled and kissed Scootaloo.
"I'm flattered, Scoot. Now what do you say we dig into this cake?" 
Scootaloo smiled.
"May as well eat it while it's hot."

Some time later, the kitchen was littered with pieces of cake. The process of eating it had turned into an all out war after Scootaloo shoved Lightning's face into his first slice. The young couple was rolling around on the floor in a fit of laughter.
"Maybe we should get cleaned up," Lightning suggested.
"Good idea," Scootaloo replied. A sly smile passed her lips. "And seeing as we're alone, we could share the shower and not get caught."
"Woah, Scoot. Let's keep it clean."
"Who said anything about sex? You're just so hot when you're wet."
"I'll take that as a compliment," Lightning said, chuckling as he got up. He helped Scootaloo to her hooves and wrapped a wing around her back. The couple made their way to the bathroom. 
"It's a good thing Twilight was home. Her and Mac are always so happy to babysit Steel," Scootaloo said.
"Yeah. I wonder how long it will be before they have a foal of their own," Lightning wondered aloud.
"At this rate, not long. Is... is that a note on the bathroom door?" 
Lightning looked up. There was a note on the bathroom door. Judging by the sloppy writing, it had obviously been left by Rainbow. Lightning and Scootaloo both facehoofed as soon as they read the note.
Dear Lovebirds
Use Protection
Love,
Ma
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Steel looked out at the lake. It was beautiful in the setting sun. As he relaxed in the cool sand, he felt a warm, soft presence lean against him. He immediately blushed, but still proceeded to rest his head on top of her own.
"It's so pretty, isn't it?" Autumn thought aloud.
"Yeah..." Steel said. 
Autumn could tell something was bothering him. "Steel, what's wrong?"
"It's nothing."
"Steel, it's okay. You can tell me anything."
Steel turned to face Autumn. He was temporarily dumbstruck by the sight of her. He had to shake his head to get his thoughts back in order. Autumn giggled. Wow, did Steel love that giggle.
"What was that for?"
"You're too pretty... I mean, I, err, um..." Steel cursed himself mentally. Why did he get so stupid around pretty fillies? His dad would be ashamed of him right now. Autumn giggled again, and a small blush formed on her cheeks. Steel's mouth hung open. Why was his heart melting right now?
"Oh Steel. There's no need to be so nervous. I like you."
Steel blushed hotly. "I... like you... too..." 
Both Steel's and Autumn's blushes intensified. They each turned away from each other in a vain attempt to hide their faces, but they quickly realized their attempts were in vain.
"Steel, you never told me what was wrong."
Steel fought back the urge to lose his temper. He didn't want to hurt her feelings, but he also had no desire to share his.
"I don't really want to talk about it."
Autumn frowned, but quickly perked back up. "That's okay. You can tell me whenever you're ready."
Steel smiled. Autumn was always so understanding. "Thanks."
Autumn leaned into Steel and rested her head on his neck again.
"Anytime, Steel." 
Steel wrapped his wing around her back. He didn't know what else he could say, so he didn't say anything. He was content to just sit and watch the sunset with Autumn.

Scootaloo laid on the floor, her legs pointing in four different directions. All she could manage was panting. A massive smile was plastered on her face. Lightning was in a similar position on his back next to her. 
"I should probably go clean myself off a little," Lightning managed. 
Scootaloo chuckled. "Yeah, me too. It's a good thing I got my hooves on some birth control pills, otherwise there would probably be a foal on the way." 
"Yeah... I don't think I'm ready to be a dad."
"You think I'm ready to be a mom?"
"Not in the slightest," he replied.
"Wow, you couldn't even lie and tell me I am?"
"Sorry Scoot, but you know that if you ask me something you're getting an honest answer. You're as ready to be a parent as I am."
"I find your lack of faith disturbing! If I didn't wholly agree with you, I'd be seriously offended!"
"But you do agree, so that means I'm not in trouble." Lightning struggled to his hooves as he finished his sentence.
Scootaloo sighed. "Fair enough, Lightning," Scootaloo said as she got to her own hooves. "Come on, let's take a shower and go to bed. I need to rest up for tomorrow. It's going to be an emotional day."
"Tomorrow's the day Kat leaves for Canterlot, isn't it?"
"Yeah. We're sending Shepard and Big Mac along with her."
"Alright, I get why you're sending Shepard. Those two have been tight for years. Why are you sending Big Mac?"
"He wants to surprise Twilight at the school." 
"Ahh. Makes sense. Well, I'll be sure to be there with you to see her off," Lightning replied.
"Thanks. Now we've stalled long enough. Let's get cleaned up and get to bed."
"Sounds like a plan to me." Lightning followed Scootaloo to their bathroom. He was happy they had a shower that could fit two ponies at once. Scootaloo was so hot when she was wet.

Steel landed on the front porch of the Dash home. The sun had finished setting, and he knew his adoptive family would be waiting for him. He smelled dinner before he even stepped inside. That was one benefit to living with Rainbow and Spitfire. No matter what time of day it was, mealtime was going to be wonderful. Steel pushed open the door to find Rainbow sitting at the kitchen table with her nose in a copy of the Manehatten Times, while Spitfire was finishing dinner in the kitchen. It appeared to be a normal family evening in most homes. Steel swallowed. That was a bad sign.
"You're home late, Steel. Where were you?” Rainbow asked without looking up from her paper. There was no hint of worry in her tone. Or anger for that matter. 
"I met with a friend," the colt replied.
"Would this friend happen to be named Autumn Wind?" Spitfire asked while carrying a platter of stuffed potatoes to the dinner table. Steel blushed. They knew.
"Yeah..."
"Well, next time make sure you tell us beforehoof when you plan to spend an evening with your fillyfriend, alright?" Spitfire said calmly. Steel blushed madly.
"She's not my fillyfriend!" he half shouted that statement. Rainbow laughed.
"It's nothing to be ashamed of, Steel. Frankly you should be proud. Your sister didn't have a single coltfriend until she started high school," Rainbow said with a grin. "You can have bragging rights."
"Even when she started dating colts she couldn't keep them around very long," Spitfire added with a devious grin. 
"We made a habit of scaring them off," Rainbow said with a smile that was equally devious.
Steel was terrified. Autumn was a sensitive filly, and she wouldn't do a good job handling Rainbow and Spitfire if the stories Scootaloo told him were true. He had to think of something to convince them not to scare her away, and he had to do it fast.
"You can't scare away a filly! That's just mean!"
Spitfire and Rainbow erupted with maniacal laughter. "Oh, you can be so foalish sometimes. The mother of every colt I ever dated tried to scare me off. It never worked, but they weren't as intimidating as Rainbow and I."
"Remember the morning Lightning woke up next to Scootaloo for the first time? How he was terrified because he thought we were going to make the soup?" Rainbow asked with a laugh. 
"Ahh, yes. It's a good thing we had props, otherwise we never would have gotten him to even blink. I think Autumn will be a little easier to scare from what I know of her."
Steel was mortified. His adoptive parents’ tones were far too sinister for his liking. He had to put a stop to their madness, and he had to do it fast. "Please don't scare her! She wouldn't be able to handle it. You'd hurt her feelings, or worse."
Rainbow and Spitfire sighed in unison.
"You're no fun," Rainbow huffed.
"Fine, we won't scare her. But if you get home this late again without telling us about it beforehoof we'll have to ground you. Given that this was the first offense we'll let it slide," Spitfire added.
"Fine," Steel said with a huff. Rainbow's temper flared, but she quickly forced herself to relax. 
Spitfire was a lot calmer. "Steel, there's no need to be rude. We were worried, that’s all," she gently reprimanded. 
Steel immediately felt a small pang of guilt. It wasn't much, but it was enough. These mares were sacrificing a lot to take care of him, even he in his youthful ignorance could see that. There was no need for him to be so rude to them.
"Sorry," Steel mumbled. 
Spitfire smiled. "It's alright. Just as long as I get to meet this fillyfriend of yours soon. Now eat before the potatoes get cold."
Steel shuddered at the thought of Rainbow and Spitfire meeting Autumn. He resolved he wasn't going to introduce them to her. No matter what it took. Especially when he saw that devious glint reappear in Rainbow's eyes.

Sweetie Belle woke in Jimmy's forelegs. They had managed to visit Kitty the day before. For Jimmy's sake they stayed for far longer than Sweetie would have liked, but she wanted her coltfriend to be happy. Granted, as soon as they got back to Jimmy's house they went straight to his bedroom. The two ponies had gotten right into the swing of things when they got together. As it turned out, neither one of them had had sex while sober in a little over a year, and they wanted to remember what it was like. Sweetie Belle was happy with it. Sex was a lot more enjoyable when she could remember it, and especially when she not only knew, but actually cared about the other pony involved. She turned her head to look at Jimmy. He was sound asleep, his mouth hanging open and a small dribble of drool rolled down his chin. His breath was one of the worst odors Sweetie had ever inhaled. She gagged, thus causing Jimmy to wake rather rudely.
"Sweetie? What was that about?"
"It was either the fact that you were drooling in your sleep or that your breath smells like a decomposing fish. I'll let you decide."
Jimmy took the opportunity to tighten his grip on Sweetie Belle and force a stream of rancid breath down her nose. She gagged again and kneed Jimmy in the stomach.
"I definitely deserved that. But it was worth it," Jimmy said after recovering. 
Sweetie had managed to wrench herself free from Jimmy's forelegs and was now gagging in the corner of the room. "That wasn't punishment, it was self defense! Another second of that shit breath and I probably would have died."
"More than likely," Jimmy said. "I hope you can get used to it. That's what my breath smells like every morning."
"You mean it WASN'T a coincidence that it happened twice in a row? Why do I always end up in bed with stallions that have the weirdest quirks?"
"Probably because you scare off all of the ones with normal quirks."
"Normal is such a relative term."
"Weird is relative as well."
"Shut your mouth, Jimmy."
"You liked it open last night."
“Because last night our tongues were enjoying a nice little dance."
"Nice? Yours was getting rather aggressive, Sweets."
Sweetie Belle and Jimmy continued to argue like this until they were both ready for the day. The two had a routine that they carried over the last two mornings. Step one, get back to Jimmy's house. Step two, have sex until it's difficult to move. Step three, wake up the next morning and have a playful argument until both parties were ready for the day. 
It was about halfway through step three that Jimmy made a request that would leave Sweetie Belle crushed for a long time. "Hey Sweets? I enjoy sex as much as you do, but you think we could hold off on it from here on out?" 
Sweetie Belle dropped her toothbrush. "Wh-wha? Why?!"
Jimmy noticed Sweetie Belle's displeasure at the idea. Still, this was something he wanted. He wasn't sure why he wanted it, he truly did enjoy sex as much, if not more than Sweetie Belle, but he knew his logic. "Well, it seemed to work with Scoot and Lightning, and I was hoping to make this actually last. I'm sick of little celebrity flings that constantly get ruined by sexual tension, and I don't want that to happen with you."
It was right then that Sweetie Belle said something she would regret for a long time. "Alright. I guess that sounds like a good idea."
Jimmy could have sworn he saw her eye twitch as she said that, but he ignored it. He kissed Sweetie Belle. "I'm glad you're okay with it."
"O-of course. Why w-wouldn't I be?" Jimmy, somehow, was oblivious to the fact that she could not have shown more displeasure with the idea right there.
"Because sex is one of the most enjoyable things on the planet and nopony wants to live without it for a prolonged period of time, especially after getting to enjoy it for a while and then go for a prolonged period of time without it."
Sweetie Belle didn't believe in any supernatural deities, but she prayed right then to any one of them that would listen that Jimmy was simply messing with her. Or testing her to see if he could trust her. Anything other than being completely honest with her. Much to her future dismay, he wasn't.

