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		Description

Spitfire has doubted herself for some time, and she ends up going to a pub after another show. She hopes to get some peace and quiet and a nice drink as well. But when Twilight Sparkle also makes her way into the pub and the two meet up, they have a conversation that will become one of the most important in Spitfire's life. What will they discuss? How will it impact Spitfire?
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	Canterlot's narrow Eighteenth Street was filled to the brim with pastel ponies, trotting shoulder to shoulder over the cobbled road. Their hooves clacked against the light-gray stones, producing an endless cacophony that polluted the air. Alongside this noise pollution was a dark blanket of clouds that hung overhead. It was supposed to rain in about an hour, if the rumors were true. A number of ponies, all of varying age, were gossiping about whatever the current trend was this month. Only a sliver of space was set aside on the road's sidewalks, where some ponies would rest against the walls of the rows of buildings that seemed to stretch on for an eternity, but most ponies were just trotting along and looking ahead.
Some of them, however, pointed at a mare pressing her weight against the brick walls of a pub, newspaper in hoof. Her body was covered in a tight, blue and yellow uniform. A pair of goggles that shimmered under the sunlight and a fiery mane and tail only served to draw the eyes of those who caught a glimpse of her. Some of them even paused to get a longer look, only to be pushed by the pony behind them and keep on moving. It wasn't ideal for blending in a crowd, but she just got back from a show and just couldn't be bothered to take it off yet. She watched the ponies all trot by with wide smiles, a stark contrast to her blank expression, and she'd shiver ever so slightly when these precise words pierced her ears.
"Look! It's Spitfire! She's one of the coolest, greatest Wonderbolts of all time!"
Spitfire's heart sank a little whenever she heard anything like that. Those words of praise were all lies as far as she knew, and her mind kept convincing her they were false compliments. So what if she just finished yet another perfect show? She couldn't catch a falling fashionista or stop a demon, two failures that latched onto her mind like parasites, leeching away memories of the many accomplishments to her name. Ergo, she couldn't be cool or great. That was only the icing on the cake as far as she was concerned, as there was a much larger hole in her soul that never ceased chewing on her. One that made her feel more like an outcast.
Spitfire believed that she had no friends.
Why would she have friends? Soarin was likely still bitter about that misunderstanding a while ago at the Equestria Games tryouts. Rainbow Dash had to think of her as the most disappointing pony in all of Equestria. Spitfire's shoulders sagged and she let out a deep sigh. Her shimmering eyes were shielded by her goggles, hiding her angst from those that trotted by. It was like her whole life was a lie. Was it a lie? Perhaps.
Spitfire gazed at the newspaper in her hoof and opened it to the top stories page. Her eyes shifted from left to right, scanning the headlines that leaped out of the page, all with photography that ranged from crisp to a mere blur. She started at the first, and largest typed, headline.
Does Fleur de Lis Dye Her Mane?

Spitfire rolled her eyes and let out a deep sigh. Of all the things happening within Equestria's borders, the newspapers had to focus on that? That was the job of the tabloids, not the newspaper. However, it was to be expected, as the eyes of Canterlot's ponies were always pointed at somepony else. Turning the page, Spitfire scanned the following headlines, all in a small font size, just large enough to be seen without a microscope.
Appleoosa Reconstruction Efforts Proving Difficult
Anonymous Ponyville Citizen Complains About New Castle
Princess Twilight Sparkle Signs Deal with Griffon Kingdom
Prince Blueblood Offends Changeling Delegates
Wonderbolts Save Dodge Junction

Spitfire's face became a little more radiant as she read the different headlines. She pushed off of the brick wall of the pub and stood up straight, reading further and further down the newspaper. Pausing on occasion to make a mental note of the different political and socioeconomic affairs that she thought were important to know about, Spitfire made her way down to the fifth and last article after ten minutes of reading. She read the article's title once more, and her heart rate picked up. She grimaced. That mission was a resounding success, so there couldn't possibly be any slander, right?
"The humble town of Dodge Junction was saved by none other than the Wonderbolts, who stopped a rampaging hydra that found its way to the desert town."
It seemed straightforward to her so far, as it was just stating what happened. But this was an article pertaining to herself, and her throat kept tightening the longer she stared at the title. Taking a deep breath, Spitfire read further down the article. Her name was mentioned a few times, along with a few other Wonderbolts, but her eyes widened and her legs tensed up when she got close to the article's concluding lines.
