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		Description

Following a dare from Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo discovers she has a passion for writing. The only problem is, well, it's really bad.
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		Love me, Scootaloo



It was a beautiful spring day in Ponyville. The flowers were growing, the birds were singing, the sun was shining, and need I even mention the bees and the trees. The white unicorn filly and her orange pegasus friend were playing happily in the park, bouncing a ball back and forth between them.
“Yay, this is fun,” said the pegasus, jumping up and down with glee.
“Yeah, we should do this more often,” the unicorn said.
“Where’s Apple Bloom?” one of them asked.
“I don’t know, but I wish she’d get here soon, we’ve been waiting all day,” the other one replied.
“Hi guys!” came the familiar southern twang of their earth pony friend.
“Apple Bloom!” Sweetie Belle yelled, running over to her, happily.
“What took you so long Apple Bloom?” Scootaloo asked, annoyed.
“Well, I was helping Applejack with apple bucking again. I guess I just got carried away.” She blushed.
“Well, that’s okay I guess. I mean, family does come first, right? Rarity makes me help her with the boutique sometimes; I understand completely.”
“Ugh, I can’t believe you guys,” the pegasus grunted, running off angrily.
“Scootaloo, wait!” Sweetie Belle called after her. “Don’t go.”
Scootaloo sped away on her scooter, anger churning. Why does she always have to be late?
As the orange pegasus filly sped along on her scooter with lightning speed, the wind whistling through her mane, adrenaline coursing through her veins. She looked up at Celestia’s sun, floating up there in the sky among the puffy white, fluffy little clouds. Man I wish I could fly.
She followed the trail along until it came to a ledge, high up on the mountainside. This is her favorite spot in the whole world. She could just stare up at the sky and forget about everything.
She spotted Rainbow Dash, soaring through the sky, bucking clouds, clearing the sky like she always did.
Scootaloo sighed. If only her wings could achieve flight, like Rainbow Dash. She looked down over the cliff. It was really high. Maybe if I just—The orange pegasus filly leaned out over the cliff side—a bit too far—and began to fall.
“Scootaloo WAIT!” came a familiar filly’s voice from behind her. Scootaloo twisted her head around just in time to see Sweetie Belle rushing up behind her, before disappearing over the side of the cliff. “NOOOOOO!”
Come on, stupid wings, fly! Scootaloo flapped for all she was worth, but her tiny wings would not hold her, and she plummeted towards the elusive landscape below. I may as well die then. She closed her eyes, and accepted her fate. A blurring flash rescued her just before she smashed into the hard ground beneath her.
“Huh? What?”
“Geez kid, what were you trying to do, kill yourself?”
“Rainbow Dash!”
When she was safely back on the ground, the cyan mare flew off, “Try not to fall off any more cliffs squirt.” before returning to her favorite cloud.
Scootaloo was sad then. Rainbow Dash had had to rescue her. She crawled home to her home outside of Ponyville, which was really just a hole in the ground under a large grassy hill. She dug it herself. Scootaloo sat and cried then for three days.
“Scootaloo, you there?” It was Sweetie Belle’s sweet voice again.
“Oh, hi, Sweetie Belle,” she said sadly.
“Are you alright, Scootaloo?” the unicorn filly asked.
“No.” Scootaloo replied. “I was just so angry yesterday. Apple Bloom is always late, and then I couldn’t fly, and I just want to end it all. I’ll never be able to fly. I don’t have a reason to keep on living.”
“Oh Scootaloo, don’t say that,” her friend consoled her. There was a long pause as the white unicorn struggled for something to say. “I could be your reason,” she finally said.
“Huh?” the orange pegasus looked up at her. Her unicorn friend stared dreamily into her eyes, cheeks turning red. “I-I’ve always liked you, Scoots. I just never found the courage to say it before. I don’t care about Applebloom. It could just be you and me.” She leaned closer.
Scootaloo’s mind was swimming. Was this for real? No. It couldn’t be. “You’re lying!” she said, angrily, running from the room. “You don’t love me.”
“No Scootaloo please, I mean it” Sweetie Bell called, tears streaming from her face. “Come back,” she called after her, but the orange filly was gone. “Please just love me.”
She tried to think where Scootaloo might have gone, and decided the old tree house must be it. Yes, that’s got to be it. She went to the tree house, and found Scoots lying curled up in the corner, crying.
“Go away,” the little pegasus said.
“No,” Sweetie belle said, moving closer. “I want to show you something.” Her horn began to glow
“Well I don’t want to see it.” Her friend said, clearly angry at her for some reason.
Sweetie Belle strained ever harder. “Oh, I think you do,” she said, lifting the beautiful orange filly off the ground with her magic.
“Wha-? Sweetie Belle.” The filly looked up, staring at Sweetie Belle, eyes wide. “What are you...?”
“I’ve been working on my magic, Scootaloo. I was going to use a levitation spell to make you feel like you’re flying, but you ran away.”
Scootaloo looked longingly at her. “Oh, come here, you,” she said, a tear beginning to escape her left eye. Scootaloo flapped her wings and Sweetie Belle allowed her to drift over to her, where they hugged. Sweetie Belle took a chance and kissed Scootaloo on the lips. Scootaloo, jerked back, shocked. “Huh? Sweetie Belle, what are you doing? What will everypony think?”
“I don’t care,” Sweetie Belle murmured as she gazed deeply into those two purple orbs alighting her fillyfriend’s beautiful, astonishing face. “I love you,” she said, kissing her again, and was surprised to find Scootaloo kissing her back.
“Okay, I love you too,” she said, and they both fell asleep together in each other’s hooves.

