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		Description

Who you are is not the past choices you've made, but the ones you make moving forward.
Tempest Shadow was once a great, mighty warrior in the fallen Storm King's army who had forsaken all bonds of fellowship in favor of hatred and malice. With the Storm King's aid she returned to the land as a conqueror, bent on enslaving all of those who had shown her the same hatred that she bore deep in her heart.
In the aftermath of the Storm King's demise she is lost, she is alone, she is afraid. Everything seems so backwards to her now. Nopony is willing to help her, nopony is willing to get to know her, nopony wants to. To them she is an outcast, her only friend being the Princess of Friendship. Everything in the world seems against her. Until a chance meeting with a strange dragon, who is willing to look past her veil of darkness.
	
		Table of Contents

		
					Prologue

					I

		

	
		Prologue



Prologue
Warm tears streaked down the bristled fur of her dark orchid cheeks, leaving a glistening trail that was obscured by the wet fur matted to her flesh. Pain consumed her mind, an intense burning in her chest that left her breathless with each step that she took. It was quiet, save for the heavy clank of her metal armor amid the restless downpour that bathed the world in a shimmering veil of rain.
Memories of her foal-hood years passed through her mind as she trudged along down the empty streets of Canterlot, most ponies having chosen to remain inside during this planned storm. Years of bitter hatred had driven her to forsake the land that she had once called home, departing as a broken spirit, only to return as a conqueror in the shadow of a tyrant.
Now, in the wake of the Storm King's demise, who was she? What had once been her guiding purpose in life, her hatred fueling her resolve for revenge, had been blown away by the compassion that a certain princess had shown her. What now was her purpose?
Puddles formed in the slanted slopes on the sidewalk, forming tiny mirrors that were just slightly obscured by the ripples of rain. It was in one of these imperfect mirrors that she caught her reflection, finding a hollow shell of her former, confident self. Her beautiful moderate opal eyes no longer burned with an intense fire, but instead, were dull, as if a lifeless husk.
Beyond the veil of her former glory she could still see the lingering touch of The Storm King's shadow, a clawed hand that was as tangible as a black cloud of smoke. Repressed emotions, things that she had locked away for some many years, were now foreign to her. Assailing her heart was a wave of regret and guilt, but it was pale in comparison to the fear that now griped her in an iron vice.
A heavy sigh escaped her then as she continued along down the road, her steps of steel a comfort to the land that, until recently, was her conquest. She was an outcast, a betrayer, a murderer. She walked where the eye could not see, nor the mind behold. Alone, in a land that she had forsaken, now, with an even harder start.
For too long she had been denying herself the very things that made the land of Equestria magical to begin with; friendship, love, compassion. What have I become? She thought as she turned down another empty street.
Fresh tears tainted her cheeks, having only taken a few steps before, with a rather loud grunt of discomfort, she was knocked onto her rump. She quickly shook her head to clear away the slight daze of surprise before she said, “Watch where you're go...” She bit her tongue before she could say anymore, letting out a sigh. “I'm sorry.” She quickly said.
Astonishment washed over her as her eyes lifted from the cold cement pavement to behold who, or in this case, what, she had run into. Knocked off of its own feet before her was a dragon, whose brilliant topaz orange scales shone like a mirror's sheen beneath the downpour of water. Beautiful topaz orange eyes, which seemed to give off a sparkle like that of the purest gems, looked around briefly before landing on her.
A hint of rose tainted both of their cheeks as they looked at each other, both waiting for the other to break the icy wall of silence that had surfaced between them. It was the dragon who spoke first after only a few seconds, “I'm so sorry ma'am.” His voice was deep, carrying a baritone that betrayed his young appearance, and yet, it carried with it too a subtle hint of kindness that she had never known dragons to posses.
When he rose to his feet, she was surprised to find that he stood just slightly a head taller than Celestia herself, his chest and arms rippling with defined muscle. Running down from just above his left eye to the bottom of his muzzle was a long, jagged scar that, when he blinked, passed over the eyelid too.
