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		Description

Through the years, Spitfire has always continued to build and improve both her image and skill in aerobatics, growing to become one of the most famous ponies that Equestria would ever see and know, but when the day came when she was unexpectedly granted 3 days off from her usual routine of training and teaching, thanks to a scheduled storm, she goes through some old fond memories of her young life, and sooner rather than later, with Rainbow Dash entail, they went to find and meet an old, yet an equally experienced friend of hers, an Ace like her with opportunities that could lead to similar paths, one who chose differently, and in some ways, reflect Spitfire in ways unexpected…

What's up m8's!
Had this idea while I was thinking of aerobatics, and then I realized... 'What if I tried making a simple story for once?' 
And here I am! And boy do I hope this doesn't go too bad, there will be some slight changes, but for the most part, it will stick to the show's canon.
The cover art is a nod to Both the (Supermarine) Spitfire and the (Messerschmitt) Bf109, the real things, and is supposed to be some sort of metaphorical thing as they represent the two main characters of the story, (OC and Spitfire).
Apart from that, this is just a simple story on how change doesn't necessarily mean growth and allowing bygones to be bygones, or smth like that, hopefully (spoiler tag for a reason).
*Insert request for corrections*
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		A Visitation



As the heavy storm continued to pour in over the coach roofs, making the prickling sound of water bouncing off the roof ever more prevalent, a sound that nearly everyone would be familiar with and know, the soft snoring of a sleeping cyan pegasus was the only sound and sight that Spitfire could see, apart from the cold and rainy scenery that could be seen outside the windows of the coach. The train that she was on was a leased private engine from a friend of a friend who she was visiting. A generous act, one that she did not expect, but was insisted upon by both colleagues and said, friend. She looked around, her personal belongings resting in one side of the coach with RD’s own things being placed somewhere else nearby. 
She looked outside the window, the threes and scenery changing in near instants because of the tremendous speed of the train, thanks to it being primarily made of steel, it was able to reach speeds that could both surpass the speed and hauling capacity of the engine used in the friendship express. She looked once again at a grandfather clock on one side of the room, the trip had been long, and preparations even longer, but she guessed by the time she once again awoke, she would be awake just in time to see the train arrive at the base station of Las Pegasus, and so, she decided to sleep, sleep with Rainbow Dash opposite to her, she looked at a picture that she would usually hide at her neck, behind her mane, which was placed in a picture frame just for the trip, it gave her a smile, she was about to meet a friend that she hadn’t seen in a while, and deep down, it excited her to know she could meet her once again, in Las Pegasus no less, it was an experience she won’t let go easily, especially since the storm seemed to have been made just for the occasion, and so, as she went into a soft and short slumber, a smile made its way into her face as she thought of her old memories of a time when she was younger, and in some cases, brasher.  


A single strong whistle was all it took to wake Spitfire up, and once she did, she saw the distant casinos and towers that Las Pegasus was known for, she was finally here, some might say its paradise, and truth be told, it really was like it, it was a place that offered something unique that even Canterlot would struggle to compete with. Yet in those shining lights, she saw that their train had begun to slow down, and she made her way to wake up Rainbow Dash, who, miraculously, somehow managed to snore through the loud whistle earlier.
“Yo, Rainbow, wake up, where here...” Spitfire said as she nudged the rainbow pony, promptly receiving a disgruntled moan from her.
“Uuuggghhhh,” Rainbow replied, “five more minutes, I promise I'll wake up later.” She said as she repositioned herself, wanting to make the most of her sleepy state.
Spitfire, eyeing Rainbow for a moment, begrudgingly agreed to her request, “fine, fine, but you owe me slushy for fixing your things.”
“Yeah, yeah, thanks capt.” She said as she dozed off for the rest of the journey, agreeing unknowingly to Spitfire's request.
Spitfire for her part began to fix up hers and Rainbow's things, they were about to disembark the train in a few minutes, and she was already thankful in Celestia's name that she even had this chance, so dammit she planned to make it work and worth the wait.

