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		Description

UPDATE 14/02/2018: A LONG overdue update. Chapter 2 is published
Spitfire. Female pegasus. Current Captain of the Wonderbolt squad. As a mare with tremendous fame, Spitfire is adored by many, idolizing her from her ability as a flyer, her leadership skills, or simply from her appearance. But whispers and gossips behind the clouds speaks of her intentional harsh treatment against the young cadets of the Wonderbolts, or worse, willing to do anything to get things going her way.
Although there's no shortage of articles and tabloids about her, Vision Grey would like to know her side of her story,  by getting an unedited special interview with her...

The second installment of the Grey Interview. As usual, all constructive criticism are welcome.
Check out the other parts of the series:
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If one says that only the one interviewed would be nervous, they clearly don't know the job well. Vision Grey is clearly nervous interviewing Spitfire, but he did his best to mask it. His client is somepony whose name is spoken with a high regard, it's only natural to be nervous.
Thinking back, at first Grey thinks it's rather weird that Spitfire would accept his request so quickly. Somepony like the Wonderbolt Captain would have hundreds of interview requests lining up for her. From what he heard, they would usually wait for weeks or months to get an answer, and most would be disappointed by a no. In his case, however, Spitfire immediately contacted him a couple of days after his first request. Her reason is soon revealed during the interview, though, but to be honest, it only flatters him. The interview also reveals the life of Wonderbolts and Spitfire's own experience of being the captain of the team and more, something not many can get their hooves on.
Vision Grey would not risk making a mistake and spread misinformation about somepony who's seen as a celebrity by Equestria. Once again, he presses the play button to play the recording of their conversation, just to be sure.
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"Captain Spitfire, it's an absolute pleasure to meet you for this interview."
"..."
"From how quick your response is, I presume you know about me from one way or another?"
"I do. Vision Grey, a journalist that's known to be honest with their report, and has no interest in making gossips and speculations. I had way too much of that."
"Wow, I... Did you perhaps saw one of my works?"
"From one of the team managers. When you're as famous as the Wonderbolts, you'll get tons of connections everywhere. When I heard that you wanted an interview, I know I can accept it because you'll stick to what's right."
"...You think too highly of me. I'm just another interviewer, Captain Spitfire."
"No, because I know you will tell the world exactly what I say. No cropping, no manipulating, and no 'As long as my sales are high' principal. You got a name for yourself, so ponies will believe what you write, and it's better that they believe the truth rather then some gossip tabloid."
"I... That's true. So is it safe to say that you hoped to dispel any kinds of rumors about you and the Wonderbolts?"
"Exactly. A few bad rumors wouldn't hurt, I've grown to live with it. But recently, lots of crap are going on. It's the first time that I actually bothered to do any media business, I usually never give a damn about it."
"I see... Well, should we start?"
"Yes, we should."
"My first question would be this, how long you were in the Wonderbolts? And how and when did you get promoted into a captain?"
"This year marks the... fourth year since I became captain, but I've been in the Wonderbolts for seven years. I was chosen to be the captain after the previous one retired."
"Why did they choose you as the captain?"
"I was the Drill Instructor, so figures they chose me for the leadership aspect. Back then, the Wonderbolt captains rarely deal with those fresh cadets."
"Oh? They chose you as the Drill Instructor as well?"
"No, I volunteered for that position, because I like to be in command and yell all the time, heh heh. Actually I'm pretty sure that's why I'm called Spitfire in the first place. You ever feel a fire in your heart that makes you want to shout out loud?"
"I... guess? Like watching a hoofball match and your favourite team scores?"
"Yeah, that works. It's just who I am to want to be in command, and I also love shaping those cadets into a proper flyer. Knowing that we can change somepony's life by turning them into high class fliers is one of the reasons I became the Drill Instructor"
"Hmm, speaking of which, you wished to dispel the rumors about you and the Wonderbolts, right? So if you don't mind..."
"Oh, crud, you've done your research, huh..."
"...Something like "Spitfire enjoys berating cadets" has been circling around..."
"Sigh"
"I... I'm sorry if it's inappropriate to bring up dark gossips here, but what can you say about that?"
"...Whoever said that don't know crap about the Wonderbolts. We demand discipline like you've never known before. It's been that way since the first time. Fillies need to be mares, and colts need to be stallions..."