It was only when she made to stand herself that he quickly rushed to her side, helping her back onto her hooves with only a slight clank of her armor. Words escaped her as she looked at him with a queer expression, finding that it was odd for him to help her instead of scurrying away like anypony else would have done. It took her a moment to find the right words to say, the concept of thanking somepony genuinely still foreign to her. “Thank... you....” She managed to stutter out.
“Navarehn.” The topaz dragon said rather too quickly. Once more her gaze passed over him from horn tip to clawed toe, noticing that although he had some measure of bulk, he held himself as though it didn't mean anything. Around his left shoulder was a sash that held up a tan messenger bag, which was just slightly obscured beneath a soaked raincoat.
The drake swiftly struck his hand out towards her in a friendly gesture of a claw/hoof shake. Hesitantly, she stretched out her own arm, getting a strange, yet comforting feeling from his claws as she accepted his gesture. “Tempest, Tempest Shadow.” She finally said.
“It's nice to meet you Tempest.” Navarehn said swiftly. For a moment they just stared at each other, waiting for something, anything to break-up their awkward greeting. When at last it seemed like no such instance would occur, he asked, “If I may ask, why are you out in the rain?”
“I could ask you the same thing.” She swiftly said, her face contorting into a grimace when she realized what she had said. “I'm sorry.” She said again.
“What for?” At first she thought she had heard him wrong, but when she saw his truly puzzled expression, she knew that he was indeed confused.
“For responding so... rudely.”
“You weren't rude. Just startled is all. Hey, I can't blame you. It's not everyday that you get knocked over by a pony, or dragon.”
Tempest was sure that the drake was playing with her, from his calm tone to his friendly demeanor. What gave her pause then was his smile, how genuine it seemed, and, how happy he seemed to be by just meeting her. It was obvious that he wasn't a native to Canterlot, otherwise he would have known exactly who she was.
Navarehn rubbed the back of his head with his claw, curious about the mare. While she seemed nice, there was something else about her that he couldn't place. She wasn't like the other ponies that he had meet while living in Canterlot, nor Ponyville for that matter. Like him, she was lost when it came to the whole 'friendship' concept. Nevertheless, he couldn't help but ask, “Could I maybe buy you a cup of tea?”
“Tea?” She asked curiously. All the lessons that she had been learning within the past few weeks came to mind; how to make friends, how to invite strangers out for daily... activities, how to decline politely. Yet, despite everything that she had been taught by Princess Twilight no less, she was at a loss on what to say. “Sounds like.... fun.”
“Fun?” The topaz drake tried not to laugh at her word choice.
“I'm sorry, I'm new to this whole 'friendship' thing.”
“That's alright. I am too to be honest. Tea sounds very nice.

A roar of laughter filled the nearly empty tea shop when Navarehn finished recounting his tail of how he had first learned to breath fire. A glance at the clock above the entrance indicated that it had been several hours since they had arrived. On the simple wooden table between them was a plate of mixed assortments of gems and muffins. Steam billowed out from their recently filled cups, with smiles plastered across both of their muzzles.
Over the course of the past few hours the two had been endlessly divulging information about their pasts, for Tempest, it was a relief to finally spend time with someone who understood the things that she had done. Although she hadn't told him much about what she had done in the service of the Storm King, she had told him about her attempt and seizing control of Equestria until her change of heart. She had however been comfortable enough with him to tell him her real name, though, she had asked that he refrain from using it in public. It still felt weird to hear her real name after all these years.
Navarehn had shared much about his youth with her, but he had refrained from divulging too much about his teenage years. From the look in his eyes whenever she tried to brooch the subject she could see the pain that was buried inside of him.
Silence quickly replaced the merriment of their laughter after a few minutes, both pony and dragon looking each other over, as if they were searching for something about their respective pasts that would tell them more about the other.
“Ever since the Friendship Festival I've been kind of hesitant to leave the safety of my apartment. Ironically, it was a gift from Princess Celestia after everything was said and done.” A sigh escaped her then as she looked down at her cup of tea, watching the steady wisps of steam roll off of its perfectly still surface.
