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		Description

Rainbow Dash and Scootaloo weren't born sisters, they became sisters by choice. In an attempt to help Apple Bloom, Scootaloo accidentally puts the bond of that sisterhood to the test.
Now the two pegasi will learn just how far they are willing to go for each other, and just how strong their bond as sisters of loyalty really is.
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		Chapter 1: The Wayward Crusader



	“Uh oh,” the orange pegasus filly with a purple mane said.
“What’s wrong Scootaloo?” the white unicorn filly with a pink and purple mane asked in response.
“Apple Bloom’s got that look again,” Scootaloo answered, motioning to the earth pony in question.
“What are ya talking about?” the yellow earth pony filly with a red mane asked, frowning all the more.
With a slight sigh Scootaloo shared her observation, “You’ve got that same really sad look you had after Mr. Kingpin banned me from the bowling alley.”
Sweetie Belle raised an eyebrow over her green eyes, and she asked, “Did he actually say you were banned from the bowling alley?”
The gaze of Scootaloo’s purple eyes turned to the ground as she responded, “He didn’t have to. I know that look in a pony’s eyes.”
A long moment of walking in silence later and Sweetie Belle had to agree with her pegasus friend’s observation. Aside from not bothering to respond to said observation, even Apple Bloom’s pink bow seemed to be moping over their latest failure to earn a cutie mark. “Uh oh, I think you’re right,” Sweetie finally conceded out loud. “Is there anything we can do to cheer you up Apple Bloom?” she added in a soft voice.
Apple Bloom shook her head and moaned, “Only if you have an idea that actually gets us our cutie marks.”
Bloom’s lament bought a moment of silence as the trio walked along, not really heading anywhere. Wishing she could come up with something better to comfort her friend with, but unable to do so, Scootaloo settled with saying, “You know there’s more to life than just getting a cutie mark, right? I mean, we had fun trying didn’t we? So does it really matter that we didn’t get our cutie marks?”
“That’s easy for you to say! But you don’t understand!” Apple Bloom nearly shouted back. “You’ve got your flying lessons with Rainbow Dash! She’s got her magic lessons with Twilight!” Bloom motioned to Sweetie Belle, and then continued with her rant, ”But what do Ah have? Nothing, that’s what Ah have! Earning my cutie mark is the only way Ah can show Ah’m making any progress! The only way!”
“That’s not true!” Sweetie Belle said, her voice squeaking a little as she made her assertion.
Bloom started walking a little faster as she pouted, “Just leave me alone.”
Shaking her head, Scootaloo responded, “Not happening. We’re your friends and fellow cutie mark crusaders, and we’re not leaving your side until you cheer up.”
“Oh yeah?” Apple Bloom said, sounding more like she was calling a bluff than issuing a challenge.
Scootaloo’s eyes went wide, her wings stopped flapping, and her scooter came rolling to halt as she realized that Apple Bloom hadn’t been leading them randomly through Ponyville. Instead, the path they were treading led right into the Everfree forest.
“Apple Bloom! Come back!” Sweetie Belle called out, as she too had come to a stop once she’d seen what was before them. But the farm filly continued to march forward, into forbidden territory.
With a tone of determination in her voice Scootaloo said, “No, not this time. Come on Sweetie Belle. We have to go after her.”
“But that’s the Everfree forest. I’m not allowed in there without asking permission first,” Sweetie protested.
Scootaloo raised an eyebrow as she responded, “Neither am I. And I don’t think Apple Bloom is either, but that’s not stopping her now is it? Now come on. We have to show her that she can’t just ditch us whenever she wants by going in there.”
“But we haven’t told anypony we’re going in there. What if we run into a cockatrice or something?”
Scootaloo knocked her scooter onto its side, and hung her helmet on the skyward handle. Finally, she quickly drew an arrow in the dirt pointing right at the Everfree forest. “There. If somepony comes looking for us that’s a pretty big clue. Now come on, before we lose her!” Scootaloo said to rush her friend, taking note that Apple Bloom had already disappeared into the trees.

	
		Chapter 2: The Rescue



	Scootaloo moved in perfect silence as she stalked her yellow earth pony friend, slipping out from behind one tree and darting to the next. Not so quiet were Sweetie Belle’s movements, while they might have been fine for sneaking around a house, they lacked the careful hoof placement needed to sneak through a forest.
“Why are we sneaking after Apple Bloom?” Sweetie Belle asked in a whisper.
At first Scootaloo’s heart practically stopped from the sudden noise, then as she thought about the question she realized it had merit. Why had she slipped into stealth mode following her friend? A glance at Apple Bloom showed that the farm filly had yet to acknowledge any knowledge of being followed. Not wanting to admit the pointlessness of her actions, Scootaloo whispered back, “Just trust me.”
Several minutes passed as the two stealthily followed their earth pony friend through the Everfree forest. Peering out from behind yet another tree Scootaloo saw Apple Bloom enter into a field of blue flowers. The moment Bloom stepped behind a tree, her red tail finally came to the ground, giving a clear sign that she’d sat down.
After a moment of observing the stationary tail of her friend, Scootaloo stepped forward only to have a white hoof block her path. “Wait! These flowers, I think these are poison joke!” Sweetie Belle explained in a whisper.
