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		Description

Spitfire just wanted a normal day to the Cloudsdale market to buy some apples. Here's the catch: there's a little blue pegasus that keeps following her around...
And why does she keep yelling, "Mommy!"?
~~~~~
When pictures give you ideas, it's up to your imagination whether you wanna turn it into a story.
FEATURED on 1/28/16!
Dramatic reading by SkyOfStorms! Check it out here!
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It was a nice, clear, sunny day in Cloudsdale. The floating city was bustling, everypony was enjoying their day, nothing could go wrong. Spitfire, captain of The Wonderbolts, a legendary pegasus flight team, was simply strolling through the streets, humming to herself. She was on her way to the market, saddlebag in tow. She was to pick up some apples; she was starting to run low on food. She thought to herself, Beautiful day out. I feel as though nothing, absolutely nothing, can ruin this day. Spitfire trotted along with a positive atmosphere.
This positivity halted, however, when a young blue pegasus filly with a rainbow mane and tail was standing in front her, staring into Spitfire's eyes, bearing a simple-minded smile upon her face.
"Mommy!" she called.
Spitfire looked around. She'd assumed this filly was calling out to a pony behind or above her. "Mommy!" the filly repeated. Spitfire bore a confused look, raising one eyebrow and her mouth agape slightly. She pointed at herself for the filly.
All the filly did was stare at Spitfire with that cute little smile. Spitfire became concerned. Where was this little one's mother?
"Mommy!"
Spitfire thought nothing of it and just continued along. Her stomach growled at her, demanding she makes haste for the market. She thought aloud.
"What was up with that? Why was that little filly calling me 'Mommy?' I never had children before. What's going on?" Whatever the answer, Spitfire closed her eyes and assured herself that maybe this whole caper would be easier to decipher after some lunch. She opened her eyes again, only to be greeted by a smiling blue filly.
"Mommy!" the filly said, sitting down. Spitfire double-took. Wasn't the filly behind her? All the filly did was bore that simple, cute little smile and stare.
I'm not gonna lie, that smile is extremely adorable, Spitfire thought. 
Then something happened that the yellow orange pegasus never foresaw: the filly clung to Spitfire's front right leg, holding it gently and closing its eyes, keeping that little smile. Spitfire couldn't help but smile herself. "Mommy!" the filly said once more. That seemed to add to the adorable scene. A few ponies noticed, and when Spitfire snapped out of her trance, they cooed, "Awww!" Spitfire realized she had to get out of there (not to mention she was starving). She decided to fly. She flapped her wings and took to the air. The blue filly slipped right off her leg. The filly started to cry (by now the crowd had broken up, so nopony witnessed the filly crying). Spitfire's ears caught the sound, and as she flew higher, the good part of her conscience made her reconsider leaving the filly in the dust. She flapped her wings slower and slower and began her descent. She was back on the ground.
"Hey, chin up. Don't cry," Spitfire said. This seemed to comfort the filly, who proceeded to cling to her leg once more.
"Mommy..." she replied in a loving and forgiving voice. Spitfire giggled.
"Alright, let's go to the market. I'm sure your mother is there," she said. The filly gave her a confused look. Spitfire commented, "Let's just go to the market." She placed the filly on her back and trotted along to her destination.

The Cloudsdale market wasn't very busy (it was, after all, two o'clock in the afternoon). Ponies were shouting, "Asparagus! If you care about asparagus, get your asparagus here!" and "Cherries! I 'cherries' the moment you buy some cherries!" among other business ramblings and advertisements. Spitfire could do some more shopping later. Her priorities were: 1.) Get some apples, and 2.) Find this filly's mother.
"Mommy!" the filly cried out, pointing to a cupcake stand.
"Fine, we'll get you some cupcakes," Spitfire sighed. Each cupcake was three bits each. Spitfire got two, one for her, one for this mysterious filly. The filly munched on her vanilla chocolate cupcake with small, almost rhythmic bites. She thought the filly would get lost in it as she sat down at a nearby table, enjoying her plain vanilla one (which she consumed in 4 bites). It felt good to ease some of her hunger pains, and it was made better with the filly's adorable style of eating. When all was said and done, the filly had cupcake remains all over her face. Spitfire giggled and got a napkin to wipe it off, while also wiping her residue off. She helped the filly back onto her back and approached the apple stand.
"A dozen apples, please," she said to the salespony.
"That'll be twenty-four bits, madame," he remarked. Spitfire gave the proper sum, and proceeded to walk away. While walking, she noticed that the spot the filly occupied on her back was weightless and vacant.
Celestia, please tell me she didn't fall off, she thought. She turned around, afraid to look. Her fear soon turned to astonishment when she realized the filly was flying (amateurish, but impressive for the filly's assumed age, nonetheless). This kids, what? Four, and she's able to fly? I wasn't able to fly until six! she thought once more.
"Mommy! Mommy!" the filly called out once more, clearly with the purpose of making Spitfire watch her. All the latter did was stare at the little tricks the filly was doing, speechless, her mouth widely agape.
"Wow..." she remarked. "Kiddo, you got style."
From this response, the blue filly beamed an enormous smile, clearly pleased with the response.
"Okay, now, let's get you home," Spitfire remarked. Before she could even begin walking, a similarly-maned pegasus as the filly rushed up to her.
"Oh, thank you so much for finding my little Dashie, Ms. Spitfire! I've been looking high and low for her!" the mare said, relieved and pleased. "Dashie, don't ever go about without Mommy from now on, okay?"
"Mommy..."
"Wait a second... Dashie?" Spitfire asked.
"Oh, I'm sorry. This is Rainbow Dash, my daughter. Sorry if she caused any disturbance. She tends to do her own thing, you know?" the mare replied.
"She called me 'Mommy' and hugged my leg," Spitfire remarked. "Don't get me wrong, it was extremely cute and adorable, but I have trouble wrapping my head around it."
"Oh, she likes hugging things and 'Mommy' is the only word she knows."
"Oh. Just keep an eye on her from now on, okay?" Spitfire requested.
"I will! Thank you, Ms. Spitfire!" the mare said, and flew off.

"Remember that, Spitfire?" Rainbow Dash asked her mentor.
"Just make sure that history lesson doesn't get out to the public, okay?" Spitfire requested.
"Sure thing... Mommy!" Dash giggled. Spitfire returned with a bemused look.
"...Yeah, I'll go home, now," the blue pegasus replied, and flew off.

			Author's Notes: 
When you realize the jokes and unintentional references you made in the story:[image: :derpyderp2:][image: :rainbowlaugh:]
Came up with this one on the fly. Hope you enjoyed!
EDIT: Let me say this: I do not plan on making a sequel. What's done is done.
However, I'm not saying that you can't make one yourselves (just give me credit for the original if you do). I'm just saying that I personally won't be making a sequel any time soon.
Still, I'm overjoyed that I made you all happy. That's why I want to make a band and make a YouTube empire: to make people happy through doing what I love.It's not about popularity or money or what not.
It's about putting smiles on people's faces. That's my motive for fanfiction, Metal, and gaming. I want to make people happy. The fact that this many people have viewed Mommy! with happiness following... I'm... Overjoyed, which is a feeling I never thought I'd experience again.
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