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On a trip to the islands of Ponesia, Scootaloo discovers surfing, and instantly falls in love...
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The scent of salt and sea overwhelms her spirit. A cool breeze blows towards the ocean, calling her, reminding her of the new treasures she has experienced in the ocean's mighty grip.
Scootaloo has been on a trip to the Ponesia islands, and in the past few months she has found the joys of surfing. She ended up being a natural at it, catching her first wave within minutes of entering the water. Within a week she started surfing the big hollow breakers off of the shallow coral reef. She has been surfing for the past two weeks now, progressing at an unnatural rate. Today was different though. A storm in the deep sea has created swells of massive proportions, and on this particular day the little filly's life will be altered forever.
Waxing her surfboard, she could hear the breakers thundering over the coral reef. The first surfers have already made the paddle out to the reef, a good half a mile out to sea. Scootaloo decided that she is definitely not going to be left out. Putting her leash on her rear-right hoof, she jumped in the water and started the long paddle to the reef. Catching the rip current out, it didn't take her long to get to the reef, and what she found when she got there was totally beyond her expectations. 
Massive vortexes of swirling water were whirling down the reef at an unimaginable speed. Her heart was pumping gallons of blood and adrenalin through her veins, preparing her body and sharpening her senses. Fear was starting to creep in, but she wasn't going to let it control her. 
She paddled to the top of the reef, and waited for a swell to roll in. It didn't take long before the first set started to roll in. She let the first one roll through under her, as she spotted a bigger one behind it. She was right about it being bigger, but she wasn't quite prepared for how much bigger it ended up being. A monstrous wall of water was fast approaching her, and she had to make a decision, and fast. Not letting her fear stop her, she decided to go for it. 
Turning around, she started paddling with all her might. It would take all the speed she could gather to catch the beast, and she just lowered her head and gave it her all. Feeling the wave pick her up, fear almost made her hesitate, but she pushed through. Before she knew it she was on her back hooves, and falling through the air. Making contact with the wave face, she acted quickly and made a fast turn right under the falling guillotine of water. Working with the contours of the wave, she placed herself snugly in the pocket of the wave, and watched, mesmerized by the liquid swirling around her. 
The snug pocket she was in was quickly growing into a vast cavern, with inconceivable amounts of water cascading around her. If she could think at this time, she probably would have wondered if all this was such a good idea, but right now, her mind has left her. All that was left was pure awareness. But this ecstasy was short-lived, for just ahead of her, a section of wave was closing out, and she was swallowed whole by the monster. A sensation of being crushed became all that existed. Pure blackness. She was being twisted and turned in every which way, all the while being dragged across the coral reef. For what seemed like an eternity she was being held under by the savage beast. Just as she was starting to feel faint from lack of oxygen, the light came back, and she surfaced from the water. But before she could regain her composure, the crushing blackness returned as a second wave rolled over her. Luckily this one wasn't as intense as the previous one, and when she resurfaced from her ordeal, she managed to regain composure and get out of the way before the next set rolled in.
Scootaloo was out of breath, but not out of courage. If anything, the beating she just took gave her new hope that she could tame the beast. She paddled to the safety of the rip current, and rested as the current pulled her back up the reef. She took her time this time, observing how the other surfers where riding the wave. She noticed that the surfers would pump up and down the face of the wave to gather speed, so that they could make the fast section that ended up closing out on her. Making a mental note to imitate this pumping, she paddled back to the top of the reef, and waited for the next set to approach.
This set took a while longer, but within five minutes her next opportunity arose. Another surfer caught the first wave of the set, but she let the second wave pass under her as well. She wanted the last wave in the set, just in case she failed again. She didn't want to repeat the experience of being held under by two consecutive waves.
She caught the wave effortlessly, but instead of settling in the pocket, she made a long drawn out carve on the bottom of the wave, shooting up to the crest of the wave and hacking it to be launched down the line by the wave's most powerful section. On her next bottom turn she shot herself up till just under the crest, and she started weaving and pumping at the top of the wave, using the power of the pealing crest to propel herself forward. As she was raging down the line, she could see the wave rising up in front of her. This time, she had the speed to make it out of the belly of the beast. Dropping down to the middle of the wave, she crouched down and stared down the beast with single-minded determination. Responding in kind, the beast pounced, swallowing her. She was deep within it's bowels, and the raging torrent of water crashing around her threatened to knock her off and eat her whole. But she would have none of that. Staring down the depths, she could see her exit, a faint glow at the edge of the abyss. The beast was angry, and tried to suck her in, but she prevailed, escaping through the tunnel just before the beast could close its giant mouth.
For a second all was white, as the bright sunlight re-entered her corneas. Her eyes adjusted to the light, but her soul was beaming. She had escaped from the belly of the beast. She has slain the dragon from the inside. She was victorious. 
She was in such ecstasy that it took her almost ten minutes before she noticed one particular development:
She had finally gained her cutie-mark, a symbol clearly resembling a cresting wave.
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