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		Description

A story to answer some of the unanswered questions about Scootaloo's past including, but not limited to:
-Who are her parents?
-Why can't she fly?
-Why is she so obsessed with Rainbow Dash?
I saw the picture that I used for the story's picture and immediately fell in love with this idea and ran with it to create my head canon and eventually this story.
I'm more then open to constructive criticism, especially regarding how to end stories since I can never end them well it seems
	
		Table of Contents

		
					Chapter 1

					Epilouge

		

	
		Chapter 1



"Remind me again how you convinced me of this?"
"Well," began Soarin. "We have to be here for this show, or we don't get paid, and then we-"
Spitfire glared at him. "You know what I mean, Soarin."
Soarin grinned. "I'm just teasing, I know what you meant." He leaned over and nuzzled her.
She closed her eyes and sighed happily as he did so. "You're avoiding the question," She said, trying to sound stern but failing miserably. "How did you convince me to bring Scootaloo along instead of leaving her at home. Manehatten is going to be super crowded and-"
"Well, you didn't want to leave her with Thunder for more than a few hours," he said, refering to their neighbor's older son, Thunder Charger- Scootaloo's usual foal sitter.  "My parents are in Canterlot right now and your parents are on that Sky Cruise around Equestria."
"I'm starting to regret giving them those tickets now" muttered Spitfire. (Don't get her wrong, she loves her parents. And the letters they send. And the one thousand two hundred and fourth eight pictures they sent from the cruise, not counting the three hundred and twenty six they've sent since they left home.)
Soarin grinned "You're so cute when you're frustrated with your parents. Your nose gets all scrunched up and-"
"Hey, I am not cute," she playfully, poking him into the back of his seat. "I'm the Captain of the Wonderbolts, which means I'm stronger, and faster, and-"
"Still cute" he interrupted, leaning forward and kissing her.
Momentarily suprised, she forgot what she was saying. She tried to remember, but decided it probably wasn't that important and leaned into the kiss, putting her forlegs around him and pulling him closer before-
"MOM! DAD! Can I have a couple of bits to go buy some candy with Lightning?"
Spitfire and Soarin hastily broke apart and looked at their daughter, who stood in the now open door to their compartment with her friend Lightning Charger- Thunder Charger's younger sister. The two fillieswere looking up hopefully at them.
"Well, I don't know," began Spitfire. "You might spoil your appetite, and then you-"
"Pleeeeeeease?" Begged the fillies, looking up at them with big poutie eyes that would melt the hearts of anypony who looked at them.
Spitfire made the mistake of looking directly into Scootaloo's eyes and felt her heart melt. "Oh, alright," she said, pulling a few bits out of her bag and tossing them to the fillies.
"Thanks mom!" They shouted before racing out of the room. 
Soarin chuckled as he got up and closed the door. "You know, you really have to stop letting her get away with that. She's going to keep doing it until you stop her."
"You know, you weren't looking at her. You were-"
"Looking out the window?" He asked, gesturing to the window. "Yes, so that she can't ask me for everything."
Spitfire rolled her eyes. "You can be very devious sometimes, you know that?"
He chuckled. "I have my moments. Its why you married me."
She laughed with him. "I suppose that's one of the reasons." She leaned forward and whispered in his ear "You know why else I married you?"
"I think I have a pretty good idea." He whispered back before reaching forward and-
The compartment door opened again and the two jerked apart once more. This time however, Scootaloo and Lightning didn't look quite as happy. And neither did the guard standing between the two.
"Excuse me Ma'am, Sir. Are these two yours?"
Soarin nodded. "Yes, officer. Are they in trouble?" He asked while Spitfire glared at the children, wondering what the two had done to get the guard angry.
"They've been running up and down the corridors, disturbing other passengers." He said while the fillies looked like they wanted to disappear.
"Don't worry, it won't happen again officer," said Spitfire as Soarin simultaneously said "We'll keep them with us in here."
The guard nodded, then turned and left. 
As soon as he had, Spitfire rounded on the fillies. "No misbehaving, or we'll leave you two in the hotel during the performance."
It was only an idle threat, but the two fillies nodded and apologized solemnly.
"Hey, cheer up. Just don't run around as much okay?" Said Spitfire, her heart melting again as they made big sad eyes at her. "Why don't you two look out the window with your father?" She said, rounding on Soarin who grinned apologetically before looking back out.
The two grinned and raced for the window, Spitfire's threat forgotten. Spitfire just shook her head and picked up her clipboard with the routine for tomorrow's show. Soarin looked at her and winked, mouthing the word later. 
Spitfire grinned and began going over the stunts, but her mind was wandering ahead- to when she and Soarin could be alone together and continue what they started...