After a short while of working, and a short chat with the conductor of their train, and after a while of one blue body being dragged off the bed later, and now Spitfire and Rainbow Dash had found themselves in front of the front desk of one of the casinos of Las Pegasus, “Fortune 13” as it is known, that just so happened to also be connected to the hotel where they were supposed to meet with the pony they were supposed to meet, plus it was close to a casino AND a tour guide for the whole of Las Pegasus, easy way to find direction since the city after all was huge in its own right.
“Ah, new faces I see,” the stallion of the front desk said as he raised his head to look towards the two mare's, “two of the Wonderbolts best flyers I see, Miss Dash and Captain Spitfire, how may I be of service to the both of you?” he asked while continuing whatever he was doing behind the desk. 
“We would just like to check-in for two rooms, the best you’ve got,” Rainbow said as she placed a bag of bits on the counter, which the stallion took and began counting its contents, while also scanning through a notebook, presumably for available rooms.
"Sure, please, give me a moment to check, and while you wait, please enjoy the booth we have here on the ground floor," the stallion said with a smile as he resumed his job. 
And after a few moments and a very quick trip to a food booth by Spitfire, the stallion was ready to respond back, “Two suites, correct?”
“Yup.” Rainbow responded, not noticing Spitfire return with a Milkshake in hoof instead of the slushy she wanted earlier, “Why? Will there be any problems?” 
The stallion, giving a sheepish smile, responded in kind, “It, unfortunately, appears so,” he said as he lifted what appeared to be a papers map of the top five floors of the hotel that was connected to the casino, as he pointed a hoof on one side of the layout, he began to explain, “We recently had an inspection for the hotel section, specifically the top five floors and our manager's manager had decided to do a revamp of the layout and expand the hotel and casino a bit, and unexpectedly, an influx of visitors had arrived here in Las Pegasus and went here to find a room, after all, we provide a service that most other competitors won't dare venture because of the economic risk, and as you could maybe tell, more rooms are being filled and we had to tell off some ponies who couldn’t afford or flat out won’t accept the offers we have set,” 
He said as he looked a bit disheartened by this setback, after all, the business had to keep going, but it also affected his pay even though he, either unknowingly or knowingly, was working for an economic empire that would barely be affected by this setback, but no pony knew that fact, it would be bad for business after all, “point is that unless you’ve got a room that was at least reserved for the both of you specifically or some other arrangement that we could work with, I can’t get you a room above the fourth-highest floor, that means at best, you could get one of the master's rooms at the fifth-highest and unfortunately not two individual rooms, services will also come in the final price tag, amongst other things.”
A short moment of thinking and a quick glance at Spitfire's notes (provided by her mystery friend) had shown what the pair would do next, “actually,” Spitfire began as she moved closer to show something, “a friend of mine did in fact reserve a room for the both of us at the top floor of the hotel, here’s the signature and original letter,” She said as she placed the note in front of the stallion.
The stallion, a bit hesitant and doubtful at first, once having fully read the note, immediately perked up from the letter, “Please, follow the pony I am about to call too, it is very rare to find some pony like you bring in this kind of letter of evidence, and we have a special way of doing this around for these kinds of... events,” he said as he proceeded to call for one of the employee’s to accommodate for the two mares.