Scootaloo landed in front of Steel's school. Kitty's sendoff had, oddly enough, gone smoothly, so instead of damage control she was able to go right to spending her day with Steel. She found Steel over by the school sign. He was, as Scootaloo expected, chatting with Autumn.
"Hey Steel. Hey Autumn. What's up?"
Steel fought back a snarky comment to reply with. Autumn was sensitive and wouldn't understand that Scootaloo could take it. "Hey Rockstar. How's it going?"
"Not bad. Ready to spend a day catching up with your sister?"
"You ask me that as if I'm a foal."
Scootaloo frowned. Steel wasn't usually one for bitter replies like that. "Everything alright Steel?"
Now Steel frowned. He wanted to know the truth about Jade, but he knew that was going to be a very bitter conversation. He didn't want to leave Autumn, but if there ever was a time to do so, it was now.
"Autumn, I need to talk to my sister in private. Is that alright?"
Autumn didn't like the idea, but she understood.
"Alright. I'll see you tomorrow Steel." Autumn nuzzled Steel and flew off into the sky towards her home. Scootaloo looked at Steel.
"Steel, what's going on? You're never so snippy."
Steel shot a cold stare directly into Scootaloo's eyes. "Why did you kill my father?"
Scootaloo stepped back. She reflexively twitched her right ear.
"Steel, you already know that story. He broke in and attacked me. I did what I had to do."
"You held him in the air long enough to have a conversation with him, then you threw him into the ground!" Steel stamped his hoof as he screamed. "My dad was never as harsh to me as you told me he was to you. All I ever saw from him was a loving father!"
"Jade was far from a loving father!" Scootaloo didn't yell, but she was very assertive. "That bastard made my life Hell before Spitfire and Rainbow took me in. He is where he belongs!"
"If you hate him so much, why did you take me in?!" Steel yelled.
"You were a helpless foal when we took you in! You wouldn't have survived on your own when you were six! Besides, you're my brother! We're family, and we have to stick together!"
Steel laughed. "Says the mare who murdered her own father." Steel turned around and flew away. Scootaloo didn't bother to chase him. There was a reason his cutie mark involved flying, and there was no way she'd be able to keep up with him.

Spitfire was sifting through paperwork on the counter when Rainbow got home from the market.
"Hey Spitty. Looking for something?"
"Yeah, Steel's birth certificate. I know we got it when we adopted him, and we're going to need it when we enroll him in the high school."
"Spitfire, he won't be in high school for another two years."
"Never hurts to be prepared ahead of time. Ahh, there it is." Spitfire picked up the birth certificate. It dawned on her that she had never actually looked at the document until then. She had never even removed it from the envelope it was in. She opened the envelope and looked over the document. As soon as she got to his name her jaw dropped.
"That... can't be right. There's no way..."
"What is it Spitfire?" Rainbow was met with no response, so she walked over to her wife. Her jaw dropped just as far when she read the document.
"Rainbow...Why does this say this is the birth certificate for Steel Breeze?"
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13 years ago...
Jade Crestfall sat impatiently in the waiting room of Canterlot General Hospital. Aerial sat next to him. She wanted to be heartbroken by the course of events that led her to where she was, but she didn't care. After all, her husband was waiting to name the foal he had with another mare. A mare that happened to be fifteen years younger than herself. The unicorn doctor entered the lobby. 
"Mr. Crestfall? You have a son now. Want to come and see him?"
Jade huffed and got to his hooves. "About bucking time. What took her so long?"
"Sir, she was having a foal."
"Couldn't she have forced him out?"
"It doesn't work that way."
"Whatever. Take me to my son."
The doctor fought back the urge to punch the stallion in front of him. Not only was he being a complete dick, he took his wife with him for the naming of a foal he had with another mare. He hated stallions that weren't good to their spouses, but this one was bringing a whole new meaning to the phrase "worthless bastard." Jade stepped in and saw his now ex-marefriend holding his newborn son in her hooves. A loving smile had adorned her face as she gazed at the foal. At just 23 years old she was in no way ready to be a parent, but she was willing to try. Her parents had gladly offered to help her raise the foal as well. Her smile fell away as soon as she saw Jade.
"What do you want?"
"To see my son and keep my end of the deal. He's yours to raise as long as I get to name him."
Summer Breeze huffed. "Fine. Name him."
Jade looked the foal over. He took note of his dull gray coat. That was all he needed. "Steel. His name will be Steel Crestfall."
"My ass. He's getting my last name, Jade. But sadly, we had a deal. And because you could have chosen a worse name than Steel, that will be his name. Steel Breeze." She gave Steel another loving gaze. "Steel. My beautiful baby colt."
Jade immediately let his temper get the best of him. Who did this mare think she was? This foal was going to take his last name, and that was that.
"This foal is going to pass on MY family name, do you understand?!" Jade yelled. Steel began to cry. Before Summer could respond, Jade was dragged out the door by hospital security. The doctor had put the security outside the door as soon as Jade entered. The security team dragged Jade through the hallways—a difficult task considering the fight he was giving—and threw him out the door. A pair of royal guards were already waiting to take him in for a night in jail.

Present Day...
Spitfire and Rainbow simply gawked at the birth certificate. They didn't know what to say. How had they not known that Aerial wasn't Steel's mother? They looked again at the names of the parents. Jade Crestfall and Summer Breeze. Who in the hay was Summer Breeze?
"Rainbow?"
"Yeah Spitfire?"
"I think we have a mare to meet."
"I think I have to agree."

Rainbow and Spitfire stepped outside of Ponyville town hall some time later. They couldn't find any information on Summer Breeze other than that she was a resident of Canterlot. They decided that Spitfire should be the one to go to Canterlot to find Summer. Spitfire kissed Rainbow goodbye and asked her to talk to Scootaloo in her stead. Rainbow happily obliged. She sadly watched as Spitfire flew away in the direction of the high class city.
"I always hate watching her go..." she muttered to herself as she took off in the direction of her daughter's home.

Scootaloo landed on the front porch of her home. She let out a sad sigh as she pulled the door open. She had been unconsciously twitching her right ear ever since her argument with Steel. Guilt had quickly consumed her. Was Jade really where he belonged? Did he deserve to die?
Of course not! You could have let him live! Jade was always right about you. You really are a worthless mare.
Scootaloo sighed. She hated that little voice inside her head. It always left her hurting more than Jade ever had.
"Sometimes I wonder if you're right about that," she replied. The voice laughed inside her.
Of course I'm right! Steel should have confronted you years ago. Maybe then you'd be a halfway decent mare right about now.
Scootaloo buried her head in her hooves. She knew that she was the one making the voice; she recalled many sessions with her foalhood therapist about it. But sometimes it just felt like it was coming from somepony else. Somepony crueler than she was.
Crueler than you? Newsflash Scootaloo: You're a murderer! It doesn't get any crueler than that!
"SHUT UP! HE DESERVED TO DIE!"
You keep telling yourself that Scootaloo. Tell me how it works out when we meet at Discord's gates.
Scootaloo broke down and wept. She didn't have the strength to do anything else.
There you go, weep. Like the little foal you really are.
Scootaloo shook her head. She had to stay strong. The last thing she wanted was for Lightning to see her in that state again. She was a strong mare. She could handle a little voice. It was just her. She—
"You alright Scootaloo?" Scootaloo jumped to her hooves to see Lightning standing in the door.
"I thought you weren't going to be home for another hour," Scootaloo stated more than asked.
"Practice ended early today." Lightning walked over to Scootaloo and sat on his haunches next to her. "You heard her again, didn't you?" 
Scootaloo nodded. That stallion could read her like a book. "Yeah. Steel and I had an argument today. She took the time to remind me of how worthless of a mare I really am."
You know it's the truth.
"Scootaloo, you know it's just you berating yourself. Your lips move when she speaks. You're the only pony who can stop it. You just have to accept that none of it is true. If you let her keep doing this to you, Jade wins."
"Lightning, I know she's wrong. Well, I do when I'm with you anyway. Sometimes it's just hard to accept. She's really convincing."
"Scootaloo, it's just guilt. Nothing more. Guilt that you shouldn't have to carry. He got what was coming to him. You did a good thing for the world."
"I killed somepony!" Scootaloo almost screamed. "Not just anypony, my own bucking father!"
"Scootaloo, you and I both know he was never a father to you. Just because you carry his blood doesn't make him your father."
"I... you're right." Scootaloo leaned against Lightning. "Thanks."
Lightning wrapped a wing around Scootaloo. "Scootaloo, you're the most wonderful mare who's ever graced me with her presence. Don't ever tell yourself otherwise."
Scootaloo blushed and buried her face into Lightning's chest. "How many times have I told you that I love you?"
"Would you like me to give you a number? Because if I think really hard, I could probably at least give you an estimate."
"How many times have I told you that you're an ass?" Scootaloo asked with a laugh.
"Now that number is way too high for me to count to," Lightning responded. He kissed Scootaloo's snout, drawing another blush out of her.
"I love you Lightning. You're my little ass."
"I really hope your little ass stays where it is. It's easier for me to sneak a look at in its current location."
"Shut up and kiss me, asshole."
Lightning pressed his lips to Scootaloo's. It was the most gentle kiss the two had shared in about a week. And to both ponies’ delight, it didn't appear to be stopping anytime soon. To both their dismay, it did.
"I hate to break up such a beautiful moment, but I need to have a word with Scootaloo. If you don't mind," Rainbow said as she stood in the doorway. A large smirk was plastered onto her face.
"I thought I wasn't going to have to worry about that again after I moved out," Scootaloo grunted as she got up to hug her mother. "What's up, Ma?"
"There's been a new development with Steel. Turns out he's not your full brother after all." 
Scootaloo cocked an eyebrow.  "Ma, he looks exactly like Jade. How can you tell me he's not my brother?"
"I said he's not your full brother. Take a look." Rainbow pulled Steel's birth certificate out of her saddlebags. Scootaloo's eyes grew wide as she read the document. She had initially thought that Rainbow was messing with her with the outrageous statement, but it appeared she had spoken the truth.
"Who's Summer Breeze?" Scootaloo asked.
"I don't know anything beyond the fact that she fooled around with Jade and they had a foal as a result. A foal that they named Steel."
Scootaloo was dumbstruck. This made no sense. "I... this... Please tell me this is some elaborate joke you and Mom are pulling."
Rainbow sighed.
"Believe me, I wish it was. You've gone through enough crap as a result of weird family issues. You shouldn't have to deal with any more of it."
"But this means that Steel's not—"
"He's still your brother. He's just your half brother is all."
"It also means... that Jade cheated on my mother."
"Are you really surprised about that?" 
"No, I guess not. Still..." Scootaloo slumped down on her haunches. "Even after he died that bastard has a way of screwing everything up, huh?"
"That's what pricks like Jade do," Rainbow said as she sat next to her daughter. "Spitfire's on her way to Canterlot right now to go meet with Summer Breeze. We want to know what she knows about Steel. No mare in her right mind would willingly leave her foal in the hooves of a stallion like Jade, so I imagine she probably didn't give him up easily."
"Ma, no mare in her right mind would have sex with a stallion like Jade," Scootaloo responded with a grunt.
"Good point."

Spitfire landed in front of the home of the Ember family. It was more difficult finding Summer than she had expected, but she also hadn't taken into account the possibility that she had married. She took a deep breath and gave three quick knocks on the door. This was destined to be an interesting conversation. A mare with a white coat and golden mane answered the door.
"Umm... Can I help you?" she asked.
"I think you can. Are you Summer Breeze?"
"Not anymore."
"Right, sorry. I forgot you're married now. Congrats to that. Anyway, my wife and I adopted a foal seven years ago. We would have come to you sooner, but we just looked at his birth certificate today."
"I'm sorry, what does any of this have to do with me?" Summer asked, clearly confused.
"The foal's name is Steel Crestfall. Well, Steel Breeze according to his birth certificate." 
Summer's eyes went wide. Her knees buckled, and she had to press a hoof against the wall next to her to stay standing.
"You... found him? You adopted Steel? Jade hasn't let me see him since the court case."
Spitfire wrinkled her nose in confusion. "I'm sorry, what court case?"
"Oh my, you probably don't know, do you? Please, come in, I'll explain inside. I'm sorry, I don't believe I caught your name."
"It's Spitfire."
"Wait, the Wonderbolt?!"
"Not anymore."

Three Weeks after Steel's Birth...
Jade sat in the courtroom with a smug grin on his face. Summer was bawling, and that only managed to bring him that much more pleasure from the occasion. Through a series of legal loopholes and less than legally acquired evidence against Summer's mental state, Summer Breeze was found incapable of caring for a foal. Steel was to have his last name changed and to be put into Jade and Aerial's care. Jade was to receive all legal documentation and it was his right to decide if Summer would receive any custody. Jade would see to it that Summer never saw Steel again.