"Come on Mom and Dad! Lets go!" Said Scootaloo, her wings buzzing excitedly.
"Yeah! We have to hurry or we'll miss the show!" Added Lightning.
Scootaloo looked down at Spitfire long enough to see her smile at Soarin, before rolling her eyes and sprawling forward onto Spitfire's back.
She was riding on Spitfire's back while they walked through the almost solid crowds of Manehatten's streets. They could've flown over the crowds, of course, but since Spitfire was carrying Scootaloo on her back and Soarin was carrying Lightning, neither wanted to risk the possibility that one of the fillies would fall. It wasn't that they would be seriously hurt, as their wings were developed enough that they could slow down enough, and since the crowds would be softer then the pavement, but a filly or two dropping out of the sky unexpectedly onto somepony's back wasn't something most ponies would be able to just accept- and it would slow them down enough that they might actually be late.
Scootaloo looked over at Lightning, who was already looking at her. Scootaloo mouthed Ready? and Lightning nodded.
"Mom, can Lightning and I fly up and see how much further it is?"
Spitfire looked over at Soarin, who shrugged as if to say why not? "Okay, but don't go to far" she said, looking up at Scootaloo who had crawled onto her head.
"Thanks Mom!" Shouted Scootaloo, zipping up as soon as she heard 'O'. Lightning quickly folowed suit and soon the two were buzzing through the air. 
They hovered for a moment, then, spotting the Manehatten stadium a few minutes ahead, looked at each other.
"RACE YOU TO IT!" The two fillies yelled simultaneously before shooting towards the stadium, Spitfire's warning to not go far forgotten.
The two of them looped and dived, climbing high into the air before swooping down, seeing who could get closest to the crowd before pulling up. As they neared the stadium, they both put on a burst of speed and shot towards it, little more than blurs.
Scootaloo made it first and did a victory looping, shouting "I win!" 
She stopped in time to feel Lightning zip around her in a blur, heading back the way they had come from, shouting as she did "The race is there and back!"
"That's cheating!" Called Scootaloo before grinning and zipping after her. After all, Scootaloo had done the same thing while they were racing in the Cloudsdale colliseum back home.
Scootaloo poured all her speed into the race, her wings little more than blurs as she caught up to Lightning. When they only a few tail lengths apart, she called "Even if you cheat I can beat you! After all, I'm the fastest flier in all of Equestria!"
Lightning waited until they were side by side before turning to look at Scootaloo, a retort on the tip of her tounge, but her face suddenly turned into one of horror and she folded her wings, dropping as she screamed "DUCK!"
Scootaloo turned to see what Lightning had seen, and managed toturn her neck in time to see-
*WHAM*
Scootaloo didn't even have time to register the blur of a sky chariot racing towards her, but she felt the pain of it crashing into her. At least until she blacked out. Fortunately, she could no longer feel the pain, but ithe reprise only lasted a few moments until, unable to control her descent and sudden sideways momentum, she slammed into the side of a building. It shocked her into waking up, but she didn't register the ground rushing towards her through the haze of pain until it slammed into her. Mercifully knocking her unconscious once more.

Spitfire craned her neck, trying to spot the two fillies. She and Soarin were at the stadium, but there was no sign of the fillies.
"We're late enough as it is," grumbled Spitfire, glancing up at the clock tower. It was ten to the hour, so she and Soarin would barely have enough time to do their wing excersizes and get into costume before the show started.
"It's okay, look, there's Lightning." Said Soarin, pointing a hoof.
Spitfire looked where he was pointing and spotted the filly. 
"LIGHTNING! GET OVER HERE!" Shouted Spitfire, annoyed when she saw that Scootaloo wasn't with her.
Lightning looked around for the source of the summons and, spotting the two ponies, zoomed towards them.
"Where have you been? And where's Scootaloo? It has been nearly 15 minutes! I said not to go far! Why-" Spitfire's question died on her lips when the filly collapsed sobbing in front of them.
"Shh, what is it? What's wrong?" Asked Spitfire, sitting and stroking Lightning's mane while Soarin continued looking for Scootaloo.
After a minute or two, Lightning calmed down enough to say "Scootaloo... Fell... Couldn't... Find her," between sobs before breaking down into tears again.
Spitfire felt a chill run through her heart. "What do you mean she fell?"
Lightning told them the story between sobs, how they had been racing and Scootaloo had been hit by a sky chariot. Lightning hadn't seen Scootaloo get hit, but after she had recovered from her drop, she didn't see Scootaloo, so she began looking but couldn't find her.
"Soarin, please.." Spitfire asked, looking up at him. He nodded grimly and flew off to search for her. "Shh, its okay Lightning, it wasn't your fault. We'll find her. I'm sure she's fine. Come on, lets have you go backstage and wait while I go search for her."
Lightning nodded after a few moments and calmed enough to let Spitfire scoop her up and put her on her back. Spitfire raced backstage and placed Lightning in Fleet Foot's care, barely pausing to tell her that she and Soarin needed to find Scootaloo and to delay their show as long as possible. She was off before Fleet Foot could even speak.
As she raced to the stadium exit, she thought to herself I'm sure its fine, Lightning just couldn't find her because... She... Was hiding! Yes, that's it. And we'll find her and she'll be just fine.
Just fine.