After a long and tedious process of hauling, following, and eventually unloading of bags and other stuff related to settling in to their room, Rainbow and Spitfire had managed to reach the door that they had set out to open ever since their trip to Las Pegasus started. As they reached the door, as was proper manners, they knocked three times, expecting an immediate answer. When no answer came for the next fifteen seconds, they knocked again, which was promptly followed by what could only be described as “the comical noise of someone suddenly waking up and tripping over everything in their room as they try and approach to open their front door,”
Waiting for another few moments, the door finally opened, slowly at first, to reveal a pegasus mare with a light grey coat with a blondish mane, her cutie mark, at least from Rainbow's perspective, was a unique looking Eagle with its wings outstretched to the fullest.
“S-Spitfire? Is that you?” The mare asked, seemingly being taken aback by both Spitfire’s sudden appearances in her front door and, well, Spitfire’s appearance.
Spitfire, in-kind with a gentle smile, replied, “It is, and how have you been Messer? Long time no see, and I see you’ve made quite a comfy living, may we come in?”
The mare, in turn, allowed her door to swing fully to allow both of her new guests to enter, “Oh please, no need to call me by my old name, a bygone name honestly, just call me Mesha like we did when we were rookies.” She said as she suddenly shifted her attention towards Rainbow Dash and pointed a hoof at her, “And I presume she’s a rookie?”
Turning around, Spitfire saw the offended face that Rainbow Dash made at that remark, although she intervened before she could make a remark of her own, “By your old standards? Probably, but you know the academy had made adjustments over the years, can’t say it’s the same one we attended back in our heyday.” 
“That’s my heyday, on the other hoof, you, Spitfire old friend, are still in yours, still growing and improving as I see, even teaching as an instructor, not particularly a job I would have easily accepted, but I try to keep myself up-to-date with what you’re up to.”
“Wait, wait, wait,” Rainbow Dash butted in, “Spitfire, captain, could you explain to me why you’re speaking sooooo um… casually to this mare? I mean, no offense, really, but, I don’t believe I’ve seen or even heard of Spitfire talk about you.” Rainbow said as she looked at the mare in a somewhat accusing manner, partially because she felt as though she was being left out and felt as though she needed to get involved in some small way, but also because of the fact that this mare, at least at first glance, seemed to be a smith, a lineage very reminiscent of this mare's appearance.
A soft chuckle from the mare and then she answered, “None taken, and it isn’t any pony's fault that you don’t know my name, Miss Dash, it was a request I asked of Spitfire,” She said as she lead the two mare's into a table with a window that overlooked Las Pegasus, “and a formal introduction is needed for the both of us, seeing as it seems to be that your Spitfire’s friend,” a hoof extend from the mare, expecting a hoof shake from Rainbow Dash, “call me Mesha, Mesha Schmidt, first and only daughter of Steel Schmidt, co-founder of Iron Works and Smith Inc., and you are Rainbow Dash, correct?”
Rainbow Dash, hesitant at first, accepted the hoof shake and began talking, “Yep! Elemental bearer of Loyalty and the first and only pony to ever do a Sonic Rainboom!”
“Really?” Mesha asked, although Rainbow had already gained an increasingly substantial amount of popularity and she knew a great deal about her just through reading, she decided to humor the cyan pegasus, “I have heard of it before, but I haven’t actually seen one with my bare eyes, Spitfire, through the letters she sent me from time to time, had always made it seem like you were a hotshot, but meeting you miss Dash, its actually impressive, even if it seemed far-fetched, but all things considered, I suppose it is part of your special talent.”
“ppfffhhh, that’s just the stories, and please, um... is it alright if I just call you Mesha?” a quick nod from the mare and she continued, “Just call me Rainbow or Dash, it's fine, I mean, ‘miss’ is fine and all, but too formal for me, I'm sure you’ll understand.”

And sooner rather than later, the three mares had begun to make a bond as they talked through the day. They talked about their experiences as flyers (mostly Spitfire and Rainbow Dash) and shared stories on how things came to be, Mesha even explained her family linage to Rainbow, who unexpectedly found it interesting how things worked outside of the politics of Equestria. Despite this, the time seemingly became non-existent to the three until the twilight had begun to appear on the horizon, at which time, Mesha had a special plan for the three of them.

