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		Description

Three weeks after "Newbie Dash", Rainbow Dash finally hears the story of how Spitfire got a nickname she doesn't like to say out loud.  I'm sure you've seen like 10 of these by now, but an acquaintance supplied a gag I couldn't resist. Rated Teen for mild language and one sexual reference.
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	Towards the end of Rainbow Dash's third week cleaning the barracks, Spitfire was the next-to-last out.
"Lock up when you're done, Crash." Spitfire said.
"Yes ma'am!" Rainbow Dash said smartly, saluting with a mop.  "Uh, ma'am?" she said as Spitfire was about to open the door.
"What, need more soap?  It's in the supply closet," Spitfire said.
"Oh, I know," Rainbow said, "No, I was just wondering... when are you gonna tell me how you got your nickname?"
Spitfire turned around and regarded Rainbow Dash for a moment.
"Hey, you gotta earn that," she said.
"But everyone else has told me their stories," Rainbow Dash said, "And I even told everyone about how those bullies back in flight school also called me Rainbow Crash.  Come on... Pleeease?"
Rainbow Dash did her best impression of Fluttershy's begging face.  Though Fluttershy probably would have accompanied it by saying something like 'Oh, that's ok.  I don't really need to know.'   But seeing the Captain wince, it seemed to be effective enough on its own.
"Well, I guess maybe you HAVE earned it after these last few weeks.  And everyone else already knows anyway..." she began.
Just then, there was a crashing sound from a nearby room.  Both pegasi dropped into a combat ready position.
"I'm OK!" came a familiar, if somewhat dazed, voice.  The two already there relaxed.
"Soarin'?" Spitfire asked, "What are you doing here?"
"Huh?  Oh, right."  Soarin' grinned sheepishly.  "I decided to take a nap before my flight home, and, well, I guess I overslept," he said, rubbing the back of his head.
Spitfire rolled her eyes.  This was not the first time this had happened.  "Whatever, just get moving, or you'll never make it home before dark."
"Now wait," Soarin' said, "Did I hear right?  You're gonna tell Dash the story?"
Spitfire groaned.  "One time per recruit, Clipper!  You know that."
"Awww, come on, I just gotta see the newbie's reaction!" he protested.  He glanced at Rainbow Dash, who adopted her previous pleading face.  He made a quick attempt to copy it.
"Ugh..." Spitfire put her hoof to her head in exasperation.  "Fine, fine.  But don't let anyone else know I broke protocol, alright?"
"Sure!" he said with a grin.
"Alright, maggots," Spitfire said, assuming her drill sergeant demeanor, "Sit down and shut it, 'cause I'm only going to say this once!"
Rainbow Dash dutifully sat on her haunches, putting the mop aside.  Soarin followed suite.
"She always says that," he whispered, prompting rainbow dash to chuckle into her hoof.
"Clipper!" Spitfire said with a raised voice, "What did I just say about shutting it?"
"Uhh, shutting it, ma'am!" he said, adopting a deliberately overly stiff posture.  Rainbow Dash struggled to hide a grin.
"Right.  Well then..." Spitfire hesitated, appearing hesitant to continue.
"It was back in my first day as a Wonderbolt..."
Around here it would be appropriate to invision a flashback ripple disolve.
"We were doing a line-dive and angle-rise maneuver.  Pretty standard stuff.  I had practiced it before in the reserves."
For the benefit of those readers who are not Wonderbolts, this maneuver required a number of pegasi to dive in a line, fast, then make a sudden rise.  The trick being that they hadve to turn sideways in mid-air, so that they were flying parallel on the rise.  For performance, color cloud releasers in the suits would make a makeshift rainbow (or some other stripped pattern), but that would not generally be done in rehearsal for cost reasons.
"I won't bore you with the details of the maneuver, but I was in a group with two other fliers for the maneuver.  But I was so focused on making a good impression, that I didn't notice a flock of birds fly up into our path.  The flier in front of me did, though, and he stopped cold.  Well, next thing I know, my muzzle's right up on his ass!"
"Bahahaha!"  Rainbow Dash laughed at this, and Soarin tried unsuccessfully to hide his own chuckles.  Spitfire glared at them and they soon stopped, aside from an occasional giggle.
"Apparently the flier behind me wasn't paying attention either, so HIS muzzle wound up in the same position with MY ass.  To top it off, they were both stallions.  I think you get the picture."
Rainbow Dash tried hard not to burst out laughing again, but was unsuccessful.  Soarin sooned joined in, and even Spitfire had to chuckle a little.
"So, Spitroast?" Rainbow managed to gasp out.
Spitfire rolled her eyes.  "Yeah.  What's more, the stallion in front was Wind Rider.  Don't think he let me forget.  Even brought it up once in front of a stallion I was interested in."
"Hahahmmmph."  Rainbow Dash put her hoof over her mouth to stop laughing.  "What did he say?"
Spitfire sneered a bit at the memory.  "He said 'Oh, trying to get your muzzle in his ass, too?'"
"Haha... w-ow."  Rainbow mostly had the laughing and giggling under control, "Did he at least help clear that up?"
Spitfire shrugged.  "Yeah, but it didn't work out anyway."
Soarin chuckled again and stood up.  "Well, that was fun, but I gotta get goin'.  Later, Crash. Spitroast."  He grinned and quickly ducked behind the door to dodge a mop thrown by Spitfire.
Spitfire turned to Rainbow Dash, who was still working through the giggles.  "Well?" Spitfire said, "Get to work!"
"Uhh, yes... heh... ma'am."
As Spitfire left, Rainbow Dash gathered up the mop and resumed her cleaning duties, still chuckling to herself.  Whatever else happened, Rainbow Dash was not sure she would be able to look at Spitfire the same way ever again.

			Author's Notes: 
Uh, yeah, urban dictionary if you don't get the joke.


	