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Tempest decided to stay in Ponyville for a short period, helping with miscellaneous tasks. But in that time, she receives an invitation to a special night in Canterlot, where she meets an unexpected face that sparks memories of old.
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"NOOOOOOO!"
"What's wrong?" Tempest asked, raising a brow while steadily whisking.
Pinkie Pie opened and closed the cupboard rapidly, seemingly trying to make something appear or manifest in vain. She put both hooves to her cheeks, her pupils pinpricks. "We're out of apples!"
"This bakery is out of apples?" Tempest asked in specification.
"We've had a bajillion orders with apples recently!" Pinkie exclaimed, throwing her forelegs into the air for emphasis. 
"Do we have to use apples?"
"Yes! I promised to help make apple pies for Applejack's cart for this year's Gala. And I forgot to pick up more from her."
"Gala?"
"The Grand Galloping Gala!" Pinkie emphasized.
Tempest dismissed the response. "Do you want me to go get them?"
"Would you?"
"Uh, yeah?"
"Oh, you're such a lifesaver, Tempest! Don't worry," she said, darting to a small green alligator's side on the messy countertop, "Gummy will be my second assistant while you're gone."
In response, the purple eyed alligator slipped its forked tongue from its jaws and licked the flour from Pinkie's cheek.
Pinkie trotted to Tempest's side, taking the mixing bowl from her and resuming her progress, but instead used her mane to hold the whisk.
Tempest sauntered out of the kitchen and out of Sugarcube Corner, the midday sunlight causing her to squint for a few moments before she began down the dirt path.
A little while later, she began down a white fenced path with apple trees on either side. She passed a crescent bushed entrance, a wooden sign with an apple cutout dangling above. 
Ambling further inside, she looked from left to right, attempting to find somebody to talk to.
Her ears flicked to the sound of a distant rustling thud. Tracing it, she came upon the beginning of the orchard, noticing a familiar farm pony bucking a tree.
Apples fell from the tree, the buckets below managing to catch most of them when her emerald eyes met Tempest's cyan ones. She smiled. 
"Howdy, Tempest," Applejack greeted, sauntering toward her.
Stopping just next to her, she used a foreleg to wipe any sweat from her forehead before readjusting her stetson. "What can I do for ya?"
"Pinkie forgot to pick up some apples," Tempest informed.
"Was wonderin' why she didn't come down. Usually I bring a cart full but I guess it's been a busy week for both of us. Well right this way and I can get you some," she waved to follow.
Not long after, there was barking that rapidly closed distance, drawing Tempest's attention. Out of caution, she raised her foreleg, her gaze following the panting dog with its tongue hung out. "I see you have a guard dog."
"Winona?" Applejack chuckled. "Don't worry. She don't bite."
The dog had a big smile as it followed alongside her.
"She seems to like you though. She must've smelled your spirit and thought it was good," she chuckled.
"That's debatable," Tempest replied.
Applejack chortled in response. "Well, if it means anything, I think you do."
Before Tempest could mull over her statement, her ears flicked upon hearing an old mare's voice call out for Winona.
"Go on, Winona," Applejack coaxed.
In response, the dog ran toward the main house in excitement.
"Is this a family business?" Tempest inquired.
"Yep. We work pretty hard to maintain our quality and integrity."
They arrived at the barn where a dozen or so buckets of apples were placed along with a few bags.
"Do you still plan on going back home and visiting your family?" Applejack inquired.
"It's complicated," Tempest admitted.
"Ya not in a good relationship with your folks?" Applejack asked, turning to face her, standing next to the bags.
Vague memories manifested in Tempest's mind of her life as a filly. Before the event.
"I'd understand if ya don't wanna talk about it," Applejack offered gently.
"I never knew my mother. And my father was never really there."
Applejack's head fell ever so slightly. "I can relate," she replied, her voice low and tone sincere, as she readjusted her stetson.
Leaning down, Applejack bit down on a rope, pulling both bags on either side of her as she approached Tempest.
Applejack raised her head, hinting at her intention to put the rope over Tempest's. Taking the cue, Tempest lowered her head, the rope wrapping over her back as both bags hung at her sides. She withdrew her head from Tempest's side. "Alrighty then. You're good to go Ms. Tempest!"
"Thanks," she said, turning and beginning toward the entrance.
"Don't be afraid to come back now, ya hear!" Applejack called.
Tempest continued on, passing the gate starting down the fenced path.
It wasn't long before she arrived back at Sugarcube Corner, pushing past the saloon doors, then walking through the lobby before entering back to the kitchen.
Before Tempest could process anything, a pink blur darted in front of her before she felt forelegs wrap around her. 
"Eee!" Pinkie squeed, "you made it!" Tempest raised a brow before she pulled away. "Just in time!" She said trotting back to the counter.
"Where do you want these?" 
"You can put them next to the counter for now," she suggested.
Following her suggestion, she sauntered forward dropping off the bags of apples, making sure they didn't fall over.
"And if you could, would you grab six apples?"
Tempest did as directed and retrieved them placing each one on the counter away from some of the mess.