“Well, I'm glad that you chose today to venture out.” The drake said. He suddenly adopted a queer expression, “I'm sorry if I'm intruding, but why did you chose today to go for a walk in the city? You had to have known that a storm was scheduled today.”
It was weird for the drake to admit, but he had taken a liking to the military mare ever since he had bumped into her on the street. He couldn't quite put a claw on what it was, but there was something about her that attracted him, not romantically per-say, but an attraction all the same. Even with all of the armor that adorned her body, she was beautiful beyond compare.
A heavy sigh escaped the mare, her eyes drifting slowly up from the cup of tea to fix on some random point on the ceiling. “I knew that nopony would be crazy enough to be walking out in this storm. After all of the time that I've been spending with Twilight and all of her friends, I guess... I needed some time alone. A chance to gather my thoughts.”
“I can relate to that. During a storm though?”
Tempest could tell that the drake wasn't dumb, he could easily read between the lines of what she had said. “I was hoping that the storm could wash me away from here, carry me by flood maybe to one of the coastal cities, where I could have a new start.” Despite her rugged exterior, the facade of bravado that she normally displayed, a few tears still managed to snake their way down her cheeks.
It pained him to hear that his new friend, maybe even his only friend, was feeling so lost. After hearing about her having served the Storm King, he sort of understood where she was coming from. There was a connection between them that he couldn't explain until now, a sort of silent revelation that coursed through his mind.
“I'm sorry to hear that.” He said with a solemn expression. “For what it's worth, I'm glad I bumped into you.” A clawed hand was laid on the table, though it didn't move any closer that halfway across. Unsure of herself, the mare laid out her hoof until his talons brushed along the soft fur.
Tempest felt her smile return as she looked down from the ceiling and into the swirling abyss of topaz that were his eyes, feeling something deep inside of her chest igniting. It was a faint, ghostly touch, but she still felt it all the same.
It occurred to her that she had neglected to ask him what he had been doing out in the storm, or what he did for work for that matter. “Why were you out in the storm?” She asked with interest.
Navarehn blushed, running a claw down the back of his neck. “Well, I've been so busy lately with work that I kinda forgot to get my younger brother and sister their birthday gifts.”
“You have siblings?”
“Yes, twins actually. Lakara and Kavoren, but I just call them Laka and Kavo. It's their third birthday, so I wanted to get them something special.”
Tempest felt something inside of her heart that she hadn't felt since she first left home, a deep, long forgotten yearn that seemed to reawaken when he mentioned his siblings. She dismissed the feeling as quickly as it came however. “You mentioned that you were too busy. Would you mind if I ask what you do for work? Surely it can't be too easy for a dragon to find work here in Equestria?”
“Actually, you'd be surprised how many pony's could use a dragon's help. Manehatten and Phillydelphia are a bit harder, but here in Canterlot, Ponyville, and even Los Pegasus its pretty easy.”
“Really?”
“Yes ma'am.” He responded with a smirk. “Los Pegasus employs dragons all the time for security at their casinos. Kinda hard to get past a dragon, even with the use of magic.”
“Somehow, I'm not surprised actually.”
“Here in Canterlot its kind of the same thing, Princess Celestia and Luna have both made their guard captains dragons in honor of the new relationship between ponies and dragons. As for me, well, I may not be a soldier, but I am gifted at gem cutting.”
“Gem cutting?”
“Yes, I work with Rarity to make stunning, high quality jewelry for some of her clients to go with their dresses. Necklaces, rings, medallions, whatever they need. I even cut the stones for one of Twilight's regal crowns.”
Of all the things that she had been expecting the drake to say, hearing that he preferred to work with jewelry instead of being a royal guard through her for a loop.	 “So, how long have you lived in Equestria?”
“Probably about eight months now. My father is an ambassador for Dragon Lord Ember and volunteered to move her when she assumed the title.”
“That couldn't have been easy to just move your whole family here like that.”
“It kinda was actually.”
“Didn't you leave any friends behind? A mare... I mean, dragonessfriend behind?”
