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		Description

Sorry folks, but I just can't continue this story anymore. I don't get the same feeling I used to from writing it, so, I'm making a sort of revival for it, with a completely new direction.

5 years have passed since the world was saved by the Dovahkiin, and peace has returned to the citizens of Skyrim. But one day, when enchanting a mace with a new table in his manor, the Dovahkiin accidentally opens a rift that transports him to a strange and colorful new world.
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		Chapter 1: Arrival



	
"Hello? My Thane, are you there?" Lydia called, searching for her charge. The sound of a hammer against an anvil was her only answer. With a sigh and a shake of her head, Lydia walked towards the cellar. 
Opening the hatch and climbing down the reinforced ladder into the cellar, Lydia made her way towards the forge. On her way across the humid mossy cobblestone room she passed numerous stands of masterfully crafted armor, ranging from the polished grays of Steel to the dark, foreboding, and wicked black of Daedric. Each one bearing her masters signature mark of a red hammer and chisel on the back.
Stopping at the doorway, she could see her charge working the forge as he was known to do. Standing at 6'6 and wearing a custom set of Daedric armor, was the Dovahkiin, saviour of Skyrim and master of the forge. Of course, others preferred to call him the Black Statue due to his silence and large build, but she just called him Black or Thane. 
It was a little discouraging when she had asked him for his real name, only to receive the usual silence. She had been with him for so long, yet the most she had gotten out of him were hand signs and grunts. It seemed he was intent on staying silent no matter what.
Lydia jumped as she felt a tap on her shoulder, and looked up to see her Thane staring down at her through his visor. She shook her head and regained her composure.
"Your new Enchanting Table has arrived from Whiterun, it's in the hall," Lydia explained. He nodded and made his way out of the room and up the ladder, Lydia following close behind. Within seconds, the two arrived at the front door where they found a large crate waiting for them.
Black walked over to the crate, picked it up and walked back down the hall. Lydia sighed again as she followed him down the hall and up the stairs to the enchanting room. She wished he would just talk to her for once, even if it was a single word. But she knew that would never happen, he was intent on being quiet, that's just how he was.
Black kicked the door to the enchanting room open and walked in, Lydia trailing behind him. Without missing a beat, he placed the crate on the ground and smashed it open with his armoured fist. Lydia let out another sigh, earning her a look from Black.
"It's nothing, don't worry about it. You just worry about the table, I'm going to check on the livestock." She said as she walked out and closed the door. He stared at the door for a short while before shrugging and removing the remaining parts of the crate, constantly throwing pieces into the corner of the room. When he was done, a chalk white enchanting table with a golden orb, candles, and yellow runes stood before him. 
He ogled it for a while, admiring the craftsmanship before getting down to business. This new table was said to make enchantments twice as powerful no matter what gem was used, and he was going to test that. Black pulled an Ebony mace from a plaque above the door and placed it in the middle of the table along with a grand soul gem.
The runes glowed brightly, humming with energy as Black watched. He placed his hand on the rune for Destruction, and used a simple Flames spell on it. The orb glowed white in response and immediately started to suck the magicka from the soul gem. 'Good, everything seems to be working.' Sadly, things were about to go downhill, fast. When the orb had finished sucking the magicka from the gem, it cracked.
Before Black could respond, it shot the magicka straight at him instead of the mace, and his whole world immediately faded to darkness.

Black woke up to a splitting headache and dizziness. He grunted as he pulled himself up off the floor and immediately noticed something wrong. 'This isn't my floor...' he thought. He looked up. 'These aren't my walls...' Indeed, they were not. The floor and walls had changed from wood to marble, and the walls had ornate stained glass windows depicting different scenes.
Black was about to try to get his bearings and look around, but a gold tipped spear to his face stopped him. He blinked and looked down to see two large,  blue eyes staring up at him. Slowly, he raised a hand and moved the tip out of his face, only to have it moved back. He blinked again. 'What in Oblivion?' he thought to himself.
A series of whinnies caught his attention.
Black looked to his left and saw something that would make even Sheogorath say 'the hell?' For there, in front of him was a white horse at least two feet shorter than him with large, lavender eyes,  wings, a horn, and a gold tiara and necklace. Upon closer inspection, he noticed that it had a tattoo of a sun on it's flank. Black tilted his head slightly. 'What in Oblivion is going on here?'