Pinkie clapped her hooves together. "Now we can get to the even fun-er stuff. Let's get peelin'!" She proceeded to grab a knife in her hoof and cut into the apple, turning the apple in the frog of her hoof.
Tempest followed suit, though at a much slower pace. Pinkie humed as she continued, able to get four of the six apples peeled, while Tempest finished the last.
"Now we cut them into pieces with this handy device!" Pinkie exclaims, pulling from nowhere a kitchen tool that had eight blades conjoining to a circular blade at its center.
"Handy?" Tempest asked.
"So, we take an apple like this and-," she stood the peeled apple up and aligned the tool above it with both hooves before pushing down, creating eight slices of the apple and its core. "It's a cinch," Pinkie said, extending the cutter out to Tempest.
Tempest took it, following the same process she was shown, creating a cutting sound followed by a thud five times. 
"Great!" Pinkie cheered. Discarding the cores, she took the slices and put them in a bowl. "Now we can get to the funnest of the fun-er stuff! So first, let's add everyone's favorite ingredient, sugar," she said, dumping a small cup of it on the sliced apples. "Then some flour, then a pinch of salt, then some cinnamon, and you guessed it. Lemon," she said, squeezing a half of a lemon over the bowl, its juices drizzling onto the mixture. 
Lemon isn't what Tempest thought.
"Oh, Gummy, don't worry, you'll be my assistant tomorrow," Pinkie winked, taking the kitchen spoon from Gummy's maw. "Then we mix!" Pinkie exclaimed, extending the bowl and spoon to her.
Tempest took them and stirred the contents together until the apple slices turned a pleasant golden brown.
"Great! Now we dump it into this tray. Then we take this rolling pin and roll up this dough, then we unroll it over the top of the tray," she said, the flat dough now covering the apples. "Then we crimp the edges." She said, beginning to make indentations, slowly making her way around the circumference. "And if I had a Bit for every time I've said 'then' then I'd have seven. Make that nine!"
Tempest watched as she made her way around until it was complete.
"Now we make a few incisions to let the pie breath. That sounds kind of creepy," she noted.
"So the steam can come out?" Tempest offered.
"Exactly!" Pinkie exclaimed, before cutting three lines toward the center.
"Finally, we put this bad boy in the oven and bake at three hundred and seventy five degrees!" She said, holding out an oven mitt.
With some apprehension, Tempest leaned forward and bit the mitt before grabbing the tray. She turned noticing Pinkie holding the oven open for her. 
With minor trepidation, she sauntered forward and leaned down; the heat of the oven oppressing her face before she slid it on the rack. Pulling away, the residual heat on her face faded, before she dropped the oven mitt on the counter.
The oven shut before Pinkie trotted to her side. "Easy as pie, right?" Pinkie asked with a wink.
Tempest couldn't help but smile.
"I really like your smile. When you smile it feels extra special," Pinkie said, expanding her hooves apart for emphasis. "You should do it more often!"
"It doesn't happen very often," Tempest admitted.
"Do you like going to parties?" 
"Uh, not particularly."
"You should go to more!" Pinkie gasped. "Maybe I could invite you to one with the others and we could all play poker!"
"Maybe."
"C'mon it'd be super duper fun!"
Tempest's eyes passed Pinkie and to the clock on the wall. "Actually Pinkie, I have to go."
"Aw," Pinkie pouted. "Would you come to my party if I planned it?"
"I'll think about it," Tempest replied, sauntering toward the exit.
"Okie dokie, have a nice day, Tempest!" Pinkie called, waving goodbye.
Tempest left the kitchen then the building and began down the dirt path once more.
Not very long later, she stood before a certain boutique. She knocked on the door and after a few seconds the door opened revealing the infamous fashionista.
"Hello, Tempest, darling! Come in! Come in!" She ushered, opening the door wider and gesturing for her to enter with a hoof.
She obliged, the door shutting behind her.
"So, first things first," Rarity said, trotting past her, "I'd like you to come upstairs."
She followed her upstairs into her room before she trotted toward a few mannequins with dresses and clothes on them.
"This outfit here," Rarity said, gesturing to a tuxedo, "what do you think of it?"
The tuxedo was black with a subtle dark rose embroidery and had short but sharp flaps at the back obscuring part of the haunches. The white undershirt wasn't as exposed with most of the black tie hidden from view with the short lapels outside the small curved V. Her eyes traveled to the legs, noticing the tight black pants. Altogether it conveyed a fierceness, and was sharp, but somehow also had a feminine aspect and flair.
Tempest's knowledge was sparse when it came to fashion. Pretty much nothing as she didn't know the intricacies or what was considered amazing. But to her it was… "It looks good," Tempest answered.
"Just good?" Rarity asked, her eyes displaying some worry. "Well, I was hoping you would love it, but I suppose you're honest and I respect that."
Tempest raised a perplexed brow.
"This was supposed to be yours as a gift."
Tempest's eyes widened.