"Alright, you foals, STAND STRAIGHT!!"
The newest bunch of Wonderbolt tryouts all knew this is coming, but mental preparations are never enough. Everypony that knows about the Wonderbolts also know how Spitfire is a 'killer' drill instructor. You mess up, she'll make sure it's stuck in your head. You underperform, her stare will cause your mane to spontaneously combust from the intensity. You try anything funny, your ears will not stop ringing until you get married. These daring new group of pegasus will have to have a heart of steel to survive the captain's words.
"So, you're all here, that means you want to be a Wonderbolt. BUT! Do you really got what it takes!?" The yellow pegasus is apparently known for the amount of spit that flew from her mouth to anypony unfortunate enough to be in her line of fire. Thankfully, this time, no one fell victim.
"Let me tell you something, you DON'T!" Some of the cadets winced. "If doing fifty laps around this course scares you, go home now!"
Spitfire stares down on the group. Looks like this batch is a bit hardier then the last one. Although there are nervous ones, most of them maintains their posture pretty well. She smirks, maybe this time she'll have an easier time. But they're far from done.
"I see no one had flown home with their tails between their flanks, so GET TO IT! Fifty laps around this course! Last one to finish gets to do fifty wing ups as well! MOVE IT!!" The captain ordered.
Some took flight eagerly, some took flight out of fear, and some almost fail the take off altogether, only responding three seconds after the original order had been told. Spitfire watches from the runway as the cadets flew through the oval shaped sky track marked by floating buoys. As an experienced flyer, she knows which cadet shows promise, and which cadets won't make the cut. Finding the right flyer is important, especially--
"Hey Spitfire, you gotta see this."
Out of the blue, Fleetfoot appears behind the orange pegasus, holding a file for the captain to see. Spitfire skimmed through the writings briefly before sighing in annoyance. 
"We lost FOUR graduated rookies, are you kidding me?" Spitfire complained, before looking at the paper again. "And one of them is Hydro Plane too, of coarse we're going to lose the one flyer I actually like..."
"Bummer, right? His parents don't want him to be a Wonderbolt." Fleetfoot rolls her eyes. "Speaking of rookies, how's this batch, captain?"
"They have better nerves, I'd say, but their flying hasn't impressed me so far." Spitfire locks on the pegasus on the back of the pack, a dark pink mare with a similar shade of pink on a part of her mane. "HEART TRAILS! Pick up your pace! Even your trail of hearts are faster then you right now!" Said pegasus got through her initial shock and zips away. 
"So, looks like the formation for our next rookie show must be changed, huh." Fleetfoot said. It's a much less famous show, but sometimes the Wonderbolts did a public air show where only the rookies perform as a part of their test. The spectators are mostly the friends and family of the cadets. Since the show is still supervised by the main Wonderbolts squad, they'll be the one arranging the show. Now they're missing a few cadets for the upcoming show.
"Sigh I gotta grind these cadets to make sure they can fill in the spots." Spitfire looks up at the flying flock of pegasus again, spotting a black pegasus in the middle of the pack cutting a corner too much. "Hey! Smoke Screen! I saw that! You get extra ten laps for that!"
"Huh, you know all their names?" Fleetfoot asked.
"Definitely, a captain must know all the ponies under her, right?" Spitfire smirked. "And a drill instructor also has to make sure these newbies can be melded into a professional flyer. Otherwise, it's media hell for an entire week." Spitfire were never fond of the media, any questions she ever answered is with a quick 'yes' or 'no', and that's already a rare thing to happen.
"By the way, Fleetfoot, you're not doing anything, right?" The captain noticed the white maned pegasus is in her grey suit instead of her flight suit. "Why don't you... encourage the cadets by showing them how a real Wonderbolts fly."
"Heh, if you want." Fleetfoot shrugged. "I kinda want to fly without that flight suit for once."
"Don't be too rough on them, alright? That's my job."



"...So Fleetfoot ended up tailing the struggling cadets and acts like a... motivator, if you will."
"How, exactly?"
"You know, being passive aggressive, like saying "You know you won't make it to the Wonderbolts like that" and "I don't fly that slow as a cadet". It's effective and not that rough, actually. I think I should let her or the other members of the teams to do that all the time."
"The cadets took it nicely?"
"Mostly. Anything not from me is nice for them, heh heh heh. Only complains are from naive hotshots that think they're the best flyers. So far, only a few of them ever matured from that state and managed to get into the squad."
"Like Rainbow Dash?"
"Yeah, she's the perfect example. Tore everything we threw at her, thinks she's 'super awesome' all the time, thinks she's the best flyer in the whole pack. But now, she's a team player, a great one too."
"Okay, there's another rumor going around. Let's see... You're... sexually attracted with Rainbow Dash?"
"NO."
"...Alright, there's not much I can comment on that..."
"I have my own private life, and I want to keep it private too. But I give you my word that I'M. NOT. A. FILLYFOOLER. Give my regards to those goddamn tabloid writers."
"Okay, I will not touch that subject again... Moving on, about the competition in Rainbow Falls. You have been rumored to switch Soarin for Rainbow Dash, is that true?"
"Oh, that. I'm not proud of myself back then. But I kinda did that to Soarin..."
"Did it create some kind of rift between the team?"
"A bit, but it's already solved long ago..."