Scootaloo woke some time later very confused. Her first thought was What happened? Followed quickly by the almost as obvious Where am I?
She struggled to focus on the two figures next to her bed. One was wearing a white hat and looked like- a nurse? And the other- how was her hair so many colors? Scootaloo tried to count them, but her head started to hurt, so she stopped with a groan.
The two ponies stopped talking and looked at her, noticing she was awake. They turned to face her with concern etched all over their faces.
"Are you alright?" Asked the one in the white.
"I- I think so. Where am I?" Asked Scootaloo, struggling to focus on their faces.
"You're in the hospital dear," said the nurse with a worried glance at the other mare.
"The hospital? Why?" Asked Scootaloo, losing interest in the nurse and focusing again on the other mare. Her mane was so pretty- all those colors. She was too focused on the mane to see the second worried glance the two mares exchanged.
"You don't remember anything? Your crash, your injuries, anything?"
Now that she mentioned it, her wings were aching a bit. Scootaloo tried to turn and see them, but couldn't turn far enough, so she looked back and said "No, was I in a crash?"
The nurse didn't answer, but pulled the rainbow mare to the side and began whispering hurriedly in her ear. Scootaloo only caught a few words of their exchange: amnesia, concussion, brain damage. 
The two came back and the nurse asked "Do you remember your name?"
"Of course, it's Scoo-" she broke off as her mental image of her name broke apart and began swimming lazily through her mind. "Scootaloo," she said with difficulty a moment later.
"Do you remember who your parents are or where they are?"
Scootaloo thought for a moment, but none of the letters in her mind would settle into a familiar shape. She shook her head.
"Do you know where you live? I'm sure we can find them."
Scootaloo thought again, but shook her head after another moment.
"Do you live around here in Manehatten?"
Scootaloo shook her head. That didn't sound quite right. 
"Canterlot? Baltimare?"
Scootaloo shook her head as the nurse ran through a list of cities, but none of them sounded right until the rainbow mare asked
"Ponyville?"
Scootaloo thought. Ponyville. That name rings a bell. She had been there recently for- For something. She nodded. It sounded like it was familiar and could be her home.
The rainbow mare smiled and pulled the nurse aside. "I live in Ponyville, I could take care of her until she finds her parents." The rainbow one was bad a whispering. The nurse nodded slowly, but was much better at whispering. "Okay... Wing damaged... May not fly again, could recover... Go to hospital... Make sure... Healing fine..."
Scootaloo lost interest after that and watched a spider on the ceiling.
The nurse left and the rainbow one walked over to Scootaloo. "Hey kid, I saw your crash. I'm sorry you got hurt, so I rushed you here as soon as I could. I hope you aren't mad, I'm sure we'll find your parents."
Scootaloo shook her head carefully "No, 's fine." 
"The name's Rainbow Dash. Don't worry, we'll find your parents soon."
Scootaloo nodded, but her thoughts were getting fuzzy and she felt her self drifting towards sleep. Rainbow Dash she thought to herself as she closed her eyes. What a cool pony

	
		Epilouge



"Come on Rainbow Dash! We're going to miss the show at this rate!"
"C'mon Scoots, do you really think I would let us miss an airshow by the Wonderbolts?" Asked Rainbow Dash, continuing to flap at a steady pace towards the cloud coliseum.
"But if we don't hurry then we won't get good seats, and then we won't be able to see the show as well!"
Rainbow chuckled slightly "Aren't you forgetting who got the tickets? I've saved the Wonderbolts on multiple occasions and their pie once. They're sure to give us good seats regardless of when we arrive."
Scootaloo grinned in anticipation, her wings buzzing with excitement as she and Rainbow Dash joined the crowd of ponies waiting to get in.

