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		Chapter 1



“Mama, Mama! Help, please!” Scootaloo cried, her voice ululating in tone. Maliey woke up with a start and rubbed her eyes wearily, looking at the clock. 
Three Am. Great. She got out of bed and trudged to the box Scootaloo slept in, nestled in the corner of the bedroom. She looked inside at the small filly, sitting wide awake reaching her hooves up to Maliey. 
“What do you want Scootaloo? It's three AM.” she barked. The little filly cowered back in the box and began to well up. Maliey picked her out of the box, impatient to get an answer. “What's wrong, kid?” 
Scootaloo looked at her and rubbed her nose, wiping away the snot. She rubbed it onto her orange belly and then cleared her throat. 
“I had a bad dream Mama, and I made another accident in my diaper. Can you change me?” she said, wriggling about as her diaper hung from her hind quarters. 
Maliey sighed and put her back down. “No Scoots. You know the rule. You only get one diaper per week. It's all I can afford. If you make a mess, you have to cope with it. Besides, it's changing day tomorrow, so wait until then.” She began to cry and looked up to her adopted mother. 
“Can I sleep with you in the big bed? Pwease? It's cold and scary down here.” 
“No Scootaloo, you know the rule. Until you stop having accidents, you sleep on your own in the box,” she said sharply, before heading back to bed. Scootaloo began to cry louder. 
“Can I have a hug?” she murmured, almost inaudibly. Maliey stopped and turned around, heading back to the box. She bent down and lifted the filly out. 
“Fine, one hug.” She put her arms around Scootaloo's and began to squeeze with all her might. Scootaloo soon started wheezing for air, waggling her hooves. 
“Mama, too tight!” she managed to whisper, barely audible. Despite how tight it was, she enjoyed the cuddles. It was the closet thing to love she ever got, and she savoured them each time.
Maliey continued to tighten her grip however, until Scootaloo's body went limp, her head rolling forwards. She then held her back above her bed and let go, watching as she fell into the box like a rag doll, landing with a loud thump. She trudged back to her bed and got in, attempting to fall asleep. 
Stupid kid. Good for bloody nothing. As soon as I stop getting benefits from the orphanage, you're out. 
Maliey got up the next day and went to make breakfast before heading to work in town. She fed herself well, when Scootaloo trotted in, bleary eyed. 
“Mama? Change me please?” she asked, rubbing her eyes with her hoof. Maliey looked her over and shook her head. 
“Nope. That things only half full. It'd be a waste to change it now. You can wear it for another few days. Now do the washing up.” She got up and prepared her saddle bags, when Scootaloo frowned. “Oh right. Here's your breakfast.” She grabbed the leftovers from her plate, and threw it in Scootaloo's face. “Now clean up the mess.” 
She trotted over to the bathroom and slammed the door behind her, leaving Scootaloo stood alone in the living room, weeping to herself. The filly clambered onto the worktop and carried the plate to the sink, washing it under the luck warm tap. She rinsed it off and tried to pick it up, when it slipped from between her teeth. It fell to the floor with a loud smash, sending pieces everywhere. She quickly jumped onto the floor, when her mother came back in. 
“Oh you useless filly!” she screamed, running towards her. Scootaloo began to cower, knowing what was coming. 
Maliey stopped and kicked Scootaloo right in the nose, drawing blood instantly. She started weeping as it ran down her front, soaking her orange coat. Scootaloo looked up to her mommy, only to see an angry gaze. 
“I'm sorry Ma-” 
She hit her again, sending the tiny filly flying across the floor. Scootaloo lay on the kitchen lino, crying, blood pooling around her nose. Her mother trotted over and picked her up. 
“You break a plate again, and you'll be really sorry. Now clean up that mess, including your blood.” 
Scootaloo nodded and quickly trotted over to the broken plate, picking each piece up with her mouth. The edges were overly sharp and cut into her mouth, drawing blood instantly. The taste made her retch, but she fought against the urge, knowing that if she was sick, she would only be punished more. Her adoptive mother stood watching, anger blazing across her face. 
Once Scootaloo finished picking up the plate, she grabbed a towel and hurried over to the blood, when Maliey stuck her hoof out and tripped the tiny filly, causing her to land in the pool of blood. 
“You're not cleaning up your blood with my towels. Give that here!” she said, wrenching the towel from Scootaloo's mouth using her magic. The filly looked up and began to cry. 
“How do I clean it?” she asked. 
“Use your tongue. It's your blood, and you're the only thing I'd waste cleaning it up with.” Maliey said coldly, putting the towel away in the kitchen.  
Scootaloo began to cry, but bent down and began to lap it up, knowing that if she didn't, there would only be a bigger puddle to clean up. She kept on retching, fighting back the taste and the viscosity of the blood, until it was all gone. 
“good. Now come here.” Maliey ordered. Scootaloo nodded and quickly ran to her mother, sitting down. “On your back kid.” her mother continued to bark. 
Scootaloo obeyed and rolled over, not moving. She felt great relief when her mother began to remove her diaper, causing the filly to smile, despite recent events.  She stood up once it was off and reached out to hug her.  
“Don't touch me, you're filthy. It's raining, go in the garden and roll in a puddle to get clean. Then come back inside so I can put this diaper back on.” 
Scootaloo looked at the diaper on the floor and frowned, seeing how full it was. The smell was disgusting, making her retch. Maliey lifted a hoof up to strike her again, so Scootaloo quickly ran out the door and began to roll in the freezing cold puddles. She hated her mother.
Once Scootaloo felt she was clean enough she trotted back inside, only to be lifted into the air and dropped back onto her dirty diaper almost instantly. She cringed as she felt the familiar warmth of her waste touching her flank, squidging around her tail. The clasps tightened and she frowned as she stood up again, feeling the dampness on her legs, feeling the weight of it on her legs.
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