“Those flowers that play mean jokes on you if you touch them?” Scootaloo whispered back, as she looked to the path that Apple Bloom had taken, and finding said path was devoid of the blue flowers.
Sweetie Belle answered with a nod. Looking back to where Apple Bloom was, Scootaloo found the spot near the tree was also clear of the flowers but there wasn’t much room. Approaching further would mean revealing themselves.
“This looks like the only entrance, we’ll stand guard here.” Scootaloo whispered as she sat down, using a tree to keep herself hidden from Apple Bloom.
“I thought we were here to show Apple Bloom she couldn’t ditch us?” Sweetie asked in a whisper.
Scootaloo answered in a whisper, “And she’ll see that. But she really looked like she needed some alone time, and she even asked us to leave her alone too. So we stand guard here, and once she’s done pouting about not getting her cutie mark she’ll see us when she comes out. Then maybe next time she’ll just go home and lock the door of her room like a normal filly.”
After a moment of thinking, Sweetie Belle accepted the explanation and sat down beside her pegasus friend.
* * * * * * *

Well over an hour had passed since the two friends had started ‘standing guard’ for their third friend. Noticing an increasingly unhappy look on the other guard’s face, Sweetie Belle asked in a whisper, “Hey Scoot, what’s wrong?”
Snapping out of her daze, Scootaloo whispered back, “Huh? Oh, nothing, it’s just that Rainbow Dash hasn’t been spending much time with me lately. It seems like our flying lessons are the only time I get to hang out with her these days, and all I do there is embarrass myself in front her by still not being able to fly. What if she starts thinking I’m not cool enough to be her honorary little sister anymore?”
“I don’t think you need to worry about that. Sisters don’t have to think of each other as cool.”
Scootaloo only shook her head as she responded, “Easy for you to say. You and Rarity were born sisters, so no matter how mad at each other you get, you’ll always be sisters. But me and Rainbow Dash, we’re sister because we say so, that’s it. Words made us sisters and words can unmake us sisters. I don’t get to make mistakes like you and Apple Bloom.”
“I don’t know…” Sweetie whispered, wishing she could some up with a way to alleviate her friend’s fear.
After a pause Scootaloo added, “That and I can’t shake the feeling that I’m not suppose to be here.”
That made Sweetie Belle raise an eyebrow. “We’re in the middle of the Everfree forest. I don’t think any of us are suppose to be here.”
“Oh right,” Scootaloo whispered, blushing slightly that such an obvious fact had eluded her.

A short moment latter Apple Bloom finally emerged from her sanctuary, doing so only to find her friends drawing pictures in the dirt. “What are you doing here?” she asked, with a slight blush on her cheeks.
“Making sure that you’re okay,” Sweetie Belle said, greeting her friend with a hug. “Feel better?” she added as she released the earth pony filly.
Apple Bloom bowed her head a little as she answered, “Yeah, sorry Ah made you gals come out here to keep an eye on me.”
“Great, now let’s get out of here before something bad finds us,” Scootaloo said, tossing a wary eye to their surroundings.
“Ah wouldn’t worry too much about it. Zecora told me that everything dangerous stays far away from these poison joke patches.”
“Are these flowers really that bad?” the young pegasus asked.
“Ah don’t know. When my sister and her friends ran into them, most of the changes just seemed silly, only Applejack’s change really seemed dangerous. And even then only a little,” Apple Bloom answered, snickering slightly.
“Whatever, dangerous flowers or not, standing guard out here nearly killed me from boredom. Let’s get back to town and do something fun already,” Scootaloo grumbled, drawing a laugh from her friends as the trio headed out.
* * * * * * *

Still deep within the Everfree forest, the three friends had barely been walking a few minutes when they heard the ominous flapping of heavy wings. Darting to the base of a tree for cover the trio of fillies started scanning the forest canopy.
“That didn’t sound like pegasus wings to me,” Sweetie Belle voiced her fear in a whisper. She was promptly rewarded for sharing her thoughts with a harsh glare from Scootaloo and a hoof pressed against her mouth from Apple Bloom.
The sound of wing-beats grew louder, then suddenly stopped. “Is it gone?” Sweetie Belle whispered.
“Ah-Ah don’t think so,” Apple Bloom’s scared voice was accompanied by pointing her hoof upwards, toward a tree next to the one they were huddled by.
The other two crusaders followed the gaze of their friend to the tree branches in question, and they saw a pare of yellow eyes gazing back at them through the leaves. The foliage of the tree hid most of the creature, but on the branch below the eyes the three young ponies saw a pare gray clawed feet, that had a form akin to the limbs of the only dragon they knew, griping the branch. Between the clawed feet was a set of clawed hands also dragon-like in their appearance, and also griping the branch, its claws cleaving the bark and scaring the wood in the process.
“Run,” the three crusaders whispered simultaneously, as they all bolted and put the tree they’d been using for cover between them and the creature.
Having been spotted by its prey, the creature broke cover and swooped down into the forest, revealing its bat-like head, body and wings. Had they not been preoccupied with running for their lives, the crusaders would have guessed the creature to have a good two feet on a full-grown adult pony, however they were content with the simple understanding that it looked like a big mean predator and it was chasing them.
