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		Description

One of the most well known flyers in Equestria comes to realize something about himself he never knew before. His realization forces him to rethink his outlook on a lot of aspects in his life, helping him find friendships in new places, and gain deeper ones than he already had.
(*SPOILER ALERT* SOARIN'S GAY)
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“I still can’t believe you’re making me do this.”
It was that time of the year, The Wonderbolts were making the rounds throughout Equestria, visiting large cities and small villages alike. 
Soarin didn’t like where they were headed next, a little nowhere village called Ponyville. Most of the town’s allure seemed to come from the fact that it was relatively close to Canterlot than any other low population town around.
It wasn’t so much that Soarin didn’t enjoy touring around Equestria. After all, whenever they would go somewhere like Las Pegasus, or Fillydelphia, the parties were spectacular and unforgettable. Places like Ponyville on the other hand, while always trying their best to give a big welcome, never could quite match up to the bigger cities’ festivities. It helped alleviate some of Soarin’s boredom if he complained, though.
“I’m not making you do anything,” Spitfire whispered back through a smile. She waved to the small but excited crowd as she continued to speak, “You know we do this every year, just suck it up and try to enjoy yourself for once.”
“Fine, but don’t expect me to actually enjoy myself.”
“I never do.”
The small welcome ceremony lasted only about an hour before the crowd dispersed, leaving only a handful of fillies centered around one very excited looking pony.
Soarin decided to leave as quickly as possible, he recognized the particularly excited pony with the rainbow mane. She was a good flyer, but she seemed… unstable.
Soarin found Spitfire talking to Fleetfoot behind the small stand they’d been sitting on. “I’m gonna head out and take a nap, Spits. Where are we staying in this place again?” 
“Do you have to call me that when our fans are so close? I’d really appreciate it if that didn’t catch on elsewhere, Doughboy.”
“You’re just jealous you couldn’t think of a better nickname for me. Where are we staying though?”
“I don’t know, somewhere called ‘Sweet Apple Acres,’ apparently they had the most room here. And I didn’t give you that nickname, Doughboy, all those sweets you’ve been eating did.”
Soarin looked down at himself, “I’m not that doughy, I’ve gained a few pounds but that’s all muscle-!”
“Ah can take ya to Sweet Apple Acres.” A sturdy young pony said, cutting in on Soarin’s gloating.
“You can?” Soarin asked?
“Ah sure can, after all, it is where I call home, Doughboy.”
Soarin sighed, “Thanks, would you mind showing me the way?”
“No problem, Doughy. Ah’m Applejack, by the way.” Applejack said as she started out in the direction of her home.
“I’m Soarin, and uh, thanks for letting me stay at your place.” Soarin made a face at Spitfire as Applejack led him away. Spitfire was laughing too hard at Soarin’s newfound nickname to care.


Soarin let his new host Applejack talk the entire way back to the place where he would be staying. She certainly had an odd obsession with apples, he probably would have been terrified to spend the next two days there had she not mentioned pie somewhere along the line in her one sided conversation.
Soarin sighed to himself as Applejack continued to talk. He felt sort of bad for not listening to what she had to say, but every time he would tune back into the conversation he heard more babble about apples and apples and apples. He just didn’t care enough about that one particular fruit to talk about it that much.
Eventually they came to the start of Sweet Apple Acres property. It was filled as far as the eye could see with apples, all sorts of apples. Soarin was starting to see why maybe his host was a little deranged. If he was surrounded that much by apples he might go insane too.
“Well, here we are.” Applejack proudly stood in front of the sign signaling the entrance to the farm. “Sweet Apple Acres, producer of the finest apples anywhere in Equestria!”
“It’s nice!” Soarin said just a little too enthusiastically with a smile that was just a little too fake.
“It sure is! Come on, Ah’ll  show ya around while we head to the house. That’s where you’ll be stayin’.”
Soarin’s unconvincing satisfaction seemed to go unnoticed, and soon he let himself drift off again as he was led to the farm house.
Soarin was soon brought out of his daze though, when he spotted the backside of the most magnificent pony he’d ever seen.
Those firm legs, kicking at that tree with such force. The coat on that pony was a healthy red, and even though it was covered in dirt he could still see the dark red showing off the power in every kick against the tree it was knocking against.
Soarin was so enamored by what he saw, that it took him a few moments to realize that he was checking out the backside of a stallion.
Soarin snapped out of his daydream. Had he just been completely infatuated with a stallion? No, couldn’t be, after all, he couldn’t see the entire stallion until after a few seconds. He probably just looked like a really big filly from behind and that was it.
But the harder Soarin looked for feminine characteristics, the less he found.
I really need to take a nap. He thought to himself.