Navarehn adopted a solemn expression when she mentioned a 'special somepony', a haze seemingly falling over him as she looked away from her suddenly. A silent gasp escaped her when she noticed a few tears trailing down his scaled cheeks, leaving behind a glossy surface upon the scales. She felt guilty for what she had asked.
As if sensing her guilt, the drake wiped away the tears with the back of his thumb before saying, “She's gone.” It was all he said, and while she knew that there was more that was to be told, she knew that if he wanted to, he would tell her in time.
“Another cup?” A gentle, soothing voice polity asked. Beside them was an elderly mare, the owner, who gave them both a warm, comforting smile.
“No thank you ma'am.” Navarehn said sadly. “It's getting late, and I have a party to attend to.” He withdrew his claw from the comfort of her hoof to fish into his bag for a few bits, laying them on the table. “Remember Tempest, who you are is not defined by your past, but by what you doing moving forward.” With that, he slipped the bag over his shoulder, and, casting one last glance at her, departed with a slight grin.
Tempest released a sigh of content. For all of the pain and misery she had caused ponies over the years, it felt good to finally connect with somepony again, even if it was with a dragon....
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I

	Tempest sighed as gazed out the window of her apartment overlooking the vast mountain city of Canterlot. Ever since she met her new friend Navarehn three days ago she hadn't heard from him. She had wanted to get out and explore the city some more with him by her side. Without him, she felt afraid to leave, having all of the ponies in the city staring at her with the same malice and hatred that she once bore for them.
Princess Twilight had been by to visit her yesterday, having learned about her meeting with Navarehn. They had talked for nearly three hours about things that she could do or say to help strengthen their friendship. She had even left a copy of the journal that her friends had made about their experiences in friendship.
She had read through it nearly twice before she had begun gazing out her window, watching the ponies trot along below, smiles on their faces as they conversed with their friends and loved ones. She hated herself for being so afraid of them. She was Tempest Shadow, a warrior, she wasn't supposed to be afraid of anypony, but herself.
Every time she thought about venturing out, she would always remember her deepest fear. The Storm King's Shadow. No matter what anypony told her about choices and forging a new future, she was always drawn back to the memory of the dark, heartless mare she was beneath the Storm King. His hold over her had gone beyond the grave, as if he had captured her very soul within his clutches.
She looked away from the window to her apartment. It wasn't anything extravagant or large, just a simple place for her to live. The living room was comprised of an open area with a single black leather couch, in front of which was a dark oak coffee table. The room was open to the kitchen, having a marble counter island in the center, with a black refrigerator and matching stove. A simple sink was beside the stove.
Aside from the front door was another door off the living room that led to her room, off of which was the only bathroom. It was home to her, but lately it had felt empty to her. Before meeting Navarehn she was content with the living space, but ever since her meeting she had begun to feel more alone than she already did.
What her new friend Sunflower Petal had said about her heart still lingered on the forefront of her thoughts. She knew that Navarehn was her friend, she would even go as far as saying that he was her best friend even though they had only spent afternoon together. Still, there was something to the mare's words. She didn't know how she was suppose to feel about her friends, especially him,but something deep down inside of her heart sang sweet melodies to her when she thought about him.
Her train of thoughts was derailed by an incessant knocking at her door. With a heavy sigh, she rose to her hooves and trotted across the living room. When she was near, she took in a deep breath and forced a slight smile as she used her magic to open the door.
“High Tempest.” The mare felt her heart leap into her throat, her eyes enlarging while her lips spread into a genuine smile. Feeling a surge of power flow through her limbs, she launched herself at her friend, embracing him in her fore hooves.
Navarehn was at a loss for words as Tempest wrapped herself around him in a warm hug. Slowly, he let his arms wrap around her, his own smile widening as he returned the gesture. “I missed you.” Her voice was faint, almost as if she was going to burst into tears at seeing him.
“I know.” Gently, they removed themselves from the hug so that they could look upon each other. “Princess Twilight came by Canterlot Boutique this morning to see me. She told me that you've been cooped up in your apartment for the past few days. Rarity was kind enough to let me go for the day so that I could spend it with you.”