“Is that a gargoyle!?” Sweetie Belle squeaked, as the trio ran, dodging and weaving through the forest.
Apple Bloom shouted her answer back to the unicorn filly behind her,  “Ah’ve only seen pictures in story books, but that looks like one to me!”
“I thought gargoyles only hunted at night!” Sweetie pondered aloud.
“Well apparently nopony bothered to tell it that!” despite her sarcastic response, Scootaloo turned her eyes upward. Putting the glimpses of the sky through the leaves together, she realized that the wild Everfree weather had become overcast in the hours since they’d entered the forest.
The flapping of her wings may not have given Scootaloo flight, but they did give her thrust to add to the speed of her running, and feeling that she had enough of a led, she looked back. Unsurprisingly Apple Bloom wasn’t far behind, and Sweetie Belle trailing behind her. Running by every tree trunk and darting between every set of close trees, was forcing the gargoyle to go the long way dodging around the trees. However, the flying predator clearly had the speed to catch the fillies if enough of a clearing ever opened up, or if they began to tire.
With another glance over her shoulder Scootaloo recognized the wing beat pattern signaling that the gargoyle was about to dive, and it’s obvious target was Sweetie Belle. The young pegasus spun on her hooves and charged back at her friend pushing for every bit of thrust she could from her wings. The gargoyle dove, the unicorn screamed, and the pegasus leapt.
With nothing but instincts to go by Scootaloo held her front legs out, ready for a tackling charge impact. Caught off guard by the sudden motion blur in its peripheral vision, the gargoyle abandon its dive and flared its wings, causing the pegasus filly to strike its chest.
Unfortunately for Scootaloo the difference in mass between herself and the gargoyle heavily favored the predator. The knees of the young pegasus buckled and she slammed into the gargoyle’s chest with her whole body, bouncing off the larger creature, and sounding an ‘Ooff’ as she fell away.
As soon as she hit the ground Scootaloo scrambled back to her hooves and resumed running. More startled by the attack than hurt by it, the gargoyle recovered even faster, and lunged at the young pegasus who had surrendered her lead.
Though the blow against it was minor at best, vengeance burned in the predator’s eyes as it lunged at the little orange pegasus and completely failed to notice that the earth pony had also doubled back. The gargoyle definitely notice the farm filly when two yellow hooves slammed into its face with all the force her hind legs could deliver, completing her flying kick.
Apple Bloom hit the ground and immediately resumed running for her life. Stumbling to a halt, the gargoyle was even forced to land momentarily as it sent out a high pitched cry of pain, before resuming its pursuit of the three fillies.
With nothing more than a glance between the two more athletic friends an unspoken plan was formed between Apple Bloom and Scootaloo. With a nod they agreed that they would continue to stall the gargoyle and insure it could never reach the slowest member of their trio.
Apple Bloom ran with her eyes forward, while Scootaloo kept glancing back, watching for the moment to counter the gargoyle’s next attack, and it only took a few seconds before the creature dove at Bloom. Rather than spin and charge, Scootaloo leapt at a conveniently located tree in front of her and rebounded off of the trunk, launching herself up onto a branch only to kick off of that as well, and finally coming down in an intercepting dive-bomb attack like a true pegasus.
Caught off guard by the angle of Scootaloo’s attack the gargoyle was unable to dodge it. However the predator was no longer surprised by the fact that somepony had doubled back to defend the pony at the back of the pack, and lashed out with a counterattack of its own.
Scootaloo struck the creature’s side, sending it tumbling to the ground. The gargoyle’s claws raked the pegasus filly’s chest, and this time it was Scootaloo’s pained cry that echoed through the forest as she fell away.
Hitting the ground on three hooves, the orange filly’s fourth leg was pressed against the three new and bloody cuts that now marred her chest. Scootaloo lingered only a moment before remembering she needed to put some distance between herself and the creature hunting her, and started running after her friends on three legs, keeping one pressed against her chest to slow the bleeding.
Scootaloo was in the middle of the clearing that her friends had already crossed when she heard the gargoyle lunge at her again. Apple Bloom had already spun around to double back but the look of horror in her eyes told Scootaloo what she already knew, she had failed to catch up to her friends as quickly as anticipated and was now too far away, nopony was coming to her rescue.
In a last ditch effort to buy the second she needed, Scootaloo dropped all four hooves to the ground, allowing her knees to bend deeply, and guided only by the reflection in her friend’s eyes, leapt to the side in what amounted to a blind dodge.
The resounding thud of hoof on flesh, and flesh on dirt rung out through the clearing. Scootaloo turned her head to find the hoof of a sky-blue pegasus mare planted firmly in the middle of the gargoyle’s back, and the gargoyle’s face digging a shallow trench through the clearing.
The newly arrived mare with a prismatic mane rebounded back into the air, coming to a hover. “Back off. They’re under my protection now,” she said with a voice as calm and as cold as death itself, her rose-red eyes burning with righteous indignation as she glared down at the gargoyle.
“Rainbow Dash!” all three crusaders cried out together in relief.