Present Day...
"That was the last time I ever saw Steel," Summer choked out. Her husband stood by her side and rested a wing on her shoulder. Spitfire kept a solemn face. She would have expected nothing better out of Jade.
"Jade always was a monster. It's a good thing he's dead," Spitfire said. 
Summer was shocked. "Jade... is dead? What happened?"
"Did Jade ever tell you he had a daughter before Steel? With Aerial?"
"No, he never did. I always felt bad for Aerial as soon as I found out they were married. How is she doing?"
"She's dead as well. Jade... killed her. In our home." Spitfire fought back a surge of emotions as she remembered washing Aerial's blood off her coat. Summer pressed a hoof to her mouth.
"Oh... Was Jade caught?"
"No. Never. Well, as I was saying, Jade and Aerial had a daughter. Her name is Scootaloo. We found her and took her in after Jade kicked her out of his care."
"How old was she when that happened?"
"Eleven."
Again, Summer brought a hoof to her mouth. 
"I could never dream of kicking our daughter out at such a young age," Summer's husband said. He was as shocked as Summer.
"I could never imagine hurting her the way Jade did. She was covered head to hooves in cuts and bruises when we found her. Apparently receiving a beating wasn't an uncommon theme for Scootaloo and Aerial. Back to Jade's death. A few months after he killed Aerial, he broke into our home for reasons none of us can figure out. Scootaloo had to go back home to get her saddlebags because she forgot them before she went to school, and she ended up fighting Jade while she was there. She killed him during that fight. To this day it tears her apart to know that she killed a pony, even a monster like Jade."
Summer and her husband simply sat with their mouths wide open. They couldn't comprehend anything that Spitfire had just told them. It all seemed so... surreal. They couldn't believe anypony would put their own family through that. 
Spitfire cocked an eyebrow. She had forgotten that her life wasn't normal for most ponies. "Hello? Equestria to you two? You there?" 
Summer and her husband shook their heads. "Yeah... we're fine."
"Good, because I wanted to ask you a question."
"Go right ahead," Summer said. She instantly regretted her words.
"Why did you sleep with Jade?"
Summer's husband let his temper flare. "That is NOT an appropriate—"
Summer rested a hoof on his shoulder. 
"It's alright dear. I would be curious in her situation as well." Summer turned to Spitfire. "I was a bit... wild back then. I had gone out drinking with my friends. Jade looked fifteen years younger when I wasn't sober." She sighed. "When I found out I was pregnant with his foal, I kept him around. We dated until I found out he was married. That's when I broke off our relationship and came clean with my parents." Summer sighed again. A hopeful look entered her eyes. "May I... see him? It's been so long..."
Spitfire smiled. She couldn't imagine going thirteen years without seeing Scootaloo. She knew it would be a wonderful thing for Summer to see Steel again.
"I think that can be arranged."
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Steel Bars

Steel let his worries be carried away by the wind that flowed through his mane. At least he tried to. He couldn't shake the sorrow and confusion that still plagued him as a result of losing his family at such a young age. To be six years old and to have his entire life turned around over the course of a couple of hours.
"Stay right here, Son. I'll be right back." His father's last words to him rung again in his ears.
"Well where in the hay are you now, Dad?!" Steel hoped that venting to the wind would help him relax. He quickly found out that it didn't. He felt a lead ball developing in the pit of his stomach. He shook his head and let out a powerful scream. Anger was better than sorrow. If he was angry, he could blame his problems on somepony else. If he was angry he didn't feel helpless. 
Yes, anger and hatred were much better than sorrow. He could focus hatred. Sorrow was everywhere, it hurt everywhere, but hatred could be focused on a single pony, a pony that wasn't him. The problem was that Steel just wanted answers. He was so confused that the only pony he could hate was himself. His father had always taught him that, as a stallion, he needed to be in control of every situation life sent his way. Right now he didn't even have control over his own emotions. How could he have any self respect when he couldn't even stay in control of himself? 
He found a cloud and began to ask the questions he wanted answers to, wishing that Celestia's bright sun could give him an answer. "What happened to my father? Was he as bad as everypony says he was? Did he hurt my mother? Did he hurt my sister? Who were you, Dad?!" He screamed the last question before lowering his voice to a whisper. "Who am I?"
Anger filled Steel as tears began to roll down his cheeks. He screamed again in rage. He needed to be angry, he needed to hate something. Anything but this depression. Why couldn't he be pissed? Why couldn't he hate Scootaloo for killing his father? Why couldn't he be angry at her for constantly giving him half answers about his parents’ deaths? Why couldn't he hate Lightning for always siding with her on the issue? Why did he still look up to him? Steel punched the cloud he was sitting on, but quickly found himself out of energy. 
He curled into a ball and sighed. He was just about to let the tears flow when he heard a familiar voice. A friendly one. "Steel?" Autumn asked.
Steel jumped up and looked down. Without realizing it he had flown just over her house. "Hey Autumn."
"I heard you screaming. Is everything alright?"
Steel thought for a moment. He didn't want to tell Autumn his problems. To do so would mean breaking the image he had set for himself as a strong pony. As much as he would like to confide in Autumn and get her comfort, he would have to give the short story.
"Yeah, I'm fine. Just had a fight with my sister. She can be as stubborn as a mule sometimes. Screaming at the wind helps me calm down a little." 
Autumn frowned. She could see that Steel wasn't telling her everything. She decided it would be better to take him at his word. She smiled, flying up and sat next to him on the cloud. "Want to talk about it?" 
"No." Steel spoke harsher than he had intended to, and the look on Autumn's face broke his heart. He brought a hoof to her cheek. "I'm sorry Autumn. I didn't mean to be like that. It's just a touchy subject."
Autumn gave a weak smile. She could see that he was sincere in his apology, but she still didn't like that he had been so rough with her. "It's okay. I won't ask about it anymore."
"Thanks."
A long silence fell over the two young ponies. Steel noticed that his wing had draped itself over Autumn at one point. He smiled and kissed the top of her head. Before he could react, she turned her head and pressed her lips to his. Steel's eyes shot wide open. The kiss was short lived, but Steel had never felt so much passion in his life. Autumn gave a nervous giggle.
"I'm sorry. I just wanted to know what it felt like." She hoped her actions wouldn't cause a problem between her and Steel. Steel smiled.
"It felt good."
Autumn giggled again. "Yeah, it did."
Steel and Autumn shared a gentle nuzzle. The young couple giggled in unison. 
"I should get going. Spitfire and Rainbow will be wondering where I am." Steel felt his heart break again as he saw Autumn's heart sink.
"Alright..." she said sadly. Steel rested his forehead against hers.
"Don't worry. I'll come by on the way to school tomorrow."
Autumn's expression brightened at the prospect of seeing Steel again soon. "Okay. I'll be waiting for you." 
Steel smiled. The two ponies sat in a slightly awkward silence for a moment before Steel leaned into Autumn and placed a tentative kiss on her lips. The two ponies giggled again. With no more words, Steel gave Autumn a quick nuzzle and flew back to his home.

Steel was on cloud nine when he landed back at the Dash family home. He allowed himself a little dance on the front porch before making his way inside. He was greeted by Tank, meaning the tortoise hadn't eaten yet. Steel fed the family pet and made his way to his room, stopping when he was interrupted by Rainbow's familiar voice.
"I see 'first kiss face'," she said with a smug grin. "How was it?" 
Steel blushed madly. "I-I-I-um—"
Rainbow let out an uproarious laugh. "Oh, you really are adorable when you're nervous, bud."
"I'm not nervous!" Steel knew he couldn't get nervous. Only weak ponies got nervous. His father had made sure he knew that.
"Oh really?" Rainbow said with a smug grin. "Then I'm sure you'll have no problem telling me how your first kiss was."
Steel swallowed. He cursed under his breath. He really was nervous! "It-I-um..."
Rainbow laughed again. "That's what I thought you'd say. Anyway, I've got dinner on the counter. And yes, I got your favorite for you. Kitty would be so jealous if she found out."
As if on cue, Steel's stomach let out a low rumble. He grinned sheepishly and shot to the sub sandwich on the counter. He finished it in short order and made his way to his room. The moment he closed the door the depression hit him again. He felt the lead weight forming in the pit of his stomach, but this time he didn't have the energy to vent. He just flopped onto his bed and let the sorrow take hold. His head began to spin as he wracked his brain for answers.
"Why don't I know how I got here?" 

Steel wasn't sure when he fell asleep, only that he woke around three in the morning. He dragged a hoof over his face and sighed. The weight in his gut was still there, coupled with immense pressure from his bladder. He dragged himself out of bed and made his way to the bathroom. The trip seemed to take longer than usual, but Steel was dragging his hooves along the floor. 
What very few ponies at school knew about him was that his upbeat attitude and warm smile that he was always seen with in public was a simple facade. He tried to keep it up at home, but at times like this he just didn't care. After using the restroom he slowly trudged back to his room. He again flopped down on his bed, but sleep wasn't going to come as easily this time. 
His mind raced with questions and his eyes welled with tears. He shook his head. He couldn't cry. Crying was for weak foals, not a grown pony like himself. But if that was the case, why couldn't he stop the tears from coming? He galloped to his mannequin and threw it to the center of his room. He proceeded to right it and buck it powerfully enough to lodge it into the wall of his room. He galloped to it again and continued to hit it over and over again with every bit of strength he could muster. He couldn't cry, he couldn't be depressed. He needed rage. He needed hatred. 

Rainbow woke to the dull cracks of Steel's hooves hitting the mannequin in his room. She groaned and dragged a hoof down her face.
That never wakes me up, she thought as she rolled out of bed to check on Steel. She dragged her hooves the entire walk to his room. This was something that was normally under Spitfire's jurisdiction, and more than one time she had returned to bed in a saddened state. Rainbow was determined not to let that happen to her while Spitfire was gone. When she got to Steel's room, she found him making a vain attempt to remove his mannequin from the wall. Rainbow quickly made her way to him and pulled him away from the mannequin.
"Steel, what's wrong?"
"I WANT TO KNOW THE TRUTH! I'M SO SICK OF BEING CONFUSED ALL THE TIME! WHAT HAPPENED TO MY PARENTS?! WHO AM I?!"
Rainbow was taken aback by Steel's burst of rage, especially when it turned from screaming to quiet sobbing.
"I just want to know the truth... I don't want to be confused anymore. Rainbow, what happened when you guys took me in? Who am I?"
Rainbow didn't know what to do. She had always been honest with Steel about Jade's death and his placement in her home. Why Steel was questioning it now was something she couldn't understand. "Steel, we already told you what happened. Your father broke into our home and attacked your sister. He was killed in the fight they had."
"Why did he break in? You said Scootaloo walked in on him. My dad said he had some business left in Ponyville. He said he needed to talk to you guys, that's why he went to your house."
"I don't know why he broke in. All I know is that when Spitfire and I got back to our house we found a mess and Scootaloo's ear. She flew back up to the house, we took her to the hospital, and the Royal Guard found you by your father's body," Rainbow explained.
Steel stamped his hoof on the floor. "That doesn't make sense! Dad was always good to me!"
"Your father was not a good stallion, Steel."
"He never killed anypony! Scootaloo's worse than him!"
Rainbow was taken aback. Did he seriously not know that Jade killed Aerial? 
"Steel, remember when your mother went missing?" Rainbow lowered her head. Aerial's death was a painful memory, despite how little she actually got to know the mare. She decided not to tell him about his birth mother at that moment.
"Yeah, after she started living with you guys!" 
"Steel... Your father broke into our house with a knife. He killed her."
Steel's jaw dropped. Rage could be seen in his expression.
"NO! No, you're lying to me! Dad said she killed herself! He didn't do it, I know he didn't! She was weak and a coward, she did it herself!"
"She died in a hospital bed, Steel. From four stab wounds to her stomach. One of the last things she said to Scootaloo was to ask her to look after you."
"NO! NO NO NO NO NO! GET OUT! STOP, THAT'S WRONG!" Steel couldn't believe what he was hearing. He refused to believe it. He turned back to the mannequin that was lodged in his wall and began to buck it in sync with his screams.
"NO, NO, NO, NO, NO!" 
Rainbow slowly retreated out of his room. She felt it would be better to leave him to deal with this information on his own.

Again, Steel wasn't sure what time he had fallen asleep, although this time he woke up on the floor. A crust had formed around his eyes from the tears that had dried around them, and at first he had difficulty getting them open. 
Once he had gotten his eyes open he found the alarm clock that was screaming in his ears and shut it off. He slowly walked to the shower and let the hot water soothe his aching legs and back. The previous night's assault on the mannequin had left him in a lot of pain. He looked down and noticed blood washing into the drain. As he expected, when he looked at his hind hooves he saw cuts from where broken plastic had cut through his skin. 
He didn't care. It was just another wound to add to the growing list. He stepped out of the shower and shook himself dry. He gave his wings a couple of flaps to ensure that they would stay dry as well. He had a quick breakfast and dove off the porch. He couldn't wait to see Autumn. His troubles always disappeared when he was with her.

