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		Description

Mord Trevak is a paladin, a soldier of faith. So, when he finds himself in a strange world, stranded away from his friends, the faithful dragonborn must carry on as best he can.
NOTE: this is a D&D crossover, not Elder Scrolls. You can take your dovahkiin and shove it, this is the other kind of dragonborn. There's no actual 'pony' until Chapter 2, but just hang in there.
Character descriptions: For those who don't know, the dragonborn I'm referring to look like this. The other races involved (Tiefling, halfling) don't feature in this story much, so don't worry.
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		Chapter 1



	The Tower of Waiting. Sentinel of the town of Fallcrest, artifact of Old Nerath, and home to the group of adventurers known as The Gatecrashers. The fifty-foot granite pillar had stood for almost a thousand years, and survived the fall of the empire that built it. Now, the sounds of combat from its basement threatened to damage the tower that had survived so long.
Mord Trevak looked up just in time to catch a roundhouse swipe to the jaw. The dragonborn paladin fell heavily, dazed. Leaping up again, he squared off against the young dragon that had struck him. 
This time, the fight would not be an easy one. This foe posed a serious challenge, and Mord briefly considered retreat, before shaking his head and continuing. Flapping his expansive wings, Mord executed a flying tackle against his larger opponent. His weight threw the dragon off balance, and the two tumbled end over end, grappling and thrashing. His vision obscured by a wall of rippling muscle sheathed in shimmering alabaster scales, the paladin had to rely on instinct and reflexes. Though it was a young one, this dragon still outweighed him at least three to one, and it had the clear advantage. With no chance of outcompeting the beast in a contest of strength, Mord switched tack.
Using his smaller size to his advantage, the deep green dragonborn slipped free from the dragon’s claws and jumped onto its back. Grabbing a hold of a wing, he put his other arm around the wyrm’s neck and began to pull.
The dragon growled, then let out a barking laugh as it rolled over, crushing Mord into the treasure-strewn floor. For the third time in the past few minutes, he thanked Bahamut for his padded breastplate. Pinned beneath the creature’s bulk, the paladin was running out of options. Grabbing a wing with both hands, he pulled at the joint. The dragon yelped and rolled off of him.
Jumping up again, Mord feinted left, before making a flying leap and catching the white colored dragon in the jaw.  Using his arms to brace the dragon’s jaw shut, he did his best to hold on as it shook its snout wildly. As it slowed, he performed a quick flip and landed astride its neck. Reaching down behind the beast’s jaw, the paladin began to squeeze, hoping to end this quickly.
The dragon had other plans. Lifting its wings, it jammed the spars beneath him, then pried him off. Catching him in its front claws, the dragon cried out excitedly. Using one large paw to pin the warrior to the pile of coins beneath them, it opened its jaws and looked at the paladin with an air of satisfied anticipation.
‘Damn,’ thought Mord. ‘And I nearly had it. Well, I guess that’s the end of my streak. It’s over with.’
Opening his mouth to speak, the paladin sighed. “Okay, fine. I yield. You win this one, Zahmulvir.”
The dragon laughed, leaned down and gave the dragonborn a playful nudge. “One for me! I told you I’d win this one!”
Mord rolled his eyes. “We haven’t wrestled since before I went to the Dawnforge Mountains. You’ve grown a lot since then. Plus, you outweigh me by about five hundred pounds; you don’t exactly get to gloat.”
Grinning as best as a dragon could, Zahmulvir let the soldier of faith get to his feet and begin checking for injuries. “Oh, I say you just don’t like losing. You used to be all high and mighty when I was just hatched, now it’s my turn. Let me bask in the moment.” With that, the young dragon flopped down and began rolling in the pile of gold upon which it stood.
Satisfied that he had no serious wounds, Mord began shaking coins out of the folds of his wings and the hem of his tunic. “Speaking of basking, this is the last time we grapple in the treasure room, we’ve knocked everything over. If you damaged any of Sarantol’s favorite crowns, he’ll be pissed.”
Looking up at him over outstretched paws with the air of an indignant puppy, Zahmulvir chuckled sarcastically. “Oh, let that stupid Halfling deal with it. It’s not as if he knows a wizard who could just fix it.”
Mord smirked, stretching a sore shoulder. “True. I guess he’ll have to deal with it. Come on, it’s getting near dinner time.”
The pale Steel Dragon quickly sat upright, shaking off coins like a dog drying off. “Finally! I could eat a horse!”
“You know, that’s usually used as an exaggeration, but with you it’s an understatement,” Mord said. “I told the kitchens to make you a roast ox. I know how you get such an appetite from wrestling.”
The paladin and the dragon climbed the stairs side by side, enticed by the scent of roasting meat and the indistinct chatter of friends talking happily. Neither could deny that this had been a good evening.