Picking itself up off the ground, the gargoyle also came to a hover, rubbing and flexing the sore parts of its body. Deciding that one surprise attack wasn’t enough to deem the mare a threat, it chose to issue a threat of its own by raising it’s bloody claw and licking up the few drops of pegasus blood it had drawn from the filly off of its claws.
Rainbow Dash looked to Scootaloo, who had joined her friends at the edge of the clearing and was now sitting up so she could hold both her front legs against her chest, completely covering her wound, though not all of the bloodstained fur around it. “Bring it,” Dash snarled, looking back to the predator.
More than happy to accommodate the request the gargoyle lunged, and the airal duel began. The two darted around the clearing, engaging in a rapid series of jousting strike, before returning to defensive hovering stances opposite each other.
A low growl came from the gargoyle as it evaluated the past few seconds. Unlike the fillies, the pegasus mare had the size and strength to strike with real force. Rubbing the new sore spots from where the mare has struck, while taking note that the pegasus had escaped the brawl with little more than minor cuts, the creature has no choice but to concede that she had the speed to strike and dodge the counterattack.
A vicious grin formed on the gargoyle’s bat-like face as it realized there was a way to render the speed of its opponent useless. The fury burning in Rainbow Dash’s eyes transformed into fear as the gargoyle’s eyes turned to the three fillies sitting at the edge of the clearing.
Quickly diving at the fillies, the gargoyle left Dash no choice but to dart after it at a bad intercept angle that only allowed one possible move for Rainbow Dash to save the three crusaders, a full on tackle.
Just before reaching the three young ponies, the gargoyle spun suddenly, its clawed-hands meeting the pegasus mare right as she smashed into it. One clawed-hand grabbed one of Rainbow’s front legs, while the other plunged into Rainbow Dash’s gut. Despite falling into the gargoyle’s trap, the force of Dash’s tackle sent both of them tumbling past the trio of fillies, missing them by inches as they passed.
When the two combatants stopped rolling along the ground, the gargoyle was on top, and quickly withdrew its claws from Rainbow’s gut and sat on her lower half instead.
With her hind legs pinned down and one of her front legs still held fast by the gargoyle’s hand Dash’s squirming proved pointless, she was truly pinned. With only one free limb to defender herself from both the gargoyle free clawed-hand and its predatory jaws, hopelessness flashed in Rainbow’s eyes.
The gargoyle raised its clawed-hand higher than necessary, as if to enjoy the moment of impending victory. Seeing that her hero, mentor, honorary sister, and the source of the greatest joys in her life, was about to die something in the back of Scootaloo’s mind shattered.
The gargoyle’s claws fell, and a cry rang out through the Everfree forest.
Not a death cry, but a primal cry that paralyzed both Rainbow Dash and the gargoyle in a curiosity that demanded they find its source. With no choice but to satisfy their curiosity, both turned their heads together, just in time to see Scootaloo in a flying leap right at them.
As she reached her target Scootaloo punched the gargoyle, causing a thunderous boom to ring out, and pain to surge through Rainbow Dash’s body as the creature was wrenched off of her. Even as Dash cried out in pain she thought, Did I just see what I thought I saw? It can’t be. But that noise, this pain, what else could it be?
Landing right beside Rainbow Dash, Scootaloo immediately stood up on her hind legs, and despite being several feet away, she threw another punch with her front right hoof. This time nothing was left to imagination, thunder boomed as lightning flashed from the end of her hoof, striking the gargoyle, and sending it flying yet again, this time ending its flight by slamming into a tree.
Only after watching the gargoyle crawl to its feet for the second time in so many seconds, did Rainbow Dash realize she wasn’t pinned down anymore. Quickly scrambling to her hooves Dash took a combative stance beside Scootaloo, flaring her wings to look as threatening as possible. A quick glance into the filly’s vacant eyes proved that Scootaloo wasn’t home right now, and instead that the creature beside her was one of pure fear, rage, and instinct.
Jumping into a hover and slowly backing away, the gargoyle’s eyes darted around, looking for answers. With its eyes falling on the white filly, the creature pondered if the unicorn was holding back an ace in the hole too. No it didn’t matter, the pegasus mare had been troublesome enough alone, and now that the gargoyle knew the orange filly could truly fight too, this once easy meal had suddenly become more trouble than it was worth. Turning and flying away the gargoyle abandon the hunt.
“You did-” Sweetie Belle and Apple Bloom started to cheer.
“Shush!” Rainbow Dash snarled, bringing imminent silence to the forest clearing.
It only took a second for the two silenced fillies to notice that Dash’s ears were focused on the direction the gargoyle had flown off. Turning their ears to match they could hear the wing beats of the retreating predator.
Several seconds after the young ponies had lost the sound, Rainbow Dash finally relaxed her stance and said, “It’s gone.”
Taking notice of the small pool of blood being fed by the trickle coming down Dash’s back legs, Sweetie Belle timidly said, “Rainbow Dash, you’re hurt.”
“Tell me something I don’t know,” Dash responded sarcastically, rolling her eyes as she sat down, and took a moment to press a hoof against the wound in her gut.
“Here. It’s not much but you can use it as a bandage,” Apple Bloom offered, as she undid her bow and handed the pink ribbon to Rainbow Dash.