The Wonderbolt academy has a lounge only accessible to the higher ups. Comfortable sofa beds flanked by coffee tables with numerous snacks made up most of the room. Currently, only Soarin is present in the room, happily reading a comic. That soon changed when the door into the room opens, revealing Spitfire walking into the room.
"Hey, Spits." Soarin called. "Is it time for the Equestria Games briefing?"
"In a few hours." Spitfire noted. "But... I'm here to say sorry, Soarin."
"Huh? For what?" Soarin puts the comic he's reading on the table beside him.
"Don't tell me you already forgot what happened at Rainbow Falls?" Spitfire looks mournful. "Me and Fleetfoot kinda ditched you for Rainbow Dash." 
"Oh, that. I already forgive you." Soarin said nonchalantly. "It's not like I got permanently kicked or anything."
"But... is it really that simple? Cause I can't forgive myself yet." Spitfire admitted, hovering to sit right next to Soarin.
"Hey, don't be so hard on yourself, everything works out in the end. I mean, I got to fly for Cloudsdale." Soarin said, wrapping his hoof around the captain's shoulder. 
Spitfire sighed. Soarin is sometimes too pure and innocent for a stallion his age, which makes it harder to swallow the fact that you did something wrong to him. 
"I know that you're desperate to get Rainbow on the team, but it'll only works out when you slowed down on purpose. I agree that mare got the looks on her behind." Soarin laughed in a too gleeful manner. Okay, maybe he's not that innocent.
"Goddamnit Soarin, you made me consider actually kicking you." Spitfire hissed, but she eventually smiles at the joke.
"But seriously, I'm not mad or anything, and neither should you, captain." The blue pegasus looked at Spitfire in the eye. "I'll be more upset if we fail to qualify because of my wing, and not because I'll be called 'Clipper' again for months."
Spitfire looked back at the pegasus next to him. He's way too nice to her that it kinda stings. If she's the one ditched because of a small injury, she'll set something on fire. Soarin had been more then a loyal wingpony, he's a kind friend as well. Spitfire would have to swallow her guilt for his sake as well now.
"By the way, did you see how Rainbow Dash flew back there? You think we still have a chance to win?" Soarin asked.
"Don't be silly, we're the Wonderbolts! We've been winning gold for Cloudsdale for years! No matter how much of a great flyer she is, we'll get the gold again this year." Spitfire declared. "Now, I'm just wondering how amazing our air show will be if she joins us... Fire Streak WAS considering retirement..."



"You have been eyeing Rainbow since she's a cadet?"
"Yeah, I haven't seen somepony fly as good as her for a while. Besides, she can do the Sonic Rainboom. Imagine the roar of the crowd when she does that in our show."
"So you wanted Rainbow to... boost the Wonderbolts?"
"Oh, don't get me wrong-- Wait, is that one of the rumors circling around?"
"Um, no. That's a spontaneous question of mine..."
"Okay then... No, that's not exactly why we want Rainbow. I mean, the extra fame is nice, but she's been dreaming to join us from the get go. She's already a great flyer, and she kinda saved me before, so why not bring her in?"
"So it's some sort of a repay for her saving you?"
"You can put it that way, I guess."
"Hmm, I think you've explained the rumors and my questions pretty nicely, so I have one final question. Can you tell us about you when you first joined the Wonderbolts?"
"...Whoa, I knew that question will appear."
"If it's alright with you...?"
"No problem, no problem. So! Where to begin... I was a pretty good flyer in flight school, don't mean to brag. Oh, coincidentally, I was in the same school Soarin, Fleetfoot, and Rainbow Dash was."
"Oh my, really? So you know she's a great flyer from the beginning?"
"Well, I don't remember that much, but I remember that she got better every time. Anyway, when I graduated, I do want to be an even better flyer, so I thought, why not join the Wonderbolts? What can go wrong?"



Well, she's the one who put herself in this position.
In a line facing the drill instructor, Spitfire glances to Soarin who's next to her, and wonders how can he maintain such a straight face. Everypony else, including her looked pretty nervous. The young flier do feel the presence of her friends, Soarin and Fleetfoot, made her feel less scared, something most other pegasus here don't have, but she can't stop the tremor in her hooves.
"Alright, you cadets have the nerve to come here, I see." The instructor, a bright red stallion with a rather long yellow mane, walks back and forth to get a good look on the cadets. "Do you know what you're doing by joining the Wonderbolts?"
Spitfire is rather unlucky to be the one chosen by the instructor to answer the question as she felt his hoof poked her chest.
"Umm... Uh... T-To be a better flier, s-sir." Spitfire briefly felt her tongue failed her.
"Hmm, not bad, but you know what that means?" The instructor looked at the rest. "It means that right now, you're nowhere as good as a rookie Bolt! And it is MY job to make you fillies and colts good enough to be considered as a flier of the Wonderbolts."
Several gulps were heard. Spitfire glances to her right to see how Fleetfoot's doing, but she's on the other side of the line. At least Soarin doesn't seem to be too worried, said stallion also turns his head to look at his friends to nod, as if silently convincing them to be more confident.
"And, you know what makes it better? The Captain wants to see this training take place. That's right! Captain Raven Blackfeathers herself will be here soon!" Okay, the pressure just got doubled for everyone. "So you better not embarrass yourself, and you better not embarrass ME! Now get on your wings, and give me fifty wing ups!"