The following morning, the air was heavy with anticipation. Mord shifted uneasily, once again checking that he wasn’t missing any pieces of his plate armor. One hand on his pack and the other holding his sheathed sword, he watched the two mages arguing in front of him.
“I’m telling you, the harmonic matrix is all wrong! At best you’ll cause a large and unwanted explosion, at the worst you’ll throw the whole town into the Nine Hells or even the Far Realm!” Questqueton shouted. The blue robed human wizard folded his arms around his staff and scowled at the Tiefling facing him.
“Well of course you would think so, you don’t even know the basics of Infernal transposition and warp magic! No, it doesn’t work without passengers on a theoretical level, our minds provide the balancing force while we’re in the portal!” The crimson skinned warlock glared at his colleague, his deep gold eyes full of frustration. Tossing his long purple hair behind his horns, Eldren turned around and continued etching runes in the earth with his scepter.
Mord looked on, slightly concerned. He had no idea what the two were talking about, and arcana had never been his focus, but they were arguing over a rather vital bit of magic. If their portal spell malfunctioned, they could land anywhere in the multiverse, or even outside of it.
A tug at his sleeve shook Mord from his reverie. He looked over to find Sarantol, the group’s rogue. The leather-clad Halfling had his trademark mischievous glint in his eye.
“Hey, Mord, I got three gold on this fight lasting ten more minutes.” As the two mages in the background escalated their volume more and more, Sarantol snickered. “Make that five.”
A rumbling laugh answered. “I’ll take that action,” said Zahmulvir, who didn’t even bother to open an eye. Stretching, the young dragon ruffled her wings, returning to her cozy spot on the grass.
Mord briefly considered accepting, before his virtuous conscience took over once more. “No, I think it won’t. I’ll resolve this myself. Plus, I know better than to take your bets. I’ve lost far too much gold to you to fall for that again.”
Turning back to the arguing arcanists, Mord cleared his throat. “Hey, mana-brains!”
The two turned and shouted in perfect unison: “WHAT?”
Mord smirked at their behavior. Different though they may be, the two mages were so similar at times. “I’ll solve this for you. Eldren, you can trigger this portal more than once, right? So send me first. I’ll take one of the Linked Pouches, and if I’m okay after, I’ll send you a note.”
Questqueton gaped. “But that’s… um…”
Eldren raised an eyebrow. “I believe the word you’re looking for is ‘genius’.”
The blue-robed human scowled at the warlock. “No, I know that, I’m just trying to comprehend that Sir Meatshield here has a better plan than either of us. We must be slipping.”
Mord refused to allow the playful jibe to annoy him. “Come on, you two, you have more magical prowess than half the continent put together. Just try to make this thing safe, and I’ll test it.”
The two mages exchanged meaningful glances, before looking back at the dragonborn paladin. “It’s about as safe as it’s going to get,” said Eldren. “Either it’s fine, or it’s not.”
“Alright then,” said Mord. “Charge this baby up, let’s see what happens.” He stepped into the circle of runes. Eldren and Questqueton looked at each other and shrugged, before each channeled mana from their respective sources and funneled it into the portal circle. Mord was surrounded by prismatic glowing energy, before vanishing in a flash of violet light.
Questqueton looked to Eldren again across the still faintly glowing runes. “Was that supposed to happen?”
Eldren had paled to a pinkish tone. He stammered for a moment, a horrified look on his face. “No. No, that was supposed to be green light.”
The pair of mages shared worried looks. “So where did he go?”

	
		Interlude 1


			Author's Notes: 
Serving Suggestion: Best if read slowly while listening to Disturbed's song Ten Thousand Fists.



	Far to the south in the Sea of Sand, a massive skeleton sat. 
The great hulk was nearly the size of a city, and resembled one too, for seven jagged towers dotted its back, and within its rib cage swarmed thousands of beings. A brilliant flash came from the tallest of the towers as the colossal skeleton swung its head about, searching for intruders.
Setting down his crystal ball, a tall, withered monster laughed, a sound like gravel being rubbed against rough parchment. It was just perfect. Finally, his curse had worked, and one of the Gatecrashers had become separated from the rest. Now was the time to hunt him down, to begin to remove his rivals one by one. 
The Lich-King Yarnath smiled, pulling his taut, mummified lips into a horrifying grimace around his tombstone-like teeth. Yes, the troublesome paladin had ended up far from his allies, and in such a helpless world, no less. 
He walked to the rim of his tower, casting a minor spell as he went. As his undead hordes mustered below him, his empty eyes shone with a sickly green light. Yes, this new world would most certainly fall to him. He commanded a force of ten thousand undead warriors, quartered inside a skeleton so large as to be a city. 
As the last of his zombie thralls finished gathering below, Yarnath held up his right arm. Each of his minions slowly did the same, and the lich laughed again. Slither, the Citadel of Bones, shook beneath him. As the great animate city lifted itself out of the sand on its six legs and began shambling forward, Yarnath returned to his tower. His scrying glass had shown him where the paladin had gone. He had only to perform the ritual, and soon his mighty army would follow the dragonborn into that new world, to crush him once and for all.