Another set of whinnies coming from the horse interrupted his thoughts.
Black blinked again and shook his head. 'For a moment there it almost seemed like it was trying to communicate...' A brief yellow flash from his left caught his attention again. When the light faded, Black was left feeling like something in his brain had been tweaked, like it had been manipulated.
"There we go, can you understand me now?" A motherly voice spoke.
Black swiveled his head around, trying to find the source of the voice. A hoof with strange, gold shoes waved in front of him.
"Right here," the voice spoke again, and Black was surprised to see that it was coming from the white horse on his left. He stared for a moment, trying to comprehend how she (the voice was definitely feminine) was talking. 
The mare stared right back at him and smiled. "Hello, I'm Princess Celestia, co-ruler of Equestria." She extended a hoof. "And you are?"
Black's eyes widened when he heard the word Princess and immediately kneeled before her.
Celestia giggled. "No need to be so formal, my friend." She smiled down at him. "Now, what was your name?"
One of the guards piped up, "Your majesty, maybe it can't speak."
Celestia shook her head. "They can obviously understand me now, I imagine they can speak." She turned back to Black. "Am I right?"
Black stood up and was about to respond, but a purple rift opened up to his right before he could. On the other side was a well-dressed man in fine, tan clothing made of silk with black skin, red face paint, and small horns. He stepped through the portal and smiled even when four spears pointed at him.
"My lord is commonly known as The Black Statue, or simply Black. Oh, and he's mute." he informed.
Celestia blinked. It seemed that her throne room was a magnet for strange beings. "And you are...?" she asked.
The horned man bowed, gracefully avoiding getting stabbed by the spears around him. "I am Sven, servant of the Dovahkiin."
Celestia blinked again. "Dovahkiin? As in Dragonborn?"
Sven nodded. "Exactly."
Celestia looked to the large, black man standing before her. "I see..." she lied. "Is there anything else I should know?"
"That would depend on what you wish to know." Sven replied.
"Where are you two from?" Celestia asked.
"I am from Oblivion, to put it simply. And this one here, hails from Skyrim." Sven answered.
"And where might that be?"
"If you would be so kind as to lend me a map, I could show you." 
Celestia nodded and instructed one of her guards to fetch a map. A few minutes of awkward silence later, the guard returned with one. Celestia thanked the guard and handed the map to Sven. 
Sven's eyes widened as he unraveled the map. "Oh dear..."
"Is something wrong?" Celestia asked.
Sven looked up from the weathered scroll of paper. "It would appear that...we are not on the map."
"But that's a map of the world, you must be on it!" one of the guards declared.
Sven shook his head. "I'm afraid that's just not so. But if this map is correct...then we aren't even near Tamriel!"
Celestia stared at the two dark men incredulously. "...Are you telling me that your not of this world?"
Sven nodded slowly. "I know I'm not, but I thought that we might just be somewhere uncharted!" he scowled. "Should have known that there was something wrong when I felt that surge of power!" Sven turned to Celestia. "What realm is this?"
"Equus. Why?"
Sven let out a sigh of frustration and turned to Black. "I am sorry  my lord, but it seems you are stranded."
Black sighed and shook his head.
"Shall I ask them for a place to stay? You may be here for a while."
Black nodded.
"As you wish." Sven turned back to Celestia. "Is it possible for my lord to stay here for a while? He's quite useful,  I'm sure he could make up for it."
"Make up for it how?" Celestia asked, curious.
"My lord is highly skilled in the arts of battle and smithing."
"Battle, you say? Out of aggression or defense?" She asked, suspicion clear in her voice.
"Defense, both of self and others."
Celestia let out a sigh of relief and visibly relaxed. "That is good to hear. One last question, what are you two?"
"My lord here is a Nord, a human, if you will. Whilst I, am a Dremora, a Daedra." Sven answered.
"I cannot say that I have heard of either, but I suppose that is to be expected. Now, is there anything else I should know?"
"No, your Majesty."
"Would you care for a tour then?"
"I would love to your Highness, but I must return to Oblivion and rest. Traveling to other realms can be quite tiring. I'm sure my lord would love to join you though."
"I see...do take care then."
"I will your Majesty, farewell." Sven bowed before another purple rift opened and swallowed him whole before disappearing again.