A few hours later and Soarin was rushing to the night’s event. He’d accidentally overslept and was almost late for the starting presentation that was going to be provided by The Wonderbolts.
He zipped overhead of the town, making up for lost time as he tried to forget about his dreams he’d had earlier in the day.
He’d been wandering through a well-lit forest when he’d run across that red stallion again. He would see the stallion standing there. Then he’d look at Soarin, and just pleasantly smile, giving Soarin a warm feeling that made him feel unusually happy for just having somepony smile at him. The dream kept repeating itself over and over again until Soarin had woken up.
Soarin pushed the thought out of his mind as he raced to the warm up area for The Wonderbolts, getting there just in time.
“About time you showed up,” Spitfire said, mildly annoyed. “All those snacks are startin’ to slow you down, big guy.”
“Yeah, yeah. Let’s just get this over with.” Soarin responded.
Spitfire raised an eyebrow as she noticed Soarin’s curt response. “Well, well, well, grumpy are we? I thought naps were supposed to fix that problem.”
Soarin ignored her.
Spitfire ignored Soarin’s bad mood, getting all of The Wonderbolts together. 
“Alright everypony, pretty typical show tonight. A little synchronized flying, a couple of neat tricks, and then we end with a nice thunder boom from Soarin and Wingnut.”
A smaller pegasi with a wild smile and electricity crackling in his mane, smiled enthusiastically.
“Then we can all enjoy the rest of our night, and we’ll be out of this town by tomorrow night.”
The Wonderbolts gathered together behind Spitfire, waiting for their cue.
They heard the mayor calling their names just then.
“That’s our cue!” Shouted Spitfire, “Let’s go, go, go!”
The Wonderbolts flew out of their waiting area that had been tucked away behind a few houses and away from the crowd. As they did, they left their signature trail of flames and thunder, causing the crowd to gasp in awe as they watched the professionals at work.
Although Soarin didn’t enjoy visiting small towns, he had to admit, he still enjoyed hearing them be amazed at what he could do.
Soarin decided to impress the residents of Ponyville a little more. He broke from the pack to do a few loop-de-loops and some barrel rolls, then he flew down and zipped past right above everypony’s heads, showering them with bright sparks that made them all flinch as they harmlessly landed.
He was having fun, and he enjoyed seeing that everypony was smiling.
Or at least, almost everypony was smiling. The strong, red pony just stood there, as serious as ever. Soarin was bothered at his supposed disinterest with the show.
I’ll show him. Soarin thought, as he raced up into the sky to meet with Wingnut to prepare their finale.
Soarin got up into position. He nodded at Wingnut, and Wingnut nodded back, then they dived down.
The smoke and lightning coming from their tails was creating the look of a thunderstorm, and the angle of their flight path made it look like the thunderstorm was actually coming down to the crowd.
Everypony was fixated on the show above them. Everypony except one, Soarin noticed.
Why didn’t he like it? Soarin wondered. Were they so bad? Did they really have nothing to offer to him that he hadn’t seen before?
As Soarin wondered, Wingnut started yelling.
“EY WATCH OUT!” Wingnut screamed as Soarin almost collided with him in mid-air.
Wingnut overcorrected as Soarin did the same in the other direction. Together the two split off and pulled up as fast as they could. The thunderstorm they had brought with them dispersed just before it hit everypony below, leaving them cheering in adoration as Wingnut and Soarin flew around their heads for a few more seconds before darting off to the warm up area again.
“Nice job, you two!” Spitfire said, as the Soarin and Wingnut showed up. “Not quite the normal routine, but I guess going above and beyond is what makes us the best flyers in Equestria.”
“Whatever!” Wingnut yelled. “Dis colt crazy! Almost killed us back der!” He then marched off, mane still crackling.
“What was that all about?” Spitfire asked.
“Uh, it was nothing. You know how he his. Hey can I go now? I’m feelin’ really tired and I wanna get up early tomorrow, apparently this Apple family I’m staying with can cook a mean breakfast.”
“Yeah, sure… Just be here in time to help pack by sundown tomorrow, okay?”
Soarin was already half-way in the air as he called back, “You got it, Spits!”


A kind elderly pony let Soarin into the farmhouse. He groggily said thanks as he stumbled into the guest bedroom.
He needed to think a lot of things over, but for some reason, he actually was tired.
Soarin promised himself he’d sort everything out in the morning, and before he knew it, he was dreaming again.
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