	
		I'm a filly and... Huh?



“Well that was... different.” Apple Bloom had her head cocked to the side, as though trying to determine what was in Sweetie Belle’s hooves.
“What am I even reading?” Sweetie Belle squeaked, holding the parchment as though it were trying to eat her face. 
Scootaloo placed a hoof on her forehead. “Ugh, I don’t even know. You said I had to write a stupid love story with one of you, so there it is.” 
Scootaloo crumpled up the parchment and tossed it over her shoulder, where it bounced off the wall and rolled back next to her. She looked down at it, then scooped it up and roughly stuffed it into her helmet, before turning back to her friends.
“It’s your turn, Apple Bloom.”
“Wait a minute. You mean this is still from that game of truth or dare last week?!” Apple Bloom asked, momentarily glancing up at the ceiling.
“Oh yeah, I forgot about that.” Sweetie Belle fell over on the floor, giggling. “I thought you’d given up on it.”
“Are you kidding?! I never give up on a good dare.” Scootaloo crouched, as if about to pounce on something. “So, what’d you think, was it good?”
Sweetie Belle and Apple Bloom exchanged glances.
“Well...” Sweetie Belle began.
“It’s really... interesting and all, but maybe writing isn’t your special talent,” Apple Bloom finished for her. 
“Yeah,” Sweetie Belle went on. “You win the dare and all, but the premise you chose was kinda dry and your exposition needs a lot of work, not to mention your weather report opening.”
Scootaloo narrowed her eyes at Sweetie Belle. “What are you, a dictionary? I don’t even know what those words mean!”—she threw her hooves up in the air—“and I worked really hard on that story!”
“Well, did you use the special spot?” Sweetie Belle asked.
“The what?” Scootaloo’s hooves fell limp as she looked over to where Sweetie Belle was pointing. 
“Our great ideas spot!” Apple Bloom already stood over the red target they’d painted on the floor a few months back. “Where we stand to think of great ideas.”
Scootaloo glanced out the west window, through which she could see her house by the lake. “No,” she said, biting her lip. “I spent most of it up by the windmill. I like the wind under my wings. It helps me think better.” 
“Is that why you wrote your home in as a hole in the ground?” Apple Bloom asked, smirking just a little. 
Scootaloo put a hoof up, and opened her mouth to speak, then slowly shut it. 
“Yeah, I was wondering about that while I was reading it.” Sweetie Belle’s voice cracked again. “If your real house is underneath a windmill by the lake, why would you—”
“Oh, just— get over here.” Scootaloo scurried over to join Apple Bloom by the thinking spot, followed soon by Sweetie Belle.

