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		Description

My name is Orgran.
I am an angry beard on legs.
or as a normal being calls it, a Dwarf.
I was a human on earth, minding me own business at a con when I decided to by a mug of ale from the merchant. notice how I said THE merchant, not A merchant, confused? well then...
grab some ale and read on, you're gonna need to be drunk to believe this tale, hell I already am.
___________________________________________________________
Mature rating for swears.
Sex Tag for innuendoes and much more.
Gore Tag for violence, lots of violence and beer.

sorry, this story has cancelled and Orgran has jumped ship, see more of him on this story: https://www.fimfiction.net/story/382750/the-wings-turned-dark
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		Prologue: HOLD YOUR MUGS! I'M GETTING TO IT!


			Author's Notes: 
hey guys! first story! let me know what you think.



You know how these stories go, right? Average guy buys a thing at a con then unwittingly seals his fate to be tied with an Equestria and to become the character he was dressed as against his own will. It’s the classic song and dance except for two things.
I’m not your average guy...
And I wanted this.
Let me explain, my name is… was, Ark Kane, now, I am Orgran the Red. I am a human turned Dwarf, well… my version of a Dwarf. Now hold your hate, I didn’t change anything major! You see, my version of a Dwarf sticks with what made them great in things like the Lord Of The Rings and the Overlord series, meaning they’re a proud and gruff race that like to live underground, finding joy in precious metals and gems, and beer. Now in these cases Dwarves have also been known to be industrious, learning steampunk technology before anyone else, most likely because they have so much raw material to afford being inventive. Anyways, the major change I have made to them is that, with practice, they can perform earth magic because of how attuned they are to the land, and the second is immortality, a perfect excuse for how Dwarves can still keep a grudge with the Elves when simply generation after generation a normal aging species would eventually forget hating them in the first place. If these little tweaks to them are not problematic, I will continue.
One day, I thought I’d be really unique for an upcoming comic-con, dressing up as Orgran, the character I had made, since I was kind of one of those people who just liked to make characters and lore about them. I had everything that would make Orgran himself, a small axe, a much bigger battle-axe, a warhammer that doubles as his smithing hammer, and his pickaxe gauntlets, there was one unfortunate thing missing though.
His Trusty Ale Mug.
Now let me run down Orgran’s character. In order to prove himself good at something, he made himself good at EVERYTHING! Every profession from blacksmith and warrior, to master chef and brewmaster he had acquired all on his own, he had a wooden mug with iron bracings and lid, it was sentimental to him as it was in this mug that held his very first self-brewed beer. Of course it was also the main reason he was never normally seen sober, but in fact he made himself better at that too, he is the first Dwarf to not only be immune to the cruel side-effects of alcohol through vigorous training, but a side-effect of said training now made it so he could still be coherent even while absolutely shit-faced.
And I didn’t have any way to make it.
I don't really have anything on hand to make a usable mug and I had absolutely no substitutes, and while I was distraught, I still was a dwarf, so I could still have some fun with it. So I went anyway, did some in-character mingling, I even managed to win a costume contest! But really I had this itch about it and well, everything! I felt like I was incomplete and I knew it, so my heart jumped for joy when I saw the mug I needed on a nearby stand.
But then it fell.
Because behind the stand was that.
Mother.
Fucking.
MERCHANT!
I sat away from him and hid, not wanting to draw his ire while I had an internal conflict.
Should I? I thought to myself, it is a new opportunity… then again he’s the Merchant, the same Merchant that screws every other Displaced over… you know what? Fuck it! I’ll play his game! And I’ll play it the Orgran way!
With new resolve I walked over to the stand, giving him the cheery smile of a bearded stout bastard. “Hey there lad!” I call to him. “I see you found me ale mug, how much ta take it off ye hands?”
The Merchant looks me over quizzically, and smiles. “Ah, welcome stranger, I fear I do not recall where I found this item, but if it’s yours, I’ll happily sell it to you for a discount… and what is your persona?”
“Orgran.” I reply. “Orgran the Red, hailing from another realm!” my smile turns to one of cockiness. “But I think ye would know that, Displacer.”
Immediately his eyes go wide, and he charges at me, again, not being stupid I hit him over the head with my hammer to deter him, it may be foam and cardboard, but a good swing can still have foam and cardboard dislodge a guy.
“Relax ya moron I ain’t gonna tell! I just want to make something clear.”
He gets up shakily. “And what, pray tell, is that?”
“You’re a dumbass.”
He cocks an eyebrow. “I assure you I have much experience-”
“THAT MAKES IT WORSE!” I exclaim, him taken aback at the first one to not only figure him out, but be prepared to call him out on it. “Being in the same costume hundreds of stories put you in is one thing, but you have the perfect item for an OC, a fuckin’ OC, ya daft twat, d’ya realize how suspicious that is!?” he looks away nervously. “Just ‘ave some fuckin’ common sense next time so some other bastard doesn’t slap some into you again ye idiot!” I place the contents of my wallet, only cash, onto the stand “Keep the change, not like I’ll need it.” I pick up the mug, pop open the lid and make a drinking motion, the shock is what went down my throat was like a sweet nectar of an alcoholic beverage, causing me to black out.
My actual first taste of ale is what sends me to the land of magical ponies.
If that’s not some way to make people think you’re crazy I don’t know what is.

	
		Chapter 1: TIME TO MEET PONIES... *SLAM* I FUCKED IT UP!



Now, While all this was going down, I never knew I'd meet someone as inventive.. or as crazy, even.. as Starburst.. 
“GET YOUR DUMBASS HOOF OUT OF THAT MANA SIPHON, YOU DUMBASS CUNT!” She slapped her assistant's hoof out of the siphon, a device of her own invention, to deal with… more.. Violent offenders. “I swear, the fuckin’ retards I somehow manage to hire.. last stallion was only good as a fertility experiment test subject.. Sad, that I accidentally made his balls swell till they exploded.. more research required..” she said it all with nonchalance, as if it was normal for such gruesome things to happen.. as if it was all worth it on a journey to something greater.
Anyways, back to My side of the story.
I had woken up in the most horrifyingly terrible place to EVER be!
A field.
In the middle of FUCKING NOWHERE!
“THIS IS BULLSHIT! WHERE’S PONYVILLE! HELL! WHERE’S THE DAMN EVERFREE! IF I GOT TO FIGHT SOMETHING THIS WOULDN’T BE SO BAD!” I scream to the heavens, and a thought occurs a moment later.
Wow, I am really quick to accepting things aren’t I? then again I did pick up a displacement item of my own volition.
“Alright Orgran, just remain calm and observe yer surroundings, who knows maybe I’ll see Mount Canter.” So I take my time observing the landscape, finding the mountain, and with it, Canterlot. “Finally! Time for some trekking!” I get up and start walking towards my future.
My future apparently being me tripping and falling down a hill screaming profanities that would sicken demons, all the way down to the bottom.
“Ow.” was the last thing to come from my mouth as I got back up and kept moving forward.
While I’m walking why don’t we check back in with Frankenstein’s twin sister? Starburst was currently experimenting on her newest 'Labrat’ as she started calling them.. another sterile stallion that came to her.. this time signing the release forms so she wouldn't be held legally responsible if she accidentally exploded THIS ONE'S balls, too… “Now, hold still.. the more you squirm, The higher the chances I accidentally inject this fertility potion into your dick instead of your balls, and you'll never be able to fuck a mare again because your cock will grow so big only dragons could take you.” After she said that, he quickly stopped squirming, then she casts a restraining spell, and unceremoniously stabs the needle into his balls… THIS TIME, instead of boosting Male fertility… she accidentally turned him into a MARE! “Well, Fuck… at least you survived..” Starburst said. 
“WHAT DO YOU MEAN, AT LEAST I SURVIVED!! I'M A MARE!! I'M NOT OKAY WITH THIS!!” the newly made mare screamed. “You signed the release. Now, if you're willing to endure further experimentation, I Might be able to make you a Stallion again.. though the fertility is still a question.. I do, however, need a sample Of your fluids before you leave to complete your original contract.” Starburst said. 
“Fine, get it over with, then I'm out of here you crazy old bat!” she said. Not an hour later, Starburst came back to the unfortunate mare, with.. Good news, and bad news.. 
“Look, I've got good news, and bad..” 
“What's the good news?” The mare asked. 
“Well.. your employment resulted in a working gender swap potion that'll benefit transsexuals around Equestria to finally become fully fledged mares! Complete with fertility!” She ecstatically claimed. 
“And the bad?” The mare asked. 
“The… the potion is permanent. None of my efforts worked, this is something beyond alchemy or magic. You're stuck as a mare.. But you Are fertile.” 
The mare, hearing the news.. breaks down and sobs. “Why?!” 
The inventive mare solemnly replies… “You have my condolences, Ma'am.. I've arranged for 15% of the retail of the potions shall be transferred to your banking account as arranged payment for your services. Have a pleasant life, Madam.” She led the heartbroken mare out, and not a few days later, she heard good news.. her former employee's romantic interest was a lesbian, so.. she actually accidentally improved their relationship. 
Anyways, back to me again.
I had finally reached ponyville, under attack by a Manticore. “Well… that’s interesting.” I say before doing the thing I knew the original Orgran to do.
Draw his axe and charge at the monster that’s clearly bigger than him, yelling a warcry like no other.
As the beast turns to see me, it seems confused, then… amused? It thinks I’m a PANSY! That was its first mistake as I charged in and cleaved at the elbow, severing one of its limbs clean off. The creature roared in pain as it leaned onto its other arm for balance, blood pouring from the wound, until I cut that one off, forcing it to fall to the ground, staining its lion mane and coat red. As it whimpers in pain I approach with my blood-soaked axe, I raise it up high, preparing to kill the beast where it lay, until…
“STOOOOOOOP!!!”
I turn to the voice to see a sobbing yet angry Fluttershy galloping over to comfort the creature, leaving me dumbstruck.
“HOW COULD YOU!?” she screams at me.
“Wha- bu- YE CAN’T BE SERIOUS! It tried to kill ya!”
“It’s only trying to survive.”
“Yeah! By having you as its prey!”
“Its just scared!”
“It looked hungry to me!”
“All life in Equestria is precious! You have no right to choose-”
“WHAT!? YOU’RE GOING ON ABOUT SOME HIPPY CRAP WHEN I SAW THAT FUCKING BEAR DOWN BY YOUR COTTAGE!?”
“H-Harry has nothing to do with this!”
“OH REALLY NOW!? THEN WHAT DOES HE EAT! HUH!?”
“B-b-berries.”
“Yeah, when you’re around to scold him for it! But that thing can’t live on berries alone! IT’S BEEN EATING FISH!”
“No! He’s a good bear!”
“HE IS! BUT HE IS JUST THAT! A BEAR! A BEAR NEEDS MEAT TO SURVIVE! YOU CANNOT JUDGE MOTHER NATURE! AND YOU CANNOT JUSTIFY THE ACTIONS OF A BEAST THAT PREYS ON PONIES! YOU ARE PREY! THEY ARE PREDATORS! THAT’S ALL THEY KNOW!”
“B-but… the one I met with the thorn in-”
“Oh!? We have a story for that! A mouse came to a lion and helped freed a thorn from its paw, they became friends, you know what happened!?”
“W-what-”
“HE GOT EATEN BY A DIFFERENT LION! LAW OF THE WILD! AND IF YOU CAN’T ACCEPT THAT YOU CANNOT CALL YOURSELF AN ANIMAL CARETAKER!”
That was the straw that broke the camel’s back, the one thing that terrified me more than her scornful words or her powerful stare, I did something I regretted doing in my new life.
I made Fluttershy cry.
I sigh, and hold my head in my hands, trying to compose myself before moving to the manticore and started healing it with some earth-based healing magic, reattaching his arms, then I look coldly into its eyes.
“Piss off.”
It didn’t take long for the beast to heed my word and scamper back into the forest, so I scrub the blood of it off my axe with my blood-scrubbing cloth, and head to a tavern to drown my sorrows… 
I hate myself, stupid ponies and their stupid adorable innocence!

	
		Chapter 2: BEER FOR ALL THE SADS... *sob*


			Author's Notes: 
Okay so I'm going to clarify something, Orgran's appearance isn't like Honeydew, he is a gruff, armored and badass looking Dwarf with a Warhammer, Double-headed axe, smaller axe, thick metal gauntlets and his ale mug, his beard is silken smooth because he takes good care of and even braids it, the color of said beard being red, as that is where his title 'Orgran the Red' originates. think this for at least partial reference, this isn't his canon appearance, this image is just the closest I have, I will mention the appearance of female Dwarves in my little version of this race if they show up, but as for now, here you go.



Now at the tavern is where I meet a stunning unicorn mare.. though with that hairdo, I felt the need to question her sanity… she had the makin’s of Twilight Snapple in that hairdo. “Hey,” I said to her. “You look like you’ve gone through some shit, name’s Orgran, Orgran the Red.” I reach my hand out to her, and she shakes it with her hoof, then replies.. 
“Starburst Cog.. mad scientist, iffin’ ya believe the tabloids.. then again… half the time they're right about that little bit.” She downed a whole mug of what looked to be hard cider promptly upon finishing that sentence. “More!” The bartender promptly​ fills her mug, as if her being here was common. I slam my mug on the counter. 
“Pour me the strongest shit you got, and don’t water it down, one thing about dwarves is you never dilute their beer if you want to keep your head on the rest of your body.” the bartender complies with my request, and pulls out a keg of hard cider that smells so fermented it could likely be used as arson accelerant, then fills my mug to the top. And so I take a drink, then in surprise, I look back to the keg.
Then the mug.
Then the keg again.
I then proceed to lid and holster my mug and grab the keg off him. “Bah! This isn’t that strong!” I proceed to down the whole keg in front of the bartender and Starburst… and some more of her hairs pop out of place with a sound akin to breaking tiny springs.. 
“I can't wait to run some tests..” she definitely sounds less sane, now.. 
Yet I respond with a hearty laugh all the same. “You won’t get much from me! I didn’t get this kind of strength naturally! Liver power like this only comes from intense training! And… several hundred or so healing remedies whenever your liver breaks down.” she just stares at me, now… then hands me a scroll. 
“Meet me at my lab in a bit. I might just have a job for you.” she said, before leaving, and I pick up the scroll to read, and inside, it details a contract, and several legal disclaimers, many of which are quite outlandish, but then again, this is Equestria.. and a mad scientist gave me this thing.. anything can happen.. apparently even… Testicular swelling, resulting in Testicular detonation and permanent infertility and erectile dysfunction…
Of course my initial reaction was very logical. “FUCK THAT!” 
… then an unfortunate thought came, I have no job, no bits, and I’m an angry drunken Dwarf that kills things…  uuuugh! I’m gonna have to take the job!
Angrily I head to where her lab would be, looking over the contract again as I do… and it's all mainly legal bullshit, but the worrying thing that catches my eye is the part that basically allows her to use me as a test subject if I sign… I grumble even more angrily, deciding to up my pace to reach her lab, mumbling in my head, I am not going to chop her head off, I am NOT going to chop her head off.
Once there, she opens the door, and exclaims “Ah, good! You're here!! I thought you'd pass up such an opportunity!” The way she responded burned me up angrily. No! I thought. I will at least have some dignity! I mentally proclaim as I ball up the contract and push into her muzzle.
“Take ya damn contract and choke on it, Orgran ain’t going to let someone use ‘im like a labrat.” she goes wide-eyed, then looks at the contract.. then facehoofs, before passing me a new scroll 
“Terribly sorry… I must've had my test subject contracts on hoof. Here's the contact I Meant to give you.” She said, sounding genuinely apologetic. Curious, I decide to read this one… and find it to be a contract for a lab partner, though with a few things about blood tests and such… though much less disturbing and less invasive than the test subject contract. And after a few thoughts I ask her something.
“If you’re going to be taking some blood… could you do me a favour?” 
her ears perked up adorably “Hm?” She asked,
“I… I need to be honest, I’m the only one of my kind here.” 
“what is it you need?” she asked, unsure.
“I want to see if you can… make more of my kind?” 
she sighs. “Cloning isn't really my field, Buut.. I'll try. Do be aware, however, that the results may be.. Disastrous.” she warned.
“I just don’t want to be alone, do you realize I am a male Dwarf who is stuck in a female dominant realm with not one of his own to be cozy with, I may be drunk 24/7, which reminds me…” I take a swig from my mug. “Ahh... But it doesn’t mean I want to start making dwarven centaurs if you catch my meaning!” she blushes intensely, FULLY understanding my meaning, there.  “So you’ll do it?” 
“Yeah.. I'll try, at least..”
“Thanks lass, now, what’s first on the agenda,” I sign the contract. “Partner?” she hops up and down giddily.
Accursed Cuteness! This place is gonna give me diabetes!