“So, Mesha, who are we meeting this time?” Spitfire asked in a sarcastic tone, one that Mesha expected because Spitfire had been dragged to plenty of similar things, “Got to be a good one if you somehow managed to get Rainbow to follow along instead of her running off to who knows where.”
A chuckle from the mare as they approached a reserved table that was set on a balcony was all that Spitfire needed to realize there was something amiss, and only now did she realize, Mesha had changed, like a whole lot since the last time they met each other, let alone flew together, but despite that, she was mostly the same mare she grew up with.
“Oh hush now,” Mesha responded, a smirk replacing the chuckle she had earlier, “you’ll only meet a pony who helped me after my incident, it won’t take long, plus, I'm sure Miss Dash would appreciate a little storytime.” She said, a frown only Spitfire noticed when the matter of her ‘incident’ was brought up, but before she could cheer her up, Rainbow interjected.
“Please, Mesha, what did I say about the ‘miss’ thing, too formal, Rainbow is what I like and will do, as I said earlier.” A hint of arrogance in her voice, no malice, of course, the usual for the cyan pegasus.
As they made themselves comfortable on the seat and had their orders taken by a waiter who came by, there was a sense of comradery as the three waited in the respective places.
“So, Mesha, you gonna tell the story this time?” Spitfire asked while looking upwards at the scenery that the balcony allowed them.
“Of course, and I’m sure Rainbow would like to hear your pitch in from time to time.”
“Hey! I’m fine with whoever decides to lead,” Rainbow Dash said defensively, “but it is interesting to know that even Spitfire would be willing to pitch in, this would probably be very cool!”
“Alright, alright,” Mesha said as she unfolded one of her wings, revealing a hidden strap that seemed to house her glasses, amongst other things that Rainbow didn’t catch quickly enough, and as Mesha wore her glasses, she began to speak of a tale, a story of her life, a story of war, “In a distant past, before the days of peace and when the fields of skirmishes and wars were soaked in the blood of friends and foes, high above the battlefield away from the blood-soaked sands and red-stained seas, there was another war, a war between the daredevils of the skies, known as the aces…”

			Author's Notes: 
Ok, Authors notes time...
This was a story that took longer than expected, and with other things in my mind as of the moment, I am really preoccupied as is.
I was supposed to have the story finished in 1 chapter, but I decided to divide it up a bit, 
That said, my other stories are still being worked on, and along with this one, I plan to finish all of them, I might be able to get another chapter done by the end of December or maybe early New Year, who knows!
Anyways, may you lads and lasses have a fine day/night ahead, and maybe stay tune or something.


	
		A Dog Fight (part 1)



