
		Night time cutie mark

		Written by SaltWriter the leviapony

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Pinkie Pie

					Slice of Life

					Tempest Shadow

		

		Description

Since the fall of the storm king, tempest has been trying to incorporate into pony society. One such item she needs is a cutie mark, which was lost to her childhood. Pinkie decides to try a idea with her, one which may yield a good result.
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Tempest cutie mark

In the quite streets of ponyville, a few lights shined in the various homes and buildings. The moon shined onto the roads, giving enough light for the cloaked mare to move through it. Her long legs let her stride quickly and silently to one particular building in the town.
The mare stopped in front of a certain bakery, candlelight barely glowing through one of the lower level windows. She approached the door and knocked on the door. After a minute, the door opened silently, allowing the mare to step inside. She hung her cloak over a stand near the door, turning to face the candle.
“Thanks for agreeing to do this so late in the day. Today was a bit busy, and I didn't want to put this off for any longer then it needed to be.” Pinkie hopped back into view of the candle, blowing it out and flicking a switch. The lights of the kitchen came on, illumimating the dining area with a soft glow. 
“It's better then distracting you from any work you had.” Tempest stepped to one of the tables, pinkie giving her a quick hug and smile. She bounced back into the kitchen, bringing back with her a book and throwing it in front of her. “So, tell me the idea you had in mind.”
“Well, when you told me your name I was reminded of something from my old cook books. So I looked and looked and looked till I found what I was thinking of.” She opened up the large book, quickly flipping through the pages to a section. She then turned and slid the book to tempest, who began reading over the info.
“It was like one of those forgotten foalhood memories that suddenly hits you when you look at a picture or a object. Looking back I found exactly what it was it reminded me of. A malt shop.” Tempest squinted to the bar scene illustrated in the book. The ponies that sat at the table seemed a bit more chubby and short then what she knew, but shrugged it off, turning back to her.
“And how does that relate to finding me a cutie mark?”
“Simple. I've been working off and on a little project that'll garentee a cutie mark for you. Or at least, see if you have a specific talent that hasn't been relevant for several years in the dessert field.” She walked to a small object hidden by a cloak, pulling it out to better show it off. Tempest could tell from the outline that a umbrella was underneath, as well as the object being on wheels. With a quick motion, she unveiled the object.
It was a large chrome box, wooden wheels holding up the item. Several liquids sat on the box, metal utensils sat in a cup near them. Tempest looked over the item, finding several gas cylinders and a water heater inside it. She looked back over to pinkie, before stepping back to her seat.
“Alright, I'll bite, what is this thing, and how will it help get me a mark?” Pinkie bounced over to the cart, pointing to the various elements as she spoke.
“It's a soda cart silly. It comes complete with the three basic ice cream flavors an umbrella all the colors of the rainbow for flavoring carbonated drink dispenser with up to five different syrup types heated water pocket for cleaning and, a little horn.” she honked the small horn, giving another light smile and moving her towards the front.
“Pinkie, I appreciate the effort, but I've never worked in this line before. I don't see this being my talent.”
“Of course you don't see it. None of us know what our talents are right away, so you never know till you try. Just close your eyes and let your heart do the rest.” she nudged tempest behind it, pulling a metal cup and sliding it to tempest. When she caught it, a strange feeling came over her, like a lost memory brought up by someone or something. From this, she closed her eyes and latched onto it.
Tempests body began moving on its own, pinkie watching the hooves work. A scoop of ice cream, a squirt of color, shook and mixed with a second dollap. She deposited some soda into the cup, throwing it over her head and striking it with her magic. After a few more shakes, she dumped the contents into a cup, slipping a straw in and kicking it to pinkie, who caught it with a sly smile.
The unicorn opened her eyes, unsure of what she had just done. But looking to pinkie told her what she needed. Tempest stepped out from behind the cart, walking to the table as pinkie sipped from the cup.
“Go ahead and be honest, how bad is it?” Pinkie tapped her chin, taking another sip before placing the cup down.
“I'd say it's a little thick for a float, but overall a pretty good taste. The fizzy pop berry twist.” She chuckled at the joke, placing it down and walking over to tempests rear.
“And it looks like your flank agrees with me.” Pinkie pulled out a small hand mirror, showing Tempest her flank. Instead of the blank slate it once was, a bubbling cup with a ball of ice cream in it now present on her rear. Tempest stared into the mirror, rubbing her flank to see if the image was indeed her.
“You don't have to start up right away. I think just making drinks for sugar cube corner would be a better start then going on your own, givin your reputation.” Pinkie slid the mirror away, giving tempest another hug.
“Yeah, I think that sounds like a good plan. And thank you for getting me this.” Pinkie nodded, rolling the cart back to the kitchen area. Tempest, snatching the cup from the counter, walked out and back to her resting place, already getting new ideas for a business.
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