	
		Chapter 3: Need a Light?



As we make our way into her lab the mare speaks up, “Well, you said about the hardest alcoholic beverage on this planet being for lightweights, so you piqued my interest.. We're going to make alcohol fit for.. Dwarves, Right? Isn't that the name of your species?”
“That’s right!” I reply, a warm smile on my face. “And back home I had something that could make a dragon tipsy after a few drinks! All my personal design! And it ain’t even hard ta make!” she chuckles heartily. 
“Good! Because I need a stiff fuckin’ drink to forget my latest fuckup!”
“What did you do?” she sighs, and rubs her face in her hoof. 
“Well, I've been working on this fertility potion, as of late..” Oh I could tell where that was going.
“Oh aye, say no more! Okay, I’m gonna need a brewing station, some yeast, flour, and some apples, Orgran’s gonna be making his special apple ale!” she eagerly grabs the stuff from her lab, and after purging the brewing station of potion fluids, it's ready​.
And like that, I get to work...
It was NOT easy, I had to get the alcohol from the fermented yeast without having the yeast fall into the vat, keeping it pure, having the water be enough for a liquid base without diluting the alcohol content, making it around… 150 proof, using the flour in the boiling water beforehand, and finally adding enough crushed apple to have that overriding sight and smell to make it appear and smell like apple cider when it’s not, then I grab a glass mug and pour out the newly brewed beer for her. “Looks and smells like cider, right?” she sniffs it, then chugs it. “fuuuck, yeeeahhh…”
“See? Now that’s real beer!” She promptly passes right the fuck out. “Oh damn… guess she’s not up there with Dwarven resistance yet…” 
After a few hours, she wakes up.. but thankfully, she doesn't puke. “Best.. Beer.. Of my life..” of course, what she really said was slurred beyond pony comprehension, and I was lucky, being a dwarf, knowing how to understand a drunk person, or in this case, pony. “I’m happy you like it, in fact I plan on selling it, imagine a couple of these barrels at the gala!” she giggles drunkenly. “Ah, I see yer a happy drunk!” I grab my own mug.
“Welp! Bottoms up!” I take a mighty swig. 
About a day later, she finally came off her drunken stupor, and now she was working on a crystalline device encased in a tank of water. “So what are ya working on… also, you got a hangover? I tried to make sure it didn’t do that.” 
“A minor one, I took a painkiller potion for it… I had the most wonderful dream.. something about using steam.. though I can't remember what for..” I stood stock still, staring between her and the tank repeatedly as my mind raced and a toothy smile became evident on my face. “Are you alright, Orgran?” she asked..
This was my time to shine.
“You’re working with steampunk tech!? Why didn’t you say so! My kind lived on that stuff! We were the ultimate industrial force!” she gasps, then squees. “so normally pansy-ass humans would look for things like coal, but Dwarves? We’re smart! All we need is a fire ruby and a bit of earth magic for our contraptions! And I’ll put one together even! What task do you want our machine to do?” 
She replies “I'm not sure.. this is experimenting. I've never used steam as a means of energy transfer before!”
“Well… what would you want help with around the lab?” she hums, and starts scribbling up a large-scale, dwarf-shaped Mecha, with steam conduits running like hydraulics for it… “I saw this in my dreams..” I go into my pouch and take out my forging goggles, once the tinted eyewear is on I get my hammer and start cackling like a madman. “Oh aye, this’ll be fun… Starburst, I’ll need you to acquire some fire rubies while I start making the parts.” 
she sighs “they’re too rare To use.. I used a heat crystal with a magic siphon to create the steam.. now, a big problem would be the mass of the required water tank..” 
I groan, and use some earth magic to summon up an earth pillar in the lab, ripping out a fire ruby from its center, then grabbing a couple more.
“They’re rare because you don’t look hard enough! Everyone knows Fire Rubies coalesce in the walls of the magma chambers of active volcanoes!” 
“Of which I cannot go..” she Starts an arc with her horn, and starts welding pieces of Steel together into a cylinder. I decide that while she does that I’ll activate the rubies, getting a piece of flint and running it along the side of the gem, the sparks ignite it, causing it to burn without end. With a smile I say happily, “I knew these gems held the emberglow.” 
she finishes, and then assembles the boiler. “Ruby?”
“Be careful with it, active fire rubies never stop burning.” I pass her the actual, on fire, fire ruby, and she slots it into the boiler cradle, before sealing it, and she watches as the pressure goes up. “Well I call that a job well done, am I right?” 
“Mhm… I've calibrated it to relieve pressure into a pressure tank once boiler pressure reaches 150 Pounds per Square Inch.” 
“then we can move on to the next thing Dwarves are known for! Guns!” 
She grins crazily, and pulls out what looks to be a design for a railgun, though the blueprint calls it a non-ballistic linear Accelerator. The sound of a slap echoed through the room as my hand impacted my face. “Starburst! Ya can’t put something like that on this kind of mech, not only because of conflicting technological classes since this is steampunk and that’s futuristic, but the fact of the manner is that a railgun has a lot of recoil, good for a tank, not safe for a mech.” she pouts, then returns with a gun reminiscent of the Fat Man… but instead of a nuke, she has the chemical formula for Thermite labelled as the payload “I think I'll call it the Firebat! And I thought up flamethrowers as the primary! Oh, not to mention anything flame-based you wanna add!”
“I’m thinking Magma Dusters, enchanted brass knuckles that could be used for melee and… you have no idea what brass knuckles are, do you?” 
She gives me a vacant look, and once again my palm says hi to my face.
“Ugh, look, it’ll be easier to show you.” I immediately use some of the metal left over to craft some spiked knuckle dusters and equip them, getting a feel for their weight. Hmm, lighter than the pick gauntlets yet not as strong, to be honest a rather good alternative. I focus back on the conversation. “Get the picture?” 
“Oh! Yeah! I see!” she starts to build the suit, and it's starting to seem that she's got the spark of Dwarven ingenuity in her, as she's starting to build it like a Dwarf would.. That is, if a Dwarf were a tiny quadruped Equine with a horn in their skull… well… that last part isn’t that far-fetched considering the tale of Ulthik the Unicorn hunter… although he was also referred to as Ulthik the insane… I’m rambling.
The point is, she had the makings to be a true Dwarven engineer, a shame she really wasn’t a Dwarf though. “Aha! Finished with the cockpit!” She excitedly trotted up to me, and ushered me into it. I happily got in and smiled at the controls.
“Starburst if you were a Dwarf you’d be given like… six medals in Dwarven craftsmanship, 10 tops!” she smiles, blushing in response to my high praise. “Pull the lever at the top.” she said, and I do so, causing the canopy to come down, and with several clicks, it seals, and several gauges pop up, marked steam, which was a pressure gauge, and vintage counter gauges, probably for the mentioned Thermite launchers, yet to be installed. Darn it this mare’s good… I blink and immediately slap myself. “No! Bad Orgran! Don’t be seduced by the machinery!” I said to myself. 
“Okay, it might get a little hot in there..!” She pulls out a pony portable flamethrower.. and aims it at the cockpit… part of me is real glad Dwarves have earth-based magic, my natural defense should help me not become a baked potato. I thought as I prepared for the oncoming inferno. And the flamethrower engulfs the cockpit in flames, but thanks to a good seal, none enter the cockpit, and at worst, I feel minor discomfort from the heightened heat, and the cabin temperature gauge only reads 102°F. “YAY! a successful test!!” she exclaimed​.
“Couldn’t ya put a wooden dummy in here or something to test that?” 
she sighed “but then I wouldn't know if it was safe for somepony to be inside! How hot did it get?” I swear this Unicorn’s gonna be the death of me… I look around a bit, then smirk. We’re out of metals, meaning I have an excuse for some fun.
“102° Farenheit, now can I come out? I want to do something to get us some more resources… and do something I always wanted to do if I ever went to an alternate realm.”  
“Just push the lever back the way it was after yanking on the handle marked release!”
I make a sound of confirmation as I open the hatch using the designated handle and climb out.. only to find the OUTER Hull was much hotter than the cabin, lucky only my fingers grazed it.
That being said, it still fucking hurt.
“GAH! MOTHER OF ODIN CAST INTO THE DEPTHS OF HELHEIM!” 
“Didn't your mother warn you not to touch hot things?” She giggles at my pain. And I merely groan and give her the stink eye.
“Anyway… aren’t ya a wee bit curious as to what I’m planning?” 
“Not really.”
“Oh come on, I never get ta talk to anybody! Can ya at least feign a bit o’ curiosity?” 
she sighs, and asks “What is it? I'm kinda tired, so I'm kinda wanting to hit the hay..” 
“fine, but I want you to be awake by 6 o’clock tomorrow, because tomorrow..." I chuckle darkly.
"I’m gonna make the most powerful beings in this realm shit their wee knickers.”

			Author's Notes: 
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		Chapter 4: MOUNTAINS AND TOKENS! TIME FOR A BEER! *chug*



On that very day I had made sure Starburst was awake and ready to go by 6 o’clock, guiding her to a nearby mountain that could easily be seen by Canterlot, and was also rich in ore. “We’re here, you got that scroll I wrote?” I say to my partner in crime. she murmurs, then makes a holographic middle finger.. a gesture she must've learned from another handed species… which narrowed it down to three possible races in this land, so I ask. “Dragon, Gryphon or Minotaur?” 
She mumbled again, “gryphhn..”
“Ah yeah, should’a suspected ‘em of being assholes, now I want you to send that letter off to Princess Celestia.” she sends it… via a telekinetically propelled capsule that had carved on it 'Fuck Mornings’ “Now, now, no need to be antsy, here, have one of my sugar cubes.” I toss her one of the many I had vacuum sealed in my pouch. “These puppies always brighten me up… or is that the dried coffee in the center? Eh, who cares?” she eats it.. and immediately perks up, then hisses as soon as her eyes had opened wide, now she's covering her eyes from the morning light. “I’ll… let you adjust, then you can see me demonstrate my ultimate invention! Only two exist in the entire multiverse! And they’re right here.” I gesture to the gauntlets as two long spikes pop forth from the wrists and two metal discs connected to poles, like that of a dynamite plunger, appear at my elbows. “These are my Pick Gauntlets, and I poured my entire heart and soul, along with my entire knowledge of geomancy, into these babies!” she rolls her eyes. “And today I’ll be demonstrating its power by mining the entirety of this mountain in one. strike.” I find myself hit in the face by a set of dog tags, which I proceed to pick up. 
N7 Commander Raven Shepard, Spectre Status.


“I'm Commander Raven Shepard, saviour of the council, and the human race. Call upon me if you require my assistance, or just wanna chat. Seriously, it gets boring out here.” the message stops. 
Huh… freaky… “now as I was saying, one strike, and this mountain will be completely gone!” 
Clearly her mind didn’t register which mountain I had targeted as she immediately goes “STOP!! YOU'LL MURDER THOUSANDS!!”
“This ain’t Mount Canter!” I say, irritation clear in my voice. “Its disappearance won’t have the city fall to the ground, you know.” 
she sighs… “Wait, What?”
“You heard me right, I’m making this entire mountain go pop out of existence and into a thing called my personal hammerspace.” I place the right spike at the side of the mountain, and as I flowed my magic into the gauntlet, the plunger pulls back, farther and farther than should be possible, all the while I feel my aura begin to encompass the mountain.
Meanwhile, atop the mountainous palace of Canterlot, Celestia was in day court when she received my letter, through the window. “Hm? What’s this?” she picks up the capsule and opens it.
Dear Matriarch of the Solar Rear…
Look out of the window this message came from and glance at the nearby mountain.
Yours sincerely, Orgran the Red.


“Orgran the Red?” curious, she gets up and looks out of the broken window to the mountain. “I do not understand what this Orgran would want me to see from-”
Chink!
Pop!
Only two sounds were heard, but the sight behind it caused her to look on in shock at something completely impossible, something I am proud to say had indeed made her need the little filly’s room.
The mountain. Literally. Popped out of existence.
Immediately she ran off for bathroom duties, then went to message Twilight Sparkle.
...okay I'm exaggerating the nearly pissing herself thing but it was indeed frightening for her.
Back with us, I looked smugly at my unicorn friend. “Impressive beyond imagination..” I find she's also examining the dog tags.. “.. aww, it's all gibberish!” 
“ya can’t read English?” 
“What's English?”
“The native language of many humanoid species, including Dwarves, Humans and… rrrgh… Elves.” she pokes the dog tags, and they glow. “What do you think you’re doing!?”
Meanwhile, at the Canterlot palace… “SISTER! WHAT IS THE MEANING OF THIS INTRUSION IN THE SKY!?” Luna bellows, but Celestia is too out of it to really focus on the matter, she was actually rocking back and forth from the sheer shock of it all.
“Sister?” Luna asks concerned.
“Y-yes?” Celestia seems to calm down and concentrate.
“I sensed an object half the size of our moon, and we need to determine what it is.”
“I… believe a more appropriate threat is here, Luna…”
“Hm?”
“You remember Mount Ironspear?”
“The mountain we named to honor a great minotaur general? Of course I had admired it only yesterday-”
“It’s gone.” a pregnant silence filled the room as Luna’s face turned to one of confusion and horror.
“It… w-what?”
“It’s gone! Luna! It literally POPPED out of existence! And this couldn’t be Discord’s work, some incredibly powerful force made an entire mountain disappear!”
“Do you know who it is?”
Celestia put on a brave face, unsure of what to tell her dear sister. “All I know is a name, Orgran the Red, it was his message that signalled me to witness its disappearance, yet I do not know if he is friend or foe, and honestly?” Luna looks at her worriedly.
“Yes sister?”
“I’d be terrified if it was the latter…”
Back to me, all I could say as I sensed the summon was “oh, shit… Starburst I blame you for this.” 
“Oh, shit…. Perhaps we should warn the Princesses…”
...nah.

	
		Chapter 5: NORMANDY CAN'T HANDLE THE DWARF!
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I watch as the Normandy landed where that mountain used to be. Welp, time to meet a friend from my past.
You’re probably wondering how I know this guy, right? Well it’s quite simple, we chatted online, made a few stories and played a few online games, despite distant memories of his voice and his old name, he always went with his alias.
Raven Lunaris.
So Raven Lunaris, now Raven Shephard, has just shown up. Is he a girl? I’ll fucking laugh he rule 63’d himself.
The hatch opens and… out comes a hovering tank-like vehicle.
Well, fuck.
“Starburst.” I say to the scientist Unicorn. “Go inside.”
She didn't listen.. “I'm curious about these beings.”
“GET THE FUCK INSIDE RIGHT NOW BEFORE I KICK YOU IN!” she yelps and runs inside… after a moment I sigh and send a little paper aeroplane note.
sorry, I just want to keep you safe.