“I’ve got it!” Scootaloo exclaimed, holding a hoof into the air. She stood there for about a minute before turning to Sweetie Belle. “Um, wasn’t it your turn to get the light?” 
“Oh! right.” Sweetie Belle ran and climbed up a small ladder that hung from the ceiling. She climbed up into the small hatch above it, and lowered a lantern on a rope, so sit just above Scootaloo’s head, who promptly rolled her eyes before continuing.
“I’ll go ask Twilight. I’ll bet she knows all about writing, and she’s probably got some wicked awesome books I can learn from, too.” Scootaloo looked upward at no particular spot on the ceiling as she imagined what sort of amazing stories she might find at the library. “See you later, girls.” she said after a moment. Scootaloo dashed out the door and sped off on her scooter, wings propelling her as usual. 
I’M A SCENE BREAK!!!

really though… scene break,

on with the story

There was a loud knocking at the door.
“Spiiike! Could you get that?” 
The purple dragon groaned as he rolled out of bed and made for the door. 
“Yeesh, I was taking a nap. What’s a dragon got to do to get some sleep around here.” Spike opened the door to find an excited orange filly bouncing up and down. “Oh, hey, Scootaloo. What’s up?” 
“Is Twilight here? I need to ask her something. It’s really important.”
“Oh, yeah. She’s—” Scootaloo rushed in before he could finish, colliding with a large stack of books and causing a literary avalanche. “—re-organizing the library again, so try not to knock anything over.” Spike placed a clawed hand over his face as she shook his head. “Ugh, she’s going to make me clean that up,” he groaned.
“Oops,” came Scootaloo’s muffled reply.
The newly built bookfort lifted itself from the floor and began to zoom around the room as individual books. 
“Can I help you?” Twilight asked through gritted teeth as she picked herself up off the floor.
“Oh, Rainbow Da— I mean, Twilight! I need your help with something.” Scootaloo’s original enthusiasm returned as she noticed Twilight.
“Well, it’s just going to have to wait, I’m reorganizing the library again, and I need to find a place to put all these books,” Twilight replied. “Spike, find a place for these.” She deposited about half of the books she was levitating right on top of the poor dragon, who let out a yelp as he was flattened. 
Spike crawled out of the rubble, glowering at Scootaloo before picking up a few of the books and exiting through the door next to him.
The filly let out an apologetic squee and turned her attention back to Twilight. “That’s perfect, I need to ask you: Do you know of any really cool books that I can learn some awesome writing from?”
Twilight dropped the books she was still levitating, eyes wide. “You. Writing?” She turned toward Scootaloo, who stared back at her as though Twilight were actually Rainbow Dash.
“Yeah, I thought I might try it out. Maybe I’ll get my cutie mark in writing fiction!” 
Twilight’s gape shifted to a smile as she raised her hoof into the air. “I know!” She levitated an ordinary looking book over in front of her. “‘A Compelling Tale’ by Twilight Sparkle. It’s a story writing guide, and it’s written by me too. It only sold a few hundred copies, but It’s in the Canterlot archives so...” Twilight squeed.
“Ugh, no way,” Scootaloo replied. “I need something totally radical to read, so I can take in all of its awesomeness. It’s got to have adventures and explosions and lots of actiony stuff in it!”
“Oh, that sounds like the Daring Do series. I have them all, but I lent them to Rainbow Dash. You should—” At the mention of Rainbow Dash, Scootaloo disappeared before Twilight could complete the statement.
ANOTHER BUCKING SCENE BREAK!! WHOO!!