"It's why I took some measurements from you on your last visit," she said with a lidded sly smile. "And of course it's why I wanted you to come back today! But alas it seems I have made a lapse in my assessment," she said, examining the tuxedo. "Surprise gifts are indeed difficult."
Her eyes went back to the suit, examining it once more in its beauty and quality. "You made this for me?"
"Why yes of course. Is something else wrong?"
"Why?"
"Oh, well, I just got inspired and I felt like making something fabulous for you. Which I remember you saying you weren't really into fancy clothing but I was up to the challenge and thought I could make you something appealing."
Tempest ambled forward, standing just before the outfit, her hoof touching it. 
"I tried to make it dark but not necessarily gothic. I also tried to make it tight but somewhat flexible, and non constricting while it's worn, or partly aerodynamic as Rainbow Dash would say, which was a challenge. Especially considering most dresses aren't meant for such things. But I think you could move quite a bit without a tear or rip.
"Actually, I do really like it," Tempest admitted.
"Are you just saying that?" Rarity asked.
"No, I-I just…" Tempest averted her eyes before sighing. "I'm just not really good at conveying things like this."
Rarity gave a gleaming smile. "Oh, I'm so happy you like it. Here," she said, her horn alight. She effortlessly pulled the clothing off the mannequin before gracefully folding the pants and suit.
"Didn't you need help?" Tempet asked, the clothes levitating onto her withers.
"Oddly, it's been fairly relaxed here today so I think you're fine to head home. And if I'm being completely transparent, I didn't plan on having you help."
"I guess I'll be on my way then," Tempest said, now even more perplexed than before.
"Bye, darling! If you need anything stitched come right back."
She went downstairs and through the door, causing the bell to ring before the door shut.
Alone with her thoughts, she tried to wrap her head around such a random act of generosity. To her, she never expected such things. If anything was given then something must be given back. It was no small act either, as she'd never received something of such quality or passion. With one exception.
After all the terrible things she'd done, she received another thoughtful and beautiful gift, and on top of it, forgiveness.
Surveying her surroundings, she tried to think if there was anything else she wanted to do before she went to the castle. Nothing coming to mind, she continued down the path, until she arrived at the giant Crystal Tree she temporarily and loosely called home.
The ginormous door opened then closed with a resounding thud that echoed through the spacious hall. She sauntered down it, able to navigate the labyrinth unlike her last visit.
Shutting the door to her room behind her, she sauntered to the empty dresser, placing her new attire on top of it. She took a seat on her bed, or what she called her bed.
Despite living in the room for a while, she found it still felt alien to her. It didn't have an inherent comfort, one that would allow someone to be more relaxed or at ease.
She'd traveled the lands, disclosing the fall of her leader, sightseeing, but she would be lying if she didn't say she had been searching for something else.
Her ears flicked to the sound of knocking at her door. "Come in."
The door opened, revealing a familiar lavender Alicorn mare. "Hey," she greeted with a smile. "I just came to check on you to see how you're doing."
"I'm doing fine," Tempest said, idly staring at the floor.
"That's good. How was baking with Pinkie?"
"It was fine."
"What'd you bake?"
"An apple pie."
"What's that?"
Looking up, Tempest followed her gaze and hoof point to the top of the dresser. "Rarity made me a tuxedo."
"Can I see?"
Tempest nodded.
Twilight levitated the suit, examining its design and quality. "Wow. You could wear this to the Gala," she noted.
"The Gala?" She asked for the second time today.
"That's right. You probably don't know what The Grand Galloping Gala is," Twilight noted. "It's an event held in Canterlot celebrating the completion of its construction after Equestria was founded."
"Like a party?" Tempest alluded.
"Sort of. Not exactly," She admitted. "You have to have a Golden Ticket to go. But a ticket wielder can bring a plus one. Did you not get one?"
"No?"
"Do you wanna be my plus one?"
Tempest's eyes widened before ricocheting around the room.
"C'mon it'd be fun. I'm sure Starlight, Trixie, and Discord will be there too."
She was relectant to go for multiple reasons. But what Pinkie said earlier echoed in her mind. "I guess I have nothing better to do."
"Great! Tomorrow's the twenty-first so I'll be back here around six to pick you up."
"Alright."
"I guess I'll see you then?"
"Yeah."
Twilight sauntered to the door, opening it with her magic. "Have goodnight, Tempest," she said with a departing smile.
"You too."
The door shut, leaving Tempest alone.
Tempest mulled over what to do in the meantime. She figured she could wallow in useless sorrow and self pity some more, but she had to admit she was tired more than anything. 
Looking out the window, she judged the sun hadn't even set and was still on its descent toward the horizon.
Sighing, she pulled the blanket up before letting it fall over her, resting on her side with her poncho and scarf still on.
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Tempest pulled the tie taut against her chest before ambling towards the mirror. 
A small shard of fear dissuaded her as memories of the trek up the snowy mountain cycled through her mind; her foggy breath in the icy air, the brutal blizzard ravaging its heights and oppressing her body, the mouth of darkness, her descent despite traumatic fear, the fall, the encounter. 
She steeled herself, her reflection coming into view. 