After that I wait to see if the tank will slow down.. but it's​ not. No, it jumped. “The fuck?!” I exclaim in my moment of confusion, and it turns to face me, it's heavy bore cannon pointed to the horizon, then Raven comes out.. along with two alien crewmembers. “Sup, Bitches?”
“Raven? Is that you, ya crazy bastard!?” he mirthfully chuckles. 
“A father and in the flesh!”
“A father? When did THAT happen?” 
“Eeh, about 1235 years ago.”  he replied.
“Damn yer old.” he chuckles. 
“And the only human to recover from a bad case of dead as fuck.”
“Wait, for real!? What’s next ya gonna say you became a ‘stoner’?” 
“Faust turned me to stone.. so I could always be there when I was needed.. Of course, I was Para-gade, so the nobles were overjoyed that I was no longer shooting at their hooves every time they tried to negatively bring up Tia and Lulu's origins..”
Hmm… maybe he… I think to myself. “So do you think you’re like Samurai Jack then? You know the whole unable to age thing by being outside your own time?” 
“I became immortal, yeah.. it's.. Odd, seeing EDI and the Normandy.. knowing I'm just as eternal as them, now… I haven't seen or heard of Faust since she left.”
“That’s harsh, though considering your crew are with you I doubt you were the only one to get that gift, and me? Well where I’m from Dwarves are naturally immortal! Unfortunately so are Elves.” I start grinding my surprisingly strong teeth. 
“Actually, most of the crew didn't, but all my away team crew did.. the mortal crewmembers just, moved on with their lives… our world has A LOT of pony satyrs..”
“You mean, like anthros, right? ...lucky bastard.” 
“Actually, anthros, oddly, only started after Tia and Luna cast a spell, no, I mean full pony bottom, human top.. they're absolutely adorable!” He shows me a holographic photo of a woman holding up a toddler.. with pony traits from the waist down, yet human from the waist up..
“Ya still a lucky bastard for having anthros in the first place!” 
“I pretty much got pseudo-raped that day.. And thus, Tia and Luna were conceived…”
“Raven… think here, I am an angry beer-soaked beard on legs that enjoys all the pleasures in life, I am in a female dominant world which would clearly be harem material if not for my morals and one problem… they’re all quadraped ponies, and as such couldn’t even give me a hard-on in their dreams!”
“Wow.. Sucks to be you.”
“It’s why I had Starburst work on cloning more of my kind through my blood, I think it might be this body but I can’t wait to meet a female of my kind, I can imagine it now… she walks over to me, we look into each other’s eyes, then we proceed to beat the crap out of each other in a fist fight until we fall to the floor and make out after getting so worked up!” I have a thought. Yep… definitely a Dwarf thing.
“You sound just like a Krogan…”
“Oh no we find who we like how many humans do, the fighting’s just to determine who wears the pants in the relationship, if I lost I’d still have a girlfriend, just that she’d have me by a leash calling her ‘mistress’.” he smiles and chuckles, then he gets a notification on his Omni-tool. 
“Oh, gotta go.. Things to do. Call me when you wanna chat again!”
“Will do! Shine on ya crazy diamond! our contract is complete!” with those words he disappears, and so does everything he brought.
“... nice meeting him again… even if he’s gotten weird.” 
“Say, Who was that?” I jump at the new and familiar voice.
“DAMMIT STARBURST DIDN’T I TELL YA TA STAY INSIDE!?”
Anyways, while all this was going down, Canterlot was going to SHIT.
...granted it made sense it was going to shit after the disappearance of an entire mountain, moving on.
Celestia was back in court, the elements of harmony present and already briefed on the situation while the solar diarch is trying and failing to calm down the nobles. “My little ponies, please!” she exclaims. “There is no cause for panic, I assure you the situation will be handled immediately!”
One of the no-balls starts squawking. “NO CAUSE!? AN ENTIRE MOUNTAIN HAS DISAPPEARED! HOW DO YOU EXPECT ANYPONY TO BE CALM!?”
“I understand but-”
“WE’RE DOOMED! OUR KINGDOM IS LOST! THIS CREATURE WILL DESTROY US ALL!” another bastard screams.
“Now wait this is clearly-”
“IT’S THE END OF EQUESTRIA! EVERYPONY FOR THEMSELVES!” oh this one seemed to be Blueblood.
Also, Celestia kinda had enough of this bullshit, especially knowing guards were most likely being trampled outside by riots of panic and fear.
“SHUT UP!!!”
Everypony stops in their tracks and stays silent, except for Twilight. “Celestia, I was expecting it to be a more regal phrase-”
“Don’t. Twilight. Not right now, I am too infuriated to be tactful right now, and besides I know more than anypony that being informal and straightforward always seems to get their attention. Now! All of you in this court today, I am ashamed, you are supposed to represent the best of Equestria and now you panic over the loss of a single mountain, even when we have already faced threats that have done much worse, but in truth, we cannot assume that Orgran is a threat, we are Equestria, the icon of Harmony herself, and as such we must not judge those before we have met them!”
“But princess-”
“No! We will not send forces to subdue him and the elements will not be sent to imprison him.”
“What!?” the Mane Six ask in surprise.
“We will wait for him to reveal himself, and then I will meet him personally to see what this ‘Orgran’ wants, if he shows hostile intent, only then will I send the guard, and if that fails, the elements, understood?”
The nobles all nod worriedly, still nervous of my actions.
To think, me and Celestia were on the same page even if we didn’t know it.
I wanted her to find me.

	
		Chapter 6: you need a drink, stranger?


			Author's Notes: 
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Ah, that was what brings me back to my part of the story, as we returned to the lab, I decide to ask. “Say Starburst, what level of technology does Equestria have so far?” 
“Well, we don't have the grasp of steam power as a species, but in places, there are devices like arcades, electronics, it.. I hear things come through a rift from a 'Hooman’ world.. Lyra keeps rambling on about them.. Honestly! You'd think she's insane or otherwise mentally disturbed, sometimes..” 
My eye twitches. dammit not this mispronunciation shit! “It’s ‘Human’ Starburst, ‘Hue-mun’, ya think I’d appreciate it if ya called my kind ‘Dwaerfs’? Or if someone called your kind ‘Ponnies’? If you’re gonna talk about them, at least confirm if yer saying it right! Pronunciation is something people take pride about when you talk about their names, but noooooo! Ya just assume it’s said one way and just use that without considering ya might be wrong? Yer rude.”
Yes, that is right. I just pulled a Scotsman. 
“Hey, I’m just sayin’ it like she did. Though humans are fascinating in their own right..” she retorted.
“Oh, so I need to give this Lyra a verbal slappin’ then, eh?” she nods. 
“Verily, Good Friend.”
“Hm? Since when did you start speakin’ Elvish dialect… I’m pretty sure it’s Elvish, does it count as an Elvish Dialect if it annoys me equally as much and gives me the urge to cave your skull in with my hammer?” she grins, then runs off. 
“WHOOP WHOOP WHOOP WHOOP!”
“GET BACK HERE YA MORON! I WASN’T ACTUALLY GONNA DO IT!” I groan and decide to pull some of the iron ore I got from the mountain out of my hammer space, going about smelting it for future use. “Seriously, why do these ponies act so weird?” I notice a note on the ground. “Hm? What’s this?” I immediately pick it up and read it. 
I forgot to tell you, I migrate from time to time, seeing what interests me. You are still under my employ, so you'll have full access to my labs. Have fun! :)


I smile at that, shit keeps getting weirder and weirder, oh well! Deciding to move onto making something very important, a mobile Brewery, and while doing so, writing a letter for Princess Celestia.
After a couple of days I get it all figured out and get the finished letter to the post office discreetly, then move on to two things which I plan to do at the same time.
The first is getting Celestia’s attention to my location.
The second is charging into the Everfree to get some Timber-wood and Manticore steaks.
Thankfully Fluttershy was still in Canterlot, she won’t need to hear all the war-cries and hacking and slashing, tearing, maiming and she won’t see the ever-growing puddle of blood at the edge of the forest… or the now blood-soaked Dwarf waddling out with two full sacks of everfree creature corpses.
I am quite violent… oh well!
After cooking up some lunch and washing myself off I decide to wait outside the lab with a signal as to where I am, and what better signal than a tower of logs burning in a magical blue fire.
...oh, you didn’t know? Apparently burning Timberwolf wood gives you blue fire, it’s weird, right?
… oh well.
Anyways after a while of nothing happening, I decide to go explore the lab to see if any projects are going on, including a special project.
… oh well I’ll be damned she kept her word.
Right there in the lab was a tube easily able to have one of the princesses inside, but what was inside was what had my hopes up. True what was inside looked nothing more than a ball of stem cells, but the terminal hooked up to it didn’t lie.
This was a Dwarf, Cloned and with a suppressed Y chromosome, a girl, the first female dwarf I’ll ever meet. And once she’s here I won’t be alone. I thought, but then doubt reared its ugly head.
So what? She’s just a clone, a clone with no mind or soul, she can’t be a real Dwarf.
You’re right, I asked too much from Starburst, I can’t make her a real Dwarf and neither can Starburst… but I know someone who can!
I grab a hefty chunk of platinum from my hammer space and start to work forging it into a statue, this statue would be covered in runic summoning inscriptions. Think of it like a Displaced’s totem except the totem wasn’t made by them, in Orgran’s homeworld when beings wanted to summon demons or eldritch horrors, they would carve the visage into metal with the runes placed upon them, the more valued the metal, the more in control you were of the summoning.
And as the last rune was placed I could not hold my smile as I finished the statue of the creature I wanted to summon. After all…
I’m the first Displaced to drag the Merchant to Equestria.
There was a bright flash and something knocked me back a few steps, but when I could see and the dust settled, standing before me was indeed the man wearing that same stupid robes. The first words to come out of my mouth were, “ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME!? I GAVE YOU THAT ADVICE FOR A REASON YOU BALACLAVA WEARING TIT!”
“What!?” the tit replied. “You again!? I’ll send you to King Dainn as a mare for-AAAGH!!!” he doubles over in pain. “Wh… what is the meaning of this!?”
“Don’t try anything, this is a platinum grade summoning piece.”
“A what?”
“DID YOU SERIOUSLY FUCKING DISPLACE ME AS A CHARACTER WHEN YOU DIDN’T EVEN KNOW THE RULES OF HIS WORLD OR HIS MAGIC!?” he actually winced at that.
“Whatever! I can just-”
“No, you can’t just break out.”
“How did you-”
“A platinum summoning piece allows me to read the mind of the summoned, along with control their movements and give them extreme pain if they try anything.”
“So you’re holding all the cards?” he grins through the cloth. “So what now? Gonna kill me? Send me to some void jail?”
“I was thinking more of a business proposal.” I couldn’t help it, I smiled at how his brain just stopped working at what I said. “I have no ill will towards you, in fact you do humans a might good service all things considered.”
“How so?”
“Because you take them from their shitty lives, humanity is indeed a cancer, one to itself and the planet, fighting and hating. Even though people have to leave their families, and sure they curse your name for what you’ve done, but then those people end up leading better lives with powers they could only hope to dream of! Heck even with villainous ones I could sympathise, to each their own, just don’t bring that shit here or I’ll kick your teeth in, you know what I mean?” he remained silent. “Anyways, I have something I can give you, and you have something you can give me! So you wanna hear the deal?”
Finally he snaps back to his senses. “What could you possibly offer me? Bits? Gems? You better not give me virgins or-”
“Items…”
“Excuse me?” he says, eyebrows furrowed in confusion.
“I know you can’t just make that shit out of the blue, you need to get stuff to enchant, but you can’t make the stuff yourself, you need to go out and buy it, and I happen to be a master blacksmith and tailor, come on, try me.”
He puts some thought, and knowing he’s not really in a position to say no he decides to actually challenge me.
“Thor’s hammer.”
I create the handle using an enchanted steel then use my earth magic to compact some rock into the perfect shape around it before placing it at his feet.
“Sephiroth’s sword.”
I even cut it to the perfect sharpness.
“Iron man’s arc reactor!”
I had a challenge there but used a frost sapphire to simulate the glow.
“Ebony and Ivory!”
He stopped making suggestions after I set the two perfectly working handguns in front of him.
“And what do you get out of it?”
“The next summoning piece I use will be made of copper meaning you can use it to see me and get deliveries and refuse my call, as such in exchange for these items I will ask for favours.” I mentioned, causing some level of trust to be hinted in his thoughts. “But for right now I need an artifact from Orgran’s world.”
“Hm?”
“The crown of Elnir, the first elven king.”
“Why would you want the crown of a race that Dwarves despise.”
“In Orgran’s world Elnir was one of the four creators, forging the world with their bare hands, Elnir’s crown has the power that he took upon himself, the ability to give a body a mind and soul of their own.”
“And why would you want to toy with such?” I didn’t speak, instead I simply looked over to the cloning vat, and he notices my intent. “I see.”
“So, do we have a deal?” I reach out my hand to him, and he stares at it for a good while, thinking over what I’ve said. Finally he smiles and shakes my hand, sealing our little pact.
“I look forward to business… partner.” and as I release my hold on the summons, he takes his leave in a puff of smoke along with the items I crafted, and I pull my hand back to see a crown with emerald jewels encrusted within, the headpiece itself entirely made of glass yet glowing of its own accord.
That Merchant’s an okay guy once you get to know him, bit of an asshole but meh.. I think as I smash apart the statue with my hammer.

	
		Chapter 7: TICKET TIME!



After a moment to relax I put the crown to the side, in order to use the crown you must place it upon the entity you wish to bestow life to, and my significant other needs to be more developed than she is now before I do so or I risk giving life to a mindless ball of stem cells.
And I am not wanting to start a physical relationship with a ball of stem cells…
...WHAT!? That’s what the clone was for! I thought my conversation with Starburst made that clear…
...oh come on it’s not incest… technically it’s masturbation, AH! WHATEVER! MOVING ON!
So here I was, chilling on a hill where I lit the Timber-signal having a drink, when Celestia shows up in all her shiny glory.
Luckily, that’s what welding goggles are for. “Well done, princess, you really seem to enjoy making bright lights.”
“Now why do I feel like that’s condescending?” she asks.
“Because I’m actually shocked you don’t cause Cataracts with your entrances.”
“...quite, so I’m guessing you are Orgran the Red?”
“What gave it away?” I give a cocky grin, to which she isn’t amused.
“Your scruffy red beard for one, now-” I stop her.
“Hold up, did you say scruffy?”
“Yes I-”
“Hold that thought.” I pull up a hand mirror to check my beard, which I proceed to brush and braid.
...shut up! Beard grooming isn’t girly! Many brave warriors regularly style their beards and-STOP LAUGHING DAMMIT!
“So,” she begins. “From what I can tell, you intentionally drew me here? For what, a trap?”
“Nah, I wanted something.” I reply.
“And what is that?”
“A ticket to the gala.”
“You want a ticket to… alright, but first I need to ask you some questions, to assure the safety of my little ponies, if it isn’t too much trouble.”
I think it over, but decide to allow the interrogation. “Nah, no problem ask away.” I said.
“What are you?” she asked first.
“I’m a Dwarf!”
…
“Which is…?”
“Huh? OH! Right, I am a race of the realm of Mylinia, which is far beyond the reality of this land, I was brought here by unknown means by an individual known as the merchant, willingly I might add, and now I seek to live among the ponies and other sapient races of this land. Dwarves are mistaken for short humans, when really it is not the case, as unlike humans, Dwarves are naturally attuned to the earth itself, giving us not only control of earth-based magic, but increased durability, strength, incredible know-how of earth, stone, mining, etc. And flat-out immortality.”
“I see, now, why do you have so many weapons?”
“Dwarves are a race of warriors, we had to be to survive the monsters below the surface that we accidentally unleash, or the selfish creatures on the surface who’d want to take our wealth for their own greed. We aren’t a race that will pick a fight with anything because we feel like it, but we do it to protect ourselves, others and our honour, facing a worthy opponent is only a benefit of what could occur.”
“Is that why you attacked the Manticore in Ponyville?”
“Yes, I know those things prey on innocents, if I didn’t stop it the ponies there would’ve been easy meals.”
“And the national monument?”
“The what?” she seems very surprised at my question.
“Mount Ironspear, why did you destroy it?”
“Oooh! I didn’t know it was a national landmark, I just wanted the resources from it, so I used my pick gauntlets to mine it.”
“Then why had you requested me to witness its disappearance?”
“To make you piss yerself!” I burst out laughing as a blush formed across her face and now puffed up cheeks.
She returns to her composed self seconds later though, trying to mask the irritation one would have for a wisecracking Dwarf is an amazing feat.
“Right, I think I will have to get you back at the Gala.” she smirks as she materializes the ticket in front of me, not wanting to look a gift horse in the mouth, I take the golden piece of paper.
“Thanks, gift horse.” I blurt out accidentally, now it was my turn to blush as I cover my stupid mouth.
Thankfully she just giggles. “Looks like some sayings are multiversal, so I thank you for not looking me in the mouth.”
Wait she… AGH! TROLLESTIA IS REAL! NOPONY IS SAFE! LOCK YOUR DOORS!
And as she flew off, I fell onto my back as I try to comprehend what just happened.
Then I feel something sniff me.
“RAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAaaaaggh… huh?” I stop my axe mid-swing before I take in what I’m seeing.
It was a Timberwolf that’s for sure, but it seemed a lot different than the mismatched wood golems I had faced before. Like its Everfree kin it was made out of chunks of wood in the shape of, you guessed it, a wolf, whatever was animating it stopping the pieces from becoming decayed or rotted. Now with the similarities out of the way, the differences here were that, unlike other Timberwolves, this one seems to have purged any non-matching pieces of wood from its body only leaving pine tree pieces, the eyes glowed a soft yellow with actual black pupils in the center, rather than the normal green glow of the ones I’ve fought. The final confirmation of this one was its size, without merging with another Timberwolf…
I think I will name this unique subspecies of Timberwolf, the Dire Timberwolf.
That’s right, this thing was much larger than any naturally occurring Timberwolf, and this was clearly its natural size given from the singular glowing light in its chest. This made me grin internally, because I realized I didn’t find kindling, I found a lone wolf big and strong enough to be ridden on, and is able to reanimate indefinitely while having the ferocity to fight alongside me, it was not hostile to me and I could bind it to my essence, making him a part of my pack and earning his undying loyalty.
I just found a fucking MOUNT!
I reach out my hand slowly and let my magic flow from the palm, I dare not move further, this was a mutual spell, it won’t work unless he accepts and makes the next move. He looks at my hand, sniffing it curiously, the look in his eyes telling me he can see the magic, a good start, it means we’re able to bond, he looks to me with the same curious look, to which I simply nod.
I felt joy through my entire being as he pushes his head into my palm, linking us together until we both breathe our last. As I pull away he moves forward and lies down on my lap as I sit on the grass, I sigh and pet my new companion, scratching him behind the ears, which from what I could tell from the wagging tail he seemed to enjoy.
“I think I’ll call you Pine.”
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		Chapter 8: TOKEN TIME!