Steel landed hard in front of Autumn's house. A dull throb began in his right foreleg. Why he had landed with so much force on it was something he couldn't bring himself to understand, but it happened. And it hurt. He limped his way to the door of her home and knocked. Autumn quickly answered. It was as if she had been waiting for him. Autumn's father stepped up from behind her.
"You must be Steel." He smiled and lifted his hoof to Steel. "I'm Winter Wind, Autumn's father. We've heard a lot about you."
Steel suppressed a giggle. Best not to laugh at the name of your fillyfriend's father. It appeared that seasons ran in the family. "It's nice to meet you Mr. Wind."
"Please, call me Winter."
"Umm, okay Winter."
"That's better. You two have fun now." 
Autumn gave Steel a gentle nuzzle. "Hi Steel."
"Hey Autumn."
Autumn could see that something was wrong, but didn't press the issue. She had come to accept that Steel didn't like talking about his problems with anypony, no matter how much he needed to. She didn't like seeing him angry, so she just pushed it aside and kissed his cheek. Steel smiled. The two young pegasi took off towards school.

Steel was making his way to his last class of the day when he heard a familiar voice. One of his friends.
"Yo, Steel!"
"Hey there Halo, what's going on?"
"That's what I was gonna ask you. Ever since you got your little fillyfriend you haven't even said hi to the rest of us."
Steel knew that his friend was simply jealous. He had wanted to be with Autumn as much as Steel did, but Halo tried to play the "gangsta" role too hard for Autumn's liking. It was superficial and irritating, but Steel knew he really was a nice colt deep down. 
A shimmer caught Steel's eye, bringing a small smile out of Steel. He pretended that he didn't notice it. "Sorry, I guess I just forgot a little. Don't worry, I'll hang with you guys soon."
"Right, sure you will. Make sure you don't forget about us before that."
"Look, I'm really not in the mood to deal with that now. If you're going to be like that, just go away."
"Why? You waiting to meet Autumn?"
Steel swallowed his anger and walked away from his jealous friend. Halo huffed and and walked the other way. 
"He's a jerk when he wants something, isn't he?" 
Steel turned his head and found his best friend standing next to him.  "Hey Eddie. How do you do that?"
"Do what?"
Steel turned his head again to find that Eddie had reappeared on the other side of him. A cocky grin had passed his features. "Teleportation. No unicorn our age masters that."
"Meh, other unicorns our age aren't as smart as I am."
Steel rolled his eyes. He knew Eddie well enough to know that he was modest at heart. But he liked to act arrogant. He always found it funny when he pretended to think the world of himself.
"I know, Eddie. They also don't study magic as much as you do."
"It's nothing really. Just took a lot of practice is all. It helps that magic is my special talent." 
There was the kind and modest Eddie that Steel had grown to know and love. And true to the star on his flank, Eddie was very talented with magic. Oddly enough, it was just then that Steel noticed it wasn't all too dissimilar from Twilight Sparkle's.
"So what's his deal?" Eddie gestured in Halo's direction.
"He's just jealous that I'm the one dating Autumn. But I'm sure you already know that because you were listening in on the conversation."
"Just because I did it one time doesn't mean I do it every time."
"Eddie, I saw the shimmer in the air from where you used your cloaking spell."
"Dang, I thought I was getting better. You know, he does have a point. I'm happy you get to go out with Autumn, but you have been spending all your time with her since then."
"Eddie, we've only been going out for a couple of days."
"I know, but you could say hi to us more often. Anyway, I gotta go, class is about to start. See you around, Steel!" With that, Eddie disappeared in a puff of blue magic. 
Steel facehoofed at his friend's ignorance. "If either of them had a fillyfriend, they'd understand."

Steel landed back at home. Again, he was on cloud nine from kissing Autumn goodbye. He pushed open the door to find Rainbow, Spitfire, Scootaloo, Lightning, and a mare that he had never seen before. He looked at the new mare. Her jaw dropped when she spotted him. That confused Steel. Spitfire smiled warmly. Rainbow wore a more nervous smile. 
Spitfire was the first to speak up. "Steel, I'd like you to meet Summer Ember. She's your birth mother."
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All According to Plan...

The previous night...
Spitfire rolled over in bed. She groaned as she looked at the clock. It was 1:30 in the morning. She looked to the empty half of the bed. For whatever reason, she instinctively slept on her side of the bed back home. 
"Dammit Rainbow... I'd already be asleep if you were next to me... or we'd be screwing, but not in another family's home. Even you wouldn't sink that low." Wow, we're only apart for a day and I'm already back to talking to myself. That can't be good.
"You're not talking to yourself, you're talking to your absent wife."
"Now I'm talking to myself."
"Oh yeah, I guess you are. Well, if you don't want the conversation, try to get lost in thought. It always helped you sleep before you had Rainbow."
"Sounds like a good idea."
Spitfire sighed. Why did she miss her wife so much after only a day?

Rainbow flopped onto her bed. She was incredibly stressed from dealing with Steel. The dull cracks of his attacks on the mannequin permeated the quiet of the night.
"At least I don't have to deal with Spitty's snoring."
Rainbow looked over at Spitfire's half of the bed and sighed. "I miss her snoring."
It was true. Her wife's gentle snoring had lulled Rainbow to sleep on many occasions where she couldn't fall asleep on her own. Not to mention the warmth of Spitfire's body.
"Dammit, when did I get all sappy?"
"Probably when you fell in love with her."
"Ugh, I remember when I promised myself I'd never settle down."
"You were a foal back then. It's been worthwhile, hasn't it?"
"Yeah, it really has." Rainbow smiled as she thought of all the wonderful times she had with her family. Then it hit her. "Wait, when did I start talking to myself?"
"The moment you watched Spitfire leave for Canterlot."
"Oh yeah."

Spitfire woke around eight in the morning. She rolled out of bed and made her way to the small bathroom in the Ember family home. She thanked whatever powers she could that she managed to get four hours of sleep that night. Well, technically she got four hours of sleep that morning. She smelled something coming from downstairs. Was that... coffee? Oh, after she got done in the bathroom she was going to enjoy that. 
She stepped out of the restroom and groggily made her way downstairs. Her jaw dropped. Not only was a steaming pot of coffee prepared, but an entire breakfast was already laid out. Summer's husband stood behind the stove, frying up some carrots for breakfast.
"Morning Coal. What are you doing making breakfast?"
"I always get up to make sure my family has a hot breakfast ready when they get up."
"So, you get up early in the morning, make your family and your guest breakfast, and then you go to work for a day?" Spitfire asked.
"Yep! I'm the head chef of Crem de la Crem, so it's nice to get some practice in the mornings. And the smiles on my family's faces make it all worthwhile."
"Seriously?! That place is amazing!"
"Thanks." Coal gave her an ear to ear grin. 
"I'm the cook back at our place. Rainbow can't cook to save her soul, and try as I might I can't teach her anything about the subject. Well, it's actually hard to keep her attention with any conversation that isn't about flying, her job, or sex."
"Sounds like most pegasus stallions I know."
"She's a stallion trapped in a mare's body," Spitfire quipped. 
"Ahh. I'd love to meet her. She sounds like quite the character."
Spitfire blushed and looked away. "She really is." Her love for her wife was evident in her tone of voice.
"What's it like, being married to another mare? Not that I see any problem with it, I'm just curious about the challenges I'm sure you face." 
"It can be difficult at times. Fortunately Ponyville is, for the most part, a haven away from bigots. Most of the ponies there are very accepting of everypony else's way of life. I really couldn't think of a better place to call home. It's when Rainbow and I travel to places like Manehatten or here in Canterlot that we encounter the most trouble with bigotry."
"How often do you travel?" Coal asked.
"Not terribly often. If Scootaloo has a show in Manehatten, Canterlot, or Cloudsdale we're usually willing to go. Well, we only go to Cloudsdale when it's close to Ponyville. That can be a long flight, depending on where it's at in its drift."
"Shows? What's your daughter do for a living?" Coal's curiosity was piqued.
"She's the lead guitarist for Iron Pony."
Coal raised an eyebrow. "Never heard of them."
"Really? Huh. I guess I'm not used to being around ponies that aren't a fan or from Ponyville." Spitfire was genuinely surprised.
"You two seem to be getting along nicely." Summer smiled as she poked her head into the kitchen. "So let me get this straight. You're an ex-Wonderbolt, your wife is the only pony to ever pull off a Sonic Rainboom, and your daughter is the lead guitarist of a popular rock band. What is it with your family and being famous?"
"You know, it really just kinda happened. That's another thing I love about Ponyville. Despite everypony in the town being open and friendly, they know how to respect one's privacy, even if that pony is famous. Well, after they get used to said famous pony's presence in their town."
"What do you mean by 'getting used to their presence'?"
"I mean it was about a month before I could walk around Ponyville and avoid getting mobbed by strangers. That was back when I was Spitfire the Wonderbolt though. Now I'm Spitfire the friendly neighborhood weather pony. So now I just get a lot of crap when the townsponies don't like the weather. My wife is the weather captain, but nopony wants to complain directly to her face about it."
"I see. So, Ponyville isn't that far. Want to check out Canterlot while you're here?" Summer asked.
"No, I'd like to get back home to Rainbow. It's weird being away from her for any length of time."
"I see. You have trouble sleeping last night?"
"Yeah..." Spitfire failed to fight back a blush. She gave the floor a sheepish grin.
"Well then, I'll finish breakfast and get our daughter to school, and you two can head to Ponyville. I'll stay here and look after our little filly while you're gone, okay Summer?" Coal said.
"Sounds like a plan, Coal." Summer kissed her husband. She turned to Spitfire. "Spitfire, I want to thank you for everything you've done for Steel. I'm happy he has a parent like you to look after him. And as much as I would like to have him back, I think he should stay with you. I just want him to know who I am."
Spitfire smiled. She knew that couldn't have been an easy decision to come to, but she also knew it was the right one. Steel had a life in Ponyville and Spitfire didn't want that to be taken away from him. But she also knew it would tear Summer apart to know where her son is and only be able to see him once.
"You're welcome to visit anytime you like, Summer."
Summer smiled. "You say that as if there is any power that can keep me away."

Spitfire and Summer landed softly on the front porch of the Dash home. Before they could reach the door it flew open and Rainbow tackled Spitfire. The two mares laughed as they rolled around on the porch. In the end they drew each other in for a kiss.
"I missed you, Rainbow."
"And I missed you, Spitfire."
Summer watched with a warm smile. Granted, it seemed rather rude to her, but she understood completely.
"Rainbow, I'd like you to meet Summer Ember. She's Steel's mother."
Rainbow froze. She had just let herself get sappy in front of a stranger. One that was going to be spending at least a day in her home. That was NOT good. She flapped her wings and shot off of Spitfire. Spitfire rolled her eyes as Rainbow tried to collect herself. Rainbow had begun to grow out of her need to be cool all the time, but it was still a slow growth.
"Hey. Name's Rainbow Dash. What's up?"
Summer was taken aback. That was rather... immature behavior for a mare of Rainbow's age. She shook it off. If she had learned anything from her conversations with Spitfire, it's that nothing she was about to encounter was normal for most ponies.
"Hello. It's nice to finally meet you, Rainbow Dash. I've heard a lot about you."
"You have? I mean, of course you have! I—"
"Rainbow, remember what we talked about."
"Psh, growing up is so boring. I can handle the responsibility crap. Let me have a little fun, will ya?"
Spitfire dragged her hoof down her face.
"Of all the mares..."

Scootaloo landed on the front porch of her parent's home. She had been singing one of Iron Pony's older songs the whole flight. 
"Nothing hurts my world, just affects the ones around me..."
"When sin's deep in my blood, you'll be the one to fall!" 
Scootaloo laughed as Rainbow picked up where she left off. She continued the chorus.
"I wish I could be the one..."
"The one who won't care at all..."
"Ahh, Unholy Confessions. That's an old one. Your music has definitely changed for the better," Spitfire said with a smile.
"Yeah, Sweets never liked screaming anyway. But damn is she good at it. Have I showed you guys the new one we were working on before we sent Kat to Canterlot?"
"No, but I'm sure you'll show us when it's done."
"You'll be the first. You must be Summer Breeze." Scootaloo smiled at Summer.
"And you must be Scootaloo. It's a pleasure to meet you."
"Indeed." Scootaloo frowned and turned to Spitfire. "You know Steel isn't going to take well to this. How should we break it to him?"
"If you can think of a way to do it in a way that won't get him to lose his shit and run off, I'm all ears," Rainbow said.
"I think we should just be straightforward. It's not like there is a good way to tell it to him easy. My suggestion is that we just say it and hope for the best," Scootaloo suggested. 
Spitfire raised an eyebrow. "I don't like that idea..."
"Mom, if you have a better one, I'm all ears."
Spitfire sighed. She didn't. "Alright, we'll go with Scootaloo's suggestion. I don't like this, but I guess we really don't have any other options."
"We don't have to tell him now. We could wait for a while and let him get to know her before breaking it to him," Rainbow suggested with a shrug of her shoulders.
"So he can lose his shit and run off after he finds out we've been lying to him for even longer?" Scootaloo stated more than asked. "No, we should be straightforward. He deserves to know this."
"I hope you're right..." Summer said with a nervous glance at the door.