The tuxedo hugged her form and complemented her appearance, exemplifying fierceness, and discipline, with a feminine flair. 
She found herself turning to get a view from the side, and even some of the back. A smile formed before her eyes met her own in the reflection. She examined her facial features, and as quickly as the smile came, it vanished as she stared into her own cyan iris...
She jerked her head away, her brows knitted. 
Her eyes traveled from the floor to the nightstand. Sauntering to it, she opened the drawer before gingerly reaching inside, pulling out a violet box with aureat highlights. With care, she opened it, revealing a cyan cone shaped crystal held by three bronze metal pieces that spiraled from its base. She lifted the cone shaped crystal out of the box, examining it in detail, noticing the silver embroidered etching in the bronze pieces, the perfect curvature that widened allowing it to grip the horn it was attached to, and the brilliant cyan color of the crystal itself.
She received the crystal from Twilight as a gift with some consultation from the princesses. She was deeply moved by her gift, but in the end, she refused it due her experiences on the trek with her formerly villainess friends. From that journey, she accepted certain parts of herself, and what persuaded her more was something Twilight said herself after the Storm King's defeat in Canterlot.
But there was a small part of her that still yearned for its attachment.
Her ears flicked to the sound of knocking at her door, causing her to swiftly but carefully put the crystal back in the box before shutting the drawer. "Come in."
The door opened revealing Twilight in a dress of her own. 
The dress was cyan with a gold bow wrapped around her midsection and tied off at her back. There were circles surrounding the collar and at the end of her dress that had a flower shape with azure petals and a gold center, with the largest one being at the bottom of the U-neck. Her mane also appeared to have been done up but still maintained its straight cut but instead curled at her neck.
"Wow, it looks nice on you," Twilight complemented.
"Your dress looks good too," Tempest replied.
"Oh, this? I wore this last year but I like it a lot so I figured I'd just wear it again," she said, shrugging. "Are you ready?"
"As ready as I'll ever be," Tempest replied, beginning toward the door.
She followed alongside Twilight as they made their way down the crystal halls, the sound of their hooves walking on the red carpet filling the comfortable silence between them.
It wasn't long before they arrived at the castle doors which they exited and entered into the purple starry night.
Looking at the bottom of the steps, Tempest noticed a golden chariot with golden wings on either side and two pegasi royal guards harnessed at the front. She supposed it answered her question on how they were going to get there.
Twilight proceeded down the steps, before entering the chariot from the back, Tempest following suit.
It was a tight fit, with both of them practically shoulder to shoulder and flank to flank.
"Quite the transportation," Tempest noted.
"The princess offered this year, so I acquiesced."
The pegasi guards galloped forward before flapping their wings, their hooves leaving the ground along with the chariot.
"Is Spike going?" Tempest asked.
"He left with the others already."
The chariot reached high in the sky just below clouds, and Tempest took the opportunity to look at the view, her mane rustling from the wind.
Memories flooded into her mind of her time flying her sky skiff. It was somewhat empowering to fly, since she could view things from high above. And if she was being honest, it probably fueled her arrogance and superiority in way. But after the events of Canterlot, she got rid of the skiff, since she refused to own something of or worship her fallen leader.
Part of her wondered what it'd be like to fly one again.
"I forgot to ask last night but how's the leg?" Twilight asked.
"I think it's fully healed," Tempest replied, making an effort to move her left leg and tense her muscles, feeling no pain.
"That's good. Do you plan on exercising more?"
"I wouldn't mind."
"Exercise is a great motivator, it can dispel negative thoughts and improve thoughts of self worth."
Tempest did enjoy exercising, she used to do it every once in a while, but she found it was eclipsed. Instead she found satisfaction in kinetic combat as an outlet, using her anger as kindle, her intellect, and displaying her power. 
Now, she found it difficult to commit to exercising.
Twilight continued, "Rainbow Dash probably wouldn't mind exercising with you, though she can be a bit competitive."
"It seemed like it," Tempest replied, remembering their push up face off.
"She can also be a bit lazy most of the time, but when a challenge presents itself, she goes all in," Twilight praised.
The sound of the wind filled the comfortable silence between them.
Eventually, they entered the royal city of Canterlot, passing various large towers and buildings below. The chariot wrapped around before descending down onto a road. It slowed down just before a plethora of ponies who were walking into the castle.
Twilight and Tempest exited the chariot, with Twilight thanking the guards for the transportation. They sauntered into the crowd, with some ponies clearly recognizing them. 
It was no surprise Tempest didn't like social events or gatherings, not only because she didn't really like ponies, still mostly viewing them from a cynical perspective, but because she also viewed them as a waste of time and energy. The only time she remembered having an inkling of fun was the party at the Friendship Festival, which planted the seed of doubt in her previous perception.
She hoped this would be another exception but the still ever present cynical side of her told her otherwise.
Eventually they reached a few royal guards and a stallion unicorn in a suit asking for visual verification of the ticket. When it came to Twilight's turn, the stallion just waved for her to enter, with Tempest following just behind
Entering in the spacious lobby, there were already plenty of ponies talking on the red carpet or the checkered marble floor. 