It's been a week ever since her first day. It's been the same every day, wing ups, track flying, obstacle courses, cloud kicking, and advanced maneuvers. The barrage of routines and activities started to take it's toll, some of the cadets already surrendered or deemed unworthy of being a Wonderbolt. Fortunately, Spitfire, alongside Soarin and Fleetfoot survives the trial.
But today something different happens, she is summoned alone to the Captain's office. THE Captain.
Captain Raven Blackfeathers always had this weird aura around her. Maybe because of her being a rather big pegasus with completely black coat, but most cadets finds her very unnerving, even when she doesn't say a word. The thought of sitting in a room with her facing each other gives Spitfire the stomach knot, but to be a Wonderbolt, she has to be brave.
The double doors that leads into the Captain's office is one of the scariest place for a cadet to be in, and Spitfire can feel her hoof tremble before she can knock on the door. To her surprise, the door creaks open, it's not locked. However, what awaits her inside made the double doors looks like the entrance to a foal's playground.
Like what she'd seen before, the Captain is a pretty big pegasus for a mare, her light blue eyes gazes her fiery orange orbs. She's sitting behind her desk, both hooves held each other in front of her muzzle. Spitfire slowly made her way to the chair across the desk, flying midway because her hooves started to fail her.
"Cadet Spitfire." The captain suddenly checks the drawers of her desk, looking for something.
"Y-Yes Captain?" Spitfire said in response. She watches as the black pegasus pulls out a stack of paper.
"Did average on wing ups, slightly above average wing power, but noticeable leadership and looks promising in advanced maneuvers." Captain Raven read the paper in an almost monotonous voice. "A good candidate for the cadet's flight lead."
"W-What?" Spitfire's eyes temporarily shrunk. "I... I mean... thank you, Captain..?"
"You are promising, but whether you can do it or not is to be decided." The Captain said. "I'll be watching the rookie air show next month, that's your chance."
When they say the Captain is notorious for breaking a pony under pressure in any way, they're not making things up. Spitfire just got the role of flight lead seconds ago, and now the Captain told her she wants an air show in a month? Spitfire felt like she's melting from her own sweat. The rookie air show is the ultimate test for the cadets, messing up there will make one's dignity vanish to thin air alongside their chance to be in the Wonderbolts.
"I've decided to allow you to choose two wingponies, they will be briefed on the routine with you tomorrow." The Captain noted. "Well, you are dismissed for now. Report to me tomorrow morning with your wingponies."



Spitfire glances uneasily to her left and right, where Soarin and Fleetfoot is flanking her right now as they walked towards the practice runway, where the Captain is supposed to be waiting. Since Spitfire only knows the two of them the most in the academy, they're naturally chosen by her to be her wingspony. Although, deep inside, the yellow pegasus knows this is not the best choice either.
"You sure about this, Spits? I mean, not that I don't trust you, but..." Soarin voices his concern.
"Yeah, you know I'm not one for leadership. Even as a wingspony, there's a chance I'll be leading a number of flyers on my back." Fleetfoot added.
Spitfire slightly shakes her head. She hopes her friends can't read her mind, but she don't need this right now. If Soarin and Fleetfoot's nerves are already as tangled as a pegasus that never preens, hers would be three times-- no, five times worse then them.
"To think the Captain chooses you personally though, that's pretty amazing, don't you think?" Soarin said. 
"If I don't get chosen as the flight lead, then yeah..." Spitfire remarks, glancing up after keeping her head low the entire journey. Here they are, the runway. However, the Captain is not found anywhere on the ground. That is, because, she's well up above it. 
Clad in the blue and yellow Wonderbolt suit, the Captain with another pegasus are doing some slow, but complicated aerial maneuvers. As they're flying, one flap of their wing forwards stops them almost instantly, turning their bodies to do a loop before diving down without opening their wings. Spitfire had her breath held in her throat as the recovered to fly parallel with the runway with mere inches to spare, landing to a halt not too far from her.
The other pegasus is a stallion with a dark orange and light brownish grey mane, his purple eyes just now hidden by the flight goggles met with Spitfire's as he nonchalantly walks away from the captain.
"Hoo-wee! Are you the rookie that the Captain chose?" He asked, sweat visibly dripping down from his face. Spitfire just nodded to answer. "Well, good luck. Not to intimidate you, but you'll need that."
As the stallion walked pass the group, Captain Raven took off her own goggles and meets with her chosen cadet. Spitfire must admit, she looks rather elegant in that flight suit. It's almost like she's not the intimidating black pegasus since her coat is mostly covered, but her stare remains.
"Are you ready?"