"One of the Wonderbolts, Soarin, had this to say about Captain Spitfire:"
Spitfire slammed the newspaper shut and stuffed it inside of her saddlebag, which rested on the wall next to her. Whatever was said couldn't have been good. She hoisted the saddlebag up without a second thought and galloped towards the entrance of the pub. Her throat felt drier the more she thought about that article. A drink would be able to help, if only a little. Opening the brown, oak door, Spitfire made her way to the entrance of the pub, a bell's chime ringing in her ear the moment she stepped inside. Soarin probably wouldn't be inside or even go there, so there was that.
A faint, cool breeze circulated around the room. Spitfire took a deep breath, a fresh scent entering her nostrils and soothing her soul, and then exhaled. Her body loosened as she stood in the confines of the pub. Looking around, she stared at the stools, chairs, tables, and couches that adorned the area. Candles, all lit and flickering, provided some additional light for the pub. Some copies of large paintings adorned the walls, giving the pub a more posh atmosphere, though the refrigerator with the large dings in its door behind the bar desk seemed to suggest otherwise. A few ponies trotted around, some of whom were sober and others were waddling around and bumping into tables at times, while others sat down and chugged down their drinks. Spitfire gazed at the ponies that occupied the area, but only for a few seconds. She didn't recognize any of them, and that caused her lips to curl into a smile.
Spitfire trotted into the pub's main room, glancing at the open chairs and couches, before freezing and focusing on an unoccupied couch. It had red cushions, like all of the couches, and was connected to the outer walls of the pub. Nodding, Spitfire made her way to the couch and fell onto the plush cushions, letting her body sink into them. Smirking as she let herself sink further into the cushions' comfort, Spitfire then stretched her body, letting all of her muscles loosen. She then straightened herself out, crossed her legs, and stared at her own reflection in the table's glistening sheen. In an instant, her smile curled itself into a slight frown and her shoulders sagged once again. This wasn't going to be enough.
"Why am I even trying?" Spitfire asked herself, just quiet enough for nopony to hear her. "I wish I could be somepony, but I'm not. Whenever Princess Twilight Sparkle or Rainbow Dash is around, I always manage to find a way to screw up. Catching ponies, being a good pony, stopping a savage demon and saving Soarin, Blaze, and Fleetfoot. I can't do anything right." Spitfire let out a sigh and placed her forelegs on the table, her body sulking. "Maybe if I was Princess Twilight Sparkle for one day, just one day, I could learn what it feels like to be somepony. I could learn what it's like to be the big hero that I wished I was. I could learn what it's like to be a nice pony." Spitfire's goggles clouded up a bit. She took them off and cleaned them, rubbing away the tears before putting them back on. "I could learn what it's like to have friends."
Maybe that was the wrong way to think about things. She needed to let somepony know how she felt, but who would listen to her? Soarin likely wouldn't as far as she knew, and neither would Fleetfoot. Misty Fly would probably listen to her, but she promised to help Amethyst Star once the show ended and wouldn't be available until tomorrow morning. Would any of the Wonderbolts listen or be available? Spitfire needed help now, as the sharpness in her chest was too intense to just let it linger inside of her. But her options were running low. Was she doomed to sit under a storm cloud for her entire life? There had to be a solution out there somewhere, but where could she go? If there was one pony she could talk to, somepony who would understand her and let her express everything inside of her, she wished they would show up at the pub and sit next to her. It didn't matter if she met that pony or not, she needed somepony to help her. Spitfire closed her eyes and her face became devoid of emotion as she remained as still as a statue.
A bell chimed. Spitfire opened her eyes and glanced at the front door, where a lavender alicorn with slightly bloodshot eyes stood. Her face grimaced and her shoulders drooped. Trotting up to the front desk of the pub, she leaned on the desk and gritted her teeth, her cheeks turning a bright red.
A beige unicorn stallion with a handlebar mustache, presumably the bartender, trotted up to the alicorn. He tilted his head and raised an eyebrow, gazing at the alicorn as his jaw dropped down lower and lower. "P-Princess Twilight Sparkle?" the unicorn asked as his body shook. "It's such a shock to see you here." The bartender adjusted the polka dot tie he wore and smiled. "Please make yourself comfortable."