Flashback, the Frozen North…

“Yo Messer! You see in anything from there?” Spitfire asked through the communication crystal that she and Mesha had been provided for the mission, headed directly to where the capital of the Crystal Empire used to stand, an empty wasteland known as ‘The Northern Wasteland.’
The skirmishes around these areas had grown to become bigger and much more violent in nature, and Equestria, being the ‘righteous’ nation that it was, intervened as an intermediary for whoever the two sides may be involved, and they sent two aces to inspect the damage that had recently occurred in those parts of the wastelands, there is always the chance of malice. But, even after all of this is considered, Equestria, like any nation in any world, would always have preferences, and this simple ‘scouting’ mission is no different, there is usually a deeper reason.
Waiting for a response, Spitfire checked her equipment and the surroundings that she could see from her position, 6 crystals that allow her to discharge restored bolts of magic, 3 on each side of her waist which would usually be covered by her wings but were exposed while she was at flight, Mesha had something similar, amongst the minuscule details that separated their arsenal from the other, they both were near one and the same. The usual snow-white ground was covered in large pools of blood, whose blood was a mystery to her at the moment since she flew too high up to make out any recognizable creature, but before she could further investigate that train of thought, she got a response.
“Negative,” her crystal emitted in the voice of Mesha, “In Celestia’s name, you seein' the amount of blood down there, Spitfire? That must be like… two divisions worth of blood going by the redness from where I am, and it seems to be recent at that.”
“I'd be lying if I said this didn’t pique my interest, now Mesha, got any visuals back there?” Spitfire asked as she had a plan to answer to her curiosity, one that Mesha would definitely agree with, even if it was irresponsible, “won’t matter what you say now! We’re doing a dive, FOLLOW ME!” She screamed as she descended into a sharp dive.
“W-wait, what? Spitfire don- Oh for Celestia’s sake.” Mesha said through her crystal, obviously annoyed at what Spitfire had done and her apparent brashness, but she won’t deny, she had to join in with her on this one, curiosity may have killed the cat, but it lead to somewhere interesting, and soon after, she also joined Spitfire in a dive to the snowy ground, although a bit behind her by a couple of hundred meters.
The dive was so sharp one, in fact, that the very same form of the dive would actually be used several times for the future, most notably when the second Sonic Rainboom, but unexpectedly, when both mares started to level out their dive, Mesha was the first to respond.
“Yo! Spitfire, wait up, we still have a mission plan to follow. Command will probably come back to us in a short while, and so be prepared.”
And before Spitfire could respond, the communication crystal of both mares went off, the voice of their superior, “Messer 109, Messer 109, do you copy?”
“This is Messer 109, I Hear ya loud and clear.”
A second one was asked, this time, directed at Spitfire, “Little Spitfire, Little Spitfire, do you copy?”
For a very small moment, Spitfire growled at that, she didn’t like the fact that that specific nickname, that she earned out of a little crash, would be made into her calling card, but she responded nonetheless, “Little Spitfire here, you’re loud and clear.” She said.
“Good, good,” the voice of their crystal said, “ be advised, presumed hostiles en route, recent reports have this as speculated, and reinforcements underway, return to base once the scouting mission is finished.”
Both mares responded with a, “Copy that.” And continued their now slow descent to overview the blood-stained snow. 
A sight and a grumble from Spitfire gave Mesha a light-hearted chuckle, which Spitfire quickly responded towards, “It’s not fair,” she said.
“What’s not fair?” Mesha asked as she flew beside her friend, “Last time I checked, you only really got yourself to hold accountable for this.”
“It’s not that, it’s just that... I dunno, maybe I'm overthinking the code names, but it’s still not fair how you got a much more casual and better codename while I got to deal with my other nickname.”
“Hey, hey, ay,” Mesha said as she decided to try and comfort her friend, “Tell you what, after this mission, I’ll get you a drink, the finest I could get ya, so don’t put that long face, we still got to finish this.”
“Fine, fine,” Spitfire reluctantly replied.
As they held their altitude to inspect the wide and blooded battlefield, the two mares chatted while they did so, but their chat was always interrupted by a unique site that one or the other might see out of the corner of their eye.
A small group of Griffins, either wounded or dead, was soon after spotted, but as they got closer, a familiar tingling would be felt by both mare, a trait that would be shared unanimously by nearly any and all aces. And as Mesha looked around, a sense of dread started to build up as they grew ever so closer to the downed Griffins.
Coming in for a short landing, on the barest of moments, Mesha spotted something from the corner of her eye, and on instinct, it didn’t matter to her what it was, in the very next moment that could mean a life being saved or lost.
“SPITFIRE! GET OUT!” She shouted as she dashed and bumped directly towards Spitfire to give her a ‘helping’ push.
And on that very moment, the downed Griffins began to move and started to try and catch up to their prey, playing dead seemed to work for them, and chased them from their position, a dogfight was about to ensue.
And as the two mares tried to climb to a higher altitude, but something stopped their climb, a mental kick, a shadow that was made clear thanks to the clouds had made itself apparent, another Griffon was spotted, and in a short time frame, their situation changed from manageable to probably desperation.
And so, a defining silence was shared, as the two mares held their altitude, it was, defining, to say the least, but this silence would be broken once the first move has been made.
And just as fast as they had stopped to hold their altitude, both mares immediately take a sharp nosedive, one that, once they looked back, garnered the hoped results, their perceived enemies following their dive and trying to catch up. But that wasn’t a problem, both mares could easily outrun most of them in a dive from their altitude, but the Griffon that they spotted on a higher altitude started his own dive, and he drew ever so closer by the second, faster than his peers.
“THIS IS MESSER 109, I REPEAT, THIS IS MESSER 109, WE ARE BEING ATTACKED BY HOSTILE FORCES, REQUEST PERMISSION TO ENGAGE!?” Mesha shouted through her communication crystal, her frantic voice being heard by Spitfire, who was only now realizing how bad the situation might actually be.
Then, a response from the crystal itself came around, “Negative, return to base, IMMEDIATELY, I repeat, return immediately.”
And with that, Mesha held her dive, she planned for herself and Spitfire to make it down to a lower altitude where the cold weather could take its toll on their pursuers, and allow for them both to outrun and pace them into safety, but the moment she looked to her side, she saw Spitfire, eagerness plastered all over her face, yet, before she could tell her to hold said dive, Spitfire, through the communication crystal, said something,
“Mesha, permission to engage?” She said through her communication crystal, in her head being sure that Mesha would allow a counterattack against their attackers, if not in retaliation, then just to buy themselves more time and distance to escape.
“Negative,” Mesha said, “AND DON’T EVEN THINK, I repeat, don’t THINK ABOUT IT SPITFIRE! Don’t you dare do it-” but before she could finish, from Spitfire’s behind, she saw her banking to their left, and while she continued her dive, Spitfire would really engage her enemy, will she survive the encounter? Mesha didn’t know, but she wouldn’t take any chances, as a personal friend, it felt like a duty to her to look out for both friends and squadmates, and so, she planned to follow through with her, although she planned on taking a much more… unorthodox approach, at least compared to what others would do.