“Thanks kid,” Rainbow said. But even as she was tying the makeshift bandage she could feel the strength of her body weakening. If she flew away now, she could easily reach the hospital before she lost the strength to fly. No! I don’t have the strength to take them with me if I fly, and I am not leaving them behind! Rainbow Dash mentally rebuked herself for even entertaining the thought, as she looked to the three fillies around her. Turning to Scootaloo, Dash asked, “Hey, you alright?”
Ever since the gargoyle had flown away, Scootaloo had been sitting motionless, holding her front right hoof at shoulder’s height in front of her, and staring blanking at it with unfocused eyes. In response to Rainbow Dash’s question life sparked in the filly’s eyes. “What… What just happened?” Scootaloo mumbled softly, as if she’d just awoken up from a dream.
Dash managed a weak smile as she answered, “Short version, you somehow kicked lightning without a cloud Scoots.”
“Is that even possible?”
“If you’d asked me that an hour ago, I’d have said ‘no’ in a heartbeat. But…” Rainbow’s voice tailed off as she looked around the clearing. “I once pulled lighting out of a mist, but I don’t see any mist or fog here. So yeah, I guess it is. Don’t you remember?”
Scootaloo shook her head slowly. “I remember… you were about to die. And… and then everything’s a blur. Next thing I know I’m sitting here and you’re asking me if I’m alright.”
Patting the younger pegasus on the shoulder Rainbow Dash said, “Don’t worry about it squirt. Come on, we should get going before that gargoyle comes back with friends or something.”
“Yeah, but what way is what? We turned and dodged so much when we were running Ah don’t know which way is to Ponyville any more,” Apple Bloom said, looking about.
Looking around the clearing, Rainbow Dash’s eyes fell on the ditch she’d dug with the gargoyle’s face, with her first attack. “That’s okay. I remember what way I was flying when I dove into the clearing. Ponyville is that way,” she said smiling, and pointing in the direction she knew was more or less northeast. Thunder rumbled from above, making Dash add, “Come on, it sounds like these darn Everfree clouds are going to rain soon, and I’d rather not be here when they do.”
As if on queue rain began to fall even before the four ponies could leave the clearing.
* * * * * * *

They had been trudging through mud and forest foliage for about twenty minutes, and by Rainbow Dash’s calculations should be very near the edge of the Everfree forest. The rain had rendered all four ponies cold, wet, and miserable. The only upside of the rain being that the unintended showering had continually cleaned their coats, and made it clear that at least Scootaloo’s wound had stopped bleeding almost ten minutes ago.
Between the blood loss and the cold rain sapping her, Rainbow Dash was growing weaker by the second. The braking point came when her muddy hoof bumped into a small rock, and before she knew it Dash was laying on her side, looking forward with blurry vision.
“Rainbow Dash!” Scootaloo cried, the moment she saw her hero trip.
Trying to see through her blurred vision, Rainbow mumbled, “I’m fine… just need to rest a second.” Dragging a hoof up Dash pointed ahead and added, “Look the trees are thinning out, you’re almost home. Go on ahead of me.”
The three fillies exchanged concerned glances before Sweetie Belle answered for them, “We’re tired too, we can rest with you.”
“I didn’t go through the trouble of fighting a gargoyle just so you could catch cold and die of pneumonia out here,” Dash insisted as strongly as her weaken body would allow.
Scootaloo shook her head and asked, “What about you? Won’t you catch a cold too if you stay here?”
Rainbow smiled as best she could and said, “I’m a big, strong, grown-up pony. I just need a little rest and I’ll be fine. I’ll be five minutes behind you. I promise. Now go.”
The trio of fillies lingered for a moment, then sniffing the air, Apple Bloom volunteered her idea, “Ah think Ah smell apples, and part of sweet apple acres’ southwest field is next to the Everfree forest. Ah bet we’re only five minutes from my place. We could go get Applejack and bring her back here.”
A moment of silence followed the farm filly’s suggestion before Sweetie Belle agreed. While she never said anything Scootaloo nervously looked between her friends and her hero-mentor, before she bowed her head obeyed the will of those around her.
Dash did her best to smile as the three young ponies walked away, and as soon as she lost sight of them she closed her eyes, and groaned to herself, “At least they’re safe.”
The eternity of seconds ticked by, and yet Rainbow Dash knew that almost no time had passed since the crusaders had left and when she heard the plunking noise of small, muddy hooves coming toward her. Suddenly the sound of the rain near her changed to that of drops splashing on a palm-like branch and the icy cold feeling of the raindrops assaulting her skyward side all but vanished.
Rainbow didn’t even need to open her eyes to speak with certainty as to whom she was talking, “Darn it Scoot, why’d you come back?”
“Becaushe I realished you only neesh one pony to fetsh Appoljack, and dwo were alreashe sho’n dat,” Scootaloo’s mumbled answer proving she was holding the branch in her mouth as she spoke.
Unable to find the strength to even open her eyes, Rainbow Dash had no choice but to concede that she had no means of making the filly go to safety, so Dash settled for suggesting the next best thing, “Then don’t just stand there getting soaked. Lay the branch down on me and come take shelter with me.”