"I could use some comfort right about now," Twilight said in an agitated tone. Spitfire tilted her head as she watched the scene unfold. This wasn't the Princess Twilight she was expecting, so was something going on? "What is the best place to sit?"
"The couches, your highness."
Twilight meandered away from the desk with a deep frown on her face. "Thank you." Twilight let out a deep sigh and stretched her regal wings. She trotted over to Spitfire with furrowed eyebrows and collapsed onto the cushion right next to her, letting out a loud groan as she sprawled on the couch.
Spitfire looked down at Twilight with a look of bemusement on her face. "Um, can I help you?" she asked in an innocent tone. Was that the proper thing to ask? Spitfire bit her lip and her breathing quickened.
"I wish somepony could," said Twilight. "But all of this is getting too much for me!" She sighed, straightened herself out and stared at her reflection in the table. "Sorry for yelling, but I'm not exactly in a good mood right now." As her eyes shimmered, Twilight then turned to Spitfire, squirmed for a moment, and placed her hoof on her chest. "I hope I didn't offend you. I'm so sorry if I did."
"No need to apologize," said Spitfire. As she stared into Twilight's eyes, a warm, but indescribable feeling entered her heart. She smiled ever so slightly and leaned over towards Twilight. "I'm in a rough patch myself."
"How so?"
"Well, I feel like that I can't do anything right." Spitfire gazed at Twilight, her face despondent. "I wish I was more like you. Heck, I wish I was you, but instead I'm this useless pegasus with no friends."
Twilight placed a hoof on Spitfire's shoulder and then gazed into her eyes. "Look at the uniform you're wearing. Nopony who's useless would be wearing that." Twilight then placed her other hoof on her muzzle and rubbed it. "Hmm. I remember now." Her lips then formed a wider smile and she nodded. "You're Spitfire, Captain of the Wonderbolts."
Spitfire nodded. "Exactly."
"I'm curious. What brings you here?" Twilight stretched her forelegs and leaned on the table.
"I needed a drink. Is that why you're here as well?"
Twilight nodded. "Yeah, life has been tough for me lately." She rolled her eyes and groaned. "It always feels like bad or annoying circumstances keep on piling up." Twilight furrowed her eyebrows and scrunched her face.
Spitfire gave Twilight a quizzical look. "Do you mind letting me know what's going on?"
"You know that big structure that grew from the ground in Ponyville about two weeks ago?"
"Are you talking about the Crystal Castle?"
"Precisely." Twilight rubbed her eyes and stretched her body. "The problem is that I can't get any sleep in it because it just feels so disconcerting, but that's not the only issue I have." Twilight's left eye twitched and she gritted her teeth for a moment. "It's something that can't be fixed."
Spitfire placed her hoof on her chest. "You mean you lost some valuable books?"
"Exactly, and they're lost forever." Twilight buried her head into her forelegs and groaned. "Turned into ashes! All that knowledge, the memories of Golden Oaks Library, everything that was in there is gone forever! And I need one of those books!"
Spitfire looked down at Twilight and felt a sharp pain pierce her heart. As she stared at Twilight, Spitfire felt something inside of her. It was as though she could see herself in the exact same position as Twilight. Was she closer to Twilight than she had ever imagined? But she had all of those amazing accomplishments where she always beat the odds, while she could never hope to reach her level. Still, Twilight's predicament produced the same melancholy her own did, and it caused her to unconsciously tap Twilight's shoulder in a gentle manner.
"I'm so sorry that happened to you," Spitfire said in a motherly tone. "If it's okay to ask, what were you working on?"
Twilight turned her head to where she could see Spitfire. Her eyes sparkled and had bags under them. "I was trying to solve the mystery of dimensional portals, but one of the best books on it, of which very few exist, was destroyed."
"Do you know of anypony else that might have it?"
Twilight sighed and rubbed the table with her hoof. "That's the problem. I don't know anypony with the book."
Spitfire rubbed her muzzle and closed her eyes. She then opened them up once more and stared at Twilight. "You could always ask for a donation."
"I guess, but I don't think it will be easy." Twilight's body froze for just a brief moment. "Still, I wish Golden Oaks Library didn't have to go away, even if my books survived." She clenched her teeth and growled. "Why did that have to happen?"
"I don't know, but I wish I could have visited Golden Oaks Library." Spitfire's shoulders sagged, her face brooding. "There must have been some amazing books in there that I would have loved to read."