Celestia stared at the spot Sven had been before finally turning to Black. "Shall we?"
Black nodded and kept pace with her. They walked for some time before stopping in front of a grand doorway. The sound of metal clanging against metal emanated from the large, steel double doors. The smell of fire was faint, but it was there. The doors were sturdy, yet no where near simple. Etched into the steel were large carvings of flames around an anvil. Black watched in silent awe as Celestia slowly pushed the massive doors open. The doors opened to reveal a long staircase lined with steel and even more carvings of hammers and anvils.
Celestia went ahead, Black following behind her while taking in the sight. The sound of metal clanging against metal grew louder and louder as they neared the bottom. When they finally made it down the steps, Black could scarcely believe his eyes. Numerous sets of both blue armor and golden armor lined both sides of the walls, along with numerous weapons in their racks ranging from maces and axes to greatswords and spears. Shields rested on plaques against the far wall, and a red carpet lined with gold cut the room in half, leading to three large smelters at the end of the room in front of the shields. Molds lined either side of the walls next to the smelters, and numerous forges lay across either side of the long room. Ponies of various sizes and colors stopped working at the forge to look at the new arrival.
Black could barely contain himself, and immediately started to inspect every piece of equipment. Celestia giggled at the man's reaction, he was acting like a foal in Candyland. An old pony with a gray coat of fur, a short white beard and a white mane with a scar across his brown left eye approached. He was wearing a blacksmith's apron that covered his cutie mark , a number of the other blacksmith ponies were behind him.
"What's the meaning of this Princess? What's that black giant of metal doing here?" the old pony asked.
"He's a new blacksmith, Hammer Strike. He's...not from around here. From what I've heard, he's very skilled." Celestia answered.
"I'll be the judge of that." Hammer Strike responded with a snort.
Everypony watched in curiousity and slight fear as Black tested the weight of an indigo greatsword, giving a few experimental swings before taking one glove off and revealing a seemingly soft, yet actually rough, pale hand. He touched the cool surface of the blade, and while it should have been much colder, it was not. It was a pleasant cool that greeted his fingertips as he brushed them softly against the blade. 'Interesting, it does not seem to be very tough, but it's light and seemingly very flexible.'
"That's a Hectinite blade. Made it myself." Hammer Strike stated with a small amount of pride, having approached the man from behind.
Black nodded in approval of the masterful craft, and held up a similar, golden yellow greatsword that was warm to the touch and slightly heavy, the complete opposite of the other blade. 
"Another one of my blades. Not bad, eh? It's made of Solarium." Hammer Strike informed. 
Black nodded his approval again.
"Not much of a talker, eh?" he asked. 
Black shrugged.
"Sorry to interupt, but we must be moving on with the tour." Celestia interupted.
"I see. I won't keep ye then. I have a piece I'm working on anyway. Maybe you can come back sometime and show us what ya got," Hammer Strike offered before waving them off. "Off ya go then, go on now!" he urged.
"We'll be back soon, Hammer Strike. Farewell for now." Celestia said, smiling as she walked with her two guards back outside, Black reluctantly following behind.

Lydia woke with a start. 'Where am I?' she thought. Looking around, she noticed that she was in a room that looked fit for a upper class noble. She was laying on a soft, silk, double bed with silky red sheets and gold trim. The floor had a lush green carpet, and the walls were made of fine marble. There was a door to her left leading to what she assumed was a bathroom, and across the room ahead of her were double doors leading to what was probably the outside. 
How did she get here? She remembered falling asleep while watching the livestock and then...nothing. She was about to ponder this more, but the double doors opened up to reveal her Thane and a...white horse with a wavy Rainbow mane and tail? What? Black froze for a moment, the horse following suit.
"My Thane? What is going on?" Lydia asked, utterly confused.
"You know him?" the horse asked, confused.
Lydia's eyes widened as she heard the voice come from the horse, before she sighed and simply accepted it. She had seen talking dogs before, what difference was a talking horse?
"I'll take your silence as a yes. I am Princess Celestia, might I know your name?" Celestia asked.
Lydia gasped at the word princess and immediately got off the bed and kneeled before Celestia. 
"Lydia, housecarl of the Dovahkiin, at your service." said Lydia.
"Rise, Lydia. You don't need to be so formal around me." Celestia said, smiling.