Scootaloo quickly obeyed, and Rainbow Dash felt the branch lied gently on her. Followed a moment latter by feeling the filly push her way between her legs, to curl up against Rainbow’s chest. “Rainbow Dash, you’re so cold,” the filly said, her voice heavy with concern.
“It’s okay,” Dash lied. “We pegasi are built to handle cold better than other ponies,” she added, and while that part was true, it was irrelevant to the situation at hoof.
Scootaloo may have been a filly but she wasn’t born yesterday. She knew that heat was relative, and that meant if Rainbow Dash felt cold to her, that also meant she was cold even by pegasus standards. Uncurling Scootaloo wrapped her legs around Dash as best she could, and pressed herself as deeply as she could against the elder pegasus.
Rainbow Dash could do nothing more than utter a low grown in lament, as her body was more than happy to greedily draw in the body heat that the filly was so freely offering up. “You shouldn’t do that,” Dash moaned.
“I didn’t go through the trouble of pulling lightning out of thin air and fighting a gargoyle just so you could catch cold and die of pneumonia out here,” Scootaloo responded, as she began shivering.
Breathing a laugh and a cough at the same time, Rainbow Dash couldn’t help but find it funny that her own words had been turned against her so quickly. Unable to move her own limbs Dash had no choice but to let the filly do as she pleased.
* * * * * * *

The minutes that followed felt like an eternity to Rainbow Dash. Finally she felt Scootaloo do something besides shiver beside her, as the filly pulled herself away, and stepping out from under their branch Scootaloo yelled, “Over here!”
For a few seconds Dash heard only the rain. Scootaloo, on the other hoof, must have heard something as she yelled again, “What does it sound like I’m doing?! Over here! This way!”
Finally Rainbow Dash heard something other than rain and Scootaloo’s voice, the sound of heavy hoofsteps in the muddy forest floor.
“There ya are. Where is? Oh!” a voice that could only belong to Applejack said, as Dash felt somepony pull the branch off of her.
Only a moment of being exposed to the cold rain passed before Rainbow Dash felt herself being slung over another body like a pare of saddle bags. This new body that she was drawing heat from was much too big for a mare. “She’s cold,” the pony carrying her spoke, his voice identifying him as Big Macintosh.
“Ya don’t mean…” Applejack’s horrified voice refused to finished the question.
“Not dead yet… if that’s what you’re asking…” Rainbow Dash managed to whisper just loud enough to be heard.
Applejack could be heard breathing a sigh before saying, “At’a girl, you just hang in there Rainbow, we got ya.”
Just as Dash felt Big Mac start running, she heard Scootaloo’s voice complain as it moved upward, “Hey! I can still walk!”
If she’d have the strength, Rainbow would have smiled when she heard Applejack’s voice come from almost the same place, “Ah’m sure ya can sugarcube, but Rainbow Dash needs to get to a hospital now, my legs are longer than yours, and Ah’m not leaving you behind.”
“Right, never mind,” Scootaloo could be heard swallowing her pride at being forced to ride Applejack.
Content that Scootaloo was safe, Rainbow Dash finally relaxed, allowing the darkness to clam her mind.

	
		Chapter 3: Sisters Born of Loyalty



	A godforsaken beeping noise was the first thing perceived by Rainbow Dash’s mind. Followed by the oppressive weight of the blankets on top of her. After a few seconds her mind had woken up enough to identify the noise as a heartbeat monitor. A few seconds more and Dash’s unfortunate familiarity with such devices told her that something was off about the beeping noise, like it had an echo. Perhaps the speaker is giving out, she thought.
Unable to learn anything more with just her ears Rainbow forced her eyes to open, and was completely unsurprised to find herself lying on her back, looking at the ceiling of Ponyville hospital. Judging from the darkness in the room, it must have been the middle of the night. Tilting her head slightly she found a clock that seemed to be saying it was 3 A.M.
Slowly stretching her limbs, Dash tested her body until she had counted off four legs, two wings and even the wiggle of her tail. Content that everything was still there and working, Rainbow concluded that the only thing wrong with her now was the feeling of unnatural weakness.
At that the moment Dash’s ears found something else of interest, the sound of breathing, lots of slow, quiet breathing. Slowly looking down, she found the room was littered with ponies sleeping on the floor around her. From the yellow pegasus with a pink mane, Fluttershy, to the pink earth pony, Pinkie Pie, and even the purple alicorn Twilight Sparkle were all sleeping against the wall to the right, as if to stay out of the way of any medical staff. Looking to the left, Rainbow found Apple Bloom sleeping on her big sister, the orangeish-tan earth pony, Applejack. Sweetie Belle was also sprawled out on her elder sister, an equally white unicorn although with a purple mane, Rarity.
Rainbow Dash couldn’t help but smile at the realization that she was more surprised to see Rarity sleeping on the floor than Princess Twilight Sparkle.
Taking note of the one friend missing from the scene, Dash finally realized what was wrong with the sound of the heartbeat monitor. It wasn’t one machine with an audio error, it was two heartbeat monitors in almost perfect sync.
Looking up from the gap where Applejack, Rarity, and the two crusaders were sleeping, Rainbow Dash found Scootaloo on the other bed in the room. Unlike herself, Scootaloo had repositioned herself so she was lying on her belly, with her legs tucked under her.