	
		Chapter 2



	Mord opened his eyes and blinked, staring up at a pure blue sky. ‘Okay, so at least I’m not in the Nine Hells or anything like that…’
Sitting up from his spread-eagled sprawl, he found himself in a rolling, grassy field. There were a few low clouds in the sky, and the field ran into an orchard further along.
As he stood, he looked down to see a circle around himself of scorched earth, with the runes from Eldren’s portal circle sunken into the ground around him, glowing dim violet.
“Okay, so the spell messed up. But how bad?” he muttered to himself. Digging out the Linked Pouch, he opened the flap… and was met with a curious result. It was as if there was no interior to the bag, just a space he could not focus on or reach into. 
“The pouch isn’t working. I guess that means I’m on a different plane.” He closed the pouch and stowed it in his pack. “But what plane is this?”
His train of thought was hijacked by a passing object. He looked up to see an equine form with wings gliding through the air above him. ‘Well, at least there are pegasi here. But why is it such a strange color? And why is it looking at me like that? Has it been… talking?’
“Hello! Equestria to weird dragon thing! Can you even hear me? If you’re just gonna stare like that, I’m outta here.”
Mord’s jaw dropped. “You can talk! You’ve been speaking Common, even!”
“Well, duh I can talk! Why wouldn’t I be able to? And what’s Common? Is that an insult? I can use big words if I want, jerk!”
Mord had been too stunned to answer the blue-ish pegasus before she had moved on to her own conclusions. “No, I meant no disrespect. I meant the Common tongue, that spoken by the civilized races. I’ve never heard a pegasus speak before.”
The blue pegasus gave him a strange look. “Where are you from, dude? ‘Cause pegasi are pretty common here. And we all talk.”
Mord grimaced a little. “Ah… I’m not from around here. In fact… where’s here, anyway?”
“This is Equestria. And since you’re new here, I should introduce myself. I’m Rainbow Dash, the awesomest pony you’ll ever meet!” The rainbow-maned pegasus performed a little loop before landing in a pose.
Mord raised an eyebrow. “Awesomest ‘pony’? What do you mean by ‘pony’?” he said questioningly.
Rainbow dropped to all four legs with an ‘are you serious’ look. “Okay, you’re really not from around here. I think it’d be better if Twilight explained this stuff to you. The egghead gets a kick out of telling ponies stuff. C’mon.”
The blue pegasus took to the air and began flying toward the orchard at the end of the field. Mord spread his expansive wings and began following as best he could, although Rainbow was far faster and more maneuverable.

“I just don’t get it. That was supposed to be a simple mana-sink spell, what happened? It wasn’t supposed to just vanish!” Twilight continued to trot around the room agitatedly, while Spike sighed. She had been pacing for nearly half an hour, and chattering about the mishap nonstop.
“Geez, Twi, it was just a botched spell. It happens to everyone now and then, so why are you so worried?” he asked, growing tired of the purple alicorn’s tirade.
“No, Spike, that wasn’t a screwup. It felt like… like the magic took a 90 degree turn out of nowhere, and ended up somewhere else, doing something else! I might have just caused an avalanche in a mountain town, or started a forest fire, or worse! Rogue magic can be dangerous, and what if I just hurt somepony?!” Her mane was beginning to stick out in all directions, and her pupils had shrunk to an alarming size. Spike’s attempts to calm her down had ranged from ineffective to counterproductive, and he was beginning to worry that she might freak out as badly as the ‘Want it, Need it’ incident.
As if on cue, there was a knocking at the door. The sound distracted Twilight from her downward mental spiral, and she went to answer it.
“Oh, hello, Rainbow Dash, what- WHAT is THAT?!” A large, bipedal, dragon-like creature was standing behind Rainbow, reaching under its plate armor to massage its sore left wing joint. 
“Hey, Twi. I know this thing is weird, but he seems nice enough. I found him just outside AJ’s orchard. It seems like he’s not even from Equestria, so I thought you could explain things to him better than I could,” said Rainbow, able to explain the whole situation while Twilight struggled to close her jaw.
At this point, satisfied that he hadn’t pulled a muscle, Mord stepped forward, a smile on his face and curiosity in his eyes. “Good morrow. My name is Mord Trevak. I would usually continue with pleasantries, but I simply must know: are you a unicorn, pegasus, or something new entirely? I’ve never seen such a being as you.”
Twilight was slightly taken aback. This thing spoke in a smooth, deep voice, not at all the slithering growl she had expected from his appearance. It also seemed to really not know anything about Equestria. “Uh, I’m an alicorn. Sort of like both at once.”
Mord seemed intrigued. “Alicorn… I’ve never heard that word before. Are there more like you here?”
“Um, not really. So far as I know, only the princesses are alicorns.” Twilight was beginning to lose control of the conversation, and she wasn’t sure where this strange being was going with his inquiry. She didn’t have a chance to find out, though.
“Only the…” Mord’s eyes went wide. He dropped to one knee, and bowed his head low. “Forgive me. I did not know I stood before royalty.”

			Author's Notes: 
Admittedly, this could use some work. Comments and suggestions welcome.
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