Tempest made a mental note to thank both Twilight and Rarity for their kindness. She knew that they cared about her, even when nopony else did. “Thank you for coming.”
Navarehn chuckled as he placed a hand on her cheek. “Well if I had known where you lived I would have come over sooner.” Silence fell between them as they stood in the doorway of her apartment, simply enjoying each others presence.
“Please, come in.” Tempest finally broke the ice that had built a wall between them, stepping aside so that he could make his way inside.
It was a little cramped for the dragon, having to bend over slightly to keep the horns that protruded from the crown of his head from scraping up the ceiling. She led him to the couch, offering him a seat beside her as she took her own seat.
“Would you like some tea?” Tempest looked back from him to the kitchen, anxiously waiting for his reply.
“No thank you. I was just coming in for a few minutes so that you could get ready.” He had adopted a sly grin as he spoke, his left hand going towards his dark brown satchel.
“Ready for what?” She gave him a perplexed expression as she watched his hand with unease, wondering what he was hiding from her.
“Well if we're going to spend the day in town, it would probably be best to lose all that armor. Unless you want to sweat. Its pretty warm outside today.” The mare looked away from the dragon with a blush tinting her cheeks, never having really taken her armor off since she had earned it. She did have more formal garments, but without her armor she felt so bare, so vulnerable.
Navarehn could see the look of uncertainty in her eyes. He knew from talking with Princess Twilight that she had never seen the dark orchid mare without her armor, always seeming to wear it wherever she went. Deep down he knew how vulnerable she felt without it, like it was a part of who she was. It was one of the many things that he wanted to show her, that the armor had no bearing on who she was.
“It's alright Fizzlepop. You don't have to hide behind it anymore. It's just a memory now, your not him.”
Although she knew he was right, she still felt lost without her armor. For so long she had worn it, bled in it, sweat in it, fought in it. The armor represented the hard work and determination that she had put into becoming the mare that she was under the Storm King. This armor represents the mare that I was. I don't want to be her anymore.
Hesitantly, Tempest rose to her hooves to stand before the dragon, a blush more prominent on her orchid cheeks. After taking in a shaky breath, she focused her power on her body, or more specifically, her armor.
In the still silence that followed, Navarehn patiently watched as one small piece at a time fell from her form. First came her shoulder pads, which fell to the carpeted floor with a soft clang. Next came her bracers, followed by her greaves. With one final shaky breath, she slipped off her breastplate, taking with it the black fur-tight tunic underneath. All that remained was her exposed fur, slightly clung to her body from where the armor had resided.
Navarehn felt his heart skip a few beats as he finally beheld the mare in her natural state, seeing the dark orchid fur that ran from her hooves to the crown of her head. It was beautiful in every sense of the word, majestic he might even say. She stood tall and proud before him, forcing a smile as she looked back at him with worry in her eyes.
Adopting his own smile, the drake rose to his feet, slightly hunched over so that he wouldn't damage the ceiling. “Beautiful.” Was all he could say as he pulled his hand from his bag, showing her a gift that he had gotten for her. It was a simple dark amethyst purple shirt that would cover her entire body, even having a small hole for her tail to slip through. “I asked Rarity to make this for you. I know how naked you feel without something covering yourself.”
“Thank you.” Tempest used her magic to slip on the shirt, finding that it fit comfortably around her body, even being tight across her chest and stomach. “Tell Rarity I said thank you as well.” A simple nod was her only response.
Curious as to how she looked, the mare strolled into her bedroom to stand before the large mirror in the corner. The shirt was a turtleneck, going halfway up her neck, while it slid down her body to resemble her fur. It was open at the joints of both her hind and fore legs, while it still left enough room to let her tail reside a bit lower on her rear. She had to admit that it complemented her in a way that the armor never did.
The mare strode back into the living room after taking one final look in the mirror, finding that her armor was still in a pile in the middle of the room. She stared at the armor, thinking of all the memories attached to him, and finding that it was hard not to slip back into it. A shadow passed across her mind, the Storm King's face staring at her from his symbol on her shoulder pad.
