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She really does.
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“Okay! That should be it!” Sweetie shouted, tightening the last knot of the rope tied around her waist. Turning her attention back to the two fillies beside her, she made sure that the rope that strung the three of them together was tight and sturdy.
The Cutie Mark Crusaders stood at the edge of a cliff. Staring down below, Scootaloo was terrified at the sight of the sharp, jagged rocks which laid at the its foot.
“I... I don’t know about this...” Scootaloo stammered.
“Don’t worry, Scoots!” Sweetie Belle squeaked. “Those are just some razor-sharp jagged rocks! Nothing to worry about!”
Apple Bloom looked over the cliff as well, her hooves immediately freezing. “W-w-why are we doing this again?”
“Because...” Several white bubbles rose from Sweetie Belle’s head into the sky, leading into one huge bubble where a flashback played.

Scootaloo sat on a bench in the park, tears running down her face. With a swipe of her hoof, Scootaloo wiped away her liquid sadness.
“Heya, Scoots...” a familiar voice called out to the pegasus from behind. Quickly turning around, she saw Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle standing behind her. The former of which being the filly that muttered her name.
“H-heya, girls,” Scootaloo muttered.
“What’s wrong, Scoots?” Sweetie Belle asked, trotting over and sitting beside Scootaloo.
“N-nothing. J-just some bullies making fun of me again.”
“Of your inability to lift off like a normal pegasu-OW!” Sweetie Belle yelped, rubbing her shoulder at where Apple Bloom delivered a swift punch to.
“Well, don’t ya worry! We’ll get a few milkshakes and it’ll be all okay!” Apple Bloom smiled happily, hugging Scootaloo.
“Heya, Scoota-can’t-fly!” A squeaky voice shouted in a mock tone.
Turning their heads up, the Cutie Mark Crusaders saw the familiar pink coat and tiara cutie mark that adorned the flank of their most hated enemy.
“Diamond Tiara... so you’re the one behind this!” Sweetie Belle exclaimed, her eyebrows arching together.
“That’s right! How’s Scoota-can’t-fly feeling, hmm?” Diamond Tiara continued to tease.
“Yeah! Scoota-can-fly!” The silver-coat pony beside her echoed.
“S-she means Scoota-can’t-fly!” Diamond Tiara corrected her friend.
“Y-yeah, that’s right!” Silver Spoon quickly acted as if she had made no mistake.
“Really? That’s the best ya got?” Apple Bloom said with an unimpressed look. “‘Scoota-can’t-fly’”?
“Y-yeah! What’s wrong? Too hurtful?” Diamond Tiara tried her best to maintain her arrogant posture, despite knowing that it wasn’t that good of an insult. All those hours spent in her private, 5-star hotel with two helipads and a jet-ski didn’t really pay off.
“She’s right! I mean, there’s so many better insults!” Sweetie Belle agreed, causing Scootaloo’s face to distort into utter confusion. “Like, Chickenloo. Or Groundedloo.”
“There are so many other nicknames that are more insulting!” Apple Bloom added. “Like Dodo, Penguin Pegasus, Stay-grounded Scootaloo.”
“Are you done?” Scootaloo asked with a stoic expression, staring at her two friends.
Diamond Tiara stood with a smug expression on her face. “Well then, Chickenloo. You should just accept the fact that you’re never gonna be able to fly!”
“Yes, she will!” Sweetie Belle quickly rebutted.
“I will?” Scootaloo asked, uncertain.
“All she needs is a little push!” Apple Bloom supported Sweetie Belle.
“I do?” Scootaloo’s mind raced to piece whatever pieces she could.
“A little push...” Sweetie Belle lifted her hoof against her chin, tapping it a few times. “That’s it!” she proudly exclaimed, a light bulb appearing above her head.
“It is?” Scootaloo asked once more.
“We’ll show you both that Scootaloo can fly!”
“I can?”
“Well then, I sure hope to see her at school tomorrow with working wings!” Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon both chortled mockingly before trotting away.
“Come on, let’s make you fly!” Sweetie Belle squeed loudly in excitement before rushing away, dragging the other two fillies with her.
With an exasperated sigh, Scootaloo quickly muttered. “I’m screwed.”