"It's good to see you, Tempest," a motherly voice said.
Turning to the voice, Tempest saw a pearl white Alicorn mare with an ethereal mane and magenta eyes. 
"Same goes to you princess," Celestia said, nodding to Twilight.
"Do you think we could talk together before you go to your post?" Twilight asked.
"Of course," Celestia replied.
"Well," Twilight said, turning to Tempest, "I guess for now I'll see later or I'll come find you when I'm going to leave. Or you can come find me," Twilight noted, putting a hoof to her chest with a smile.
"If there is anything you need, Tempest, do not hesitate to ask me," Celestia said, with a sincere smile.
Tempest nodded.
"Starlight and the others are probably in that room," Twilight said, pointing a hoof to the giant threshold of open double doors.
Tempest turned and began toward the threshold.
"Have fun!" Twilight called.
Tempest passed a few ponies, who she briefly met eye contact with before entering the ballroom.
The atmosphere was lively and lavish, with many ponies in ritzy dresses and suits wandering and chatting idly or partaking in food at the various tables. 
To Tempest, it reeked of elitism. She was half expecting most of the ponies to raise their chins in haughtiness while walking. The amount of misplaced pride made her internally scoff.
"Tempest!" A voice called.
Looking to the source, she noticed at one particular table in the corner of the room sat a certain lilac unicorn mare with persian blue iris and a dark purple mane with a turquoise stripe going through it. She wore a beautiful dress that towards the ends had colors that were reminiscent of the infamous aurora borealis. She was using the table to prop herself above other ponies, waving to get her attention with a nervous smile.
Tempest approached, wearing a small smile of her own.
"Didn't expect to see you here," Starlight commented.
"I'm surprised myself," Tempest replied, taking a seat.
"Nice suit," Starlight complimented.
"Nice dress," Tempest shot back.
Starlight smiled in response. "Is this your first Gala?"
"Yeah," Tempest sighed.
"It's not the greatest," Starlight admitted. "I never really went except for this year, and so far, I'd rather be home."
Tempest hadn't even been there for very long and she found herself agreeing. Except home wasn't much better.
"Not to be such a downer so early," Starlight clarified.
"Starlight!"
In the crowd, a familiar azure unicorn mare with violet iris was trotting toward the table. She was dressed in a lavender cape and wizard hat with white and yellow stars that covered part of her curled silver and pale cerulean streaked mane.
Starlight waved with enthusiasm back.
Trixie's horn lit up in a pink aura as she sauntered toward her friend. 
"You would not believe the looks I've gotten so far," Trixie spoke as she sat on a chair, her magical aura disappearing from it.
"Because you're not wearing a dress?" Starlight asked.
"Is Trixie herself not enough for the royal-ness of this royal event?" She gestured to herself before the room with a hoof.
Starlight chuckled. "Probably not."
"I see you on the other hoof came with quite the dress."
"Oh, yeah," Starlight recollected, looking down at the dress. "Rarity made it for me."
"I never figured you'd be into dresses."
"I'm not," she smiled tilting her head in faux assertion. "But this dress is really nice and is the only exception. Plus Rarity would freak out if she found out I never wore it."
Trixie magically levitated three wine glasses from the tray of a stallion waiter passing by, placing them on the table.
Starlight's turquoise aura encapsulated hers before she levitated it in front of her. "Thanks," she said with a smile.
Trixie tilted the glass in her aura examining the liquid. She began swirling it in a circular motion creating a small whirlpool, meanwhile, Starlight tilted her glass to her lips drinking the silky light gold liquid.
Tempest had rarely drank and didn't like doing it very often but she figured if there was a time for it, it would be now. She brought her own glass to her lips. It passed smoothly over her tastebuds with an immediate sweet apple flavor present. But as soon as she swallowed a bitter burn coated her mouth and throat.
"I'm pretty sure this is from Applejack's farm," Starlight noted looking at the remaining liquid.
Trixie coughed and extended her tongue out gagging. Still recovering from the taste that lingered in her mouth, she spoke as if her mouth was as dry as a desert. "Yeah, well it sure tastes like it."
Starlight gave a slight laugh when she looked over at her friend. "Never drank?"
"No, Trixie drinks all the time!"
Starlight raised a conspiratorial brow that lasted a few moments. "Like what?"
"Water."
"So you've never had alcohol," Starlight asked.
"Psh, no," she denied with pseudo confidence, bringing the wine glass to her lips again.
"Howdy, y'all!"
Beside the table was a familiar gamboge earth pony mare with emerald eyes and a brown stetson covering her unusually combed blonde mane.
"Ya enjoying the refreshments, Trixie?"
Trixie levitated the drink onto the table and nodded with a brittle smile before swallowing.
Applejack chuckled and continued.
"So I came over here to ask y'all-" Applejack paused, leaning over to her left, her voice now muffled. "Vwhat yer onest upinion un this here pie is," she finished normally, a fully baked pie now placed on the table from mouth. Applebloom peaked up from the table next to where the pie came from.