“Leave it behind Fizzlepop. Your not that mare anymore.” Hearing the drake's voice made the shadow lift from her mind, allowing her to see the armor for what it truly was, a dark memory of her past mistakes. “You'll always have those memories, but you can always make new ones. You'll never forget, but you can forgive.”
Silence fell upon the room like a dark shadow beneath the wake of the moon's glow. Minutes felt like hours as she kept her gaze on the armor, memories surging through her mind like a river. All of her evil deeds, choices that had sent some to their death, and others to their knees in fear plagued her mind. Who was she to seek forgiveness, when so many had suffered at her hooves.
Navarehn could see the turmoil that had assaulted her mind as she stared at the armor she had once worn. With a smile, he pulled her into a hug, using his tail to brush aside the armor so that she couldn't see it anymore. “Remember, you are who you chose to be.”
Tempest felt the clouds shy away from the light that pervaded her mind, seeing the smiling face of the dragon that she had come to call her first best friend. His smile was infectious, causing her to do the same. “You're right.” She felt a surge of happiness wash over her body as she finally let the armor go, taking with it all of her dark memories. “Can you please get rid of it?”
“Of course.” Using his tail, the drake picked up the pieces of armor and slid them into his satchel, planning on taking it to Princess Celestia later to be destroyed. “Are you ready now?”
“Yes.”
After spending a few minutes to make sure that the apartment was locked up, the two friends made their way down the stairs and out of the building. Tempest felt heat from the sun engulf her in a bundle, making sweat already start to gather beneath her fur.
The dragon and pony walked along the streets of Canterlot, both sporting smiles. Some ponies stopped to look at the mare, a few giving her glares, while a few managed to wave at her. Though it felt awkward at first, she finally managed to start waving back.
Tempest was amazed at how good it felt to just simply walk along the streets with the dragon. The radiant glow of the sun warmed her fur, while the gentle breeze that blew through the city kept her cool. Beside her, she caught the reflection of the sun off of her friend's topaz scales, making them shine brighter than any stars ever could. She was mesmerized by the sight, feeling like it would take her breath away if she looked for more than a few seconds at a time.
The city was lively for noon time, ponies being seen at various outdoor restaurants to eat their food in the comfort of the summer weather. Fillies and colts played in the street, smiles on their faces as they enjoyed their time away from school.
“You never told me where we're going.”
“That's because it's a surprise.” The drake replied with a grin.
When Twilight had come to visit him he was surprised, though it wasn't like it was uncommon for the princess to just stop by Rarity's boutique. When she told him how Tempest had been cooped up for the past few days he knew that he had to do something to help her get over her fear of seeing the ponies that she had hurt. He knew that their wounds would heal in time, but her wounds ran much deeper. There was something special about her.
“You said that Twilight came to see you at the boutique?” A nod was her only response. “So... you work at Canterlot Boutique?”
“In a way, yes.” Navarehn didn't know how to put into words exactly what it was that he did. “After the incident with the Sapphire Star, I took a liking to gems, not as a treat, but more of the aspect of beauty. Rarity gave me a job working in Ponyville as a gem carver, seeing as how I had a talent for polishing and cutting gems into any shape that she could think of. It also helps that I had a hobby of wood carving.”
“You're a wood carver too?”
“You could say that. I don't make sculptures or anything like that, I make fancy jewelry boxes, or sometimes I make chests. I was able to use my claws to cut and shape diamonds as easily as I engrave wood. At first I helped Rarity by making specific designs for her dresses, but after a few weeks customers wanted to see if we could make custom jewelry. Suffice to say, we became good at it. So Rarity hired me on full time, I make finely polished gems for her rings, necklaces, bracelets, you name it. I also craft the boxes for those pieces, sometimes putting a few gems into their design.”
Silence had fallen between them as they continued to walk the streets of Canterlot. To Tempest it felt like they had no real destination, just walking through the streets to for her to see ponies and for them to see her. She had grown accustomed to waving at them as she passed by, and it made her feel warm inside when they would wave back. She could swear that she felt lighter the further they walked, like a great weight was being taken off her shoulders the further they went.