"That pony was Fire Streak, in case you're wondering..."
"So, how did the preparation went?"
"It went surprisingly okay-ish... Instead of briefing us with the board and stuff, she made us do the routine herself, right there and then. At least she's an understanding pony, because if it was me, I'll probably drown young me with the amount of spit I give for yelling."
"Do you still remember parts of the routine?"
"How can't I? That was my first experience as a 'Captain', and also, because the routine requires a FREAKING SOLO CLOSURE. The Captain is a nice mare, but seriously..."
"Oh... So what did you do at your solo?"
"Nothing, except doing my now famous Ring of Fire. Aaaahh... Maybe that's how Rainbow felt when she does her Sonic Rainboom. Who knows my best moment of my life appears right at the end of my hell month?"
"Well, my parents used to say that you must got hurt first before achieving happiness."
"Anyway, Captain Raven is actually impressed by that, and my leadership, that all the cadets got accepted into the academy. I actually grown rather close to her during that time, especially when I become the Drill Instructor. She's like my mentor before I was Captain."
"Hmm, do you know where she is right now? Captain Raven, I mean."
"Sure. She's somewhere in the Lunar wing, working for Princess Luna. She can't say where, though, probably some super secret branch or something. She chose me as her replacement herself, saying that I have great leadership and a good flyer. One of the few times I almost shed a tear..."




Spitfire peeked into her soon to be office, having just promoted into a Captain not too long ago. It's a complete mess, boxes of papers, documents, and more sat on the floor, or the Captain's desk. She's quite happy that the training session she had to do finished sooner, because she don't want to miss this moment.
"Captain Raven?" Spitfire called into the room. Said mare appears from under the desk, seemingly collecting something into a box. She said nothing as Spitfire enters the room and closes the door.
"I'm no longer Captain, Captain Spitfire." The black pegasus brought a box filled with documents and other things on the desk with a 'Thud!'. "I'm afraid I haven't finished moving out my stuff."
"You'll always be Captain to me." Spitfire rebutted. "And... I'm here to see you one last time before--"
"Don't be silly, I'm not dead." The mare smirked, she actually smirked. The Ex-Captain rallied all of the boxes, three of them, to the desk. Spitfire can see that one of them is mostly filled with frames containing medals and awards. She moves closer to inspect them, but she was stopped.
"Please don't touch that, I had trouble jamming those in the box in the first place." The Ex-Captain said. "Besides, I'm sure you'll get the same medals for yourself, it's not that hard."
"I don't know... You think I'll be an even better Captain then you?" Questioned the yellow pegasus.
"I don't relinquish the title of Captain to anypony, you know." Raven smiled. "I know you, Spitfire, you'll get through."
Spitfire smiled back. Being promoted to Captain of the Wonderbolts is an honor that few ponies can ever achieve. Of course, she knows it'll be a very hard work, especially since she chose to stay as the Drill Instructor as well. But her mentor trusts her, who very rarely made any mistakes in her judgement, and she will make sure not to break that trust.
"I-It's an honor to had flown with you, Captain Raven." Spitfire saluted with her wing. The pegasus she's saluting mirrors her move.
"You've been a great friend too, Captain Spitfire." The Ex-captain took a box on her hoof, and two more on her back. "Take care."
As the black pegasus left the office, with Spitfire opening the door for her, the new Wonderbolt Captain knows it'll be a long time later before they'll ever see each other again. Spitfire sighs as she looks at her new office. Currently, it's more empty then it used to be, now it's up to her to turn this place for the new Captain. Her.



"Did you ever met again?"
"I saw her in one of the Grand Galloping Gala, don't remember which year, but we haven't met face to face since then. I'm busy with Captain duties, and Luna knows what duties she has to attend to."
"I see... I believe we're getting close to the end of this interview. So, anything you'd like to say before we end our session?"
"I do have something to say... I love my job. But if you think I'm a bad mare by being a drill instructor, then you're too naive of a pony. Only the best may be in the Wonderbolt, but if anypony wants to give it a shot, then go ahead. Who knows you'll be the next Wonderbolt captain?"
"Speaking from experience?"
"You bet. Thanks for this interview. I actually enjoyed this."
"You do?"
"I mean it. Feels like chatting with a friend, and I feel you'll make a great friend. Take care, Vision Grey."
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			Author's Notes: 
I actually met someone who said that Spitfire is a "Bad character" because she screams and yells all the time, oh boy...
Since Spitfire don't have her past shown, I had to improvise. It's actually quite fun making your own head canon [image: :twilightsmile:] 
Edit: I may add extra chapters to this fic, and other entries of The Grey Interview with bonus stories and sections, but what it will be will mostly depends on the reader's comments