Twilight lifted her head back up and gazed at Spitfire. "I wish you could have as well. We could have had a nice symposium and discussed knowledge, literature, and all sorts of amazing things."
"Well, know that I'll join you in mourning the loss of such a great library."
"Thank you, Spitfire." Twilight's eyes shimmered and she wiped some tears from her irritated eyes. "It really means a lot to me."
Spitfire's heart warmed up. Helping a pony she admired lifted her spirits to the point of a little bliss. Maybe she wasn't as terrible as she thought. Maybe she's only awful most of the time. "You're welcome."
The unicorn stallion from before then approached Twilight and Spitfire. He adjusted his tie, twirled his mustache, and lifted a notepad in front of his face. "So what can I get you?" he asked.
"Apple cider, please," Twilight said. She then licked her lips.
"I'll just have a lemonade, please," said Spitfire.
The unicorn nodded and galloped away from the pair. Making his way to the refrigerator behind the bar desk, he opened it up wide, pulled out two bottles, and rushed back to the two mares. Both bottles were shaped exactly the same, only one was labeled "Lemonade" and the other was labeled "Apple Cider".
"Enjoy," said the stallion, who then leaped out of the way and galloped back to the far end of the bar desk. Spitfire and Twilight both raised a solitary eyebrow and peered at the unicorn before looking at each other.
As Spitfire stared into Twilight's eyes, a tingling feeling formed in the back of her mind. There was something about Twilight that gave her a feeling of camaraderie, but they barely knew each other. This was the first time she'd had a face to face conversation with Twilight, so why did she feel this way? Was it something about her personality? Maybe it was her known love for knowledge, as Spitfire knew she could resonate with that. Whatever it was, Spitfire couldn't shake the feeling, no matter what she tried.
"So, do you mind me asking why you're feeling the way you are?" Twilight inquired in a smooth tone of voice. Spitfire shifted her eyes around. "Don't worry, I won't tease you, so feel free to tell me anything that's on your mind."
Spitfire sighed. She looked back to the table and stared into her crestfallen reflection, the words weak, hateful, and lonely swirling in her mind like a tornado of negativity. There had to be something positive about her. Anything. But as she stared at the reflection in the table's lustrous sheen, nothing came up. She then looked back at Twilight, her lips curled into a slight, warm smile.
"I'm an awful pony," Spitfire said in a deep tone with a bleak expression. "I'm weak and mean, and it makes me depressed. I've been holding my feelings inside of me for too long, and I regret doing so."
"At least you're telling somepony now," said Twilight. "Letting somepony know about your feelings can be tough for anypony, so while it wasn't the best decision, I understand why you acted the way you did." Twilight placed her hoof on Spitfire's and grasped it. It felt like her hoof was wrapped by a soft scarf. "How long have you been feeling this way?"
"It started around eight months ago. It was directly after the Best Young Fliers Competition, a moment still vivid in my mind until, um, you know. It got a lot worse after the Equestria Games tryouts, even worse after the Equestria Games, and reached its worst point after the Tirek incident. I remember those events, and I feel like that I can never do anything right."
Twilight rubbed her muzzle for a moment before placing her hoof back down on the table. "Wait a second, didn't you win your event and post the second fastest lap time of everypony in that competition?"
"I did, but I still looked like an idiot almost losing like that."
"You didn't look like an idiot. Heck, you were one of the best out there. It's just, well, Rainbow Dash's performance can be a little overwhelming."
Nodding, Spitfire's lips curled into a slight smile. "She's unrealistically fast, I'll give you that." Her smile then faded away. "I wish she was still passionate about the Wonderbolts. She'd be a great pony to work with, especially considering how much she has matured."
"Maybe Rainbow Dash will still want to join."
Spitfire shook her head. "She wouldn't. I can tell that she doesn't like us anymore. Maybe if I was a great pony, things would be different."
"You know that's not true." Twilight tightened her grip on Spitfire's hoof. "Spitfire, you're a wonderful pony, and not just because you're a Wonderbolt."
Spitfire took her goggles off and her eyes then widened. Did the Princess Twilight Sparkle, the great prodigy, the Element of Magic, the Princess of Friendship, call her wonderful? Was this some sick joke? Time slowed down around Spitfire as no words could escape her mouth. Her throat tightened and a sensation ran down her spine, though it wasn't chilling. It felt, for some strange reason, warm and almost soothing to an extent.