It’s been a week since I had bonded with Pine, and let’s just say it was rather hectic.
Or as someone would call it, obligatory Slice of Life shit.
First off I decided to read up on Timberwolves, for obvious reasons, among being their dietary requirements. Timberwolves are omnivores in a sense, either consuming meat for its life essence, or wood for its nature essence, to fuel their core and regeneration. A Timberwolf can survive on one or the other but it’s good to promote meat-eating in your Timberwolf so they don’t start craving your house’s support structure or part of itself.
Yeah, apparently ponies have had pet Timberwolves… am I the only one weirded out by this? Eh whatever.
Next is that a Timberwolf does not show loyalty to other Timberwolves, only entities that it trusts. This meant I had certainly earned Pine’s, even if said loyalty is now solidified by an unbreakable pact fueled by magic *cough* moving on. Due to this kind of loyalty, if one were to go hunting and attacked other packs, your Timberwolf will not dislike you any less and will eagerly help you when it comes to any fight, either big or small, their loyalty outshines their fear. This was something I deeply respected.
The next page however was shocking to say the least.
Timberwolves have been known to show intelligence, it’s theorized with the right education, they could be another sapient species, only Timberwolves have shown no interest in learning or developing their intellect. If this was the case I could probably train Pine to speak, help him mingle with the ponies, learn weapon skills like swordplay or-
wait...
A large sword-wielding wolf, I have my own Sif…
I HAVE MY OWN SIF!
I was ecstatic upon realizing what it meant and eagerly moved onto the next page.
...I closed the book immediately after I saw the heading ‘Breeding with your Timberwolf.’
*shudder*
Anyway, another thing that happened during the week is that my rule 63 clone had developed a more humanoid shape, she was still too squishy for the crown so I continued to wait it out, though in order to pass the time I told the clone of my, and by that I mean Orgran’s, tales of adventure strength, how he fought dragons and giants, how he picked a fight with an entire camp of Orcs for a laugh.
...what? I was telling the truth when I said Dwarves don’t pick fights!
Orgran’s just unique like that, moving on!
I had also decided to sew myself a suit for the gala, something simple, not too flashy, and able to have my armor worn underneath. Not for any battles, but I might cause half the palace to collapse for shits and giggles and I don’t want to be a Dwarven Pancake without a respawn totem. I would make one but you need to have a material specific to Mylinia that doesn’t exist in Equestria. Arcanite.
Arcanite is a gemstone Mylinia is practically LACED with, it’s what gave the world it’s magical power in the first place, like Ley Lines except they can be reshaped and forged to create magical totems, constructs or armor and weapons that amplify the user’s magical potential or give certain effects.
Of course I could use the Arcanite in Orgran’s Pick Gauntlets, but I am not taking apart one of his most prized treasures, heck! Even his mug was enchanted with Arcanite to make an unending amount of whatever liquid he poured in. The armor and weapons were not made with Arcanite though, they were made with Dragon Scales, which is not just an extremely strong and magic resistant material, but also a mana battery, since Orgran doesn’t need magic power, he has an abundance of that, he just needs something to tank the mana costs of his high-end spells.
Another method would be to ask the Merchant, but I don’t think I’ve ‘paid’ him enough in items to request something that would ensure eternal life for me, of course I could lie about it but honour is one of the things me and Orgran would like to maintain.
Next up on the list, Tokens! That’s right I’m finally making one, so I can finally start meeting some displaced. I thought about using one of my weapons or my ale mug but they didn’t seem right, so instead I went for getting an emerald and carving it into a pickaxe to be the item that represented me. With the token itself done I needed a message…
…
…
...I got it!
“Here comes a Dwarf with a bit o’ class, if yer evil I’ll kick yer ass!
But if you’re good and need some help, don’t be afraid to give a yelp!
If you want to talk and have a beer, what are you waiting for? I’m right here!
If you’re looking for a good old spar, I’ll be there, near or far!
If you pass all this, yer a friend o’ mine, just make sure you don’t cross a line!
Now with that all done and said, call my name! It’s ORGRAN THE RED!”
With my little shanty done I toss the gem at a wall and watch it get sent off into the void, and get a response by the rift spitting out a pair of gloves into my face.
“I am the warrior, the master of weapons, the seeker of battle and adventure. To those who would require my strength to defeat thy foes, to crush opposing forces, put on these Genji Gloves and call out my name with the intent to summon me. If ye be without true malice in thy hearts, know that the mighty Gilgamesh will come to thy aid!”
Gilgamesh, eh? I thought. Sounds like a tough guy, maybe I’ll summon him at some point, he might be fun to spar with.
Alright, what else had I done this week… oh yeah, I met a Caribou scouting party.
*record scratch*
…oh yeah, guess I should’ve mentioned that, I guess I could tell you about it...
...nah, you’re gonna have to wait for the next chapter!
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Alright, settle down and listen to the tale of how Orgran beat the shit out of the Caribou and completely Retconned season 5 onward because of it.
Alright, after I got my bond with Pine good enough so he wouldn’t kill something until I told him, I went to deal with the village referred to as only ‘Our Town’, because half of me felt pity for the ponies living there losing their unique skills and their own destinies because of some heartbroken unicorn growing spiteful. Although she could have a more tragic backstory than what was shown on TV like abusive parents or something, moving on.
My other half thought the idea was REALLY stupid!
Okay, think about it, if everypony here was equal, that would mean equal cooking skills, equal speed, equal strength, equal magic skills and most importantly.
Equal combat skills.
So considering that the baker in the village makes something that could make Pinkie Pie gag, and she eats burnt cupcakes no problem, that does not bode well for their defensive skills. In case you haven’t noticed, Our Town is actually located in the mountains, that’s Harpy and Dragon territory, and even if the creature was not indigenous to the mountains, without the capability to fight off an overly affectionate dog, these ponies wouldn’t stand a chance and would be easy pickings to anything that took an interest in them, and if you argue that Starlight Glimmer could do something, oh yeah, ONE magically adept unicorn really helps their chances when the only offensive spell she has is removing cutie marks. Needless to say if anything attacked the village they would stand no chance.
So when I found the village and the Caribou scouting party, I wasn’t surprised to see they were already celebrating their victory with a feast and an orgy. Mares were either used as tables, servers or cocksleeves, the only stallions that hadn’t willingly joined the Caribou had their throats slit, so they couldn’t brainwash them, good news for me. One thing that caught my eye though.
These weren’t the ponies I’ve seen before.
What I mean is that every pony I’ve met so far has walked on four hooves and looked just like in the show, these ponies in the village however have some strange dark magic residue coating them and are completely anthropomorphic, meaning the Caribou had some method of making entities anthro, they used it on themselves and are now using it on the rest of Equestria just to subjugate them.
Interesting… I’ll need to relieve them of that, but first I had to find Starlight.
After a moment of surveying the rather stained landscape I discover her in a cage, changed like her followers, her cutie mark is revealed and she was in tears over her cut horn, she’s bound and gag ceremoniously, meaning she’s going to be a gift for the king. I felt my honour and kindness punch me in the heart, at which point I knew what I had to do.
I send Pine back home and walk down to the center of town and call out to the invaders. “CARIBOU! COME OUT AND FACE ME!” all of the antlered bastards reluctantly leave their ‘toys’ and head to where I am, fully armored with spears at my direction, followed by the leader walking into the circle they’ve made.
“Yes?” he says, irritation clear in his deep voice. “What is it? We’re rather busy.”
“I can see that ya amber-bellied poultry!”
“What?” ha! I called him a yellow-bellied chicken and he’ll never know!
“What I’m not happy about is what you’re busy with! I have a question and a challenge, the first! How did you manage to change these ponies?” I ask.
“Simple, we have gems of dark magic in our sacks, take one out and plant them in the earth, then watch as the sapient beings become the perfect form, for male power and female subjugation.” he says, all of them pulling out cloth sacks radiating dark energy.
“Well I don’t want anything to do with your sacks.”
“What?” two for two! Though I felt a bit sick after that joke.
“The point is, I’m challenging you to a duel, if I win, you give me your gems, the ponies, and you take your sorry butts out of Equestria.
My anger boiled when they started laughing. “And what makes you think we would take your challenge?” the leader says, the Caribou readying their spears to impale me.
“Because if you win I will let you have my bride.”
They laugh harder. “We have Equestria to conquer, what’s one more pony?”
“Because without me you’ll never find her, and me and her aren’t ponies, we’re Dwarves.”
“So?”
“So, there’s only two in existence.”
That stopped their laughing immediately. “The only female Dwarf in existence?” the leader pondered. “Such an exotic creature as a trophy would put me in line for the throne for sure!”
“And no training required, Dwarves pride themselves on strength, you merely show your stronger and she’ll be more willing than a purple collar.”
My fist tightens. Relax Orgran, you can kill them later, just keep up the con.
The leader grins. “Very well, may I have the name of my opponent?”
“Orgran the Red.”
“Well, Orgran, let us hope you haven’t actually proposed.”
I grit my teeth. “Let’s just fight already.”
He chuckles and pulls out his sword as I pull out my axe, and as a silent bell rang in our heads, we rush at each other and clash.
It was no contest, I was naturally stronger, faster, and smarter, he was buckling under the force I was pushing onto him, unfortunately he also had antlers, I had to leap back to prevent myself from being gored. Now he was on the attack, going for quick precise jabs, going for gaps in my armor, I did block them but they still left cuts here and there. It was at this point that the blood loss was getting to me, I tried to stand through the weakness but I collapsed onto a knee, the Caribou leader looking down at me. “This fight is over, Dwarf, surrender now and I’ll let you say your goodbyes to your ex-wife.” he says as he points his sword to my throat.
I had enough of his attitude, in my mind it was only rage. Screw relaxing! SCREW RESTRAINT! KILL THEM!
“NO. YOU. WON’T!” I punch him, keeping my fist there. “GAUNTLET SPIKE!”
There was a click, then the sound of metal piercing flesh, bone, and then brain as the point of my pick gauntlet went through his skull then out the other side, then silence…
I slowly pulled my hand back as the spike retracts, the blood and gore falling off, leaving no trace of his brains on my gauntlet, and he falls to the ground. I got up, my magic healing me as I look to the shocked Caribou. “Will you honour his deal, or do I need to kill the rest of you?”
“GET HIM!” one of them cried as they all charge, I shake my head and ready my axe, leaping into the air and slamming down, leaving spikes of stones launching from the ground impaling most of them.
“FIST OF THE MOUNTAIN!” I make an uppercut motion and a fist of earth the size of a car erupts from the ground taking care of two more, I open my hand and slam it forward, the stone appendage mimicking my action, crushing another before I dispel it. I push one away with a wall of earth, smashing him against another, then for the final one I have two stone hands grab him by the shins and lift him up… over a boulder, his legs spread out.
“No! NO! MERCY!” he knew what was coming, I moved my arms down, making a breaking something over my knee motion, causing him to be slammed down.
That squeal was the sign of a Baritone becoming a Soprano in 0.3 seconds. I have the stone arms be dispelled, allowing him to fall over and try to recover, but I don’t let him as I grab him by the throat.
“You will go back to your king empty handed and tell him that Equestria is off limits, you will then travel the land and learn why I stopped you from enslaving mares by interacting with them and actually befriending them, and if I found you haven’t learned a thing the next time I see you, I will rip them off, understood?”
He nods frantically as I drop him to the ground, he scrambles for his clothes and essential gear before fleeing, and as he runs I hear cheering from behind. “All hail the hero of Our Town!” one of the mares proclaimed.
“Hold that thought.” I say as I walk over to the dead stallions, looking through Orgran’s memories for a certain spell used by an undead friend of his. “Aha! Found it.” I raise my hand over the cut throats and pour necrotic magic into the wounds, forcing them to seal but also causing the cuts the Caribou left on me to open further, as they cough and start breathing again I collapse to the floor and cough up some blood. “Stupid equal exchange bullshit, so lucky that Dwarves are endless.”
More cheers erupt. “Hooray for the hero!” a stallion calls out, revealing they only joined to survive, I smile and we party into the night, Starlight was unbound but remained in her cage for lying to the village, she was fed and given water but otherwise had to stay held, not that she couldn’t do anything without her horn.
That’s another thing, she’s the only one with a cut horn, guess with the equality cutie marks they saw no point in it.
It’s funny, Starlight’s plan saved her followers’ horns and wings… but not hers.
After everyone was asleep I headed to Starlight’s cage and ripped off the bars, waking her up. “What are you doing?” she asked, confused and scared.
“Giving you a second chance, I want to prove to you that cutie marks are not cruel and evil, but rather a force of friendship and good.”
She scowls at me. “And how could you begin to understand me?”
I grin. “Sunburst was your friend for so long, and just because he had to leave did you really think he wanted to leave?”
Starlight’s eyes bug out but I don’t let her respond. “I will explain later, but I want to know if you’re with me.” I reach my hand out to her, and after a moment she takes it, sealing our unspoken pact, and as such I use my healing magic to restore her horn.
“Wha-how did you-”
“Later, for now I think you have held their talents captive for too long.” she looks down and nods solemnly as she proceeds to lead me to the cave where she held their cutie marks. I gesture to the glass case and with a spell the cutie marks are freed, returning back to their owners.
As we hear the cries of joy at the return of their unique selves, tears formed in Starlight’s eyes. I sigh and put a hand on her shoulder. “Come, let us go home, you have much to learn.”
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Tensions were high, sweat was on my brow and Starlight was shaking like a leaf.
“I can’t do it!”
“Yes you can Starlight, I believe in you.”
“But this isn’t natural! I just-”
“Starlight! I am not going to tell you again!” I slammed my hands onto the table.
“PASS ME THE DAMN SALT!”
And like every other time she levitates it with her horn.
“NO!” I slam my head into the table.
“I don’t get why you’re trying to get me to use these noodly appendages.”
“Fingers.” I corrected. “They’re called fingers, Starlight, and if you don’t learn to use them you’ll never be able to come to grips with your new body.”
“Aren’t we trying to change me back?” oh boy, now to explain this again!
“I can’t change you back, nor should I, Starlight, you have been given something that no other pony could achieve, dexterous limbs, and with this you can do way more intricate things that magic could NEVER achieve, and would not have you use up mana for simple things, a seamstress could practice a delicate touch and easily handle more fragile materials. A blacksmith could put more force into his hammer strikes. A scientist could take more precise measurements. HELL! Even an apple or rock farmer could benefit from what you have!”
Pine barks up his opinion. “Yes, Pine, I should mention that, hands are also beneficial for pets for, well, petting!” I demonstrate by calling the massive wood golem onto my lap and proceeding to scratch behind his ears.
“But I’m trying to improve my magic so I’m not so helpless against creatures like those Caribou.”
Both me and Pine growled at the mention of them, then I sighed. “Alright, you want to learn combat skills? I’ll teach you them.” she perked up but I stopped her. “When, and only when, you begin to use your hands.”
She sighed and finally passed me the salt, it was difficult at first for her but she managed.
This went on for several days, and all the while I was preparing for the upcoming gala and awaiting the completion of my significant other, she was formed enough to place the crown on her but I needed to ensure the body was fully developed before doing so, but either way I was prepared for the gala when it came around, but I still needed to deal with other things.
After finally getting her to work on her dexterity, Starlight quickly became more comfortable with her new form, even asking to learn how to wield weapons or hand-to-hand combat, it was a sight to see and a great outlet for her rage.
Now came the hard part.
“I have to wear WHAT!?” she exclaimed, blushing furiously.
“Believe me you are more erotic undressed than when you’re clothed at this point.”
Turns out that stuff like underwear or in some cases clothing in general is seen more as a tool to arouse a lover in this nudist society, other times it is simply for protection or special occasions, but either way wearing clothing casually is not really a thing.
“Like hell I am, pervert!”
“Starlight, you have large orbs of flesh on your chest that when I first mentioned them to you, you tried to “rip them off and put them back where they belong.”” she blushed. “You’ve ended up trying to walk on all fours which only resulted in scraped knees, a backache, and Pine getting interested, you’re lucky he was leashed at the time!” her face was now looking like a tomato with a muzzle. “And finally it has taken several DAYS to convince you that hands are an amazing and useful alternative to your magic.” I think she’s got the point now. “So, who knows more about how your new body works?”
“You…”
“Who’s aware of the social norms of bipeds like you and me?”
“You…”
“And who’s going to get dressed in the clothing I hand-sewn?”
“...me.”
“Good, now go on young lady.” she proceeds to head up to her room to get dressed.
Pine speaks up, well… more of barking still. Need to really teach him how to-wait what did he say!?
“No Pine.” I retort. “I am not her dad! I am just a guy that’s mentoring her and caring for her so she takes a better path, I have this duty to protect her and make sure she gets everything she ne-oh by Odin’s beard I’m so her dad!” he yips in victory. “Oh shut up.”
So yes I apparently am now the unofficially adoptive father of the villain the brony community dubbed ‘communist pony’, believe me I was screaming internally too… until I got over it.
So next on my agenda was to call The Merchant, thankfully he answered, still in the same damn outfit.
“Wait, before you go on one of your rants about my attire again, I’ll have you know I have been using a larger variety of disguises, I just use this one since you’re so familiar with it.”
Huh… cut off my argument, he’s good…
“So.” he begins. “I assume you want something?”
“Not really, just want to talk, got any new targets?”
“Well, never thought you’d be so interested in my work, especially considering how I cause much distress for them.”
“Well if I didn’t, did you think I’d ever work with you?”
He thinks it over for a moment. “Despite how insulting that is, you make a point, there is this Genji cosplayer, the Nihon version, but I don’t have the piece he is missing… the throwing stars.” by the time he’s finished I’ve already handed him some. “...you want something, don’t you?”
“Nah, just doing my job, getting you the items you need.”
He took them with skepticism. “I… appreciate such a fast craft…”
“You’re welcome, thanks for visiting.”
“It is for my benefit to see you as well, my trusted supplier.” and like that he disappears.
Then I heard Starlight’s voice behind me. “Who was that?” I turn to look at her, wearing the clothes I made for her, which brought a small smile to my face.
“Oh it ain’t anything important Starlight, Just a guy I work with.”