"Oh, right. Ya probably need plates," Applejack realized
Starlight looked around for any extra plates and silverware to borrow, but saw none in the vicinity.
A sudden white starry flash appeared next to Applejack.
"Does somepony need some help from the benign Spirit of Chaos?"
The chimeric creature, also known as a draconequus, had his lion paw behind his back, his talons in front him in position to snap his fingers while wearing a snaggletooth grin. 
His face deadpanned upon observing the situation. "Please don't tell me you're going to make me magically heat up this pie."
"Could ya get us some silverware?" Applejack asked, her tone now deflated upon seeing his appearance.
A white stary flash appeared in front of Trixie and Starlight revealing two white plates, embroidered silverware, a quadruple armed lit candle, and a glass pitcher with condensation on its surface full of the light gold drink. But before anything could be said, the quadruple neck candle began to walk away from the table.
"Oops."
Another snap and a flash revealed the candle was back to its normal inanimate state.
"Thanks Discord," Starlight said.
"Anything for my dearest friends' friends."
Applejack rolled her eyes.
Starlight's horn glowed in a turquoise aura, the knife next to her beginning to levitate over to the pie before it began to telekinetically slice into it. Once she cut two slices, a fork flew over to aid in lifting the pie with the knife. With grace, she slid the slice onto Trixies plate before she slid the other slice onto Tempest's plate then her own.
"I could've done that you know," Trixie playfully jabbed.
Starlight simply smiled as she began to cut a bite from the end of the pie.
"How's Fluttershy doin'?" Applejack asked.
"She's currently in the garden trying to reestablish connection with the woodland creatures," Discord replied. "Apparently my 'vibe' was scaring them. I haven't the faintest idea why," he shrugged, deciding to examine his talons.
Tempest placed a piece of pie on her fork, the goldish texture looking smooth with chunks of apple inside. She slid the pie into her mouth beginning to chew. The dough had little resistance as an instant explosion of apple and cinnamon flooded her taste buds. 
"Wow," Starlight couldn't help but say while still finishing.
"Ya like it?" Applejack asked, smiling again.
Starlight swallowed. "Yeah, wow. What do you think, Trixie?"
Trixie's eyes were closed as she continued to chew but when she opened them she responded with bliss. "I don't think I've had a pie this good in years," she said while beginning to magically cut another piece.
"It must be good if she's not talking in third person," Discord said wryly.
"Third person?" Applebloom asked.
"What about you, Tempest?" Applejack inquired
"It's great," she replied.
"Aw, well I appreciate the kind words."
"Could we have more?" Trixie muffled, spewing a few crumbs.
"Of course!"
Starlight while chewing another bite began to magically levitate a few bits over to Applejack.
"It's alright, Starlight. It's on the house," Applejack reassured.
"Y'all take care now. Drink responsibly!" She chided as she sauntered away into the crowd.
Starlight scooped up another slice of pie with her magic. "Do you want some?" Starlight asked, sliding the slice off the knife and onto her plate.
Discord didn't respond for a few moments.
"Why not?"
He snapped his fingers conjuring another plate and seemingly a chair as he lowered himself down. He lifted his paw, levitating a whole slice of pie into his mouth.
"I suppose this is delicious," he concluded, levitating another sliced pie and examining it.
"Do you have any more napkins?" A mare asked next to their table.
"Of course! I'll be back shortly."
As the waiter left, Discord while still chewing snapped his fingers creating royal napkins in front himself. The napkins however began to fly and he briskly pointed his thumb over his shoulder in the direction of the table, the napkins obeying the command flying past him.
"What on earth?" The mare said.
"What's got you in a good mood?" Trixie prodded.
"I'm in no better mood than normal. I'm just fulfilling a deal I made." he stated, his expression unchanging as he looked down at the pie while taking a bite.
"Reeeeally?" Trixie asked with a raised brow.
"Is it that hard to believe that I'd be so caring?"
"For the millionth time, yes," Trixie deadpanned.
"Well, I'd be willing to vouch that I do indeed," he hesitated as if the word tasted bad on his tongue but he couldn't find a better one," care.. about certain things."
Starlight spoke up, "Oh, I can guess exactly why you're doing this."
"Oh, please, spare me the commentary."
"I'm guessing it's a deal with Fluttershy and you have to help around the Gala this year because of last year. What's her end of the bargain?"
"Bold of you to assume that. But what if I simply do want to help other ponies and the deal gives me the excuse to do so? Or perhaps do you believe I'm destined to be evil?"
"I don't think you're destined to be evil," Starlight chided.
"I do," came Trixies blunt reply.
"At least I'll be remembered in the history books," he sneered.
Trixie scowled at him, her horn glowing in a pink aura. She never broke eye contact as the wine glass levitated to her lips.
"So, Tempest," Discord started, "if I may ask, what's the worst threat you've made against a pony? I presume there's a lot to choose from," he said with a grin, magically manipulating a clock and warping its dials.
"There was a time I threatened to tear out a guard's spine. Or when I threatened to break their legs. Rip out their mane from their skull," Tempest listed.