"Spitfire, it's nearly time to start. Are you ready?" 
Soarin slowly pushed open the door to the changing room where Spitfire was. Ever since they had lost Scootaloo, Spitfire would take some time before every show to focus on the stunts for the show so that she could try to forget about their loss, even if it was just for the duration of the show. Scootaloo had been missing and given up for dead nearly two years ago,and since then, Spitfire had tried to hide her grief behind training and her drill instructor attitude. But every so often, especially before shows, her facade would slip and she needed time to be alone and grieve without anypony knowing.
As the door opened fully, Spitfire stood and walked towards Soarin, her mouthed twisted in the drill sergeant scowl she usually wore. 
"Of course I'm ready, Soarin. I was just going over the stunts in the routine one last time." She said, gesturing towards her clipboard with a wing.
Soarin nodded. "Of course. I just wanted to make sure you knew we were starting soon."
Spitfire nodded sharply. "Thank you Soarin," she said before trotting quickly towards the tunnel that led into the coliseum.
Soarin sighed and followed her, staying a few tail lengths behind her so she could be alone with her thoughts.

The crowd roared as Spitfire dove towards the ground, then pulled up; cutting the 'X' Soarin and Fleetfoot had made in half. She banked sharply, joining the other two in formation for their next stunt.
Flying helped her deal with the loss of Scootaloo. The intense concentration on the stunts and the extreme speed and G-forces were enough to push away the grief for a few hours at least.
Spitfire dove again, in tight formation with her teammates as the soared towards the crowd. Her eyes flew over the crowd, seeing all the ponies' smiling faces and cheering. Her eyes caught the glimpse of a Rainbow colored mane and she smiled, remembering Rainbow Dash at the Academy, how well she had flown.
Spitfire's eyes slid to the left and saw a filly with a purple mane and tail and an orange body cheering loudly, her tiny wings buzzing happily.
The filly looked familiar, but for a moment Spitfire couldn't place her. Then it hit her like a water tower: The filly looked like Scootaloo.
Spitfire was momentarily shocked and overwhelmed by the wave of grief seeing this filly caused. She recovered quickly, but not quick enough. Her wing clipped Soarin's and they both spun in opposite directions.
They recovered quickly and joined Fleetfoot for a quick recovery lap around the coliseum. 
"What happened?" Soarin called over the rush of the wind.
Spitfire hesitated for a moment before replying. "I saw a filly that looked like Scootaloo and got distracted for a moment."
Soarin considered this for a moment. "But it couldn't have been, could it?"
"No, of course it couldn't have been. Don't worry, it won't happen again."
Soarin looked at her with concern. "Okay, as long as you're alright."
"Of course I am, now focus. We have to finish this show." Said Spitfire as they finished their lap and started into the next stunt.

"That was so cool!!" Shouted Scootaloo as she and Rainbow Dash made their way through the massive crowd towards the exit. "Did you see when they made that dive and then looped around and did that- wow!" She shouted, overcome by how awesome the show had been.
Rainbow Dash grinned, remembering how much she had loved her first air show.  "Told you you'd love a Wonderbolts airshow!"
Scootaloo nodded then hugged Rainbow Dash. "Thank you so much! I loved it!"
The two of them continued trying to head to the exit when Scootaloo noticed a sign. "Rainbow Dash, can we go meet them?" She asked, pointing towards a sign that announced 'MEET THE WONDERBOLTS HERE'.
Rainbow Dash shook her head. "Sorry kiddo, we have to catch the train or we'll have to get new tickets and we'll never make it through that crowd in time to still catch the train."
Scootaloo sighed, prompting Dash to smile and ruffle Scootaloo's mane, saying "Hey, I can introduce you to them some other time. And then you'd get to spend some actual time with them, instead of just a few seconds."
Scootaloo immediately perked up again "Okay, thanks Rainbow Dash!"
Rainbow laughed again at her excitement, intensely reminded of herself as a filly. A few minutes later, they were through the crowd and on the train back to Ponyville.

			Author's Notes: 
Spoiler alert, Scootaloo never does get to meet the Wonderbolts, although she does go to as many airshows as she can. Something just always seems to come up.
Oh, and before anypony asks, the reason Spitfire never asks Dash about Scootaloo is because it's too painful of a topic for her to bring up. She and Soarin believe that Scootaloo is dead.
And also, thanks for liking this story enough to get it to the popular box [image: :heart:] I almost didn't publish it, but I'm glad I did now [image: :pinkiehappy:]


	images/cover.jpg