Lightning landed powerfully on the front porch of his in-law's home in the sky. He pushed the door open and was met with an empty room.
"Son of a-OOF!" An orange blur slammed into him and tackled him to the floor. The rest of the ponies in the house entered the foyer laughing. Scootaloo had devised the plan as a way to ease the tension. Scootaloo and Lightning got to their hooves. Scootaloo laughed as Lightning flexed his wing.
"Oh, don't be a baby. I didn't hit you that hard."
"Love you too, Scoot."
"Umm... is this usual?" Summer was clearly confused by the competitive relationship Scootaloo and Lightning shared. Spitfire and Rainbow laughed.
"They've been like that ever since they met eleven years ago. Took him long enough to ask her to marry him," Spitfire explained.
"It took him long enough to ask me out," Scootaloo added. Lightning gave the floor a sheepish grin. Scootaloo leaned into him. "It was worth the wait," she said with a smile.
"I'll bet it was." Summer smiled as she noted the two young ponies’ age. "You two are about the same age as Coal and I were when we got married."
"That so?" Spitfire asked. 
"It looks like Spitty and I got hitched a little early," Rainbow said with a grin. Spitfire brought her hoof to her face. Everypony in the room laughed.
"So, now that we have that out of the way, I think it's time for a proper introduction. My name is Lightning Spark. I'm-"
"The racepony?!"
"Not anymore." Lightning fought back the urge to let his facial features betray his irritation at the question.
"My husband LOVES you! Why did you quit?!"
Lightning sighed. "I didn't quit, I got fired." Lightning stopped and took a deep breath before continuing. "Basically, my boss was spending more money on me than I was bringing in. Turns out there's no place for racers that don't sell their souls for money." Lightning extended a hoof to Summer. "And now back to the introductions. My name is Lightning Spark. I'm Scootaloo's fiance. You must be Summer Breeze."
Summer extended her own hoof and shook. "Ember, actually. It's nice to meet you, Lightning. My husband will be jealous."
"I hope not."
"You're famous! Seriously, what's with this family and being famous?"
"It just kinda happens."

Summer looked at the clock. It was 3:30. According to Spitfire, Steel would be home any minute. She had mixed feelings about meeting her son. She was excited beyond what words could describe, but she was also terrified. What if he didn't accept her? What if he knew about her and hated her? What if he refused to believe she really was related to him in any way? She heard the door open. And there he was. All grown up. Summer's jaw dropped. She was speechless.
Even with his unkempt mane and tail he, had grown from the foal she had held in her forelegs thirteen years prior into a handsome young pony. He even had his cutie mark already. She saw the burning wings on his flank and knew right away he had found his talent in flying. She knew that because her father's cutie mark was extraordinarily similar, almost as if it were passed down in the bloodline. It was then that he looked her in the eye. His brilliant blue eyes stood in sharp contrast to his dull gray coat and jet black mane. 
She then heard Spitfire's voice. "Steel, I'd like you to meet Summer Ember. She's your birth mother." 

Steel laughed. 
"Nice one, Spitfire. So, your name is Summer. Nice to meet you. I'm Steel." 
Spitfire looked at Summer. Summer hadn't taken her eyes off Steel.
"Uhh, Summer? You're staring. It's kinda rude."
"Watch your mouth, Steel!" Rainbow did not like it when Steel was rude to guests.
"Sorry Rainbow. I guess I just don't find your pranks as funny as Scootaloo does."
"Steel, Mom and Ma aren't lying. That mare gave birth to you," Scootaloo said. She was really hoping this would go well. In the back of her mind she knew it wouldn't.
"No, the mare who gave birth to me was named Aerial. Aerial Crestfall. Not Summer Ember."
"Steel, Jade—"
Steel kicked the door closed with his hind hoof and stepped inside. He began weaving between the ponies in the room.
"Let me guess. Now you're going to tell me some horror story about how my father was some wretched stallion that only desired to make the world a horrible place for everypony in it." Steel's anger was clear in his voice. "And then I'm supposed to fall in line and believe you. Let me tell you the facts as I see them. My father moves my family to Ponyville when I was six so he could find a job to support us. You know, like any good father would do. One day, I'm waiting for him to pick me up and take me to our house because I can't fly yet, and Scootaloo comes out of nowhere and offers to fly me up." 
Steel paused next to Scootaloo and forcefully placed a hoof on her back. "Like a good father, he doesn't trust his son with a mare who seemed to make every effort she could to tear his family apart when she was eleven years old. Then, a few days later, my mom goes and lives with you guys." Steel moved Between Spitfire and Rainbow and gave a smile that dripped with hatred. "A few days after that, my mom is dead. My father tells me she killed herself, but according to my good friend Rainbow Dash, he killed her after breaking into the house with a purpose known only to him." 
Steel left their sides and made his way back towards the middle of the room. "My dad moves me again because he can't bear to live in the town where his wife died, and we live happily for about three months. Then my dad takes me back here while he takes care of some leftover business in Ponyville, and I watch as that mare over there in the corner brutally murders him." He pointed an aggressive hoof at Scootaloo. "Does that sum it up nicely?"
"Steel, you need to know—" 
"The truth? You're right Scootaloo, I really do need to know the truth. But seeing as it's your word against my father's, I don't have many results to compare with, do I?"
"Steel, we have your birth certificate here. Just take a look. You'll see that we aren't lying." Rainbow held Steel's birth certificate out for him. Steel snatched it and looked.
"Who the buck is Steel Breeze? And... Summer Breeze... Jade... Dad..." Steel began to shake as he read the information on the page. It was fake, it HAD to be fake. There was no way it was true. It couldn't be.
"No. No, this is a lie. No, this isn't the truth, no, no no NO!" Steel threw the document onto the floor and galloped out the front door. Scootaloo tried to fly after him, but it was too late. Summer was crying, and Spitfire was trying to console her. Scootaloo felt a wing on her back.
"He'll come back, Scootaloo. He'll come to terms with this." Lightning's voice sounded confident, but Scootaloo could tell that he was saying those words to himself as much as to her.
"Will he?"
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Tears stung at Steel's eyes as he flew over Whitetail Woods. That couldn't be right, Summer couldn't have given birth to him. His mother's name was Aerial. Aerial Crestfall, not Summer Breeze. The mares that adopted him were lying to him. They wanted him to hate his past so he would be easier to control. He wasn't going to let that happen. He wasn't going back to them. Not that night, not ever again. 
He was going to leave Ponyville behind and start his own life. There had to be somepony that would be willing to help him out. Sadly, he knew that leaving Ponyville would mean leaving behind the few ponies he cared about. Eddie, Halo... Autumn. Steel stopped and hovered in midair. He turned in the direction of Autumn's house. He couldn't leave her without at least saying goodbye.

Steel landed in front of Autumn's house. He knocked on the door. Winter Wind answered with a smile.
"Steel! How nice to see you. Come on in, I'm sure Autumn will be happy to know you're here." 
Steel nodded politely and thanked Winter. He stepped into the foyer.
"Autumn!" Winter called out. "You have a visitor!"
"Coming, Daddy!" 
Steel relaxed as he saw Autumn happily trot into the foyer. Her smile only grew when she saw Steel. "Hi Steel!"
"Hey Autumn." 
Autumn could tell from Steel's voice that something was wrong. Today she was going to get some answers out of him.

Scootaloo leaned against Lightning. She hadn't cried. She had no desire. She was too lost in her thoughts to cry. Too lost in self hatred.
Yeah, tell it to him straight. Nice bucking work retard.
I know. I just hope he comes home soon.
He'll be better off if he doesn't.
Maybe he will...
"Scootaloo, snap out of it." 
Scootaloo jumped at hearing Lightning's voice. She shook her head. This was no time to to let her guilt get the better of her. "Sorry. I just—"
"Don't be sorry, it's alright. I just don't want you listening to her too long. She tends to leave you in a bad mental state."
Scootaloo lowered her head. Before she could let her guilt take hold of her she shook her head again. Determination was in her eyes when she looked back at Lightning. "Yeah. I need to focus. I'm going after him."
"I think now would be a good time to leave him to sort this out.” Lightning frowned as Scootaloo cocked an eyebrow at him.
"You sure about that?" 
"To be honest, no I'm not. But I can't think of a better plan, so that's what we'll go with."
Scootaloo sighed and lowered her head again. "Dammit Lightning. Sometimes I really hate it when you're honest."
Lightning closed his eyes and lowered his voice to a whisper. "So do I."

Steel and  Autumn landed on the beach in front of the lake by the Everfree. He recalled a story Scootaloo once told him about encountering a giant squid in that lake while trying to get her cutie mark with Sweetie Belle and Applebloom.
"Steel, what's going on?" Autumn got straight to the point.
"I don't want to talk about it."
"Steel, you can tell me anything. I—"
"I'm leaving Ponyville. I'm running away." Steel found those words a lot harder to say than he expected. What was harder for him to handle was the look on Autumn's face after he told her. He could have sworn he felt his heart get torn out of his chest.
"What? Why? Steel, what's—"
"I'll tell you before I leave. Right now I just want to say goodbye."
"But—"
"Please. I don't want my problems to mess up our last moment together." Steel began to wonder if that moment wasn't already ruined. He again felt his heart being ripped out as Autumn began to sob against his shoulder.

Scootaloo stood. She wasn't going to sit and wait while Steel did something that could get him hurt. 
"Scoot, what are you doing?"
"I'm going to go find my brother. You coming with?"
"I don't think he's going to—"
"I DON'T CARE!" Scootaloo felt a pang of guilt for yelling at Lightning. She walked to the door. "I'm not just going to sit here while he's out there in his mental state. He's going to hurt himself, or worse, somepony else. I have to fix things with him."
Lightning nodded and stood next to her.  "We'll find him faster if we're both looking. Let's not waste anymore time."
"I'm coming too." Rainbow stood next to them with her wings spread. "Spitfire will stay here with Summer."
Scootaloo smiled. "Thanks Ma."
"Thank me when we find him. Come on, we're losing daylight. My son is going to have a hot dinner and a warm bed tonight if it's the last thing I do."
Scootaloo took note of her mother referring to Steel as "her son." Scootaloo had never noticed the extent of her parents love for Steel before that moment. He had always been "Steel" or "your brother." Never once had they referred to him as their son. Scootaloo dove off the front porch. She was going to find her brother. No matter what it took.

Steel felt his world falling apart piece by piece. Every tear Autumn released onto his shoulder was another part of his heart that was melting away. He didn't know how he could leave with her in this state. Though they had only been together romantically for the better part of a week, but they had been close for almost a year. Steel's only closer friend was Eddie. It was then that it really hit Steel that running away meant leaving his entire life behind. Every friend he had ever made was here in Ponyville. How could he leave that? He knew it would be difficult, he knew he had to leave. 
"St-Steel? Do you h-have to go?" Autumn choked out. Steel found himself fighting back tears as he responded.
"Yeah, I do. I'll come back for you. I promise I'll come back. When we're older. We can start over when we're older."
"Can we?" Autumn's words struck a chord with Steel. He had only been saying those things to try and get her to stop crying. And to prevent himself from crying. He hadn't actually thought about what he was saying. Could they start over sometime in the future? Would he even come back? He choked back tears and said the first thing he could force out.
"Of course we can."
"But what if we can't?"
Steel opened his mouth to speak, but no words came. He didn't have an answer to that.

Scootaloo had checked everywhere in Ponyville for her brother. She had rallied every member of Iron Pony that was currently in Ponyville, every one of her friends that was not a band member and every one of her parent's friends and their spouses to join in the search. And so far after two hours they had still come up empty. Scootaloo decided to head to the lake she had grown to love so much. She always went to the lake when she needed to clear her head, and right now was a time where she needed a good head clearing. 
She flew low over the treeline of the Everfree Forest, dodging rogue treetops wherever they poked themselves out above the rest of the treeline. Immediately upon clearing the forest she found the pony she was looking for just on the other side of the lake. She saw that Lightning had a similar idea and was watching from the beach. She flew down and landed next to him. Her eyes became wide as saucers as the scene unfolded before her.