Eyes already open, Scootaloo gave a truly feeble smile, even opening her wings happily for a moment only for them to fall limp by her side, clearly unable to find the energy to bother folding them back to a proper resting position.
“You okay squirt?” Dash asked in a whisper, unable to stop herself from thinking that the filly somehow looked worse off now then when they’d been in the forest.
“You’re okay, so I’m okay,” Scootaloo whispered back, though it wasn’t entirely clear if she was trying to be quite because Rainbow had been, or if a whisper was all she could manage. Barely lifting her head off the bed, her eyes turned down to the gap between the two beds and she added, “Should we wake them?”
First taking a moment to look at the friends sleeping all around her, Dash then shook her head. “They must have been up late worrying about us. Let them sleep. They look like they could use it.”

The minutes dragged on, maybe it was only seconds, Rainbow Dash couldn’t tell. Between the inability to fall back asleep and the boredom it didn’t really matter. It didn’t help that the blankets on her were starting to make her feel hot.
Pushing the heavier blankets off, Dash sat up and finding Scootaloo’s eyes still looking back at her, she asked in a whisper, “Can’t sleep either huh?”
Scootaloo’s eyes moved more than her head as she answered silently.
Looking around the room, Rainbow Dash was searching for anything they could do to pass the time with out waking their friends. Spotting a water bottle next to her bed an idea flash through her mind, and she turned back to Scootaloo and whispered, “You know, you never showed up for the flying lesson I was suppose to give you yesterday.”
Fear entered Scootaloo’s eyes as they turned downward, “Sorry,” was all she could say, her voice was barely audible, fearing that she’d finally blown it, that she’d finally made a mistake that made Rainbow Dash mad at her.
Rainbow smiled softly as she responded, “Don’t be. Why do you think I was looking for you in the first place? Anyway I don’t think either of us will be flying any time soon, so how about a weather lesson instead?”
That brought a small smile back to Scootaloo, as she remembered to breathe again.
“Watch and learn,” Rainbow Dash said, and then proceeded to open the water bottle as quietly as she could. Taking a mouthful of the water, she began flapping her wings softly yet quickly. The awkward bends in her wings made the purpose of her wing beats unknown to the filly, at least until Dash started spitting the water out in a fine spray. Misting the air in front of her, the vortex she was creating with her wings became apparent, and to top it off a cloud was forming in the newly misted, spinning air.
Giving a single weak laugh Scootaloo whispered, “Is that really how clouds are made?”
“Only if you’re desperate. At the weather factory they just put the water in a machine to heat it up and make steam, and then you just have to stabilize the steam to make clouds. But all you really need is wet air and the knowledge of how to mix it to make a cloud. We daredevils do it all the time, usually for skywriting or just to make a cool wake behind us.” Blushing slightly at the realization that she’d just shown the filly how to make a cloud with spit-water, Dash added, “Usually if you need to make a cloud in the field I’d suggest finding a waterfall. The air near those is always wet. But yeah… it really doesn’t matter how the air gets wet.”
The whole time she’d been giving her whispered lesson, Rainbow Dash had also been reforming the cloud into four lines that looked a lot like a # symbol. Setting the shaped cloud in the gap between the two beds, leaving it just over Applejack and Apple Bloom’s heads. Then taking another swig of water Dash repeated the process and made another cloud.
At first Scootaloo didn’t know what to make of the small rings of cloud Rainbow Dash was making from the second cloud and passing to her. However, once Dash made a set of cloud X’s for herself and placed one in the corner of the grid cloud, Scootaloo recognized the cloud creation as a tic-tac-tow board. Pushing one of her O’s into the gap between the beds she made her first move, and the game was on.
* * * * * * *

The first light of the sunrise peaked over the horizon and through the window of the hospital room, and it made Applejack stir from her sleep.
“It’s about time you woke up, sleepyhead,” Rainbow Dash said in a plane voice, unable to resist the rare chance to call out Applejack for sleeping in latter than her.
The farm pony could only smile, and turn her head to the other bed. “Rainbow, Scootaloo, thank goodness y’all are okay.” After a moment’s pause Applejack added, “What do ya mean ‘about time’?”
Compressing the cloud game-board into a single normal looking cloud, Dash answered, “Scoots figured out tic-tac-tow over an hour ago. We’ve been playing nothing but draws ever since.” Seeing that the exchanged of words had roused the rest of the ponies in the room, she added, “Hey, can somepony open the window for me?”
The glow of Twilight Sparkle’s magic answered, as the alicorn smiled, silently overjoyed that her friends were well.
With a casual push, Rainbow Dash sent the cloud out the window and into the morning sky. “Today’s weather schedule called for partly cloudy skies. So, there, don’t let anypony say I didn’t at least try to do my job today,” Rainbow Dash answered the questioning looks the act drew from her friends, and drawing some giggles instead.
In the moments that followed everypony expressed their joy and relief that the two bedridden pegasi were okay. However the moment was short lived, soon the door to the room opened and a tan unicorn stallion with a brown mane entered, and the presence of the doctor was enough to silence even Pinkie Pie’s ramblings about party planning.