“RAINBOW DASH!” Scootaloo yelled up to the cloud mansion. There were some sounds of falling objects, and then the dashing rainbow herself poker her head out over the edge of the cloud.
“Oh, hey there, Scoots. What’s up?” The expression on her face told Scootaloo she was the last pony Rainbow Dash was expecting to see.
“Rainbow Dash!” the little filly responded. “Hi. Twilight said you’ve got some awesome books I could read. Can I borrow them?” 
Rainbow Dash might have been knocked over the head. Her eyes glazed over and she looked back over her shoulder. “I, uh... Oh, yeah! Hang on.” She disappeared for a moment—more crashing objects were heard—and then re-appeared over the side of the cloud again, her wingtips visible above her head. “Here, I’m just gonna drop them down to you. Can you catch?” Rainbow Dash said.
Scootaloo looked confused. “Why can’t you just fly them down?” 
Rainbow Dash looked around nervously. “Well, I uh, because I’m too busy...” beads of sweat formed on her forehead as she searched for an appropriate answer. “...writing my own story. Yup that’s it. I’m writing a story for the...” Rainbow Dash nervously began nibbling her hoof. “The, upcoming writing contest. Yup, that’s it. Twilight should have told you about it.” Rainbow Dash put on a huge smile then, waiting for Scootaloo to respond. 
“You’re writing a story, Rainbow Dash? That’s so cool! Can I read it?” 
Rainbow Dash’s smile disappeared so fast it may as well have never been there. “NO! you can’t it’s uh... not finished yet!” The smile returned as Rainbow Dash slowly rubbed the back of her head, but this time it was somewhat of a nervous smile
“Oh, well, what’s it about?”
And once again the smile disappeared, meanwhile Rainbow Dash’s cheeks turned beet red. Her wings also started drooping. “Uh...” A bead of sweat rolled off of Rainbow Dash’s nose and landed on Scootaloo’s. “It's a story about two, um... colts!  Named Scooter Lord and... Sweetie Bro!  And it's about how they both discover something unexpected, but wonderful about themselves."
"Does it have any explosions?!" Scootaloo asked, 
Rainbow Dash gritted her teeth. “Well, um, no...”
“Eh, whatever. Good luck with that. I’m going to go ask Twilight about that contest,” Scootaloo replied.
“Sounds cool. Now, I’ve got to get back to my... writing.” Rainbow Dash disappeared back over the edge of the cloud. 
“Wait, Rainbow Dash!” A sound like skidding hooves reached over the cloud, before the same blue face reappeared.
“What is it now?” Rainbow Dash asked. “I’m busy.” 
“You forgot to drop the books down to me,” Scootaloo called back. 
Rainbow Dash slowly turned her head to the side, slapped a hoof to her forehead. “Oh, oops. Here you go.” Then Rainbow Dash slid a bundle over the edge of the cloud and vanished quickly once again.
GUESS WHAT? IT’S ME AGAIN! FOR LIKE, TWO SECONDS.

Aaaaaaand we’re back.

“And I even have a story started already.”  It’s got Rainbow Dash in it!”
“That’s really great and all, Scootaloo, but there is no writing competition. At least not to my knowledge, and I’m the town librarian, so if anypony would know it should be me.”
“Wait, what?!” Scootaloo looked as though her favorite Rainbow Dash action figure had just been smashed. “But then, what was Rainbow Dash...”
“Now that you mention it, though, that does sound like a really great idea. We’ll host a writing contest! I’ll just need to write up some flyers. Wait! How should we run it? A Prompt? Oh, what should the time limit be?” Twilight began pacing back and forth around the library.
“Huh?” Scootaloo’s jaw dropped, adding to her bewildered complexion.
“I’ll need to write up a list of materials. SPIKE!” Twilight returned her attention to Scootaloo. “Can you and the other girls whip up some flyers? Don’t worry about the date for now, just make it look interesting, can you do that?”
“Um... okay, I guess we could do that.” Scootaloo frowned, but perked up a second later. “Anyway, thanks for the tip about Rainbow Dash. I’m going to get back to my writing now.” She fired up her wings and sped off on her scooter, leaving a thick trail of dust behind. Twilight looked down to find a smooshed, crumpled roll of parchment on the ground, which must have fallen out of Scootaloo’s helmet when she threw it on.
Twilight ran to pick it up, calling after Scootaloo, who was already out of earshot. “Wait you forgot your... What is this anyway?” Twilight looked down at the ball of paper she was holding. She unfolded it to see that it had something written on it.
“Love me, Scootaloo
It was a beautiful spring day in Ponyville....”
Twilight recoiled in shock, dropping the parchment. “Oh no. I hope she doesn’t plan to submit this to the contest.”
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