Autumn finally gathered herself enough to begin her interrogation of Steel. She was not going to let him leave without giving her the answers she was looking for.
"Steel, you need to talk to me. Don't think about leaving before you do."
Steel was taken aback. Did she seriously just order him to share his troubles with her? Only weak ponies bring their problems to others.
"I don't need to tell you anything. YOU on the other hoof need to learn to keep to your damn self." Steel felt guilty for the obvious hurt he had brought to Autumn with his words, but he knew he was only saying what she needed to hear. He then saw anger spread across her face.
"How DARE you talk to me like that! I just want to help you! All you've ever done is hide your problems from me! I just want to help!"
"You can help by shutting your bucking mouth!" Steel shouted back. "All you've ever done is nag at me to get me to open up about things I don't want to open up about! Don't you know that sometimes ponies like to keep their secrets a secret?!"
Autumn found herself fighting back tears. Breaking down and crying wouldn't help her now.
"Steel, I've ALWAYS told you about my problems! Every deep, dark secret I've ever had I've told you! Now, when I ask you to open up to me about your troubles so I can help you through them, you treat me like a jerk that just wants to know about you so I can tell the whole world! You were so nice the whole time I've known you! What changed?!"
Steel let out a bitter laugh and turned his back to Autumn.
"I'll tell you what's changed Autumn. I got sick of lying to everypony. It's such a good feeling, sharing whatever I feel whenever I feel it. It makes me feel free. Autumn, what changed is me. I stopped lying to the world. I've always been pissed off. The only difference is that now I let everypony know that I am."
Autumn stared in horror at the spectacle before her. Steel had lost it. Gone was the kind colt she had befriended almost a year ago. Gone was the colt she knew she could always depend on when she needed somepony to lean on. Gone was the colt that she had shared her first kiss with. That colt had been replaced by the monster she was fighting with. Steel turned around. He had a look in his eye that Autumn couldn't place. It seemed... crazed.
"Come with me, Autumn. You and I never have to be apart. Come with me, and we can start our new lives together."
Autumn took a step back. She wanted nothing to do with the colt standing in front of her. In a matter of hours he had gone from the Steel she knew and loved to something that she was horrified to look at.
"No."
"What?"
"I'm not coming with you. And you're not leaving. Steel, you need help." Autumn desperately held onto the hope that there was something left of the old Steel still inside of whatever she was looking at. She noticed Steel's face twist into one of rage.
"Help? HELP?! YOU THINK I NEED HELP?! I'M FINALLY FREE! YOU'RE THE ONE WHO NEEDS HELP! YOU'RE THE ONE STUCK LIVING BY THE LAWS OF THE PONIES AROUND US! HOW DARE YOU TELL ME THAT I'M THE ONE WHO NEEDS HELP!" 
Autumn took another step back. Steel began to move towards her. Fear overtook Autumn. She tried to force herself to relax, but she couldn't. She couldn't hold her tears back. "Who are you?"
Steel was confused by her question.  "I'm Steel you moron. Who else would I be?"
"You're not Steel. Steel doesn't act like you. Steel's not a monster."
Steel wasn't sure why being described as a monster drove his next action. All he knew was the pain of his heart shattering when he felt his hoof impact over Autumn's left eye. He looked in horror at the scene before him. Autumn lay in the sand with tears pouring down her face. He heard wingbeats behind him and felt himself being forced to the ground. He saw an orange pegasus with a purple mane land next to Autumn and wrap her in her forelegs.
What have I done? No other thoughts formed inside his head for the rest of the night.
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Steel lay in his bed and looked at the ceiling. He didn't cry. He hadn't cried since he hit Autumn the day before. He hadn't done anything since then. He hadn't eaten, he hadn't slept. He hadn't been awake. The last eighteen hours had passed by him in a blur. All he felt was... nothing. He didn't even feel empty. He didn't feel the dull ache of hunger in his stomach, he didn't feel his parched lips. He didn't feel the weight of his eyelids, begging to him to allow them to rest. 
He didn't hear the gentle knocks at his door created by a concerned sister. He didn't notice her open the door and move to sit next to his bed. "Steel?"
Steel was surprised by her voice, but he didn't react.
"Steel, you have to get up. You've been laying in bed for the last eighteen hours. Here, drink something." Scootaloo lifted a cup of water to him. Steel turned his head, noticed how thirsty he was, and rolled back over.
"Steel, you have to drink. I'm not leaving if you don't."
Steel attempted to respond, but his dry throat wouldn't let him. He rolled over and took the water from Scootaloo. It didn't take long for him to chug it down. The dry muscles in his throat screamed in response, and he spewed about half the glass onto the floor. He then rolled back over and gave a muffled response to Scootaloo's presence.
"Go away." His voice was incredibly raspy. He would need more water to get his voice back to normal.
Scootaloo took another step towards Steel's bedside. She placed a hoof on his shoulder. "Steel, wallowing isn't going to fix your mistake. Neither will starving and dehydrating yourself. You need to get out of bed. You need to eat something."
"No, I don't. There's no place for me here."
Scootaloo rolled her eyes. "Steel, you made a mistake. Yeah, it was a big mistake, but we still love you. There will always—"
"What if I hurt somepony else? What if I become what I was back there on the beach?"
Scootaloo gave a soft smile and gave him a gentle nuzzle. "The fact that you're so worried about it now tells me you'll never hit another pony again."
Steel rolled to face Scootaloo. "Are you sure?"
Scootaloo offered a warm smile. "I'm sure. Now get out of bed and get yourself something to eat and drink."
"I... okay." Steel slowly got out of bed. He winced as he stretched his cramped legs and wings. Scootaloo walked just behind him all the way to the kitchen.
"Where's Spitfire and Rainbow Dash?"
"Work. I told them I'd watch you while they're gone."
"Oh."
Scootaloo raised an eyebrow at Steel. "What's on your mind Steel?"
Steel stopped walking and faced Scootaloo. "I want to know more about my dad."
Scootaloo sighed. "Steel, we've told you everything there is to know."
"I just... I want to see something written. On paper. I don't care how bad it is anymore, I just want to know."
Scootaloo gave Steel a questioning look. "Are you sure?"
Steel lowered his head. "Yeah. I can't run from it anymore. I might as well just know everything."
"If you're absolutely sure after some food we can go to the guard station later today. But I don't want to bombard you with any more than you need right now."
"Alright." Steel made his way to the kitchen table and noticed there was already food ready for him.
"Scootaloo, did you make me dinner?"
"I'd never leave you hanging," Scootaloo said with a smile.
"Why?"
"We're family. We need to look out for each other."
Steel was astonished that his sister still cared enough about him enough to do that for him, Especially after the way he had treated her and his adoptive parents the last few days. His father would have punished him quite severely if he had been so short with him. 
"But... I've been so horrible to you guys lately... to everypony... to Autumn..." Steel fought back tears as he vividly remembered his hoof finding purchase over her eye. It was strange...he couldn't even think of the action as something he did. It was as if somepony else had hit her with his hoof and he simply watched the event. He couldn't hold it in any longer. He fell to the floor and began to sob.
"Autumn... I'm so sorry... what did I do?"
Scootaloo knelt next to Steel. Her heart broke when she saw him. He wore that same defeated look he had seven years ago when Scootaloo had first wrapped her wing around him. She felt it would fit the moment to repeat that gesture.
"Steel, only you can decide how you let that affect you. You can let it weigh you down and leave you in this depressed state, or you can go talk to her and tell her everything you want her to hear from you."
Steel looked up at Scootaloo. His ears were still flopped down on the side of his head. He opened his mouth to speak and looked away again. "You make it sound so easy." 
Scootaloo pulled him closer to her with her wing. "It's not going to be easy Steel. But that's the only way you'll get through this."
"What if I don't want to get through it?"
Scootaloo gave her brother a concerned look. "What do you mean?"
Steel managed to lower his head even more. "I hurt her. She did nothing wrong and I hit her in the face. I don't deserve to get through this."
Scootaloo pulled Steel even closer and rested her chin on his head as he started to cry again. "Steel, you're a good pony. You made a mistake, but you're no worse than anypony else on the planet. I know that, and so does Autumn."
"I hurt my own fillyfriend. How can I possibly be a good pony?"
"Steel, we bombarded you with information that changed almost everything you know about your own life over the course of a few days. That wasn't a good move on our part as your family, and for what it's worth I can't tell you how sorry I am. It's enough to cause anypony problems like you had. Honestly, I'm surprised you managed to keep it together as long as you did. We should have been better about spacing that out."
"You guys only told me two new things. Everything else is the same old story you've been telling me as long as I've lived with you guys."
Scootaloo gave Steel a gentle nuzzle. "I think somepony needs to hear my story."
Steel raised an eyebrow. "What story?"
Scootaloo stood and walked to the table.  "The one I'll tell you over lunch."

"You still feel bad about what you did to Dad?"
"Yeah. I get this voice inside my head all the time. She makes sure I know how awful I am for what I did..." Scootaloo took a breath before continuing. She hated talking about her past, but right now her brother needed it. "Usually, I let her get to me. Inside, I know she's just me making myself feel bad, but I tend to forget that. Until the ponies that care about me help me see that even though I could have done things differently, I'm not as horrible as I make myself feel."
Steel looked away. "But if everything you're telling me is true, then Dad deserved what he got. Autumn didn't deserve what I did to her." Steel sighed. "I deserve what Dad got."
"Steel, don't ever say that." Scootaloo wasn't harsh with her words, but she was definitely firm. "Nopony deserves to be killed for anything, no matter what they did. Not even Jade. I made a mistake doing what I did to him. You made a mistake hitting Autumn. Don't make a bigger mistake by letting it get to your head."
"But I—"
"No buts Steel." Scootaloo softened her expression. "Tell you what. Today we're going to have a little brother-sister bonding time. Just you and me. What do you say?"
Steel looked up. "Can we talk more about Dad?"
"We can do that if we have time. But first there's a place I want to show you."

Scootaloo pulled ahead of Steel. Steel sped up to keep pace with her. Scootaloo grinned and pulled ahead of Steel again. Steel quickly figured out what was going on. He matched speed with his sister again. If there was one thing he loved, it was a good race. 
"Oh, you want to try this with me, do you?" Steel yelled against the wind.
"Only if you're not scared to try me!" Scootaloo called back and sped up again.
"I'll leave you in my wake!" Steel folded his wings against his sides and angled down for a dive. Always a good way to increase his speed. Scootaloo followed suit. She knew she wasn't going to win the race, but if she was going to take his mind off the events of the last few days she had to at least give him a run for his bits. She began to worry when she noticed Steel dove below the recommended safe distance from the ground that all pegasus ponies were taught to abide by at the speeds they were currently flying. 
Steel laughed as he spread his wings and leveled himself out so he was flying on a line that was parallel to the ground; the ground that was less than six feet below him. If he made even the smallest mistake at that elevation at the speed he was flying, he could find himself grounded for months at best.
"Steel, you really should pull up!" Scootaloo called out. 
Steel laughed. "Why? So you can keep up with me?"
"So you don't hurt yourself!"
"Oh quit worrying. I'll be fine." Steel gracefully sped just above ground level. A pony came into view in front of him and he narrowly avoided impact by pulling up at the last moment. Steel laughed as he matched speed with Scootaloo again.
"Don't you EVER try that again! It's too dangerous!" Scootaloo yelled above the rushing wind. 
"You say that as if I don't know what I'm doing," Steel called back with a laugh. "Now where's that place you want to show me?"
"Follow me. And stay a safe distance above ground this time."

"It's just a big empty clearing," Steel said. He was incredibly confused.
"That's what it is right now. What matters is what it was fifteen years ago."
"What was it fifteen years ago?"
Scootaloo looked up at the sky. "This is where our father put our house when we first moved to Ponyville. This is where my life started."
Steel looked in the sky with a faraway look on his face. "Dad said you ran away the day they left here. Is that true?"
Scootaloo sighed. "That's not entirely inaccurate, I guess," she started. "I would have run away if he hadn't kicked me out first."
"Why did he kick you out?" 
"I refused to move with him again. I found a home here in Ponyville. I wasn't going to let him take it away."
"Ahh..." Steel looked at the ground. 
"Are you starting to believe us now?" Scootaloo asked as she lowered her head to look at Steel.
"I don't know what to believe anymore... I guess I don't really care."
Steel turned and began to walk away. He felt a hoof on his shoulder. "Steel, of course you care. You need to know who you are. Right now I know you're confused, and—"
"Scootaloo, as much as I appreciate you trying to help me, I know what I am. I'm nothing but a monster." Before Scootaloo could react, Steel flew off into the afternoon sky.