	
		Chapter 11: BEST NIGHT EVER! AND I MEAN IT!



The time was here, I had my special suit over my armor, my beard and hair was freshly cleaned and for once my mouth didn’t smell like pure raw jet fuel, the only thing that didn’t seem like proper attire was the massive cart of Apple Ale I carried behind me, along with my porta-brewery, since I knew Applejack was coming here with apples.
Yep that’s right, tonight I was looking at Canterlot Palace as I headed for the Gala, and before you ask, the ‘plus one’ part was actually put in place after the wedding between Shining and Cadence, as an homage to the Princess of love and to allow companionship to continue to blossom, be it familial, romantic or simply platonic. In short, no I did not take Starlight or Pine with me because they had no tickets, but I did bring a friend, he’s big, hardy and isn’t afraid to make a flashy entrance.
{POV CHANGE: CELESTIA}
It was rather quiet, Twilight or her friends hadn’t arrived yet, nor did that rather brash gentlestallion known as Orgran, meaning I had to sit still through the boredom for a while.
“RUN FOR YOUR LIVES! IT’S A MONSTER!” oh, nevermind, I think he’s just showed up.
I remained cautious either way, preparing myself and the guard as the massive footsteps came closer, before slamming through the gate, spraying splinters everywhere, and revealing a massive bipedal titan of metal, it’s head more akin to a fiery skull more than anything, but to the shock of everypony, I simply walked over without fear and a smile as I saw what the behemoth had behind it, and my assumption was confirmed when the creature within’s voice boomed.
“I COME WITH FIREWORKS!! TREMBLE IN THE TERROR OF THE RAINBOW FLAMES!!” as he promised, the apparatus on his arms shot rainbow-coloured fire into the sky, and I chuckled.
“I appreciate the show, but maybe you could do so without frightening my little ponies?” I suggest to him.
“Princess!” one of the guards said as he rushed over, spear in the pegasus’ grasp. “Stay back! We’ll drive off this beast!”
The metal ‘beast’ made a motion to slam one of its upper appendages to its head akin to a facehoof, making a painfully loud ‘clang’ that disoriented everypony around us. “Relax, Fury Wing.” I begin. “Orgran is no beast, and he has been invited to this party by myself, as a show of good-will.”
“Good-will? But princess-”
“Let me finish…” I sternly told the guard as I made Orgran leave the vehicle he had crafted. “As currently the only member of the Dwarven Race, Orgran the Red is seen as the leader of his kind if they were to repopulate their numbers, and as such is considered of royal blood, so could you please lower your spear before you give King Orgran a bad impression of us.”
In the Pegasus Guard’s panic he dropped his spear and bowed to the short bipedal being. “Please forgive me your majesty, please have mercy, I had no idea.”
“Jeez! Calm down ya oaf, I’m not here to smite anyone or anything! but I may smack ya upside the head if you keep up with the formalities, call me Orgran, or if you can’t then just sir.”
“Of course, sir.”
“You are dismissed.”
“Thank you, sir.” and with that he runs off.
“So…” Celestia begins. “I assume you brought alcohol.”
“How do you know I would? I never told you that.”
“I saw the ale mug you carry around like a personal treasure, even now you couldn’t resist bringing it.”
“Yeah but it doesn’t explain why you think I would bring any.”
“Because someone like you, who puts ale in such a high regard, would clearly find no joy in having such light drinks, even the ‘heavy’ cider.”
{POV CHANGE: ORGRAN}
I was stunned. “You serious!? I thought it was just me!”
“Unfortunately no, over the years the Noble Houses have been ensuring that alcoholic beverages focused on flavour rather than alcohol count become the new norm, and then it continued to decline as with every generation the resistance to heavy alcoholic beverages became weaker and weaker, and now I don’t even get a buzz from the modern vodka as I look over my kingdom of lightweights, it may seem unprofessional but-”
“You hate not being able to get absolutely shit-faced anymore.”
“Yes! Exactly!”
I smile. “Well I know just how to celebrate you getting access to some real beer, how about a drink-off?”
She giggled. “My friend, I accept your challenge.”
And so it was that a new chapter was etched into the history of epic tales, the goddess of the sun and the mighty Orgran the Red proceeded to try and drink the other under the table, as this was the day in so long since both her and me began to actually feel the effects of Alcohol.
That’s right, I drank so much that my natural resistance couldn’t keep up, on the plus side, I did win, and when my resistance kicked in and I could think again I found myself riding Celestia through the halls, so I rolled with it.
“ONWARD FAITHFUL STEED! YAGH!” I chuckled when she neighed and played along. Damn she’s fucking wasted.
“Princess!” a purple unicorn called out. “What are you doing!? And why are you letting him ride on your back!?”
“Sssshut up! I’m drunk and I’m gonna enjoy it! FUCK YOU THOUSAND YEARS OF SOBRIETY!” and we rode off to the dance hall, leaving a stunned Twilight trying to piece together her sanity.
And when we got there we decided to do a bit of karaoke, so I made a record for Vinyl to play, and we got to the stage and sang.
As expected, the Nobles all looked shocked at the lewd undertones and implications behind it, and even more so when Celestia was going along with it. Speaking of which, how does she know this song…? wait, the magic of musical numbers, duh! I ignore it and just keep singing.
Afterwards Fluttershy burst in, it all went to shit, and I got Tia to bed after she passed out.

Next I went to Donut Joe’s to confront the Mane 6, and I overheard Twilight say, “I hope Celestia isn’t upset we ruined the Gala.”
“Are you kidding? You did that mare a favour!” they all turn to me, all of them clearly remembering me and Tia’s escapades.
“YOU!” Twilight said angrily. “You made Celestia go crazy!”
Dash butted in. “You scared the wonderbolts off!”
Fluttershy next. “You were the one that… you actually helped me.”
I stared at her with a raised eyebrow. “Huh?”
“You made me realize that I had been too stubborn about a vegetarian diet for my animals, even when it was hurting them, so I made changes for them, I got braver and I… I got meat for Harry, and fresh worms for all my bird friends, I may not eat meat, but that doesn’t mean I should force my animal friends not to, and as long as they don’t hunt on my sanctuary, I’ll be more comfortable caring for any hurt or lost carnivores, thank you.”
Applejack went up to me. “Besides Soarin, you were the only other pony to even look at my stall, not only did you buy the apples for your strange machine, you bought so many pastries and desserts I was practically sold out! It made it feel like I didn’t waste my time tonight.”
I smile and respond. “I should be thanking you, apples are my all time favourite fruit, and since they had none at the main buffet, well it was just what I was craving.” she actually blushed.
Rarity started next, her eyes narrowing at me. “I may not care for how you acted, nor that vulgar song you convinced Celestia to sing with you, but you did save me from the worst mistake I ever made…”
{Flashback to the total freak-out.}
I noticed some cake flying towards Rarity, so I erected a wall from the floor with my earth magic to save her, then walked up and socked Blueblood in the muzzle. “YOU WERE GOING TO LET A MARE GET CAKED TO SAVE YOUR SUIT!? FUCK YOU AND YOUR LACK OF CHIVALRY GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE!” and with that he ran.
“Why did you-”
“A lovely lady such as yourself should not be associated with such an utter snob, next time look for somepony, even someone, for how they are on the inside, not their status or their appearance, okay?”
“U-um… okay…”
{Back to present.}
“... you made me see that I shouldn’t immediately look for a fairytale ending, and that my prince charming can be anyone that I truly care for.” she finishes with a slight bow of appreciation.
Spike came up to me shortly after hearing that, no words were said, just a light fist-bump before he headed back to the table, then Pinkie hopped over to me and looked me square in the eye.
“Could you make that beer for my next party?”
“PINKIE!” all of them shouted, Dash being the only one sincerely annoyed while Twilight seemed to be having second thoughts about me.
“Only if I get invited next time, after all, from what I saw at the Gala, you’ve got the right idea for what a party’s all about.” I said with a smile, and I took the one she gave me back as a yes.
I sigh. “Now before Twilight and Rainbow Dash start yelling at me, Twilight, Celestia was in control of her own actions, that was just the result of what happens when two immortals have a drinking contest.” she opened her mouth to speak. “I learned your names from her.” she promptly shut it. “And Dash, you’re not going to impress anypony at a fancy gathering which is supposed to be quiet and crowded, if you want to make a name for yourself you have to do it with hard work and determination like everypony else, not just sitting next to the popular kids and hoping they notice you, because they aren’t going to notice somepony because they make some cool tricks to amaze them, they’re going to notice somepony that works to improve themselves and not just assume they’re perfect all the time.” she sat back down and lowered her ears, thinking over that slice of humble pie I just gave her.
“Orgran, was it? I know Celestia mentioned you before.” Twilight said as I turned to her. “It seems you have a lot of wisdom and a good heart, I shouldn’t have acted so rude and assumed you were bad, if you’re ever in Ponyville I’d be happy to talk sometime, friends?”
“...yeah Twilight, I’ll be friends with all of you, if you’ll have me.” they responded with a group hug, which Rarity was reluctantly pulled into before they break off, and after a good laugh I go to leave. “And Twilight, make sure to send your friendship report tomorrow afternoon, if I know beer-and I do-she’ll be having a hangover in the morning.” she nods and I head out, taking a deep breath of the fresh night air.
“This… this was a fun night.”
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“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” I’m flipping tables, slamming my hammer into walls.
Today was not a good day because of one simple thing.
I’ve run out of bits.
“Orgran? Are you okay?” Starlight said as she came in.
“YEP! I’M ABSOLUTELY GREAT! LOOK HOW PERFECTLY FINE I AM!” I threw a chair and managed to embed it in the ceiling.
“Eep! I was just asking!”
“I! I… I’m sorry Starlight, I’m just upset, I’ve run out of funding and I can’t just get a job in Ponyville, and the Merchant and me have this reasonable partnership, items for items, not items for cash.”
She seemed to think about what I said. “Can’t you just sell the gems and metals you mined?”
“Even if it wasn’t accidentally stolen from a national landmark the ponies have that stuff out the wazoo! They’re only good to me as building materials.”
“Why not make bits from the gold?”
“That my dear student is known as counterfeiting.”
“How could ponies know the difference?”
“The coins are enchanted while they are forged to give off the unique shine of the coin no matter what, it also makes it indestructible and very light, I can’t do that because the method is a closely guarded secret passed down from generation to generation of an unnamed noble house, the only other ponies to know the secret are the princesses, and either way misuse or divulging the technique to others is a crime punishable by Tartarus.”
“I’ve been meaning to ask, you made out Tartarus to be a really bad place, it can’t actually be worse than any other prison, right?”
“I’ve done some research from ancient tablets and I have to say it CAN be worse because it is, it’s a good reason for why there’s a vicious three-headed dog guarding it in the first place.”
“Could you explain please?”
“No, you don’t want to know.”
“But I want to know all I can.”
“Starlight, I’m serious, back off.”
“I’m not going anywhere unless you-”
I go over to her and summon an earth pillar so I’m face to face with her. “Fine, you want to know? Tartarus is a place only the vilest beings in the history of Equestria should be sent to, pain and misery at the hands of horrific demons are what await the damned down there, and the monstrous acts they commit to the inmates there make the Caribou look like FUCKING NUNS!”
She was dead silent, her face paled as she stumbled and fell on her ass, scared silent, I lower the pillar and sigh. “Starlight, you’re an amazing mare, it’s why I’ve wanted you to look up to your potential instead of dragging others down, so don’t let what I said scar you, because I don’t want to ruin your life.” and with that I pulled her into a hug, and she shakily hugs me back. “I want to make sure you can be the greatest of your craft, to have the chance to be the inspiring pony I know you can. So please Starlight, know that whatever happens I’ll be there for you.” she starts crying into my shoulder, letting out all the hurt emotions I probably surfaced with my little rant.
Then she spoke. “I love you, dad.” I was frozen, I just stood there, unmoving… until I calmed and pulled away.
“I guess I am… I love you too.” I pat her head. “I’ve gotta go vent some steam, okay?” she nods, wiping away tears as she got up and headed off to the kitchen.
And with that I walked out and turned to the Everfree… and stopped.
Because up in the air were cotton candy clouds.
“OH YES! JUST WHAT THE DOCTOR ORDERED!” it was ‘The Return of Harmony: Part 1’ and that meant the introduction of Discord. And really, Discord is best character, hands down, anyone who disagrees gets their hands cut off.
So like the excited fan-dwarf that I am, I ran to Canterlot, expertly avoiding the chaos ensuing, making tunnels to protect from chocolate milk rain, leaping over the rabbit stampedes, it was cool.
When I reached the base of the mountain I slam my foot down. “Monolith Pillar!” and with those words I’m launched by a massive tower of stone erupting from the ground, and I drop into the throne room through the roof, making a superhero landing. “What did I miss?” there was a group silence except for the clapping upper appendages of a certain Draconequus.
“Well done! Quite the entrance, I heard it is quite hard on the knees.” he said.
“No!” I point at him. “I already have Celestia being a smartass, no offense.” I say the last part to the donkey that somehow appeared.
“None taken.” the mule replied.
“Anyway, I don’t need it from you too!” the lord of chaos seems to have been caught off guard for a split second at how I knew his pop culture reference.
“... oh, I see what’s happened, you’re one of those Displaced individuals I’ve heard so much about.”
“Yep.”
“And you’ve already sided with Equestria.”
“Yep.”
“And so we’re most likely going to have an immense battle that will leave either one of us severely wounded or dead.”
“Actually… may I talk to you in private?”
Confused by this, but interested nonetheless, he teleports the two of us to a new room, and I sit down and take a swig of my ale as I relax and we just stared at each-other.
“I’m actually a fan of yours, lord of chaos.” he seemed surprised by my statement.
“I wouldn’t expect someone working with Celestia to actually say that to me.” he says as he becomes composed once more.
“Well I am, I respect your care-free attitude, and even right now your kind heart.”
“Okay, you cannot seriously assume I am kind when I-”
“You’ve put this world into a chaotic mess on two occasions, this being the second one, and neither of those times have you killed anypony, not even the element bearers who would ensured your imprisonment, even if you make them their opposites.”
“How did you-... alright, you have me, I’m no monster, what’s your point?”
“I have something to ask… can the beam be dodged?”
“Yes.” he states as a matter-of-factly. “Yes it can be dodged, the first time I didn’t because I hadn’t expected it to work.”
“Then this time, don’t.”
“Excuse me? You seriously want me to go ahead and go to that dull stone prison for another 1000 years?”
“Oh no, just until S3 E10.”
his eyes widen as he gets out a laptop to confirm my statement.
“Let’s see… okay I do get out, mess with the Mane six… so you want me to reform, is that it?” he asks.
“Yes, and truthfully, I think you’d want to reform too, hear me out, and if it doesn’t seem appealing, just say and I’ll drop it.” he raised an eyebrow but gestured for me to continue.
“Okay,” I begin. “If you actually won, you would become the ultimate ruler of Equestria, able to warp and twist everything to your whim, but the major thing is… you would be alone.” he seems intrigued, so I summon a little statue of Fluttershy. “But if you let the events play out by destiny, this little timid mare would go out of her way to understand you, to see who you are on the inside when no-one else would, and with her gentle heart she would become your first ever friend, and work to make the others see you like that too.” I summon five more statues. “A friend does not ask you to change who you are or how you feel, a friend is just a pony who is by your side, the both of you understand each other and care about how the other feels, you wouldn’t have to give up being the lord of chaos, the only real thing you would have to give up is this whole evil world domination stuff, and with it you will be able to learn of the power of friendship, and how it can warm your heart and soul.” I have the little flutter statue walk up and gesture for a hug, and then the lord of chaos seems to get emotional and cuddle with it, blowing his nose into a tissue box which skitters away, the tissues like an origami hermit crab.
Soon he calms down and acts like he didn’t just get lost in his feelings. “Alright, you win, I’ll follow this plan of yours, but if this doesn’t work I’m going to turn your beard into licorice.” he spoke.
“And if it does you can consider me a friend too, I’m Orgran by the way… oh, and one more thing.”
“Yes?” I suddenly grab him by the beard, my eyes glowing blood red.
“TOUCH THE BEARD AND YOU DIE.” I was so cold in my words his horns frosted over.
“Y-y-yes sir…” he said, both frozen and scared before teleporting me back home, Pine getting surprised and yelping at my sudden appearance.
“Oh hey Pine, don’t mind me, just finished having a friendly chat.”
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		Chapter 13: FUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFU-