"Yes, your highness." Lydia said, standing up. "May I ask where I am?"
"You're in Canterlot Castle, Equestria, to be exact. I take it your also from Skyrim?" Celestia asked.
Lydia nodded. "How did you know?"
"Just an educated guess. Pray tell, what is a Thane?"
"A Thane is someone recognized by a Jarl, his guards, and the people as a person of great importance in a particular city, often a hero. The title is given to someone who has contributed to a Hold significant deeds that have helped the Jarl of the Hold and its people. Newly-titled Thanes receive housecarls, sworn bodyguards who protect the Thane, their spouses, and their property. As a houscarl, I am sworn to protect my Thane and all he owns with my life." Lydia answered.
"So you're like a personal bodygard then?" Celestia asked.
"That's one way of putting it, yes."
"I see. Well, I'm afraid I must take my leave of you. I hope to learn more about you in the morning, Lydia." Celestia smiled as she walked down the hall and closed the doors behind her.
Lydia smiled as well, before turning back to her Thane, who was staring at her silently. Lydia fidgeted a bit under his gaze, before he yawned and walked over to the bed, placing his  glowing, frosty blue sword that looked similar to a Xiphos beside it. Lydia blushed lightly as she realized that there was only one bed, and that she would have to share it with her Thane, something she had never done. She shook her head. She needed to stop acting like a little girl around him! She needed to act like a woman and face things head on! Feeling the lull of sleep, she went into the bathroom and stripped down to her undergarments. Placing her steel plated armor on the side of the wall, she made her way slowly to the bed with a blush adorning her face.
Black watched from the floor, his pale skin refelecting moonlight perfectly. His body was riddled with scars, covering his torso and limbs. There were two scars larger than the rest. One was a burn on his chest from Alduin, the other a large gash on the back from Miraak. His short, raven black hair was messy and unkempt, and his yellow eyes shone in the dim light of the room. Lydia blushed heavily as she made her way towards the bed, Black watching her silently.
Finally, she made it to the bed and pulled the covers over herself. Black followed suite, and drifted off to sleep. Lydia resisted the urge to hold him, as she knew how awkward that situation would be. Still, she couldn't get her mind off those scars, she'd never seen so many on one man before. Eventually, sleep found her and embraced her fully. There was a full day ahead for the duo.
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Black let out a yawn as he got out of bed. Or rather, tried to. Something was holding his waist down. Looking down, he noticed that Lydia was holding him tightly, a peaceful smile on her face. He sighed. 'Why am I not surprised?' he thought. Black tapped her shoulder and her eyelids fluttered open after a moment.
"Mhm...?"
Lydia stared at him for a moment before her eyes widened and a deep blush colored her face. She released him quickly and immediately got out of the bed.
"I-I-I–" Black held up a hand and silenced the stuttering and embarassed woman. He smiled lightly, before tossing her her leather jerkin and Steel Plate armor. Lydia remained still, armor and jerkin in either hand as her Thane picked up his armor and sword and started putting it on. Lydia slowly did the same, and soon the two were fully equipped.
A knock on the door drew their attention, so Black walked over and opened it, revealing a yellow Earth Pony mare  with a purple mane in a maid's outfit. She stared up fearfully at Black with her violet eyes. Black noticed that like all the other ponies, she was smaller than Celestia and didn't have wings and a horn. Perhaps Celestia was a hybrid? A light tapping on his armoured leg brought him out of his musings.
"Um...Mr. Black Statue, sir? Th-the Princesses want you to join them in the dining hall," the mare said timidly. 
Black gestured for her to lead on and followed her, Lydia right beside him. They passed through numerous corridors and hallways before finally coming to two large, wooden double doors ingrained with gold and fancy looking carvings. It was in this moment that Lydia realized how regal everything looked, not even the Blue Palace could compare. What with the polished marble floors, vibrant red carpets, masterful architecture, and stained glass windows, it was simply breathtaking.
The guards opened the doors to reveal Celestia and a dark blue winged unicorn with an onyx crown and necklace sitting at the end of a very long table with a number of chairs. Her mane and tail flowed in an unseen wind, similar to Celestia's, only it looked like the night sky. The table was the longest table they had ever seen, looking as if it could hold the entire castle staff and then some. Black took a seat next to Celestia, Lydia in a seat beside him.