Steel landed on the porch of his home. He sighed as he pushed the door open and headed inside. He trudged through the kitchen and made his way to his room. He didn't bother to close his door like he usually did. Instead, he opted to simply flop down on his bed. Again, numbness washed over him. He didn't feel, he didn't think.
Instead he opted to close his eyes and allow his tired body to be carried off into the world of dreams. Dreams where he wasn't a monster. Where he could live his life to the fullest and be as happy as everypony around him. Before he allowed sleep to take him over, he made sure to say four short words to himself.
"I hate you, Steel."
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Steel stared at what was left of his old mannequin. He didn't have the energy or desire to hit it. He just stared at it. It was as if the answers he sought somehow resided within the empty plastic shell. He heaved a sigh as his stomach let out a low rumble. He pushed his door open and slowly made his way to the kitchen. He made himself a quick snack and sat at the counter. His mind was empty as he slowly munched on his meal. It seemed he was doing everything slowly and deliberately ever since the incident with Autumn. After finishing his meal, Steel put his plate in the sink. He'd deal with it in the morning.

Spitfire woke to the sound of dishes and silverware clinking in the kitchen. She got up to go check on Steel, but felt a hoof on her shoulder.
"Let him eat, he's not doing anything wrong," Rainbow said with a grunt.
"I know, I just worry about him. He's been going through such a rough time the last few days. I just want to make sure he's alright," Spitfire replied.
"He'll be fine, Spitfire. Now come on back to bed. It's getting cold already."
"Rainbow..."
"Spitfire, he's not a foal anymore. He's a growing young pony. He just needs to eat more than he used to. Give him a little space, he'll be fine."
Spitfire hesitated. She knew when something was wrong, and right now something definitely felt wrong. She went against her better judgement and climbed back into bed with Rainbow.
"There we go, that's a good Spitty."
"Shut up and go to sleep, Rainbow."
"You don't have to tell me twice." Rainbow's voice began to fade as she drifted off to sleep. Sleep would not take Spitfire so easily. She managed to find a comfortable position in her wife's embrace, but her worry was too much for her to take. She wasn't a believer in any of the many religions that had consumed the lives of many Equestrian ponies, but at that moment she prayed to whatever god or goddess that would listen that everything would be alright.

After eating, Steel made his way to the bathroom. When he was washing his hooves, something caught his eye. He took a long look at the razor that sat next to his toothbrush. He had begun getting added facial hair earlier than most of his classmates, and thus needed to start shaving it off earlier. He looked in the mirror and noticed that he didn't have to shave at the moment, but for some reason he still felt drawn to the razor on the counter. He picked it up in his teeth and carried it with him to his room. He threw it down on the floor and began to take it apart. He still wasn't sure what caused his sudden fascination with the damn thing, but he continued all the same. It turned out to be a much more difficult task than he had initially expected, but after roughly ten minutes Steel had managed to take the whole thing apart. 
He gazed at the three blades that were laying on the floor of his room. Steel still didn't understand his fascination, but for some reason he felt the need to pick one of the blades up in his mouth. After doing so, he found himself equally fascinated with his right foreleg. When he finally figured out what had been going on on his head, he dropped the blade and shot to his bed. He wasn't going to do that...he couldn't. That was what emo ponies did to get attention, not a solution to his problems. Then again...

Spitfire finally still couldn't shake the feeling she had that something was wrong she shifted to get up again, eliciting a groan from Rainbow.
"Can't you just stay in bed?"
"Rainbow, something isn't right. I know when something is off, and right now something is off."
"Sheesh, you're such a worrier. He's fine, he's just a growing colt."
"You say that as if that's supposed to comfort me."
"It should."
"He's been through so much in the last few days, and most of it's our fault. He's obviously not handling it well, and—"
"Spitfire, you need to relax. He just feels guilty over what happened with Autumn. He probably just wanted some comfort food."
"I just get the feeling that there's more to it than that."
"Spitfire—" Rainbow was cut off by the sound of laughter from below her. Their was no hint of joy or even humor from the laughter. It sounded... dark. Rainbow and Spitfire exchanged worried glances as the laughter grew more and more intense.
"So, maybe you should go check on him."
"Uh-uh, now it's a WE."
"Dammit." Rainbow dragged herself out of bed. She and Spitfire then proceeded to make their way to Steel's room. Spitfire opened the door. She was about to ask Steel what was going on, but the horrific scene before her took away her words before she could say them.

Steel got out of his bed and walked back over to the pieces of razor that lay on the floor of his room. He picked up one of the blades and looked back down at his foreleg. He nodded to himself, deciding that the punishment was fitting of what he had done. Without another thought, he dug the razor blade into his leg and ripped it through several layers of skin. Pain shot through his leg, causing him to wince. But after the pain came something he didn't expect. 
A warm feeling flooded his body. It was barely noticeable at first, but it quickly grew stronger and stronger with every slice into his skin. Blood poured from the new wounds on Steel's foreleg. He sat back on his haunches. A smile spread across his face. Not a joyful smile, but a sadistic one. He fell onto his back and laughed. He found himself laughing uncontrollably. Before long he was into hysterics. It wasn't until he heard a loud gasp that he realized he had been caught.

Rainbow and Spitfire stared in horror at the sight before them. Blood was pouring down Steel's right foreleg, and they could only guess that the wounds came from the bloodied razor blade that lay on the floor next to him. Rainbow was the first to snap out of it and take action. She shot to Steel's side and kicked the razor blade away from him.
"Steel, what are you doing?!" she half yelled her question, but worry was evident in her voice.
"Giving myself the punishment I deserve," Steel said with a grunt.
"Why in Equestria would you do that?!" Spitfire wasn't sure how she managed speech at the moment.
"Because nopony else will do it." Steel was very matter-of-fact. 
"Spitfire, go get something to clean his cuts with," Rainbow said. Spitfire simply nodded and galloped to the bathroom to grab some first aid supplies.
"Steel, this isn't going to make what happened go away," Rainbow said. "I know you feel guilty about what you did to Autumn, but digging a razor into your skin is only going to make things worse."
"Oh yeah?" Steel asked with a smirk. "Says who?" 
Rainbow sighed. "Says the mare who loves you more than you'll ever know. Now let's see those cuts." Rainbow took Steel's bleeding leg and and examined the cuts. She moved his fur out of the way and quickly realized they were far too deep to take care of with in home first aid supplies. Ironically, it was just then that Spitfire burst through the door with the first aid kit in her mouth.
"Steel, what possessed you to do this?" Rainbow asked. Worry was evident in her voice.
Steel shrugged. "I wanted to." He spoke as if he hadn't done anything out of the ordinary.
"Spitfire, help me get his leg wrapped. We're going to have to take him to the hospital." Spitfire's jaw dropped (and with it the first aid kit) when Rainbow said that. Steel groaned.
"It's just a little bit of blood. I'll be—"
"Steel, you won't be fine! I've never seen anypony with cuts this deep!" Rainbow tried not to yell, but she failed... miserably. Steel flinched, but she ignored it. "Come on Spitfire, we need to do what we can to stop his bleeding. And we need to do it now." 
Spitfire nodded and opened the first aid kit. She pulled out a roll of gauze and quickly began to wrap Steel's leg. He groaned in annoyance. 
"Spitfire, Rainbow, I'll be fine. I'm just... a little dizzy... that's all..." Steel's voice began to fade as he began to slip into unconsciousness. The rest of the night passed him in a blur.

Scootaloo grunted as she woke to a knock at her door. "Not this shit again..." She rolled out of bed and fell into a heap on the floor. Lightning groaned.
"Come back to bed. Whatever it is, it can wait."
"That's what you said last time," Scootaloo responded as she picked herself up off the floor and made her way to the door.
"What are the odds that it's going to happen twice?" Lightning asked.
"With my history, they're higher than I would care to calculate."
"Uggh. Fine. Just come back to bed when you're done."
"If it's not important, I will." Her response wasn't heard. Lightning had already fallen back to sleep. Scootaloo stumbled down the stairs and stood in front of the door. She heard voices outside—voices that she immediately recognized as her parents'.
"It's five in the morning. We couldn't possibly have let them have a full night's rest before we break this to them?" 
That would be Ma, Scootaloo thought to herself.
"She deserves to know what's going on, and we shouldn't have to make her wait. You heard what the doctor said."
And there's Mom. Scootaloo lifted a hoof to push open the door, but decided to wait a little longer. She felt the unusual desire to eavesdrop on their conversation.
"All I'm saying is that it would be nice for Scootaloo if we let her get some sleep before she finds out about her brother being in the hospital."
Scootaloo pressed a hoof to her mouth. Before Spitfire could respond to Rainbow, she had opened the door and was standing in front of her parents.
"Judging by the look on your face, I'm going to say you heard part of that conversation," Rainbow said. Scootaloo simply nodded in response.
"What happened?" Scootaloo asked. The looks on her parents' faces made her heart sink.
"I think it would be best if we just showed you," Spitfire said.
Scootaloo nodded, and was just about to step outside when she felt Lightning bump into her.
"Have I ever told you how loud you mares are when you talk?" he asked. The three mares standing outside gave him a look that could only be interpreted with the words "When this is over, our family will be down one disrespectful runt." Lightning sighed. "It sounds rather urgent. Let's get going."

"He's going to be fine. He lost more blood than a pony should, but he didn't hit a vein. At this rate I'll be releasing him into the care of a mental hospital by tomorrow afternoon." Nurse Redheart made every effort to calm her patient's worried sister.
"Woah, woah woah woah woah, mental hospital?" Rainbow asked with a raised eyebrow.
"That's correct. He obviously needs some help—"
"That we can give him ourselves. As his family," Scootaloo interrupted. 
"Look, I know you don't want to send him away, but this is for the best. It will only be for a few months, and—"
"Do you need our consent to send him away?" Spitfire asked.
"Well, technically you would be the ones sending him away as his legal guardians, so—"
"He's not going anywhere," Rainbow finished. 
"You ponies always were a stubborn bunch of mules." Nurse Redheart huffed and moved to leave the room. Before exiting, she turned back to the family that sat inside. "When he wakes up, let me know. He should be fine, but I'd like to run some tests to make sure."
"You'll be the first," Lightning answered. He put a wing around Scootaloo. "See Scoot? He's going to be fine. He just needs some rest."
"The last thing he said to me yesterday was that he was a monster." Scootaloo's voice began to break as tears fell from her eyes. She never broke her gaze from Steel. "I should have seen this coming. I should have stopped him."
Yeah, you should have. Some sister you are.
"Scootaloo, you can't blame yourself. There's no way you could have seen this coming." Lightning pulled her in closer as he said that.
"I shouldn't blame myself... But I can't help but to do exactly that." Scootaloo lowered her head.
He's your brother. You're the only one who's even related to him. This one's on you.
"Scootaloo, look at me." Lightning tilted Scootaloo's chin with his hoof so she was looking him in the eyes. "This isn't your fault. You didn't do this. Steel did."
"But I—"
"No buts. Instead of wishing you had done something differently, you need to be the role model he needs right now."
"I..." Scootaloo looked back at Steel. She shook her head. "You're right. Thank you."
Lightning pulled Scootaloo into him and wrapped her in a hug. "Scoot, I love you. I just want to help you stay on track."
Scootaloo relaxed in Lightning's embrace. "I love you too, Lightning."
Scootaloo and Lightning brought their lips together in a loving embrace. For a moment, Scootaloo had entirely forgotten where she was and why she was there. But only for a moment. After they parted their kiss, Scootaloo returned her gaze to her brother. She was going to help him through everything that was happening. She was going to be the sister he needed, and she was going to be stronger than she had ever been before. She stood and walked to Steel's bedside. She rested a hoof on his shoulder.
"Steel... if you can hear me right now, I want you to know that I'll always be there for you. I'm your big sister, and I'll be damned if I don't start acting like it."
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Steel slowly opened his eyes. His head throbbed, and he desperately needed a glass of water. Much to his delight, he found one on the nightstand next to his bed. He looked around the room he was in, and it didn't take him long to figure out that he was in a hospital.
Buuuuck...What did I do this time? he thought to himself. He heard gentle breathing below him. He leaned over the side of the bed to get a look, and his eyes shot open.
"Autumn?" he whispered. He rubbed his eyes, noticing the bandages on his right foreleg. When he looked back down, she was still there, sleeping soundly on the floor. After a more careful inspection of her, he noticed a bandage just above her left eye. A feeling of regret flooded through him, but he never took his eyes off of her. 
She's so cute when she's curled up like that, he thought with a smile. He lowered his head and looked away. I don't deserve her. He heard the door to his room open, and when he looked up he saw Winter Wind standing in the doorway.
"You're awake," Winter began. "Autumn will be pleased to know that." 
Steel was disturbed by the lack of emotion in Winter's voice. He couldn't bear to look him in the eye. 
"You should take her home. She deserves better than to be stuck in a room with me," Steel responded. Winter sighed.
"Steel, I don't know why you did what you did, but Autumn has faith in you. If her faith is well placed, there won't be any problem between you and me. If you hurt her again..." Winter gave Steel a stare that seemed to pierce through his soul, his eyes unwavering. "If you hurt her again, I’d better not see you anywhere near her. Do you understand?"
Steel looked away. He couldn't meet Winter's gaze. "Then you should just take her home. I... don't want her to be around if... if I lose it again."
The voices of the ponies in the room talking slowly brought Autumn out of her sleep. She looked around the room, soon noticing her father's icy gaze and followed it to Steel. As soon as she saw that Steel was awake, she hopped up and stepped away from the bed. "Steel... how are you feeling?"
Steel brought his gaze to meet Autumn's, but immediately drew it away.
"I... Autumn..." He felt his eyes welling with tears. He didn't care anymore, he just wanted her to know how he felt. "Autumn, I'm so sorry. For whatever it's worth, I can't tell you how awful I feel. I—" Steel wasn't able to finish his sentence before Autumn had wrapped her forelegs around him in the most loving embrace he had ever remembered receiving. 
"I'm so happy you're back, Steel." Autumn had buried her face into Steel's chest, his coat getting wet from the joyful tears streaming down her face. "I was so worried about you. Please Steel, tell me what's going on. I want to help you."
Steel was overwhelmed with emotion. He wrapped his forelegs around Autumn's back. Why is she doing this? Is it possible that she still cares about me? She should hate me for what I did to her...
"I'm okay now, Autumn. It's over. Well, it almost is. I don't—"
Autumn pulled away from Steel. It didn't take a genius to see that she was pissed. "No. You're done keeping me out of the loop. Steel, tell me what's going on so I can help you." 
Steel felt anger well inside him, but it quickly subsided. He gave in to his defeat with a resigned sigh. "All right, I'll tell you. It's a long story though..."