"Did you do any of those things?"
"No."
"What's the worst thing you've done?" He asked.
"You know, if I didn't know any better, it's starting to sound like you're preying upon my guilt to indoctrinate me into a cult."
Starlight gave a nervous laugh.
"I imagine that thought must've run through your mind when around Twilight and her friends," Discord speculated.
"Maybe for you," Tempest replied.
"Guilt in a way is a gift."
Beside the table, a dark blue Alicorn with deep blue iris and a majestic flowing sapphire mane approached.
It wasn't the first time Tempest heard that statement or similar.
"Forgive me for eavesdropping. I approached to ask how you are all doing."
"We're doing okay. You?" Starlight asked.
"I'm doing quite well," Luna replied. "If I may ask, how has your evening at the Gala been so far?"
"It's alright," Starlight replied.
"I understand the sentiment," she agreed with a chuckle. "Even my sister finds her enjoyment mostly lacking at the Gala."
"Do you at least have the night off?" Starlight inquired.
"Despite the occasion, my duty is still too important to neglect. I won't be enjoying the party for long."
"When you do go to perform your utmost important duty," Discord said, with a smirk, "could you at least stop by in my dreams?"
"Unless you have a nightmare, then I'm afraid not."
"Do you even have nightmares?" Trixie asked.
"Why would I answer when you wouldn't believe either answer I give?"
"He does," Luna admitted.
"I don't condone you to share," Discord replied.
"I've seen all of your dreams," Luna continued, glancing between all them. "Even some of your nightmares."
"I don't really have that many nightmares," Trixie shrugged.
"That says a lot," Discord noted, with a grin.
"In the meantime," Luna said, "I must continue my inquiry with ponies. It was nice speaking with you all even if it was for just a moment. And as I've said to one of you before, things do indeed get better. And don't worry, I have my eye on you all," she assured, winking with her left eye. 
Starlight waved as she departed.
The commotion of the Gala filled the silence between them, with the added introduction of a graceful piano and harmonious cello.
"So," a high pitched voice began, "have you thought about poker night?" Pinkie asked, beside Tempest. "I feel like you'd be the master of the poker face. Maybe even better than Maud!"
"That'd be hard to beat," Starlight replied.
"Give me a little more time," Tempest answered in kind.
"No problemo," Pinkie replied, with a dismissive wave. "I'm gonna go hit the dance floor," she said, falling down below the table disappearing.
"How does she do that?" Trixie asked.
Starlight shrugged. "Pinkie Pie."
"It's quite the vanishing act," Discord said.
"I'm about to perform one," Starlight muttered, resting her chin on the table.
Tempest found herself examining the Gala, her eyes wandering around trying to find anything out of the ordinary. She saw a circle of noble ponies, some pegasi in stylish jumpsuits, a possible husband and wife sharing a heart to heart.
But her eyes stopped on something that made her heart flutter and her entire attention hone in. In the crowd stood a stallion in a suit, his coat cyan, his hair dark as it split off from his horn, his eyes cerise.
Visions entered her mind of when she was a filly, as she threw a ball with her magic, the recipient of the throw being a certain stallion.
"Who are you looking at?" Starlight asked.
Broken from her trance, Tempest tore her gaze away before it fell to the table.
"I've never seen you so nervous. What's wrong?"
"... I think I see.. a friend I used to have as a filly."
"Really?"
Tempest didn't respond as she attempted to deal with the bottomless pit in her stomach.
"Do you want to go talk to them?"
The question seemed simple enough, but to her, it was complex as the emotions collided. There was a deep part of Tempest that wanted to rekindle what was lost.
"I know it can be difficult," Starlight assured. "When I first encountered my fillyhood friend, I was a ball of nerves. But I managed to get through it and we're friends again."
Tempest leisurely stood up, before gingerly turning to face where he was. She sauntered forward into the crowd.
Everyone around her became a blur as she focused on the one thing that mattered.
The stallion was talking with a few others who appeared to have careers in wizardry, or magical affairs but one of them noticed Tempest approaching.
The butterflies in Tempest's stomach soon bordered a churning before she spoke. "Spring Rain?"
The stallion's ears flicked before he turned to face her, his brow arched. "Fizzlepop?"
"Hey," Tempest responded.
"Hi," the stallion greeted back, his brow still arched in uncertainty. "Is there something you need?"
"Well, I-I just wanted to talk with you. Maybe catch up?"
"I'm currently busy talking with these gentlecolts," he said, gesturing to them with a hoof before turning back around.
"Well, what are you talking about?" Tempest tried.
"Something you would know nothing about," he grumbled.
Tempest grew anxious as she stood behind, searching for a way to start again.
The other stallions stared between them  before saying some departing words and walking away.
Spring Rain extended a hoof toward them for a moment before standing still. He whipped back around. "What were you hoping to achieve?"
"I just want to talk," she reiterated. "Maybe fix what happened."
"Fix? You can't fix what happened. What's in the past can't be undone," he dismissed firmly. "Now leave me alone," he growled, pivoting and beginning to trot away.