	
		Second Interview



Vision Grey had interviewed Captain Spitfire before, and his article based on that interview had been published. The amount of ponies that bought his article on the Captain of the Wonderbolts is above average, although he thinks that some of the buyers are the kind of ponies that just want to see Spitfire's picture, or thought his work is similar to the tabloids or magazine. However, he noted that something is a bit different from his other works in this one: The amount of feedback and comments.
Although more then half comments in a positive note, some has said that it's incomplete. One pony cited that 'It haven't cleared Spitfire's name from all the dark rumors' (Vision Grey immediately assumes this pony is a big fan of Spitfire), while some others accused that it was made incomplete on purpose, to save Spitfire's reputation. The hazards of the job, he guess. He knows it's coming when he interviews somepony like Spitfire.
So, the interviewer's next step is to do another interview with the Captain again. Thankfully, it seems that Spitfire is once again happy to oblige. This time, Vision Grey really made sure that he had addressed all the things that his readers requested. As usual, he presses the play button on his trusty recorder.
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"Captain Spitfire, it's good to see you again."
"Same here, Vision Grey, same here."
"Hmm, out of curiosity, do you actually enjoy being interviewed?"
"Depends what it's for. Tabloids and magazines is a pet peeve of mine. Newspaper is okay. Your article though... Your way of interviewing is just like having a chat with a friend, and I find it to be enjoyable."
"I appreciate that. Did you read my article about you?"
"Yes, and I'm pretty satisfied with it. But since we're here again, are you going to release a second version or something?"
"Yes... I kinda forgot to ask you some things, and some of my readers demands it to be answered."
"Gee, just like tabloid readers... So, what questions do you have for me now?"
"Okay, I needed to do quite a lengthy research to get this data, but my first question is, are you familiar with a mare named Lightning Dust?"
"Oh, her... I'm guessing you're going to ask why I kicked her away from the academy?"
"Not exactly... I heard that Lightning Dust was a cadet that will blow everypony in her way to be the best flier. Is that true?"
"Literally. She whipped up a tornado, A TORNADO, without permission. She better be thankful I wasn't there when she did it, else I could alert the entire complex and treat her as an actual threat."
"Oh? I thought you're supposed to keep an eye of the cadets?"
"I got some paperwork to do in my office. Besides, I assigned the cadets to clear the clouds in pairs, which would take a while, so I thought why not clear some work while they're busy? I never expected anypony to use a tornado to clear clouds that fast."
"What about when she just knocks everypony out of her way during a flight?"
"...That is not really an issue for me. I mean, it'll be a different story if she knocks her teammate out, but that was when she's paired up with Rainbow Dash only."
"But wouldn't that effect their teamwork in the future if all cadets must fly together as a team?"
"...Maybe. To be fair, not all cadets will make it, so they will most likely fly with a different group of ponies, having to build trust on each other from zero again. But, I guess that's one of the faulty systems in the past, should've changed the drill format earlier..."




A group of young Wonderbolt cadets line up in a straight position by the captain. It's been a few weeks in the academy, and each cadet got their wingspony. Spitfire must admit, this group is overall better then the usual she has to deal with. Even though their flying is still not top notch, it's to be expected.
"Alright cadets, you know what you're going to do? Going through our obstacle course." Spitfire said. "One thing I'd like to point out is, this is no race. The object of this exercise is to work on your precision flying under extreme circumstances. Got it?"
Most of the cadets nodded firmly, then turned on their partners to discuss their flight plan. They all seem confident.
"HOWEVER, you won't be flying as pairs." Spitfire announced, surprising the cadets. "This time, you are all in a team. No pony goes ahead, no pony left behind, and no pony endanger others. I'll be watching closely, you all got that?"
The cadets looked at each other with a bit of confusion. They have known that this part is usually done in pairs. This is the first time Spitfire wanted the course done as a team. It's not like the group had any major problems with it, though. They just didn't expect it."Hey, did you all hear me? I said, did you all got that!?" Spitfire repeated.
"Yes ma'am!" A synchronized yell came from all the cadets.
"Well hurry up and get going!" Spitfire ordered, prompting all the pegasus in front of her to take off immediately.