Scootaloo trotted through Ponyville with a bag in her mouth. Inside the bag were eleven delicious pastry treats; she had bought a dozen, but that apple fritter looked WAY too good to pass up.
"Where you headed with that bag, Scoot?"
"Jimmy, I'm pretty sure it's not for you."
"It won't be if I don't ask, Sweets." 
Scootaloo laughed at Sweetie and Jimmy's argument. It always warmed her heart seeing the two of them together. "I’m fickim up Fteel fir—"
"Scoot? You might be able to talk better if you set the bag down."
Scootaloo gave Sweetie Belle a knowing glance, and she nodded before enveloping Jimmy with a magical aura. Scootaloo set the bag down and Jimmy attempted to lunge for it, making no progress. "Dammit Sweets, let me go! That looks delicious!"
"You have a problem, Jimmy! They're bucking pastries!"
"No, they're bucking AMAZING pastries!" he cried out, struggling in desperation. 
Scootaloo laughed. Jimmy's addiction to Sugarcube Corner pastries was well known amongst Ponyville citizens, and it was no surprise he had tried to take her treat for Steel at his first opportunity.
"Sorry Jimmy, these are for Steel and me. We're going to have a nice ‘brother-sister bonding day’ to celebrate his release from the hospital," Scootaloo explained.
Jimmy and Sweetie each gave Scootaloo a curious look. "What's Steel in the hospital for?" Sweetie asked.
"Why are you bringing him Sugarcube Corner for that?" Jimmy asked. Sweetie Belle hit Jimmy on the top of the head.
"Does it matter? Her brother is in the bucking hospital!"
"But—"
Sweetie and Scootaloo facehoofed simultaneously, stopping Jimmy from finishing his sentence.
"To answer your question, Sweets, Steel hurt himself last night. Pretty badly."
A look of concern washed over Sweetie Belle's face. "What happened?" 
Scootaloo sighed. She hated thinking about what her brother had done. "He cut himself. And he dug pretty deep. He didn't hit an artery, but he lost a fair amount of blood."
Sweetie and Jimmy's jaws dropped. "Sweet Celestia, is he okay?!" Sweetie Belle almost screamed.
"He's better now, but he's been asleep for the last sixteen hours." As if on cue, Scootaloo yawned. "And I haven't been."
Sweetie Belle and Jimmy jumped to Scootaloo's side. Scootaloo raised an eyebrow at the couple. "What are you two doing?" she asked.
"We're going to see Steel with you. Duh," Sweetie responded. Jimmy nodded.
"What she said."
"I think I'd rather—"
"You begin that sentence as if we're giving you a choice," Sweetie responded.
"I appreciate the offer, but—"
"Scoot, we're more worried about Steel than you. We know you can handle this, you're a grown mare. Steel's still a colt. We want him to know that he has our support," Jimmy cut in.
"Whether he likes it or not," Sweetie Belle finished, nodding in agreement.
Scootaloo smiled, finally relenting to their insistence. It was times like that when she was happy she had the friends she did. "Thanks. I'm sure it will mean a lot to Steel. As long as Jimmy can stay somewhat mature through it all."
"I think I can manage," Jimmy said. Although he enjoyed goofing around as much as the rest of Iron Pony, he did know when the time called for him to be a stallion... most of the time anyway.
"Well, now that it's settled, I say we get going!" Sweetie chirped. Scootaloo was surprised to see her skipping along like she was a foal again. She then understood when she watched Sweetie and Jimmy lean against each other as they walked.
That's gonna last... and I'm okay with it, Scootaloo thought to herself with a smile.

It wasn't long before the three ponies were making their way down the halls of the hospital to Steel's room. Upon opening the door, they immediately noticed two things: One was a large white stallion who stood completely speechless while staring at Steel. The other was a small filly quietly sobbing into Steel's chest.
Oh no...He told them...Well, this is gonna be interesting, Scootaloo thought to herself. She trotted over to Steel's bed and set the pastry bag down next to him and Autumn.
"You lovebirds hungry?" she asked nonchalantly.
Autumn and Steel looked up at Scootaloo, but didn't say anything. Steel gave Scootaloo a look that said "Give us a minute." Scootaloo responded with a look that said "Okay, but just one." 
Scootaloo stepped back and watched the scene unfold. It was strange for her to see, and she wasn't sure what to feel. It was heartwarming to see that Steel had opened up to somepony outside of their family about what was going on, but she knew there was something going on inside of Steel's head that nopony else could see. Scootaloo opted to worry, just as any sister would. For now she kept it to herself, knowing she’d talk to him about it later. She was about to step forward when she felt a hoof on her shoulder. She turned to see Winter Wind motioning with his head for her to follow him outside. Scootaloo obliged. She imagined he would have a lot to ask.
Scootaloo stepped outside of the room and gently closed the door behind her. She gave him a knowing glance. "Steel told you and Autumn our family history, didn't he?" Scootaloo started. Winter nodded.
"For two ponies as young as you and your brother are... that's enough to break most ponies."
Scootaloo let out a bitter laugh. "Believe me, we're no exception. You know what Steel did, and I still get a voice in my head whenever I do something wrong."
"How do you two keep going? I don't think I could stay on my hooves after what you've been through."
"When I was a filly, I went through a lot of therapy. I actually kept going until I was 19. Steel went through a series of therapy and anger management classes, but he wouldn't open up enough for the professionals to be much help. Really though, the most important thing for both of us is our strong support net that our close friends provide. Steel hasn't had too much of that because he won't open up to anypony though. I'm surprised he opened up to you and Autumn. I'm glad, but I'm very surprised."
"I don't think either of us were ready to hear that story. I can't imagine going through that even now, let alone when I was his age. It still doesn't excuse what he did to my daughter, but I think I can overlook that if he gets proper care."
Scootaloo sighed. She wanted Winter to know that her brother wasn't a bad colt, but she knew that by "proper care" he meant professional help.
"We're not sending him to a professional. We've tried that many times before, and every time ended with him in a worse state than he started in. We're going to help him as his family. That's what he needs. I just wish we had figured it out sooner. Maybe we could have prevented all this."
Winter was obviously displeased with Scootaloo's response. "Now, Miss Dash. I appreciate what you're trying to do for your brother, but he needs a professional. I can't imagine what he's gone through, but—"
"Then you can't possibly know what he needs. Don't try to tell me how to handle this again." Scootaloo knew that Winter was trying to convince her to give Steel the best help he could get, but there were some things a pony had to experience to understand. Winter had no idea what was going on in Steel's head, but Scootaloo did. And she knew that no professional was going to be able to convince Steel to open up and allow them to help.
Winter took a step back. It was obvious he had crossed a line that shouldn't be crossed, and he knew when to quit. He nodded politely.
"I can't begin to understand what you and your family are going through right now. If there's anything I can do to help, just let me know." 
Scootaloo smiled. "Thank you, Mr. Wind. I appreciate that."
Winter nodded. Deciding there was nothing left to discuss, he walked back into Steel's room. Scootaloo followed close behind. She wished that Lightning didn't have to coach right then. It would have been nice to be able to lean on him for a while.

"Gentlecolts! I'm sure you're all aware that the stallion next to me has been shadowing me while I coached you all for the last couple of days!" Soarin' began. As he expected, his racers stood in line, but were goofing around instead of listening to him. He sighed. He was too old for this. "If you want to be a part of the next race, you're going to turn your attention to me right now!" he barked. His racers immediately snapped to attention. That was better. "Now that I have your attention, I'd like to introduce you to our new assistant coach! His name is Lightning Spark! He—"
"Duh, we know who Lightning Spark is, Coach. You don't have to tell us that."
Soarin' nodded to Lightning. Lightning kept a stone face as he walked toward the colt who had spoken out of turn.
"Do you know what my job is, son?" Lightning asked. The colt snickered.
"Son? You're what, ten years older than me and you're calling me—"
"MY JOB IS TO KICK YOUR ASS SO HARD THAT AT THE END OF PRACTICE YOU WON'T HAVE AN ASS TO KICK!" Lightning roared. The colt reflexively took a step back and lifted a hoof to protect his face. "Now, seeing as you have so kindly offered, why don't you demonstrate a Sunshine for me!" Lightning opted to use a bark for that order. The colt raised an eyebrow at Lightning.
"The buck is a Sunshine?"
Lightning grinned. It was going to be a fun couple of hours.

Lightning and Soarin' watched as worn out colts dragged themselves off of the practice field. For the most part, the racers liked Lightning—when he wasn't drilling them into the dirt.
"Nice work out there, Lightning. I think this group actually respects you," Soarin' started as they walked back to the locker room.
"Thanks Soarin'. I must say, I really enjoyed myself out there."
"I could tell. You did surprisingly well considering how distracted you were."
Lightning raised an eyebrow at Soarin'. "How did you know I was distracted?"
"Please Lightning, I could always read you like a book. What's on your mind?"
Lightning shifted. Steel was a little brother to him, and he didn't want to betray his trust. But Lightning also knew that what Steel needed now more than anything was a father figure. And nopony fit the bill better than Soarin'. "It's about Steel. Last night he... hurt himself."
"Oh? Is he alright?"
Lightning sighed. He stopped walking.
"I'd prefer it if this conversation didn't reach the ears of the colts on the team."
Soarin' nodded knowingly. "Alright Lightning, what happened?"
Lightning sighed again. "Steel... cut himself. I don't know everything, but from what I've gathered from Scootaloo's parents he felt he needed to punish himself for hitting his fillyfriend."
Soarin' nodded. If he felt any emotion from what he was being told, he wasn't showing it.
"I think what he needs more than anything right now is a father figure," Lightning continued. "He's had a lot of issues ever since he realized his father is dead, and I don't think he'll get over them without somepony playing the dad role. I've tried to step up and do that, but I'm too young to be anything more than an older brother."
Soarin' nodded. He had always maintained a close relationship with his father, so the prospect of growing up without one was something he couldn't stand the thought of. 
"I think I could help with that," Soarin' said.
Lightning raised an eyebrow at Soarin'. "Are you sure about that? You already have your daughter to take care of, and—"
"Nonsense, Lightning. I'm always ready to help. Besides, Shy and I have another one on the way. If it's a colt, I want to have some practice."
Lightning's jaw dropped. "Wait, you and Fluttershy are having another foal?!"
Soarin' winced. "Keep it down, Lightning. We're waiting to make that announcement at Pinkie's next party. Besides, that's not the important part. If Steel's interested, tell him to meet me at my house tomorrow at eight in the morning. I'd like to spend some time with him."
Lightning smiled. He was incredibly happy with Soarin's offer. "I'll let him know." 
Soarin' grinned. "Well, now that we have that settled, what do you say to some scotch and a cigar?"
"Yes to the scotch, no to the cigar. If I come home smelling like smoke Scoots is going to be pissed."
"Mares are such a pain sometimes, aren't they?" Soarin' said with a laugh.
"Yes, yes they are. I'll take you up on that cigar on a later date."
"Sounds like a plan."
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