“We're almost there.” Tempest was a little upset that they were coming to the end of their walk, but she would be lying if she wasn't curious as to where he had brought her. She looked around them, noticing that there were far fewer buildings than before, and none of them were over two stories tall. The longer she looked, the more she realized that they had left the bustling streets of Canterlot for the small 'out of the way' shops that made up the Western District.
Still they walked on, passing by various shops that sold more, sentimental wares than anything else.
As they came towards the end of the street she could begin to hear the sound of running water, like that of a waterfall. Splashing accompanied it, as did the sound of laughter. Voices quickly joined in, talking about trivial things like hooficures. A great volume of air was sent down towards them, making the dragon beside her pull his wings in tighter. “We're here.”
Tempest felt the air escape her lungs as they rounded a corner and beheld their destination. Towards the outskirts of Canterlot, just past the various shops they had seen, was a natural lake that was easily the same width and lake as Canterlot Castle.
The surface of the water was clear like a mirror, reflecting back the mountain that rose beside of it. Twenty feet above the base of the mountain was a small outcropping of rock, resembling a trough, where the water poured down into the lake. Ripples were cast out from the epicenter, taking a long time to reach the smooth surface further down.
“Tempest.” From the water she caught sight of a cyan blue hoof waving at her, the signature rainbow mane revealing who it was. Swimming beside her was a lavender purple mare, her crown being forsaken for the simple enjoyment she was sharing with her friends. Along the bank of the lake was a small chair, a tall umbrella erected beside it to give the silvery-white mare lounging in it shade from the sun. From where the trough was she watched as an amethyst purple dragon leaped from the edge, plunging into the crisp, cool water below in mere seconds.
“You have friends Fizzlepop.”
Tempest felt her heart beat faster as she heard her real name leave his lips. She had heard him say it back in her apartment, but she didn't think anything of it. Now, as she replayed what he said in her mind, hearing her name come from him brought a comforting warmth to her. “Thank you.” Several seconds passed before she asked, “Why do you keep saying my name?”
The dragon moved to stand before her, kneeling down so that he could look her in the eyes as he spoke. “You told me, a complete stranger, your real name over tea. You trusted me with a secret that you have kept hidden for so many years. When you were telling me I could see the deep yearning to be rid of that name, to be free of her hold. That's not who you are, you never were. You are Fizzlepop, my friend.” He placed a clawed hand on her shoulder, “Besides, I saw the way you smiled when I said your name.”
“You called me Tempest when you arrived though.”
“That was because you still clung to the memory of her. Like Princess Luna, you need to shed the memory of what you were, so that you can reveal who you are. I will always be there to help you along the way. I promise.” Tempest didn't know what to say, feeling like her heart was going to burst with the immense happiness that she felt inside. Only three days ago she was willing to lay down and let the storm take her away, but now, all she wanted to do was stay. Looking into his eyes, seeing her own reflection, not as Tempest Shadow, but as Fizzlepop Berrytwist, she knew that she could let go of her past. With his help, she could finally emerge from the shell of Tempest Shadow.
She embraced him in a hug, “Thank you Navarehn.”
“Anything for you Fizzlepop.”
The mare was left alone as the drake walked over to where Rarity was sitting in her chair, beside of which were already two damp towels laid out in the grass. Sporting a smile, he walked further down from where the last towel ended to the shade beneath a tall tree that she had failed to notice upon inspection of the lake. He pulled out two towels from his satchel and laid them out beside each other, both colored a deep charcoal black.
“You might want to take your shirt off.” The mare was startled when she heard a voice beside her. She glanced over to see Spike, a ghost of a smile dancing across his lips while his eyes were fixed on a certain silvery-white mare. “Unless you wanting it get wet. Rarity and I spent two whole days on that for you, we actually ended up making three more. We can bring them by tomorrow for you.”
It took a moment for the mare to respond, “Thank you. I can stop by tonight to get them.”