"Ah, Black and Lydia. So good to see you two. I take it you slept well?" Celestia asked.
Black nodded, still as silent as ever.
"That is good to hear. Allow me to introduce you to my sister, Luna," Celestia said, gesturing to the dark blue winged unicorn seated next to her.
"Our sister tells us thou art not of this world, is this true?" she asked.
Black nodded again.
"Art thou not going to explain?"
Black shrugged.
Luna turned to her sister. "He is as stoic as thou claimed, dear sister,"
"Indeed. Might I ask how you two met?" Celestia asked.
"We met a day after he–" Lydia pointed to Black with an armored thumb. "–defeated his first dragon. He was awarded with a weapon from the Jarl's personal armoury, and me, his first and only housecarl."
"And this Jarl simply...gave you away?" Celestia queried.
"It's not what you think, I was happy to go. You see, we housecarls are raised to serve our Thanes, whether it's with combat and strategy, or menial labor and chores."
"I see...and how long have you been with Sir Black here?" Celestia asked.
"Five years," Lydia answered.
"So thou art close?" Luna asked.
"Well...sort of. To be honest, I don't know all that much about him. He doesn't talk, after all," Lydia answered.
All eyes turned to Black at this, to which he seemed to try and look anywhere but at the three females.
Lydia sighed. "Whatever. Let's just eat,"
The two diarchs frowned at this, but remained silent. Shortly after, a blue Pegasus stallion with a yellow mane in a butler outfit came in and took Celestia and Luna's orders, and soon enough he had come around the table to ask Black and Lydia for their orders.
"What would you like, ma'am?" the butler asked politely.
"Some bread with a cabbage and potato soup, please," Lydia answered.
The stallion swiftly wrote down the order on a notepad before turning to Black.
"And you, sir?" the butler asked.
Black pointed to the notepad the stallion was holding, asking if he could use it. The butler complied and handed it to Black. Black jotted something down and handed it back to the stallion. He stared at it for a moment, trying to read the foreign writing.
"I'm afraid I can't read this," he stated.
Lydia looked over and read the text.
"It says 'salmon and an apple'," Lydia supplied.
The stallion paled, but nodded and scampered off to fill the orders.	
"You eat meat?" Celestia asked.
"All the sentient races of Tamriel eat meat. Well, aside from the Hist." Lydia added.
"Yet you can eat fruit?"
"We're omnivores. We can eat fruit, vegetables, and meat."
"Interesting. Most races eat one or the other here." Celestia informed.
"Really? In Tamriel, most races are omnivores."
"The only omnivorous race here is the sea ponies."
"Interesting."
Luna spoke up. "Thy armor looks quite wicked, Sir Black. Would I be right in assuming there is some story to it?"
Black nodded.
"My Thane has been a hunter of Daedra since before he came to Skyrim. The armor he wears is a set he made himself five years ago with a few of their hearts." Lydia informed.
"Well that sounds...unpleasant," said Celestia, visibly disgusted.
"How doth that work, might I ask?" Luna queried, only slightly unnerved by the man's methods thanks to having lived when there were public executions.
Lydia shrugged. "I honestly don't know how it works. My Thane is the only person in all of Tamriel who knows how to make Daedric armor and weapons, and he won't share his secrets. But I have walked in on him when he was forging and I've seen him throwing the hearts into the forge. As far as I can tell, the hearts are what give the armor that red glow."
"Fascinating..." Luna stared at the glowing portions of Black's armor intently.
Celestia, having regained her composure, spoke up. "Might I ask why your Thane is so hostile towards these Daedra? Surely they can't be that bad."
Black snorted.
"Daedra are immortal, manipulative tricksters that think of mortals as mere playthings and nothing more. Mehrunes Dagon, one of the Daedric princes, attempted to invade our world and subjugate all the races. Thus, many of the people of Tamriel are very mistrusting of them, as they should be. Although I have noticed that my Thane seems to harbor a deep hatred for them," Lydia informed.
"I see...they do sound terrible. Almost exactly like the demons of Tartarus, in fact."
"Demons?"
"Wicked creatures, they are. Some would do as this, Mehrunes Dagon would, others would feed off of us, and many more would simply like to see us all dead. But they need not be paid any mind, they are safely secured behind the gates of Tartarus." 