And just like that, Spitfire was climbing altitude to meet her foe in battle. Mesha was her supervisor in a sense, and she wouldn’t answer to HQ unless Mesha told her so, but she made the assumption that on this occasion, her attack would be a reasoned retaliation, and thus, she also argued in her head that she was committing insubordination towards Mesha and not HQ, however that may work. So she still continued to climb at the moment, her blood pumping with excitement in anticipation for a fight, one she couldn’t get even if she earned it, today was the day she that she could experience the full extent of her adrenaline. 
And as the clouds started to clear up, and Spitfire’s field of vision grew, her eyes immediately darted to search for her targets. And in no time at all, she found her first target. A griffon who was ahead of the pack, all alone, and she made sure, checking the surrounding area, and when all was done, she had her sights on her first target in a long time. Although the academic never approved of killing anyone, exceptions have been made, and Mesha was one of the few Pegasus who was willing to kill, and it was never Spitfire’s intention to mimic her to that degree, just… incapacitating her opponent would be enough for her.
And around 300 meters of distance separated the two beings of the sky, Spitfire and this lone griffon, and drawing ever so closer, she had to choose her moment carefully, which wasn’t that hard for her. And in the next moment no less, she opened fire, her side-mounted crystals releasing beams of magic that headed directly towards the griffon, the griffon for his part, seemed to have reached a bit late and released his own barrage of arrows with the use of a crossbow, the number of arrows fired in one volley from it was unexpected, at least for Spitfire.
Immediately and by instinct, Spitfire banked too hard to her right to avoid the oncoming barrage, and thankfully, she dodged all of the arrows that were sent her way. The same could, unfortunately, not be said for the griffon, who was hit thrice by Spitfire’s magical barrage and was not able to dodge it in time, hitting his left-wing (Spitfires right side) and center mass, incapacitating him temporarily and sending him into a spin he could not recover because of his incapacitated wing (the experience being similar to magically feeling cramped and the joints locking up as a result of that or something).
The griffon fell all the way to the ground, although from the altitude from where he started to fall, Spitfire figured he would just have several broken bones at worst, griffons were tough bastards from her experience, and she resumed her search for her next pray. Although, from the corner of her eye, she saw, at least, 4 other griffons dive down to where she had assumed the griffon she took out had fallen, now, she figured she probably struck their pack leader or someone of equal worth if they were willing to break just to see and asses that griffon’s situation.
Her climb was soon interrupted when she saw a shadow overhead, and once she looked up, there were only clouds upon the seemingly endless void of clouds, despite the weather being mostly cold when dropping altitude, there was a certain height where the freezing cold isn’t as bad to deal with, which surprisingly, wasn’t that high up, but never the less, it was always a difficult task to navigate in what could have been mistaken as an endless void. 
The feeling of being watched had suddenly taken hold of Spitfire, and slowly, she made very small adjustments to her flight path, but cautiously kept a keen eye on her surroundings. Yet with all of this, she still couldn’t shake the feeling, and she was sure she shouldn’t just ignore it either, so, she patiently waited, doing her moves and playing this… game, as it seemed to appear, a game of cat and mouse, and it wasn’t hard to figure out in which position she was in.

			Author's Notes: 
Hey, decided to split this chapter, originally this chapter was supposed to be one big long chapter of a flashback that continued the previous story, but then I decided to still go with splitting it, the first part shedding light on how Spitfire used to be a bit 'brash' and the second part, 
(spoiler warning)
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