“Huh, ya think Ah’d remember that since it only happened ten minutes ago,” Applebloom remarked.
“Anyway, you girls ready to jump off ‘Cliff That Is Filled With Jagged Rocks, Don’t Let Fillies Up Here. No Seriously, If Three Fillies Come Up Here And Try To Push One Filly Off In Hopes That That Filly Will Fly, It’ll Only End In Blood And Bodies’ cliff?”
Scootaloo gave another big gulp, tossing her hooves over her head. “W-why don’t you say the name of the cliff three more times? Then maybe it’ll be late enough for us to go home!”
“Come on, don’t be chicken!” Sweetie Belle gave Scootaloo a swift push, sending her over the edge.
Scootaloo hovered over the edge of the cliff, her hooves kicking aimlessly in the air. Slowly, she tilted her head down and saw only the extremely sharp, needlessly pointy rocks that awaited her below. Only then did she feel herself falling.
“Okay! Now we wait!” Sweetie Belle said with a grin.
“...We’re tied together, Sweetie,” Apple Bloom reminded her with crossed hooves.
Sweetie Belle’s eyes opened wide as both of them quickly got tugged down, joining the completely paralyzed pegasus on their descent.
Apple Bloom didn’t break her pose, sitting with crossed hooves.
“Sweetie Belle, Ah got a few questions. Would you mind answering them?”
Sweetie Belle gave Apple Bloom a stare into her eyes before letting out a sigh.
“Ah’ll take that as a ‘no’. So, my first question is, why did we do this on this cliff again? And not the ‘Cliff of Fluffy Pillows’?” Apple Bloom pointed at the cliff mere yards opposite theirs, where at the foot of the cliff laid a mountain of comfortable pillows.
“I thought if we put the idea of ‘death’, Scootaloo might be more motivated!” Sweetie Belle explained.
“Ah see, ah see. Then Ah got another question. Let’s say that Scootaloo was able to fly. What makes ya think she can fly with the weight of both of us on her!?”
Sweetie Belle raised her hoof and opened her mouth, primed to shoot out an answer. However, her look quickly changed. Her eyes darted up and her eyebrows furrowed, showing a look of complete blankness.
“Ya didn’t think this through, did ya?” Apple Bloom asked, her hoove still crossed as she plummeted from the sky.
Sweetie Belle didn’t answer, instead, she turned her gaze down to her twiddling hooves.
“Yer ideas are the worst.”
Scootaloo stared wide-eyed at the rocks below her, having given up all hope that she’d make it out okay. “Hey, girls. Can we commence screaming now?”
Coughing a few times to clear their throats, the other two fillies agreed.
“One... Two...” Scootaloo started to count down. “Three.”
The Cutie Mark Crusaders screamed as loud as they could, their hooves waving randomly as they continued to fall. Closing their eyes, they prepared to feel the painful surges of... pain go through their body. However, they only felt a slight tug as the wind that was soaring through their mane went the opposite direction instead.
“What the—” all of them exclaimed simultaneously. Turning their heads up in unison, they saw a familiar superhero had grabbed all three of them. Clad in the signature black suit and purple hat, he started to soar upwards, putting all three fillies safely on the cliff.
“M-Mare-do-well!?” Scootaloo stammered out.
“B-but how?” Apple Bloom stuttered in shock.
However, the figure didn’t react to their words. Instead, it gave a bow before flying off towards Ponyville, its cape flapping gracefully in the wind.
“Mare-do-well! Mare-do-well!” Scootaloo shouted. “Why is he running, Sweetie Belle?”
“Because he... or she’s the hero Ponyville deserves, but not the one it needs right now.” Sweetie Belle started her speech as loud, tense orchestral music accompanied her. “So, we’ll hunt him her, because he she can take it. Because he’ she’s not our hero. He’s She’s a silent guardian. A watchful protector. ....A dark mare.”
As the loud orchestral music died down, silence once again enveloped the three fillies. Apple Bloom spoke, breaking the silence. “So... milkshakes?”
“Oh yeah, totally.”
“I call dibs on the chocolate!”
“Nopony wants the chocolate anyway, Scoots. Ya’ll can have whatever you girls want.”
“I call Strawberry!”
“You always call Strawberry...”
The fillies voices disappeared into the distance as they trot towards the sunset and with an iris out, this story, too, shall end.

THE END
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