Braking the sudden silence that had fallen on the room, the doctor began by saying, “First off let me thank the both of you. The night shift nurse told me that you had awoken much early but chose to let us all get some sleep anyway. Thank you.”
“Thanks for patching us up doc,” Rainbow Dash said with a nod.
“No. I don’t deserve your thanks, she does,” the doctor said with the most somber tone, and monitoring to Scootaloo with his hoof.
Dash tilted her head slightly and asked, “I don’t understand. She’s not a doctor, and it looks like you treated her as much as you did me.”
“I see, nopony has told you,” the stallion said, as a haunted look entered his eyes.
Between the silence from her friends and the look in the doctor’s eyes Rainbow Dash was almost too afraid to ask. Although after a moment she did anyway. “Told me what?”
“Having been here before, I trust you are aware of your blood type?” the doctor asked, turning his gaze slightly downward, more toward the bed than the pegasus on in.
After a moment of thought Dash managed an unsure answer, “Yeah, I have a rare pegasus blood type. Right?”
“Yes, and being a hospital in a small town with so small a penitential need, we wouldn’t necessarily have your blood type on hoof, if not for your well-known risk taking anyway.”
“But because I’m the local super-awesome daredevil you do, so what’s the big deal?”
Seeing that the mare still didn’t it, the doctor shook his head slightly before continuing, “You’re blood type may be rare, but you’re not the only pegasus in town that has it. Yesterday morning one such individual was in an accident, and we had to use the only bag of your blood type. Naturally, we put in a formal request for Cloudsdale to send us a replacement, but that wouldn’t have arrived for another day or two. There wasn’t any rush, after all, what are the odds that two of the very few ponies in a small town of a rare blood type would get in serious accidents in the same day?”
Taking a moment to breathe a heavy sigh, the doctor’s mood only seemed to grow darker as he continued, “Needless to say, when your friends brought you in we sent a flyer to Cloudsdale with an emergency request for the blood. But given the flight times and the paperwork involved in even an emergency request for blood… you were as good as dead.”
The doctor paused as if to allow Rainbow a chance to react. All Rainbow Dash did was raise an eyebrow. The simple fact that she was listening to this meant there was more to the story, and she didn’t see the need to ask the obvious question.
With no question forthcoming, the doctor continued the story anyway, “Naturally, your friends volunteered to provide the transfusion. However Fluttershy was not a match.”
Putting the pieces together Rainbow Dash smiled, her eye’s shimmering with pride as she looked to Scootaloo. If she’d had the blood pressure for it the filly would have blushed, but as it was, what little color found its way to her cheeks wasn’t strong enough to be seen through her fur.
“While her cases were less severe than yours, Scootaloo was also suffering from blood loss and exposure. Given her state and her age, I normally would not have allowed her to give the transfusion. But with both Scootaloo and Princess Twilight begging me to save you, I bent the rules and went ahead with it anyway…” a trembling came into the doctor’s voice as he continued, “I-I thought that I’d k-killed Scootaloo when s-she went critical d-during the transfusion.”
The doctor took a moment to breathe deeply and regain his composure before continuing. “We had to stabilize both of you repeatedly after that. Ironically enough, both of you had been stable for a full twenty minutes by the time the flyer returned from Cloudsdale.”
Looking sternly into Rainbow’s eyes the doctor finished by saying, “That is why she deserves your thanks. It is her blood flowing through your vanes, it is her blood that kept you live through the night, and she almost died giving it to you.”
In the silent seconds that followed Rainbow Dash could only look blankly down at her own chest. When life finally sparked in her eyes she reached up with a sky-blue hoof, and in one swift motion she ripped the away the sensors taped to her chest. The act caused the heart beat monitor to complain of a flat line before being shut off by the glow of the doctor’s magic. Now un-tethered, Rainbow stepped down into the gap between the two hospital beds.
Once face to face with Scootaloo, Dash opened her mouth to speak, but the words refused to form in her mind let alone escape her lips. Unable to find words good enough, Rainbow Dash closed her mouth, and instead she climbed up onto Scootaloo’s bed. Sitting down beside the filly, she reached out with her front legs and pulled Scootaloo into a hug. Opening her wings, Dash wrapped one around the younger pegasus high, covering her head, and the other wing low, around her body. Burying her face in Scootaloo’s mane, the tip of the filly’s tail became the only visible evidence that Rainbow Dash wasn’t alone on the bed.
Scootaloo had never seen anypony, let alone the self-declared daredevil, tough-pony Rainbow Dash, embrace another so completely, and not only had Rainbow embraced her so completely, so lovingly, but the prideful pony had done so in a room full of witnesses.
Completely wrapped in an artificial womb of Rainbow Dash’s fur and feathers, Scootaloo had never felt more loved in all her life then she did in that moment and it made her want to cry. Lifting up her front legs the filly did her best to hug Rainbow back, and buried her face in her idol’s chest. Letting her tears flow into Dash’s fur, she felt a shuttering in her hero’s lungs, and a warm wetness on top of her head that proved that Rainbow Dash was silently crying too, draining her tears into the Scootaloo’s mane.
Not a word was said, not a word had to be. For they both understood that they might not been born sisters by blood, but they had a sisterhood born of something stronger. They had a sisterhood born of loyalty and nothing could ever break that bond.
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