"Honestly, it could've went better. As cadets are mostly hotshot pegasus that think they're the best, they're pretty alien to the concept of teamwork. There are one or two cadets that keep helping the others, but that's it. We keep doing this to new cadets since then."
"I see... Did it showed any improvement?"
"We're getting there, but we don't get another case of Lightning Dust, at least."
"Hmm, by the way, a lot of ponies had said this... Why would you still kept Lightning Dust in the academy despite she had shown signs that she didn't care about other pony's well being?"
"Oh boy, this will be hard to justify... Um... Let's just say that, the Wonderbolts is a... rougher place back then"
"Come again? Rougher?"
"...We've learned our lessons, but back then, we prioritize achievements. We want somepony that pushes themselves very hard. Lightning Dust fits that criteria to the T, and we want her in. I... was kinda blinded because of that, I guess."
"What about the other ponies that got hurt by her?"
"I thought it's not big of a deal, because if they got assigned with her, they have to follow her like it or not. It's a basic rule to follow the flight lead. And, about the got hurt part... They only got thrown to clouds, it shouldn't be that serious."
"But wouldn't that still be a bad--"
"Yeah, I know. "Spitfire is a bad pony", and all that. But even I made mistakes. It took Rainbow Dash to snap me out of my stupidity, and once I learned that Lightning whipped up a tornado, I decided to end her run right there and then. I... tried to make things better, at least."
"...Speaking of Rainbow Dash, there's another matter I'd like to discuss. My sources said that Rainbow Dash used to be a reserve Wonderbolt, until she's chosen to replace Fire Streak, correct?"
"Yes."
"She's one of the most eager ponies to join the Wonderbolts, correct?"
"That's right."
"But, according to them, when Rainbow first joined the squad, things didn't go well?"
"Oh crud, I honestly hate talking about that part... Somehow somepony outside caught wind of that, and the whispers about Dash and the squad even reached my ears."
"Really? How?"
"Beats me, probably some creep planted a bug or something. Anyway, what do you want to know about Dash?"
"What exactly happened to Dash during her earlier times as a Wonderbolt that makes her didn't enjoy being one?"
"Well, first of all, there's this tradition in the Wonderbolts where everypony is given a nickname, or a call sign, usually based from their first impression in the team, their personality, but most often, their screw up in the past. You know, that common military stuff."
"Oh? It's common among all the Equestrian armed forces?"
"Yeah. Royal guards, Unicorn guards, even the Elite Thestral guards have it as far as I know. Now, in Dash's case, things went wrong because she didn't know about the tradition, and the name we gave her seems to hit her nerve. We had no idea that she was hurt quite bad."
"There's nothing that hints her real feelings?"
"...Actually, she did act rather strange after that. But again, we don't know it's her name because we thought she knows about the tradition. I mean, she had been our big fan and practically willing to kill to join us. You can't blame us that we naturally think she knows about the tradition, can you?"
"Umm... Personally, I understand. But I can't guarantee that my readers will understand..."
"Urgh, I'm just gonna have to live with that... Anyway, I feel that because of the name calling, Rainbow thought we're bullying her for her mistake. I tried to cheer her up, but it backfired because, again, I expect her to know about the call sign tradition. The breaking point happened during one of our show. Dash added a new routine segment without my permission, and you can guess how well that went..."
"...So, did Dash ever confront the matter?"
"Not before her first show, she kept it to herself. After her routine went haywire, she got filled in about the call sign tradition, and things got better after that..."