I had just finished setting up a fold-out chair and a fruity drink for myself, and relaxed as I watched the ‘double rainbow all the way’ cannon engulf the de lancie snake and give him the Maredusa treatment.
Before you ask, yes, Maredusa is an actual thing.
And I was already cringing from memories of a certain magician saying ‘neigh-sayers’.
Anyways, after the--totally called it--light-show, I packed up my stuff and headed back inside, overlooking my sleeping queen, she looked nice sitting atop her throne, in sapphire lined armor and crown upon her head.
Yes, she was fully developed and the crown of Elnir was weaving her new soul into this very vessel, to be more specific, the crown responds to the one who uses it, so I told the crown to make a true dwarven female personality, her name would be Salerna, a name meaning to be focused and clear of mind, I left the crown only with that to work with and finally to imprint upon her memories of being in Mylinia and then magically winding up here.
Now for appearance, as expected she shared the body structure of a Mylinian Dwarven woman… and by that I mean when I was Ark, the design would be similar to what Outbreak Company did, in the sense that female Dwarves will retain a youthful and child-like appearance, while still sharing physical abilities with the male Dwarves, such as immense strength, incredible ingenuity, and a love for beer so passionate it makes an alcoholic look like a saint.
{Author Break}
And before someone in the comments gets up in arms about Lolis and weird fetishes, let me be clear, in a fantasy sense, something like this:

Is more appealing to me than this:

Even if option two is more badass, or it has equality, I want the designs to be MY designs! MY artistic choices, also, if any Social Justice Warriors or internet trolls comment about their bullshit, trying to shove their opinions and ‘privileges’ down my throat, those comments will be deleted, end of story.
{Break End}
She had long crimson pigtails and a soft tanned pigment to her skin, and while the thick armor did cover up her figure, it only gave a more intoxicating aura of strength and authority, which I kinda liked personally, half because she was to be my queen as I set out to bring a Dwarven kingdom to Equestria, and half because it’d make her a challenge when the courting started.
...so much of my life has changed since that fateful day at the con and I just keep loving it more and more.
And then the door knocks…
Well it couldn’t be all perfect.
“Ugh, I can’t handle all this bullshit!” I mumble as I open the door. “What do you fucki-oh hey Celly.”
She glared daggers at me. “I’m not comfortable with you giving me a nickname, Orgran.”
“Oh don’t be like that Celly, aren’t we drinkin’ buddies?” I replied with a grin.
She then grabbed her head. “Please don’t remind me, I’m still getting aftershocks from the hangover.” I toss her a small sack of special cubes, one of my designs, not the original’s.
“What are these?”
“Juice cubes, even a dwarf who’s never sober isn’t going to want alcohol for every drink, they’re delicious, and refreshing! Just stick one in your mouth and you’ll be fully refreshed with an instant beverage, or put it in a glass and just add water.” I finished rather pridefully as she tried one and seemed to be over her headaches.
“Thank you, but why cubes?” she asked.
“So everyone can use them, if I made it a ball, those without fingers wouldn’t be able to keep onto it, if I made it triangular, those that did have fingers might prick themselves on a corner, and I am not a prick enthusiast.” I added which gave us both a chuckle.
“I do see your point, Mr Red, may I come in?”
...uh oh…
“Um… not really, I’m kinda busy with something important and delicate-”
“Oh come on, I won’t be of any trouble, you wouldn’t hide anything from your ‘drinking buddy’ would you?” shitshitshitshitshit!!!
“No… no of course not! It’s just that if you touch anything it might… get dirty, or break, and it’s not exactly my house it belongs to my friend…”
“Well don’t worry, I’ll be sure to keep my hooves off of anything.”
“... could you excuse me a moment?” I slammed the door and ran to Starlight and Pine.
Starlight jumped at my sudden appearance but Pine was prepared and responded. “What is wrong, master?” oh yeah, Pine could speak now because I taught him between the chapters with a little something called ‘plot convenience’ ...plus dedicating a chapter to teach Pine words sounded stupid.
“Celestia is here, so I need you two to hide!” Pine saluted and snuck off into his bedroom… which was really just a hole in the wall that has roots grown in for the walls, then Starlight shakes off her surprise.
“Why do I need to hide?” she asked. “I’m sure Celestia wouldn’t be surprised about a bipedal pony.”
“No, but your transformation came from dark magic and Celestia might mistake you for a vampire or something and burn you alive!!”
“...good point!” she promptly hid in a closet.
With them hidden and the lab locked I got back to Celestia. “Come in, your Celly-ness.” she huffed in annoyance at my antics, but soon calmed down once she saw the inside.
“Well Orgran,” she began. “Your friend certainly has quite the setup, such unique and futuristic mechanisms, quaint and elegant room designs, it’s like a lab, but also cozy!”
“Well I don’t see the big deal, it’s just a normal home like anybody else.” I turned away in a modest gesture… which was a horrible mistake.
“And I see you’ve made more than just those juice snacks!”
What.
I immediately turned to find Celestia taking something out of a sack on a nearby kitchen counter, I couldn’t make out the item, but the markings on the sack itself made it clear…
That’s the bag I took from the Caribou…
“I’m curious, what do these taste like?” she said, and proceeded to place one of the crystals into her mouth.
I froze up, sweat coming from my face like rivers, there was only one word that came to mind.
BUGGER!
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The spell triggered in a dark flash of pure shadow, once faded revealing the nude form of a now anthropomorphic Celestia, the regalia somehow complementing her nudity in a way… though I was far too scared to actually get aroused.
“...Orgran…” Celestia spoke coldly, yet her aura burned in fury. “Why do you have dark magic in your home…?”
“ISWEARIDIDN’TMAKEITITOOKITFROMAGROUPOFCARIBOUWHO-”
“What?” the simple question was so devoid of emotion, it triggered some sort of primal fear.
“...I w-w-was liberating a v-v-village from…” I finished.
Celestia turned to me, her pupils like pin pricks, bloodshot with actual fire, and said 4 words.
“Can. You. Reverse. It?”
I was stock still, and before you say I shouldn’t be scared, let me clarify some things.
A: Mylinian Dwarves have had to stare down creatures before, it has become a hard-wired fear of being in a situation where you have to stare down something you can’t kill.
B: This is an alicorn, a legendary creature with the capacity to move celestial bodies, of course you wouldn’t want to get on their bad side even if you could take them on.
And C: You have never seen Celestia this mad, she was seething, blood vessels threatening to pop at the slightest twitch, this is the kind of rage you encounter before waking up in a desolate landscape and shaking hands with a skeleton in a robe.
So you can clearly understand my position when I had to squeak out a “n-no.” of terror.
...two things told me I should start running.
1: she had actually gone Daybreaker from pure rage alone, most likely blaming me for her situation.
2: the magic of Equestria decided to be a wise-ass and start playing an all too familiar jingle.
Naturally I did what any smart Dwarf would do.
{POV CHANGE: TWILIGHT}
I had begun trying to find a friendship problem, ANY friendship problem.
“I’m almost out of time! I need to-”
I hear a scream, and it sounded like only one pony I know that could have such a scream, so I bolted, my mind focused on helping my friend, bursting out the door I called out.
“DON’T WORRY RARITY! I’M ON MY WAY!”
“FORGET ABOUT RARITY! HELP ME!”
“BE SILENT AND FACE OUR DIVINE JUDGEMENT, CUR!”
I look and find Orgran to be the actual source of the screaming, being chased by… Celestia!?
She looks different. I thought. How did she manage such a transformation? Maybe I can study the effects and-
*FWOOM*
I yelp in surprise at how my mentor was trying to burn the terrified Dwarf. She’s going to kill him!
{POV CHANGE: ORGRAN}
I found myself backed into a corner, Daybreaker floating towards me intimidatingly, her fangs bared like a predator looking at its newest meal. “Say farewell you pathetic wretch.” she spoke as she charged her horn, and I flinch away as I close my eyes and prepared to be toast.
…
…
…
Huh?
I open my eyes and look to see Twilight in front of me, a magic shield she had manifested scorched black.
“Move aside, Twilight, this is between me and him.”
Twilight shook a little at the princess’ glare before looking at me and steeling herself.
“No.”
“You dare disobey me!? I-”
“I’m not disobeying you! You taught me to learn the magic of friendship, and I know more than enough to say you and Orgran are friends!”
“He is the reason I am stuck like this!”
“No he isn’t! He would never want to cause any harm to you! Think about it! He destroyed an entire mountain! If he could do that, and wanted you harm, do you really think he would be cowering behind me?”
I spoke up. “I’m humble enough to admit that this is indeed cowering-”
“SILENCE!” my flinch and little whimper of fear seemed to surprise her, and I could see something new in her eyes as she floated to the ground and looked at me.
Regret.
Eventually she spoke up. “I… I am sorry Orgran, I do not know what came over me, I should never have overreacted like that.” Daybreaker’s form faded from her, returning to the gentle face of Celestia, a single tear in her eye. “I shall take my leave and figure out this new change on my own, I won’t cause any more trouble for you.”
She turned to leave but was stuck, I had used some earth magic to grip her to the ground by the ankles, then I pulled her over to me and into a hug. “I forgive you.” it was three simple words, but they were enough to bring the once stoic Diarch to tears, holding me close as she sobbed in both shame of how she acted, and relief that she hadn’t lost me as a friend.
We finally broke off before it became awkward and she flew back to Canterlot, then I hear Twilight mutter something about a ‘friendship report’ and I reacted by shouting. “No! Bad Twilight!” and hitting her with a convenient newspaper.
“Ow!” she winced at the light tap. “But-”
“No buts! You shouldn’t be so panicky about this.”
“Huh?”
“Celestia sent you here to learn the magic of friendship, not like a school project, but as a journey of discovery, the friendship reports you make aren’t supposed to be on a set time-limit, think, how would Celestia benefit from taking you from your friends when she wanted you to make friends in the first place?” she was dumbstruck. “Exactly, just do the friendship reports when you can… oh and also maybe have your friends try their hand at writing some, make it a group thing!”
After shaking her head clear of her stupor, she smiled and nodded at the idea. “But I’m still gonna write this down, it’s a very important friendship lesson…”
“Actually… could I write this one?” her smile got even wider as she handed me a scroll and quill, and with a smile back I began to write.
Dear Princess Celestia.
Today I learned that true friendship is not only sticking by someone, but being there for them even if it’s scary. Standing up for another person pony is not the easiest thing, but friendship is about doing so despite how hard it may be.
I also learned that sometimes friends can hurt each other by accident or mistake, and that it’s also very hard to fix these mistakes and lose a friend forever. I wasn’t just scared about death or being hurt when that accident happened to my friend, but more importantly I was scared that even after all of it she would hate me forever. But thankfully I learned that sometimes, fighting to keep your dearest friends can be so much more worth it in the end.
Your Dearest Friend.
Orgran the Red.