Desperate, Tempest swiftly caught up and reached forward, putting her hoof on his shoulder. "Wait, I-"
Her head jerked to the left as she winced, pain stinging her right cheek over her scar.
The ambiance ceased as all ponies went quiet and began to stare.
Spring Rain's eyes widened as the gravity of what he'd done dawned on him.
Tempest's eyes were closed. Slowly, she lifted her head, before opening her eyes, her expression remorseless and callaced as they pierced into his soul. 
Cyan magical electricity sparked from her horn, filling small gaps of the serrated and heavy silence that lengthened.
She tilted her head down, getting a better look into his eyes as he kept his locked onto hers, paralyzed.
The only thing he could see was wrath and that he was at her mercy…
Tempest broke eye contact turning around, her hoofsteps echoing as she walked away.

The cool night breeze curled and passed Tempest as she stood in the courtyard, staring into the dark area of the garden as the lights from the Gala emanated from behind. She felt a presence standing not far behind.
"Fizzlepop?" The stallion asked. 
"I came to apologize… I know it's not a good excuse but I was just.. upset and you got the brunt of it."
"It's in the past," Tempest replied coldly.
He sighed. "Look, I regret-"
"Don't apologize to me again, or I'll rip one of your eyes out and make sure you can't walk again."
Silence hung in the air for a while before she could hear hoofsteps walking away.
She exhaled through her nose, her gaze falling.
"So," Discord started. "Amending fences gone bad, huh? You made quite the display."
"If you want," he continued, "I could make his day a little worse. With a small series of unfortunate events."
"Could you do something else for me?" She turned to face the draconequus. "Send me to Twilight's Castle."
Discord extended his talons out pressing his index and thumb together. Tempest didn't get to see the full motion before she felt a pull inward and a burst outward.
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Tempest blinked, her vision adjusting to the surroundings of her room. Her gaze travelled to the silver mirror at the edge of the room. Sauntering to it, her reflection came to view, as she stared deeply at herself. 
Underlying anger drove her rumination, but it wasn't directed at others, instead it was directed at herself, wondering how she could be so naive. When she finally found the will to extend a hoof forward, it's beyond forsaken, and instead thrown back into her face. She's now back at the rending where it all began.
The hatred welled, as she felt a jolt of anger invigorate her. Her teeth gritted and brows furrowed, she lifted her hoof, aiming for the mirror to destroy and shatter any potential or manifestation as her horn sparked.
Moments passed as she held her posture, the stalemate lengthening as she found her hoof didn't propel forward…
She lowered her hoof, her gaze falling. Turning, she sauntered to the bed before sitting down, the silver moonlight bathing her form.
Time passed and ticked, before she was jerked from her stupor, her ears flicking and her eyes darting to the knocking at the door.
Getting up, she approached the door, before slowly opening it just a crack. Her eyes met concerned violet ones before a voice spoke.
"Hey. Do you mind if I come in?"
Tempest was quiet for a bit before she fully opened the door, allowing the dressless lavender Alicorn to enter. Tempest wandered back to her bed, taking a seat, staring at the floor.
Twilight stood in the middle of the dark room.
"I guess I'm still blind," Tempest said.
Twilight took a few more moments before speaking, her tone sincere. "We're all blind in a way. But you're not the same pony like before, and you showed me that. You've persevered through your suffering-"
"Suffering can change you for the worst," Tempest replied, her brows furrowed.
"It can. But you can choose how to handle it." Twilight entered the moonlight before sitting down beside her. "But you have to forgive yourself and let go of the past. Shed the excess darkness. So you can move forward through the pain and shine."
"It hurts," Tempest said, a glint rolling down her scarred cheek.
Twilight moved Tempest to face her and looked into her glassy pain stricken eyes. "You're strong. I believe in you," she said gently, closing her eyes and touching her forehead to Tempest's out of love.
Small taps on the bed filled the long silence as they sat there, until Twilight finally pulled away.
"I know you're probably tired, so I'll leave you to get some sleep." Twilight got up, sauntering toward the door.
"Wait!" Tempest urged. "Could you…" Tempest felt a struggle to open her mouth, as Twilight looked over her at her with concern. "Could you stay with me?"
Twilight gave a gentle smile, turning and facing her. She walked over to the bed, sliding under the blankets.
Tempest stood by the dresser as she began to get undressed and Twilight tried not to stare, stealing a peek every now and then until her eyes widened when resting upon Tempest's bare flank. There was no Cutie Mark.
Twilight tore her eyes away, looking to the ceiling in thought.
Tempest looked to Twilight for an expression but noticed she was staring at the ceiling. Reaching the side of the bed, Tempest lifted the blankets and crawled under.
Their eyes met and they both smiled. They both reached out and wrapped a foreleg over each other and embraced. 
Their calm breaths soothed each other as time faded away.
She'd slept in a bed with someone else before and even hugged Twilight before, but it didn't compare to the current moment. 
She'd traveled across Equestria with multiple intentions. Now, it felt like she almost achieved one of them in a residual way like a potent wisp. The feeling of being home…
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