"A-are you okay?" Twilight asked. "Is there something I can help you with?"
Spitfire clenched her teeth and nodded. Her vision blurred as tears cascaded down her cheeks. Why was she crying at a compliment? Was it the tingling sensation in her chest? Or was it something else? "Why do you think I'm wonderful? I need to know, because I don't think I am."
Twilight's smile grew wider. "Easy. You're intelligent like myself, you've helped Equestria and its citizens countless times, helped the ponies of Cloudsdale to safety during the plunder vine incident with the Wonderbolts, devised genius strategies that I have to admit I am going to use to train my guards, saved the Griffon Kingdom with the other Wonderbolts, and so much more! In what world is that useless?"
Spitfire remained still and gazed at Twilight. Even she had to admit that her own accomplishments sounded incredible, almost unbelievable in some circumstances. But as she gazed at Twilight, those memories of accomplishments faded away in her mind like mirages and memories of failures took their place. This was Princess Twilight Sparkle in front of her, and as she recalled her achievements, Spitfire felt as though she'd keep shrinking. "You've stopped Nightmare Moon and restored Princess Luna, defeated Discord, King Sombra, the plunder vines, and Tirek, became the second pony in recorded history to become an alicorn princess, got your own giant castle, and have five powerful, loyal, kind, and generous friends. I couldn't catch a falling unicorn and got knocked out in one hit. I couldn't control a cadet to follow my plans and therefore was swiftly defeated by Tirek and Discord. I couldn't be a kind pony even if I tried." Spitfire gritted her teeth for a moment. She had to let it out, as there was no point in masking her true emotions any further. She gulped and her face became doleful. "I feel so alone and powerless."
Twilight tilted her head. "Powerless?"
"Do you want to know why I always strive to win? It's because I try to mask my previous shortcomings. I want my failures to be brushed aside, so I try to win and do the absolute best in everything I can. If I lose, I'm just reminded of why I'm not a good pony."
"Win or lose, you're still a good pony." Twilight patted Spitfire on the shoulder, each tap feeling soft and somewhat soothing to an extent. "The important thing is the second part of what you said. You do the best you can."
Spitfire closed her eyes, the waterfall of tears raining down even harder than before. "B-but if I lose, everypony will just think I always fail." She took a deep breath and her chest tightened. "You know how judgmental some ponies can be. I-I just, I can't live like this anymore!" The tears running down her eyes became a monsoon and her vision was just a blur of colors. "I always have to act confident so that nopony makes fun of me! I want to be a great pony, but even if I become a Wonderbolt, I can't! Please help me, Princess Twilight Sparkle! I can't hold this in much longer!" She winced, her face dejected. But as her eyes were tightly shut, she felt something warm and comfortable constrict her body. It had a magical feeling to it, one that eased her emotional pains. The tears slowed down, her body straightened out, and she opened her eyes.
There was Twilight Sparkle, wrapping her forelegs around her in a hug. Spitfire felt her heartstrings being tugged, and she then responded by hugging Twilight back.
"So what if things don't always work out? So what if somepony teases you?" Twilight asked in a serene tone. "I've made mistakes, I've been teased, and I still have feelings of doubt, so I know what it's like. Just keep your head held up high, and I promise that everything will be okay in the end."
"Thank you for the sympathies," said Spitfire, wiping away the tears. "Thank you very much." The two then released each other from their hug. Spitfire stared at Twilight once more, and as Twilight's smile grew, her smile grew as well.
"You're welcome." Twilight rubbed her mane and adjusted her posture. "I just remembered that I wanted to tell you something."
Spitfire leaned closer to Twilight and her ears pointed towards her. "What is it?"
"You know how you said you wished you were rather me?" Spitfire nodded. "Well, it's actually a lot tougher on me than I make it look."
"I guess so, but what do you mean by that?"
Twilight's shoulders sagged and she sulked. "I'm afraid of the future."
"Me too."
"My fears are a little different." Twilight twitched a little and she rubbed the back of her neck. "Well, you know how I'm always being connected to destiny and all sorts of phenomena, right?"
"Of course." Spitfire's eyes widened and something clicked in her mind. "Wait, does this have to do with those not a part of these destinies?"