I let Twilight spell-check it before she rolled it up, and she seemed to have gotten teary-eyed at the letter’s contents, scooping me up in a hug which I returned.
Yep… friends are awesome...

	
		Chapter 15: FLASHBACK, GRAB THE POPCORN!!!
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It was the 1st of the Netherborn incursions, and no small one at that, the kingdoms of Man, Dwarf, Elf, Undead and Dragonkin were being pushed back, and even when we made them pay in blood for every inch, they came back with interest. The armies of each race alone could not survive, so five heroes arose to unite them and turn the tide.
And that’s when things changed, with the united efforts of all five factions, each race covering another’s weaknesses, we managed to push back against the Netherborn until they were in a corner. The first time since this damn war, Mylinia was winning against the evil.
Then the final battle, the confrontation with the Nether Lord, came, and the five heroes came together to lead the assault. Selena: the Human Swordmaster, Interse: the Undead Warlock, Onera: the Elven Druid, Hearth: the Dragonkin Sniper and me…
Orgran: the Dwarven Battlemaster.
With our combined might we rolled over the weakened enemy forces, it was our chance to turn the battle into a slaughter and we took it. We made them pay for every soldier they tortured, every innocent they killed, every family they tore apart for their sick desires. And so it was that we six left the armies of our united peoples to mop up the remaining soldiers as we came face to face with a beast that would only be seen as normal in nightmares.
The Nether Lord stood 20 feet high, he wore no true armor, instead the bones and scales of all he has slain decorated his body as one more symbol of his monstrous desecration, using those fallen by his hand to protect himself. His claws were scratched and dull, stained with still dripping blood, and again the bones of the fallen were adorned on them, further defiling them with gems that were filled with dark energies. His face was the only thing not covered in this ‘jewellery’, a wolf like head with no fur but the rough purple skin that defined a Netherborn, only his head had two curled horns like that of a ram.
“So… the five gather to slay the one, if I wasn’t so powerful I’d say this was unfair… well it is for you, anyway.” the maleficent being chuckled, mocking us.
“We shall put an end to your tyranny monster! No more will fall by your hand!” Onera called out.
“...wrong...” it was too fast to stop as the monster launched a sphere of magic at our Elven friend, and we froze as we saw him fall to his knees, clutching his heart that fell out of the hole through his torso, eyes wide in terror and agony. “There is no stopping me, now four others will fall.”
“ONERA!” Selena called out in shock and heartbreak, then turning around and charging the giant in her rage. “DIE YOU BASTARD!” she leapt up to strike.
“SELENA WAIT-” but I was too late, the Nether Lord backhanded her away like it was nothing, the force smashing her into a wall, the impact leaving no trace of the warrior’s identity.
“Let’s see you backhand this!” Hearth called out, aiming his Infernus Rifle and firing off a cascade of ember-infused shots. The Netherborn simply waved his hand and the bullets stopped, then dropped to the ground.
“My turn.” the bastard spoke as he broke off one of the bones of his armor and launched it with a flick, impaling it through the Dragonkin’s neck, we were helpless to watch as another fell, choking on his own blood.
“We can’t win.” I said. “He’s just slaughtering us one by one… Interse, run, I’ll hold him off.”
“I am not running, Orgran!” the Warlock shouted. “You are my friend! I will not leave you to die!”
“YOU NEED TO GO TO OUR PEOPLE AND STOP THEM FROM COMING HERE! If they all charge in they’ll suffer our fate, now go!” he was still reluctant. “Please… as a friend, grant me this last wish.” tears ran down our eyes as we looked at each other, then he turned and ran.
“A coward’s plan.” the Netherlord declared. “I will kill them all eventually, your pathetic attempt at stopping me is futile.”
I said no words and just roared in anger, my blades clashing with his claws, my stone walls against his magic, my hammer against his fist.
But no matter how long I could stand against him, I became more and more exhausted, unable to endure as long as he could, until I fell to one knee, too tired to even stand.
“Just as I said.” he lifted his foot, prepared to crush me like an ant. “Futile.”
I awaited the blow, but opened my eyes as I heard a roar of pain, and I saw the Nether Lord crumbling to dust, and Interse standing there, channeling the mutual curse spell.
“No…” I gasped out, and as the leader of the Netherborn fell, I ran to my friend, who collapsed, seeing his feet begin to turn to dust as the curse brought its effect down on him.
“Interse… you stupid, stupid bastard.” I manage to get out as I start crying, knowing now that all my friends were gone.
“...Orgran.” Interse coughed out. “I could not… let you die… like this…”
“And you think this was any better?”
“You… have a chance… to make new friends... I… do not…”
“But the alliance, undead were being treated equal now, you had a chance…”
“No… not really… Orgran… grant me a… last wish…”
“Anything, old friend.”
He thrust his hand through his ribcage and pulled out his heart made of black stone and green lines of necrotic energy pulsing. “Hold still…” and with his last act he punched a hole through my chest, placing his heart next to mine, and I screamed as new magic entered my system, healing my wounds and burning itself into my veins.
His voice called into my mind. Now even in death, Orgran… I can protect you, my first friend…

I woke up with a gasp of shock, grasping my chest…
“Holy shit… note to self, drink more beer before bed.”

	
		Chapter 16: Recollection And Under-FUCK THAT, TIME FOR DWARF CHICK!!!!!



I head into the kitchen, waving hi to Starlight and Pine, both looking concerned at how tired I seemed.  Though really I felt as bad as I looked… such a weird nightmare.
But I knew better, that was no nightmare, it was a memory. I concluded I had begun to relive all of Orgran’s memories, much like how other displaced had to confront their own, but that merely left more questions. I began to be flooded by those questions as I went to the fridge.
Why that memory? What importance did Interse’s Necrotic Heart have right now? How am I able to separate his memories from mine so easily? I-wait… WHERE THE FUCK DID ALL MY ALE GO!?
*BUUURRRP* I look to where I heard the sound to see her, the female clone dwarf chugging down the last bottle before letting out a sigh of contentment. “Now this is a beer to wake up to!”
“Oh morning Hella.” Starburst said to her, revealing not only her name but also that they met before.
“Alright Starlight.” I said in a cold tone, and she froze up at it. “How long has she been up and about for?”
“Um… since you had gone out yesterday...?”
“And why wasn’t I told?”
“I thought you had already met!”
“IF WE HAD THEN SHE WOULDN’T BE DRINKING MY PERSONAL BREW NOW, WOULD SHE!?” Hella promptly did a spittake and joined me in glaring at the unicorn.
“WHY DIDN’T YOU TELL ME THIS WAS ANOTHER DWARF’S STASH!?” she yelled.
“WHY AM I BEING GANGED UP ON!?” Starlight shouted back, looking confused and upset.
“BECAUSE YOU SHOULD KNOW BETTER! WHAT’S THE POINT IN WRITING DOWN DWARVEN CULTURE FOR YOU IF YOU AREN’T GONNA READ IT!?” I shot back at her.
She looked away, ears flat as she realized her screw-up.
I sigh. “Look, I’m willing to let it go just once, just please go and educate yourself…”
“O-okay.” she headed up to her room. Hella promptly turned to me.
“Why’d you let her off like that?” she asked.
“She’s my adopted daughter, plus not a Dwarf, so I can’t really stay mad at her for not understanding how our society works.”
“How’d that happen?”
“Saved her from a group that attacked her town, they were about male superiority and using women as sex slaves, I promptly murdered their leader and then all but one of them when they tried to kill me rather than run.”
“And now she’s imprinted on you as a father figure because of how you were willing to help her?” I nod. “Makes sense…” she looked me up and down. “Does she have a mother?” she asked, having a slightly more sensual tone to her.
I grin and pull out my hammer. “I thought not.” she replied as she pulled out her own weapons, which I recognized were Forge Gauntlets, essentially enchanted cinderblocks that were attached to steel gloves like knuckle dusters.
And like that we charged, engaged in glorious combat.
{POV CHANGE: TWILIGHT}
I heard an explosion in the distance and ran off to find the source. Oh no. I thought. I hope Orgran’s okay!
I look to find the red-bearded Dwarf fighting what could only be one of his own, female. Immediately I rushed over to them.
“Orgran! What’s going-” I’m cut off as he passes me a book titled ‘All Things Dwarf’. Eager to learn and curious as to what was happening, I searched through it and found a mention of a Dwarf fighting with another of the opposite gender.
Which was in the section of ‘Dwarven Courting Rituals.’
“O-oh…” I gasped out as my face reddened. “Carry on!” I promptly left them alone and headed back home to continue my research.
{POV CHANGE: ORGRAN}
“What was that about?” Hella asked.
“Oh just my friend being a bit protective of me since that incident where I almost died by the hands of her mentor.” I responded nonchalantly.
“Ah, makes sense.” she charged in and we got back to fighting, but it was very clear that I was outclassing her in both strength and actual combat experience. Eventually we broke off and she dropped her weapons, surrendering, but not at all upset. “Fine, you win, I’ll be sub.”
“You don’t seem upset by this turn of events.” I said, giving a knowing grin.
“Well I don’t exactly want to wear the pants in this relationship, and I know this was a whole ‘love at first sight’ thing so you can’t deny it isn’t a relationship.”
I chuckled. “True, names Orgran.”
“Hella, but you knew that already, I already know Pine and Starlight so you don’t need to worry.”
“That’s good… so what did you think of my work?”
“Wait, you mean you actually brewed that ale yourself?”
“Well none of the ponies here know how to do it so-MMPH!?” I stumbled as I was essentially tackle-kissed down… and then it just snowballed.
{POV CHANGE: RAINBOW}
I flew over ponyville, moving a few clouds over to where they needed before I heard a loud feminine scream.
“Somepony’s in trouble!” I said both worryingly and excitedly before rushing to over where I heard the sound. And high up in the air I see two forms seemingly grappling with each other. I headed in to see what was going on.
“Now what do I need to… to…” I saw in truth what was going on, causing my face to go beet red and my wings to stiffen, forcing me to glide and in my panic I turn away, heading to AJ’s. “Buck Buck Buck!” I swore as I tried to get my wings to move.
{POV CHANGE: ORGRAN}
{3 hours later}
I simply laid there, Hella in my arms, both of us covered by a cloth I pulled from hammerspace.
“Well I never thought I’d lose my V-card like this… but to be honest I bet somebody’s gonna be jealous.”
My new lover curled in on me as she mumbled in her sleep, the words she spoke leaving me a little embarrassed.
“Who says Dwarves are small… zzzz…”
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So today was the fabled wedding episode, the one where Chrysalis would be a very unwelcome guest to the ceremony of Cadence and Shining. Also an opportunity to see if I could succeed where Starlight had failed… unless of course changelings are different in this universe than they were in the show.
Onto other matters, for example how do I know this? Simple…
I’m Twilight’s friend, of course I’d be invited to the picnic, and when I saw spike come in and hand Twilight the scrolls I knew what was happening.
Also be prepared, for I am going to do two things I haven’t done before.
The first is that I will be writing down the song. The second will be revealed soon.
Twilight started up her lyrical moment.
“When I was just a filly,
I found it rather silly,
To see how many other ponies I could meet.
I had my books to read,
Didn’t know that I would ever need,
Other ponies, to make my life complete.
But there was one colt that I cared for,
I knew he would be there for me…
My Big Brother, Best Friend Forever!-”
“Like two peas in a pod, you did everything together!” my baritone voice cut in.
Though caught off by me joining in the song, Twilight seemed to shake it off before the next part. And as she did I decide to work background.
“He taught me how to fly a kite!” “(Best Friend Forever)”
“We never had a single fight.” “(You did everything together!)”
“We shared our hopes, we shared our dreams!
I miss him more than I realized,
It seems…”
I gestured for the others to join me, adding their voices to the song alongside me.
“Your Big Brother, Best Friend Forever!
Like two peas in a pod, you did everything together!”
“And though he’s, oh, so far away,
I hoped that he would stay,
My Big Brother, Best Friend
Forever…”
“Forever…” I finished off, then cheered a little. “That was actually kind of fun! You should invite me to sing with you more often, we could really get a harmony going!... pun not intended but I’m happy it’s there.”
Twilight looked at me in confusion. “Did you not realize how I was pouring my heart out about how Shining Armor didn’t invite me to the wedding?”
“Wait you’re still upset? Did no-one notice the massive fucking bubble around Canterlot?”
“While I do not care for Orgran’s language, he does have a point, darling.” Rarity added.
I grabbed the wedding invite before looking it over. “It says here that Shining is Captain of the Guard, and since there is a large magical barrier around the capital around the barrier, there must be a military matter going on. It makes sense Shining would be very busy.”
“It can’t be that much work! And I’m his LSBFF! He should’ve told me in person.” Twilight whined.
I sigh and put my hand on her shoulder, looking her dead in the eye. “No-one has your organisation skills Twilight, and this is more than just paperwork. Clearly someone or something has threatened the capital and as such it would be a high-ranking officer’s duty to remain vigilant until the matter is resolved, whether or not his abilities ensure it. By the look you gave the bubble, that’s clearly Shining’s magic casting that barrier, which requires constant concentration, strength and stamina. While that is certainly gonna be handy come the honeymoon-” I hoofbump Rainbow who got the joke. “-it also means he can’t take his focus away.”
“I… I get that, but who even is this Princess Mi Amore Cadenza!?” the purple unicorn asked in frustration.
“That… that is a mouthful, wouldn’t somepony like that shorten it to something better?” I did my best not to smirk, knowing what was coming.
“Yeah, I bet she’d shorten it to Princess Cadenza for the… other… IT’S CADENCE!” she shouted in realization.
“Who?” The others asked in confusion.
“My old foal-sitter! I can’t believe I didn’t notice, if I had gone up to Shining without thinking I probably would have yelled at him for no good reason and made him feel bad!” She stopped and looked at me, a soft smile on her face. “But you knew I would, didn’t you?”
“Well, I’m good at reading people, and you looked like you were gonna blow your top.” I shrugged modestly, and then found Twilight hugging me.
“Thanks Orgran, you’re a good friend.” she said, and in return I give her a friendly pat on the head, not up for hugging right now.
“No problem Twilight.” she broke off.