"Indeed. They have been imprisoned there for longer than even we have walked this earth," Luna added.
"I mean no disrespect, but how long have you two walked this earth?" Lydia inquired.
"Oh, a few millenia. What was it, three, four thousand years?" Celestia said, turning to her sister.
"Around there, yes," Luna concurred.
"That's...Well, excuse me for saying this but, that sounds kind of...ridiculous," Lydia admitted.
"We can show thee the records, if thou wisheth," Luna offered.
"I don't see why not," Lydia accepted.
Butlers came out and served the group their respective dishes. After finishing their meals, Celestia told the two a little of their culture and ways,  like cutie marks and a bit about their brand of magic. And, a veritable mountain of records was placed in front of Lydia. Needless to say, she was convinced. Luna asked if she could get a demonstration of their skills, and the two complied and made their way through the corridors of the castle with the Princess and two Earth pony guards. Eventually, they made it to the training grounds where they could clearly see guards sparring with one another.
The training grounds consisted of a large open courtyard with a single tree near the far left side of the castle wall, where as the barracks lay on the opposite end. The barracks was a large, rectangular marble building with a purple and gold tiled roof. It took up a fourth of the entire courtyard. The group slowly approached a lone unicorn guard near the barracks who was observing the other guards as they trained. His helmet was off, allowing them to see his mane a little better. He had gray fur and a green mane with a lighter green streak that was well maintained. His ruby eyes shone with wisdom and experience, yet there was a hint of mischief as well. He bowed as the group stopped in front of him.
"Rise,  First Sergeant Handsome Knight," Luna commanded.
The guard, now known as Handsome Knight, stood up and glanced at the two behind the Princess.
"Princess Luna, how unexpected! And who are these two?" Luna was about to answer, but he stopped her. "No, wait! Don't tell me! You're the two everypony has been talking about! Black and Lydia, right?"
Black nodded.
"That would be us, yes. It's nice to meet another fighter," Lydia greeted.
"Likewise. Might I ask why you three are here?" he asks.
"I hath come to see a demonstration of our guests' skills," Luna replied.
"Ah, I see. One moment then," he told them before turning to the guards that were just in the middle of a break and were talking and eating lunch together. "Atteeeenntion! Fall in, gentlecolts!" All the guards immediately snapped to attention and put away their lunches for later, quickly marching over and forming a line in front of their Sergeant. "Alright boys, listen up! Due to some recent developments, training has been cancelled. However! We have been tasked with testing our new guests' skills! So! Who wants to have the honor of sparring with our  two guests first?" Silence fell over the group for a moment before a stallion in the back of the line raised his hoof. He was a Unicorn with an orange mane and tail and he had a coat of white fur.
"I do, Sir!" he said confidently.
"Very well! Step forward, Private Iron Grip!"
The stallion stepped forward and widened his stance.
Handsome Knight turned to the two guests. "Which one of you would like to go first?" he asked.
Lydia stepped forward. "I'll go."
Lydia widened her stance as well and prepared herself. Her knees were bent, ready to leap at a moment's notice. The guards formed a rough semi-circle around them, making sure to give them enough space to fight. Lydia could feel their eyes travel over her body, observing her stance and glancing back at Black and Luna, who were watching with interest. 
Luna turned to face Black. "Dost thou think she wilt win?" she questioned.
Black gave her a thumbs up.
"I see," Luna turned back to watch the fight. Handsome Knight stepped in between the two and began to explain the rules.
"Alright, since this is our guests' first time, let me relay the rules. First to land a blow to the head or chest wins a point. The round is over after someone scores a point. Best of three rounds. Hits to the face or nether regions are illegal. Also, no taunting! I want a good, clean fight here, got it?"
The two adversaries nodded.
"Now begin!"
And so they did. Iron Grip charged forwards and lashed out with a hoof, only to be met with air. In the blink of an eye, Lydia had dodged and then swiftly punched the guard square in the jaw.
"One point to Miss Lydia!"
Iron Grip stumbled back, rubbing his muzzle. He then shook his head and glared at Lydia. Lydia smirked and motioned for the stallion to come at her. Iron Grip complied, but not before kicking up some dust to hinder his opponent. He then tried to slam his forehooves into Lydia's stomach, only for her to grab his hooves before they could make contact and throwing him to the ground. As the dust cleared, Lydia could be seen with her boot on the stallion's back. A shocked silence fell over the crowd, although faint chuckling could be heard from Black's direction.