It's rather late at night, but Rainbow Dash is still cleaning the hallways of the Wonderbolt's compound. 
She kinda deserved this, she thought, as her catastrophic stunt almost ruined the Wonderbolt's entire show. But the most important thing is, she's still in the team. It turns out that Spitfire and the others have no intentions to hurt her, instead, they really respected her as a flyer. She needs to work on her teamwork skills, though, because that's what made the Wonderbolts famous across Equestria.
Rainbow exhales and dunks the mop she's using in the bucket of water. The mess hall is the last place to clean, and it's quite big. The blue pegasus decided to take a momentary breather, staying motionless as she stared at the empty room, waiting to be cleaned.
"Hey Crash!" Came a voice echoing from the hallways. Rainbow slightly panicked and almost tipped over the bucket with her mop, but thankfully, disaster had been successfully averted. She sees Spitfire walking up to her from the corridor into the mess hall.
"Y-Yes ma'am! I'm here!" Rainbow saluted out of reflex.
"Heh, at ease, rookie. No need to be so jumpy." Spitfire looked around the room, before taking a seat on one of the empty lunch tables. "Here, take a breather for a bit. I need to talk to you."
Rainbow raised an eyebrow before doing what Spitfire tole her to do. She sat across the Wonderbolt captain and waited for her to talk, which didn't take long.
"You know, 'Crash', you might not be the first one that complained about their call signs, but you really seem to be hurt." Spitfire's emotion is a bit unreadable. Her usual authoritative persona is still there, but there's also a bit of curiosity, sadness, and uncertainty mixed in. "Can you elaborate for me?"
"Umm... Let's say this is not the first time I was called Rainbow Crash." Rainbow's eyes drooped a bit. "It all started because I crashed into a trash can during flight school, in front of everypony. That was such an embarrassing moment... and everypony started calling me that while laughing."
"That's sounds familiar, now doesn't it?" Spitfire very briefly smirked, but were quick to remind herself that this is serious talk. Rainbow shot an unfriendly glance at her before sighing.
"I know, it's my fault that I changed by routine without your permission..." Rainbow said. "Shouldn't have done that, that was stupid"
Spitfire's expression softened a bit. Yes, it is true that it WAS Rainbow that messed up her routine, but what really caused her to do it? Does her call sign really hurt her that much? Maybe she should give Rainbow a special exception regarding call signs?
"...Rainbow Dash, tell me." Spitfire's eyes almost looked like they were pleading. "Did we... hurt you bad? Did calling you 'Crash' made you feel absolutely terrible?"
Rainbow suddenly finds it hard to make any eye contact with the captain. She can't lie to her and say no, she'll be lying to herself too. On the other hoof, Rainbow knows that the Wonderbolts had no idea about the origins of 'Rainbow Crash', a memory she rather bury forever. Thanks to them, she had to relive those moments, and it hurts to finally reach your dream at the cost of having to remember that terrible moment again.
".....Ma'am, I know that you a-and the Bolts wasn't trying to humiliate me, b-but... Yes, ma'am... It hurts." Rainbow croaked, struggling to speak.
"I... see." Spitfire closes her eyes and took a deep breath. "I'm sorry... no, we're sorry, Rainbow Dash."
"Whoa whoa whoa!" Rainbow lifts both of her hooves, as if surprised. "The captain of the Wonderbolts, just apologized to me?"
"I'm not asking for forgiveness as a captain, but as a friend." Spitfire looked at the rainbow pegasus again. "So, will you forgive me and the other Wonderbolts, Rainbow Dash?"
The eye of the prismatic pegasus seems to twitch very briefly. She let out a soft groan as she avoids eye contact again. Silence descends on the room for a couple of seconds.
"To be honest... It's hard to forget the pain you all did to me." Rainbow blurted. "I want to forgive everypony, but it still hurts. But... since I messed up the show, can we call it even?" 
The Wonderbolt captain sighed, but nodded. Rainbow Dash's dignity isn't the only thing that got damaged when she got injured at the show. The media is quick to pick it up, and some ponies dare to question why'd the Wonderbolts got her in the team. The team's reputation took quite a hit from their 'fans'. She just hope that Rainbow and the team can get along together in the future, the last thing she want is a messed up team.
"Well, whatever preens your feathers, Dash. Just want to tell you that we're sorry." Spitfire noted.
"I know." Dash replied. "If that was it... I need to get back to cleaning this room."
"Hang on." Spitfire stopped the pegasus just as she got up from her seat. "You can go straight to sleep, forget cleaning this room."
"Huh? Does it mean... I won't have to clean this room?" Rainbow asked, surprised at the captain's gesture.
"Just for tonight. Unless you want some kind of special treatment." Spitfire smirked as she walked next to Rainbow. The rookie Wonderbolt stood up straight.
"Heck no, ma'am! That would make me an uncool Wonderbolt!" Rainbow saluted. "I will clean this hall right now if you allow me!"
"No, I don't think I need to repeat myself." Both mares stared at each other with a sly smile. "Go to bed, Rainbow Dash. Get some well deserved rest."
"If that's what you want, ma'am!"




"Does Rainbow's relationship with the team got any better after that?"
"More then ever. She really is an amazing flyer, not to mention she saved Equestria before. Maaaaybe we tried extra hard to be good friends and teammates with her."
"You're giving her a... special treatment?"
"No, that's not what I meant... That's not what she wanted anyway. We messed her up badly last time, so we just want to make sure that doesn't happen again. Wonderbolts and their air shows are like a machine with gears, you know."
"...It only works if all the cogs are turning."
"Exactly. Wow, can you read my mind or something?"
".....Uuuhhh, one last question. How long do you plan to be in the Wonderbolts? Or stay as captain in the Wonderbolts?"
"Hmm... I don't have an exact date or a plan for retiring, but I always wanted to start a family."
"Really? That's unexpected..."
"I got my own dreams too, you know. If I find 'that one stallion', we'll probably get married soon, live together, and have fun and such. If I feel our road to the future is secured, I'll probably leave the Wonderbolts to be a mother. It'll probably be a sad farewell to the home I've grown so long with, but we'll see, we'll see. As being a captain... I don't think I want to leave my position that easily. The previous captain did honor me with the title."
"Is there no limitation in how long you can be a captain in the Wonderbolts?"
"No, it depends on the captain and the team's decision. I love being the captain, though. If I really must step down, then I'll be sure to find a perfect replacement."
"Just like your story..."
"Yep. So, that's it, right?"
"Actually, I just thought of something. Have you found... that one stallion?"
"Oh, you sly pony. I said before that I'd like to keep my life a private matter. Leave that matter to the paparazzi, and your imagination, heh heh."
"Alright, I'm just curious. Thanks for the interview once again, Captain Spitfire."
"No problem, Vision Grey. I really enjoyed our chat. Spitfire out."
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