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		Description

On an average afternoon in Ponyville, Twilight Sparkle would be reading in her library while Spike closed up shop for the day. The other ponies in town would be heading home from work, or getting ready for dinner. But tonight it was time for a weekly occurrence, Twilight had helped Spike close up early, and they headed out to Sweet Apple Acres to see a pony with a problem.
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		Chapter 1: A Regular Rendezvous



It was a humid spring evening in Equestria; the flowers had just begun to bud on the apple trees in the orchard that grows around the quaint little village of Ponyville. The previously mentioned orchard was home to a little clubhouse, and that clubhouse was currently inhabited by three beings.
The first of the trio was a young mare by the name of Twilight Sparkle, a friendly Alicorn who was master of the magical arts, as well as being town librarian. She was there to do a pony a favor.
The second was a baby dragon named Spike. Spike was happy enough with his job as Twilight's head-assistant, he had plenty of food, friends, spending money and break time. He was there to help.
The third character in our story was a small spider building an intricate web in the north-west corner of the clubhouse. The spider is not a major character in our story, but is worth mentioning because she should have been the third of four.
"Where could she be Spike?" Twilight asked worriedly.
"I don't know, but I'm starving." Spike answered without turning from the spider he had been observing for the last hour.
"All you ever think about is food." Twilight grumbled. "Grrrrrrrrrr" her belly grumbled too.
"I wish I had brought some sandwiches" She said in a heavily sarcastic tone. This caused Spike to blush heavily, remembering that he had eaten all of the food on the way.
Meanwhile, about a mile away, a small orange figure slid through the expanding shadows of the orchard as night began to fall. She had to hurry, or the others might give up on her coming. But she couldn't move quickly, lest she be seen.
Suddenly she stopped, thinking she heard something. She stood silent in the shadows with an oversized turtleneck pulled up to her snout. She looked slowly from side to side as she backed up against a tree.
As soon as her flank bumped the tree, it shook gently, causing the leaves to rustle slightly. Somewhere above, a single petal came loose from an early blooming flower.
She looked ahead, trying to make out the prowling figure in the darkness in front of her.
It stepped forward, almost to the edge of the clearing in the canopy, almost into the fading light.
Then, from above a little pink petal alighted itself on our hero's nose. This caused her to gasp, which made her inhale pollen. "Ahh..." Scootaloo sniffled, "Ahhhh..." she sniffled again, "Achoooo-fwoosh" she sneezed with all the might her body could muster. Purple flame rapidly filled the area, whatever had been stalking her was now running away yelping in pain as its tail burned with magic fire.
It was not the only thing burned, however, Scootaloo now stood in her freshly burned clearing, resting back on her haunches, rubbing her nose. She hated when she couldn't control her fire. Now she didn't have her turtleneck, turns out, wool is very flammable and smells nasty when it burns. 
Scootaloo fixed a couple of her misaligned scales as she tried to wave the smell away with her leathery wings, this only stirred the hot air, causing a nearby bush to catch fire.
Suddenly, the bush was glowing bright purple along with the bubble around it. Then it disappeared with a pop.
"Where did you send it, Twilight? Also, sorry I'm late." Scootaloo mumbled.
"Oh, that's okay Scootaloo, I just saw a fire and came running, you really should be more careful... Blah, blah, blah" Twilight's voice faded to white noise as Spike stared at the beautiful sight in the clearing.
Scootaloo was a bit younger than he was, but roughly the same size. Her scales were the color of molten gold with a slight purple tint from the reflections of the fire surrounding her body. The row of purple scales along her head and back were glowing brightly in the setting sun. Her eyes were a grey-violet that matched nicely with her scales. Her wings were outstretched, allowing the fading light to cascade onto her face as her lips moved in slow motion, possibly to form words. Maybe even directed at him. Wouldn't that just be the coolest if she would talk to him.
"Wow..." Spike mumbled.
"That is not a valid answer to her question, Spike." Twilight grumbled again.
"What question?" Spike said, realizing suddenly that the others were staring at him.
"I asked if you were hungry too, Spike." Scootaloo said quickly, even that was perfect, Spike thought.
"Wow..." Spike repeated, zoning out again. Twilight face-hoofed. "Whatever, just don't move for a sec, okay?"
"Okay" Scootaloo said heroically.
"Wow..." Spike said again.
Then Twilight's horn began to glow brightly as she worked her magic, literally.
Spike was lifted off the ground first, and he didn't move a muscle, to busy thinking. Next Scootaloo rose beside him, and a spell wrapped the pair in a shield as a wisp of purple fire came out of Scootaloo's snout. It swirled through the air between the two, finally coming to rest on Spike's snout.
"Spike?" The now-pony Scootaloo questioned. "Are you okay?"
He had been to absorbed in watching her transform to do his part of the spell, he was supposed to consume to wisp, or dragon-essence as Twilight called it. So he did, slurping the flame down like it was a noodle; an insanely spicy soul noodle.
The heat did not catch him off-guard, they did this spell every weekend, he had gotten used to the burn. But no matter how much they did this, he could never focus when she was in her dragon form. He didn't know why, Twi called it "Puberty", whatever that means.
But now that their weekly spell was done, they needed to get dinner.

	