"The winner is Miss Lydia!"
Lydia stepped off of Iron Grip's back and helped him up. Ever the good sportsman, Iron Grip smiled and offered his hoof for a shake. Lydia accepted and shook it firmly.
"You're pretty good! But how did you see me through all that dust?" Iron Grip asked.
"I didn't. But I could hear your hoofsteps pretty clearly. That was enough to tell me where you were," Lydia responded.
"I see. Very impressive! And where did you learn to fight like that? That was one of the quickest fights I've ever had!"
"I used to spar with the Companions when I was only a little girl. They're a group of highly respected warriors from my homeland."
"They sound like honourable fighters. Maybe we can do this again some time, what do you say?"
"I don't see why not."
Lydia went a few more rounds with various guards, winning every single time. Despite this, the guards seemed to be enjoying themselves, and were only invigorated by the idea of a challenge. After a while, Lydia decided to stop.
"Come on Miss Lydia! One more round!" pleaded one guard.
"Another time, perhaps. But maybe my Thane would like to take some of you on," Lydia turned towards Black, who had been watching with Luna eagerly. "How about it?"
The guards collectively gulped as the giant of a man stood up to his full height and walked over, many of them hesitant to fight him. However, some among them realized that he was wearing rather heavy armor, and thus knew he must be fairly slow.
Lydia turned to Handsome Knight and spoke, "How about we use weapons this time? While my Thane is skilled in hand to hand, er, hand to hoof combat, I'd much rather see him fight with his own weapons. It's a bit more exciting that way, wouldn't you agree?"
"I see no reason not to as long as any blades are dulled," said the Sergeant.
"Alright then, who wants to go first?" Lydia asked the crowd as her Thane took his blade from it's sheath and gripped it tightly, the blue blade shimmering with frost.
"I'll go," said a feminine voice. The group turned to see a unicorn mare with a lithe form, her mane and tail the color of mahogany while her fur was a pale yellow. Her eyes were like ambers, filled with the luster of determination. She summoned a simple broadsword to her side, bereft of any decoration, but of sturdy make. 
"Very well, just let me dull the blades then," Handsome said, his horn lighting up a rose red, and the two opponents' blades lit up for a brief moment as well, before it faded. "Alright, same rules as before! Ready?" At their nods, he cried, "Begin!"
And so it did. The mare made a thrust at Black's chest, and the ponies were surprised to see him parry the attack faster than they thought he could. In fact, it was even faster than Lydia's movements. So when Black thrust his pommel at her and landed a blow, all within the span of what seemed like a milisecond, you could imagine their surprise. Even more so when the blow knocked her to her knees.
"One point for Sir Black!" Handsome Knight announced. The mare slowly and shakily got back to her hooves.
"That...was a good blow," she complimented. Black nodded his thanks, and then they began again. This time, the mare deemed it wiser to try and be more wild with her attacks, and tried to put on as much pressure as she could. But Black was simply parrying or deflecting all of the attacks, almost without effort. This went on for an extended amount of time, greatly impressing the audience, and Luna as well. Luna watched with fascination and no small amount of admiration as the bulky man deflected blow after blow, seeming to toy with his opponent. 
After a short while, Black knocked the blade out of the mare's grip, sending it spiraling and clattering to the ground. Then, he swiftly bopped her with the flat of the blade.
"The winner is Sir Black!" Handsome announced. A roar of cheers and hooves stamping was the reply as the audience expressed their delight. The mare sighed before breaking out in a smile as she raised a hoof towards Black.
"That...was by far the best fight I've ever had," the mare expressed. "Name's Heartwood." 
Black crouched down and took the offered hoof in hand, shaking it firmly and nodding.
"Indeed. I don't think I've ever seen such skill displayed before. Maybe you'd like to come by and give us pointers when you have the time?" Handsome Knight offered. Black nodded and gave the stallion a thumbs up. "Wonderful! How does tomorrow in the morning sound?"
"Sounds good to me, what say you, my Thane?" Lydia asked. Black gave another nod. "Alright, we'll see you then," Lydia turned back to her Thane. "So, my Thane, what shall we do now?" Black took out a piece of parchment from his pouch and a piece of charcoal and wrote something down on the parchment, before showing it to Lydia. Lydia read the note quickly.