“We won't be there tonight. Rarity and I have a date before heading back to Ponyville tomorrow. We had already planned on bringing them by before we left for the train station.” There was a radiant glow that seemed to permeate from the drake as he talked about his marefriend. It was no big secret that the overly pompous mare was dating the sweet, and lovable dragon. Most did not know Rarity like he did.
With a giggle, the mare trotted off towards Navarehn.
Rainbow Dash was lounging on her back when she was bumped in the side by a hoof, making her look accusingly at the lavender mare beside her. “What's the big idea Twilight?”
“Look.” The cyan mare followed the length of her friends lavender hoof to the shore line, where she saw their other dragon friend sitting beneath the shade of a tree. Beside of him was their newest friend Tempest Shadow. “I heard a little bit of what they were saying earlier. He uses her real name around her, and I noticed that when he did she would crack a smile. Somehow I knew he would be perfect for her.”
“What do you mean?”
“Only Princess Cadence knows anything about him really. He spent two years in the Crystal Empire before he came with us to Ponyville. She told me that there is much about him that we don't know. She didn't say whether it was good or bad, just that there was a lot that he keeps to himself. I've met with his father and the rest of his family, but none of them want to talk about it.”
“Whatever it is, it can't be as bad as the two love doves over there.” Rainbow pointed a little further down to where Rarity was relaxing in the comfort of her chair. From what they saw when they looked, the two had no intention of just 'relaxing'. It made them both blush as they turned away from the scene.
“Cadence told me that when she met Tempest that she thought that she and Navarehn would be best friends. Together they would help each other blossom.”
“Well we all know that Tempest doesn't like too many ponies, she hardly smiles, hell, she hardly even laughs.”
“For some inexplicable reason he can bring that out of her. I heard her laugh, I have seen her smile. They clicked, like they were two friends who lost contact for a long time, but then one day picked up the pieces like that time never existed.”
“You read to much Twilight.”
The lavender mare smirked back at the cyan mare. “You never seemed to complain before.”
Rainbow Dash blushed, slipping her glasses back down over her eyes. “I d-don't know what you're talking about.”
“Maybe you need a refresher. 'Study Time' in my room tonight?” Twilight fixed her eyes upon the mare, a coy grin splitting her lips as she watched the mare squirm.
“Like I'd m-miss that.” A nervous chuckle escaped her, looking around to make sure that nopony had heard her.
Navarehn watched the two mares from where he was lying down in the shade, grinning at the display that they were putting on. Although all of their friends had figured out what was going on between the two, they all agreed to keep quiet until they were ready to confirm what they already knew. A sigh escaped him as he turned his attention to the sky, watching the clouds as they drifted by.
“Are you okay?” Tempest asked as she looked at the dragon with worry.
“Just thinking about her.” He realized that in the short time that they've known each other he had neglected to mention her before. “When I was younger I was in love. She was a beautiful snow white dragoness that almost shone like a crystal. Her name was Lavera. We were best friends for years until we fell for each other. We started dating, but before I could ask her to be my mate, she was taken from me.”
Tempest noticed that as he spoke he never once turned to look at her, just staring into the sky with a hollowed expression. “What happened?”
A few tears rolled down his cheeks as he turned to look at the mare, the a longing look in his eyes. “I'm sorry, its just too painful for me right now.”
“That's alright. Is there anything I can do to help?” Navarehn stared into the beautiful moderate opal eyes of the mare lying next to him, seeing his own reflection on the surface. Looking deeper he could see the smoldering embers of some deep pain that was fading away, over that was a worry that she had somehow said something to upset him.
Tempest looked into the topaz orange eyes of the dragon before her, seeing a deep seated pain beneath the surface of her own reflection. Looking closer, she could see that he was haunted by some memory of his past, just like she was.
Navarehn looked away from her, directing his attention back to the clouds. His heart was beating rapidly in his chest, his lungs taking in shallow breaths. You will meet somepony who is going to need your help, when you do you will fall in love with her. He replayed the words over in his head, remembering his dream of the dragoness. It had felt so real to him. In a faint whisper, he said, “I don't think I can, not again....”
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