"Precisely. See, when the Tirek incident happened, I was almost convinced that my big brother, among many others, had perished." Twilight wiped her eyes and shuddered. "When I saw the visions of everypony about to get their magic back, I thought I was watching the aftermath of a slaughter." She took a deep breath and wiped her shimmering eyes once again. "I was so relieved he and everypony else were still alive. But now I'm concerned that the next big threat will actually kill him. Not just my big brother, but so many others. I know my five closest friends will be okay, but they might lose somepony close to them from a villain as well, and that scares me just as much."
"Well, um, do you know of any future prophecies?"
"Not yet, and that's what scares me the most." Twilight took a deep breath. "Spitfire, thanks for letting me talk about this."
"You're welcome, Princess Twilight Sparkle." Spitfire's lips formed a slight smile. That feeling of camaraderie in the back of her mind was now enveloping her entire mind. Was this what friendship was like? If it was, then why did it feel so familiar? A bell's chime rang into her ears and her eyes pointed towards the source of the noise. Nothing seemed too out of the ordinary, but for some reason, the air around her felt thinner. "You know, I actually wish we could become friends, but I don't know if I can."
Twilight raised an eyebrow. "Why couldn't we? You don't have to be one of the Element Bearers to be my friend."
Spitfire tilted her head. "Huh? I was more concerned about my ability to make friends, but why did you mention that?"
"Some think that I'm only allowed to be friends with them, which goes back to the whole destiny thing, but I wanted to let you know that I can be friends with anypony."
Spitfire's eyes glowed as she leaned even closer to Twilight. "You won't get mad or be disappointed if I make a mistake?"
"Of course she won't!" a familiar voice shouted off in the distance. Spitfire's legs tensed and she clenched her teeth. She knew that voice, and it was impossible for her to deny who it belonged to. Turning to her left, Spitfire looked up at a light blue stallion, who was also covered in a Wonderbolts uniform, staring down at her with a wide grin on his face. His dark blue mane was streamlined and his green eyes glowed brighter the longer he stared at her. It was none other than Soarin.
"Spitfire, I just wanted to say that I'm sorry," Soarin said as he rubbed the back of his neck. "I'm sorry if I made you worried."
Spitfire raised an eyebrow and stared at Soarin with a look of bemusement. "What are you talking about? I should be the one apologizing about everything I did."
"You did what you thought was best for the team, and even if you might make the wrong decision from time to time, you don't do it out of spite." Soarin lifted his foreleg up and pointed at Spitfire's chest. "There's a heart of gold in you, Spitfire. You care about all of us and want us to be the best we can. I'm afraid that I wasn't clear in how much I actually appreciated your work."
"Y-you really mean that?"
"Of course. All of the Wonderbolts think you're one of the best captains ever. Misty Fly even told me about how you inspired her to become a better athlete. Fire Streak was also inspired by your determination to win. Sure, it might get out of hand at times, but for the most part, you're a great sport, and I'm proud to be flying with you."
Spitfire felt a flow of tears drip down her eyes. She wiped them and her face was more jubilant than it had ever been all day. "Thank you. I'm glad to be flying with you as well. You're a wonderful teammate."
Soarin's face became radiant as well. "Shucks! You're making me blush under my suit."
Spitfire then turned to Twilight, whose eyes were filling up with tears of her own, but her smile was beaming. "Princess Twilight Sparkle, I thank you for believing in me even though I didn't believe in myself." Spitfire then bowed to Twilight and rose back up after a few seconds. "I'll never forget this experience."
"I'm glad that we were able to chat," said Twilight.
Spitfire then rose up from the couch and stood next to Soarin. She felt something soft and somewhat comfortable wrapping over her body like a blanket. It was Soarin's wing, and Spitfire couldn't help herself from wrapping her wing around Soarin's. "Goodbye, Princess Twilight Sparkle."
"Goodbye, Spitfire. Goodbye, Soarin."
Spitfire and Soarin both waved as they trotted out of the pub and back onto the roads of Canterlot. For some reason, everything felt brighter outside than before, as the skies were clear and the birds were chirping a beautiful melody. The air was even filled with a fresh aroma that pleased the nostrils. Spitfire's heart warmed up as she took in the sights around her, and she had a great friend with her to take in the experience as well.

"One of the Wonderbolts, Soarin, had this to say about Captain Spitfire:
"She's the greatest teammate I've ever had the pleasure to work with. She's smart, kindhearted, athletic, and supports her team. She's more than just a teammate to me and the other Wonderbolts. She's a wonderful friend, and I'm glad to be working with someone like her."
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