"You wish to visit the Royal Forge?" Lydia asked. Black nodded. "Alright, let's go then." Luna joined them quickly. "Oh, hello, Princess. Are you coming with us to the Royal Forge?"
"I see no reason not to. If that is thine destination, then tis mine as well. We wouldst be delighted to witness the skill of thine Thane," Luna expressed.
"Alright then. Wouldn't be right of us to refuse a Princess, now would it?" Lydia said. And with that, the three journeyed through the corridors of the castle once more, until they reached their destination. As they walked down the steps, the sound of metal clad hooves and feet colliding with stone resounded throughout the tunnel stairwell. There was also the sound of metal meeting metal, something that made Black quite giddy. Finally, they reached the bottom of the steps, and arrived in the same room from yesterday. Hammer Strike noticed them right away, and approached.
"Good to see ya, lad. You too, Princess," Hammer Strike greeted, before noticing Lydia. "And who's this one?"
"I am Lydia, Housecarl of Sir Black," Lydia greeted.
"Nice to meet ya. So, what brings you all down here? I imagine it wasn't to just chat," Hammer Strike asked.
"My Thane wanted to show his skills in the art of smithing," Lydia explained.
"Is that so?" Hammer asked, turning to Black. Black nodded. "Alright then, follow me to the forge," Black nodded and followed the stallion.    They stopped at one of the many forges. "Wait here, let me gather some materials for ya," Hammer Strike said, before walking off to grab said materials. He came back some time later with an array of metal bars, hammers, and tongs of all manner of sizes. "I'll give you some time to whip something up. Say...about three hours," Black nodded. "Alright...go ahead. The time starts now."
Black started immediately, giving each bar a once over for a number of minutes, making many wonder why he was wasting his time looking at the bars, before rushing over to one of the smelters and tossing some yellow and blue bars inside. He started shoveling coal every now and again into the opening on the side of the smelter. Smoke rose from the top, but was funneled via magic runes and arrays which collected the heat and smoke and carried it up into one of the chimneys above. 
Black continued this for some time, until he grabbed a mold from one of the walls, a simple mold for a broadsword. Then, he took some thing from his pouch, something small yet red, opened the hatch, and tossed it in. He did the same with a bar of aluminum. 
After some more time passed, he lined the mold up with the channel, and released the hatch on it, letting the now green, bubbling, molten alloy pour out and into the mold. This greatly surprised the smiths present, as an alloy of Solarium and Hectinite had never been made successfully. Hammer Strike's stopwatch ticked to the two hour mark, and, after Black had checked the mold, found the metal was finally cooled. 
The next thirty minutes consisted of Black checking over the blade, as well as fitting it with a cross-guard, and wrapping some faux leather the ponies had lying around over what would be the grip. As the timer grew closer to the third hour, Black was searching for a good pommel to fit onto the blade, and, after finding one with a ruby inset into it, fixed it onto the finished hilt, finishing the blade in the process, and with minutes to spare. The smiths, Hammer Strike included, walked over to inspect the work. After much passing around and testing, Hammer Strike smiled wide.
"Well, lad, you've definitely impressed me! You created a new alloy, and a simple but remarkable blade! Speaking of the new alloy, what do you want to call it?" Hammer Strike asked and appraised. Black gained a thinking pose for a moment, before taking out some more parchment and a writing utensil and jotting down a name. Lydia read it aloud.
"Teranite," she announced.
"Hmm, good name. Say, Princess, how would you fancy testing out the new blade? Then we can see how it holds up in battle," Hammer Strike offered.
"We wouldst be delighted to," Luna accepted. She took the blade in her magical grasp, before her horn glowed brighter, and a block of thick and solid ice appeared in the room. 
She swiped with the blade, and the ice was cut clean in two. "Well, if that is not a sight We know not what is." The smiths expressed their approval with pats on Sir Black's back, and many of them begged him for his secrets. Hammer Strike broke them up quickly enough, and offered Black a position amongst them. He accepted readily. Meanwhile, Luna took her leave to raise the moon, and, after some time chatting and discussing with the smiths, Black and Lydia retired to their room. Their future looked bright, but as we all know... 
Good things...must pass.
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