While the others decided to chat on the way, Twilight actually excited to attend instead of upset about her brother, which she would have been, had I not intervened. Anyway, with that going on I kept away from the group, feeling a pain in my chest the closer we got to Canterlot.
The problem eventually got bad that I had to head to the bathroom so I could take my armor off and check what was going on.
What I saw shook me to my very soul, as I looked upon a hole that appeared in my chest, and glowing within was something I remember from my dream.
Interse’s Black Heart was reacting to my future, something that it knew was happening, should I continue this path.
“Should I continue in my self-appointed mission, Canterlot shall become my tomb… you’re trying to warn me of that, aren’t you?” the heart glowed in response. “Well forget it, I’m not afraid, and if I don’t do this it means I’m abandoning these ponies, abandoning my friends, to Chrysalis. Out of the both of us you should understand most about why I’m not going to do that.” the glow dimmed, and finally faded as the hole in my chest closed up, so I put my armor back on and headed out.
Is this what you meant by protection, Interse? Giving me your heart so it would drive me away from my fate… no, there’s something more, but what?
“Hey Org, you okay?” Rainbow Dash asked as she saw me, snapping me out of my thought.
“Just fine… must be jitters, I guess.”
“About what?”
“Well it’s a wedding, for once I’m going to have to sit still and behave!” that got everypony to laugh.
But for me, my smile hid concern.
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As we arrived at the checkpoint, the Mane Six seemed more unsettled.
“First my brother’s shield, now a security check from the royal guard?” Twilight asked with concern. “You were right Orgran, there must be something serious going on for all of this.”
“And something tells me it’s not ending here.” I stated, showing the same worry.
“What do you mean?”
“A threat has been made to Equestria, and if I know anything, sometimes those threats get in even with preparation…”
“...y-you mean…” she couldn’t get the rest of her words out.
“I fear whatever shadow looming over us has already been inside, and is using the panic to their advantage, keep an eye out for anything suspicious.” the group nods as we enter, Security saying everything is good.
As we arrive the six split off, so I go to follow Twilight and to Gauge how Chrysalis’ acting is in this universe.
I really just hope it was hammed up in the show, you’d think a species that survives through infiltration would have better acting skills. I thought. This was both to see if Chrysalis was actually competent, and if she was indeed a threat to me as indicated by the Black Heart’s warning.
I was genuinely surprised when I saw her pull off the Sunshine Dance to a ‘T’. if I wasn’t able to see her appearance through the eyes of nature (yes, nature is part of the earth, shut up.) I would’ve assumed that Chrysalis had called off the invasion and left Cadence alone.
“It’s so good to see you Twilight!” ‘Cadence’ said as she proceeded to hug the Element of Magic. “So who’s your friend?”
“Oh! Right.” Twilight said, embarrassed. “Cadence, Shining, this is Orgran, he-”
“Oh I know all about him.” Shining said as he glared and walked up to me…
Then proceeded to playfully punch my arm. “You’re the one that knocked some sense into Blueballs! You have no idea how many of the guards have waited to see that happen.”
I would’ve been shocked, I would’ve been proud, if only I wasn’t so busy laughing aloud. “HAHAHAHA! BLUEBALLS!! HAHAHAHAAAA!!” I fell over, but stood up quickly and composed myself. “It’s an honour to meet the two of you.” I said before feigning some itching.
“Hey are you okay, Orgran?” Twilight asked.
“Oh nothing, it’s just that something is really bugging me, I think I need to change the shampoo I use, I think those chemicals that make that fake flower smell are really getting to me, I think I need to get that royal orange stuff, heard it makes Princesses feel like queens, ‘Cadence’, what do you think?”
Said faker was sweating, I couldn’t help but smile internally at watching her squirm, and fortunately for my plans Shining and Twilight were busy looking at me.
“Why are you talking like that?” the Captain asked.
“Oh, no reason.” I say with a shrug. “On another note, have you two done it yet?”
“Orgran!” the siblings yelled with red faces.
“Three times.”
“Cadence/Cadi!” the Sparkles synced up again, going redder.
“Nice.” I approve with a thumbs up. May be on opposing sides, but I am trying to befriend her. “Say can me and Cadence talk in-” there was a dust cloud as the two did NOT want to hear any more. “Private… alright Chrysalis, let’s talk.”
She huffed and lead me to one of the vacant towers, clearly intent on revealing herself… or killing me, either way I was following her in as she closed the door and reverted to her true self. “I will not ask like some upstart villain who thinks she’s unbeatable about how you saw through my disguise, but you must know I can’t let you live now.”
“That is if you could kill me in the first place, or if you could spare any of the love you’ve taken from Shining so far.” she glared at me, revealing I was spot on. “I’m not going to tell, instead I come with an offer.”
“Offer?”
“Simple, this invasion will fail and I will ensure it will fail, as my loyalties are Equestrian, however… I have had similar of a talk to Discord, and he saw my side of the story. If you give up this plan of attack and instead opted to ally with Equestria, I can assure you your subjects will get as much love as you could imagine.”
“No.” Chrysalis declared flatly.
“No?”
“Listen carefully, creature, I will not call off this invasion, Equestria has had it’s time in the sunlight, the ponies have had their chances to give love to us freely, and I will not just give up and present myself to the Princesses like some common Whorse!”
“Woah now I-”
“Equestria will belong to the Changeling Empire, Orgran, and there is nothing you or the elements can do to stop me, and if you try, I will not hesitate to kill you… but for now you will remain alive, so that I do not draw any suspicion.” she changes back to her disguise and leaves the tower, me just standing there, dumbstruck.
...then I proceeded to chug down the contents of my bottomless mug until I was calm enough to think.
“HOLY SHIT!! WHERE DID SHE GET THAT IDEA FROM!?”

So, after reinforcing my armor with earth magic (including the crotchplate to avoid any more unwelcome turnabouts) and calming myself again, I manage to make it to find that the ceremony was about to start… and Twilight wasn’t in sight.
That means Twilight must’ve figured out what was going on.
And so the ceremony continues, right up to when Celestia does that ‘speak now or forever hold your piece’ as that was when Cadence and Twilight showed up.
“I object! As she isn’t Cadence!” the real Cadence proclaims, causing the gallery to gasp at the turn of events. “She’s a changeling, once kind fairy creatures corrupted by Discord into becoming parasites! Who replace ponies and take the love of their partners!”
Chrysalis was silent, but smiled. “Well, it seems now I must come clean.” she said as she erupted in that oh so flashy pillar of flame nonsense, laughing maniacally. “It is true, but I am more than just a Changeling, I am their queen, and as such it is my duty to find food for my subjects. Though I do admit some of my desires for conquering this place are selfish, the more love we consume the stronger we become, and Equestria has so MUCH of it! Once we’ve taken this land for ourselves, we will have all that love for ourselves and we will become unstoppable!”
Then there was the one-sided fight with Celestia, the shield broke, blah blah-hey wait is that a fist made of-
*WHAM*
I got hit, hard, straight through a wall in fact, from that mystical punch of Changeling mana. I did try to get up, but what shocked me was that I could barely move, there were cracks along my armor, and lots of red stuff.
Oh wait, that’s blood… holy shit I’m bleeding…
I manage out a soft chuckle, I did not bother to look at my end, instead, I looked around.
What I saw was mayhem, Changelings swarming left and right, the only one being a nervous thin ling looking around for somewhere to hide and avoid the fighting… Before getting grabbed and dragged away by Starburst of all Ponies, and I saw him go limp.
My last words were rather upsetting, I was hoping to say something inspiring, meaningful even, but just as I was about to be burned to death by a beam of flame that would leave nothing but my bones and the Black Heart, I said…
“Dafu-” *FWOOM*
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{POV SET: STARBURST}
I un-stunned the terrified looking Changeling, smiling my usual smile..
“P-please let me go, I don’t want to fight anyone…”
“Ooh, an intriguing one.. Nonviolent..”
{POV CHANGE: THORAX}
I looked at the mare in front of me…… scared as she seemed to look me over, I try to find something to focus on so I don’t scream…
“W-what’s that over there?”
I point to two glowing purple crystals that seemed to be lodged in the wall from some sort of blast. She looked to them, and shrugged, before getting my attention again.. then she... hugged me..?
“I… uh… what… what’s going on?” I feel myself get a little unnerved from the sudden friendly contact.
“You're different. I'm curious. So I'm studying you… hm… your body is.. stiff, yet soft feeling.. you're insectoid, right? You have a chitin exoskeleton?”
“y-yeah…”
“My name is Starburst Cog. What's yours?”
“I’m… Thorax…”
“... Huh… that sounds kinda cute..” she blushed, and.. nuzzled me?? “.. I wonder what those crystals Actually do…” she went over and touched one, causing it to glow and flow itself into her body, changing her in a matter of seconds into a bipedal form. “.... I look HOT! I'll need to document all my experiences!!”
“Uuhh… “ I glance over to the second crystal.
“Try it!! I think you'll love it!” She began to feel herself up, Completely forgetting, it seemed, that I was still there.
“O...kay?” nervous, but seriously not wanting to make a problem, I touch the other gem, causing me to take on a bipedal form.
“.. those crystals… are amazing.. you look kinda hot, now..” She walked over to me And started feeling across my body. I blushed at the contact.
“Correction, You're perfect~” she said seductively, and looked me in the eyes.
“Meep.” I gasp out, very nervous.
“Have you ever taken a mare before, Thorax~?” I go beet red, giving away that I haven’t. “Well, I think it's about time you learn~. I haven't had a good rutting in years~..”
“I… I…”
“Wow, you're nervous.. here, I'll lead until you get confident.” She began licking at my sheath, trying to get me aroused. I let out a breath as I feel my erection pushing out into the open air. “There you go~. Ooh, it look so similar to a stallion’s~.” She began sucking on it.
“Aahh~~...” I moaned, unable to stop her under the stimulations, and she soon stopped, and got up
“Ready to rut me now~?” her voice sounding so sweet, like nectar…
I looked her over, mind swimming with my new-found lust, and with a shaky breath I nod, reaching out to her cautiously. “Go on, do what you want with me~. I'll let you know if you're too rough.” I pull her close, a desire to taste her, my snake-like tongue emerging from my lips to coil around one of her bare nipples, pulling it into my mouth to tease and drink dry. “Ahh~.. you're pretty good at this~..” I ignored the praise, my senses giving me all the incentive I needed. I pulled back and moved lower, shooting my tongue into her wet snatch to taste the sweet juices. “Ooh~! Your tongue is getting everywhere inside me~!”
I lapped up her delicious honey, before pulling back, a voice within telling me it was time, and I began to push my shaft into her warm folds. “Mm~! Oh fuck~! I haven't had a cock like this in months~!” She was definitely already enjoying it. I pull her closer, lifting her up as I speared her down to the base. Her face was that of bliss, and her legs wrapped around me. “Mm~!! This is easily the best sex I've ever had~!!”
“So… good~~!!” I thrusted harder, feeling myself build up.
“Mm~! Ahhn~..” she kept moaning in pleasure.
“Starburst… I can’t hold it back…” I began to speed up.
“Don't hold back~! Do it inside~!” I obey, slamming into her as I emptied myself into her awaiting hole. “Ahhhnnn~...” she moaned to the heavens.

As I laid there, curled up with Starburst, I sighed and relaxed in her arms.
Ponies aren’t so bad… maybe I should try that friendship thing they’re talking about…
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{POV SET: TWILIGHT}
I was frozen, unable to move alongside my friends, the only sounds coming from the group were the sobs of both Fluttershy and Pinkie.
Our friend was dead.
Even after our first impression of him was… rocky… we found he had a lot in common with us and we got along great. He always seemed to help us at our worst, or even at our best. He always looked for a way for us to spend time together or for him to help us with whatever we worked on.
He touched all our lives in some way.
Rainbow Dash was touched when Orgran taught her an activity called ‘parkour’ and from that day the two always raced along obstacle courses, it also was a good way for Rainbow and Applejack to compete as the course was in an enclosed space, so flying wouldn’t help her. He also has been putting her through training to help join the wonderbolts, including humility training. It’s safe to say me and the others were shocked when we tried that mare-do-well plan and she was fine with it… and only started being angry at the masked hero when said hero started being a bit of a show-off, and Applejack only got more surprised when Rainbow didn’t get upset about how low Cider was and instead offered to help so that everypony got Cider this season.
Speaking of Applejack, she was touched when Orgran offered a new way to tend to Zap Apples. His connection to the earth on an intimate level let him see what they needed in order to grow faster and bigger. There was no longer a Zap Apple season as they were plentiful all year round, it also began a major turn of new recipes, Zap Apple Pie, Zap Apple Fritters, Zap Apple Cider (Rainbow was especially happy about that), and even simply selling Zap Apples on their own. Orgran also helped her sister and her friends, who called their group the Cutie Mark Crusaders, understand what a Cutie Mark really is, and that they weren’t going to discover it by trying everything… although they still do their crusading, now they’re trying to find their cutie marks in what they enjoy together.
Pinkie was touched the first day he worked at Sugarcube Corner, he introduced her to all kinds of different parties and celebrations of his world, along with all new recipes. He also joined her and Rainbow when it came to pranks, even finding ones that Fluttershy could still enjoy. But the most beneficial is his introduction of lessons to Pinkie, while I would never admit it out loud, Pinkie always seemed to be too hyperactive… but after that day she’s seemed to have gotten outlets, she’s now more controlled, even if she’s still Pinkie.
Rarity was touched after Orgran helped her in the boutique, teaching her techniques that not only made her designs even nicer, but also extremely durable, the wedding dress she made for Cadence-even though Chrysalis was wearing it-was still in one piece on the changeling queen even through the transformation. I had asked what techniques or designs Orgran had shared with Rarity, though they both said it was a secret.
Fluttershy was touched after Orgran saved her from a pack of Timberwolves who had assaulted her home and animal sanctuary. After that he taught her how to be courageous and less shy around ponies. We all were able to smile when Fluttershy no longer stuttered or lost her voice when she went out into public, especially when that stallion tried to scam her out of some extra bits for some cherries. And we all cheered for Orgran when he finally got a certain rabbit to behave himself and finally realize how badly he was treating his timid owner.
And as for me… I was touched at the gala, not only did he help my friends, he helped me finally spend some time with Celestia, even though she was drunk.
I finally got to spend some time with my teacher, and she was honest with me, speaking of my potential and how she saw me as one of her friends… after telling her I felt the same we shared a hug… and I couldn’t help feeling so happy as we finally felt closer… and even more so when I learned she remembered the whole thing and didn’t take it back.
Orgran in one way or another worked to make our dreams that much more real.
And now he was gone… I, along with the rest of my friends, couldn’t help the tears that fell from our faces.
{POV CHANGE: ORGRAN}
I open my eyes in some sort of void, the area black with green cracks running through it that pulsed with unnerving light, it wasn’t hard to tell where I was.
This was the Black Heart.
“This is… incredible.”
The moment I uttered those words a white formless figure arose from within the cracks. “Greetings, Orgran the Red.” the figure spoke.
“You know me?”
“Yes, I am the artifact once bound to Interse, but now bound to you.”
“You’re the Spirit of the Black Heart…” the entity gave a nodding gesture to my realization. “...so, what happens now? I’m dead.”
“I have no end, no beginning, so now I can become your second beginning.”
“What?”
“In times of critical injury, or when you call for my strength, you will take on an undead form which I shall inhabit, but I am truly formless, only you may choose the form I take…”
This was truly a second chance, a second life for me, one that could form to become any undead I choose… but what would Orgran-
No… I’m not just Orgran, I am Ark Kane too, I will not limit myself to only his way of thinking.
With that settled, an idea formed in my head, I grinned… devilishly.
“I have a form for you, but I want to give it a true first impression in the world, will you allow me to control my skeletal remains as I lay down the pave-work for you?”
The figure changed and reformed, its newly settled shape grinning as it spoke.
“Sure pops, I love making an entrance!”
{POV CHANGE: CHRYSALIS}
“You were too easy.” I look down upon what was left of my ‘opponent’ “if I knew it would be this easy to kill you I would’ve held back… let you hurt longer for defying me.” I turned to leave and return to the wedding hall.
But then I heard movement, I whipped my head back around and froze.
The Creature’s bones were standing, on their own. It took out its hammer and spoke with a voice that echoed within my mind.
DRANLUN, SPIRIT KING OF DWARVES. OLTHOK, SPIRIT KING OF UNDEAD. I CALL UPON YOU TO GRANT ME A GREAT POWER.
Shadows coalesced around the blunt weapon, the sudden force of his words freezing me in place.
GRANT ME THE GIFT OF A MONSTER, THE GIFT OF AN UNSTOPPABLE FORCE. BRING ME A NEW FORM AND A NEW MIND TO INHABIT IT, AND BRING WITH IT WEAPONS THAT SPOUT HOLY FLAME AND DIVINE METAL.
A stone obelisk arose in front of him, an image of a pair of strange weapons carved into it.
BRING ME… THE DARKNESS THAT CASTS A SHADOW…
He raises the hammer, prepared to strike.
UPON THE DARKNESS ITSELF!
He smashes it down, calling forth a pillar of black flame that burned away the light around him, and when it settles all I could see was dust and smoke, but when it cleared I wished I couldn’t see anymore.
The figure was tall and thin, wielding the same weapons revealed on the obelisk, but now real with their metal glinting from the sun. the figure wore a large coat, concealing his body in shadows so it was difficult to gauge what his true shape was. All I could see clearly was a face underneath his large hat.
A white grin of vicious fangs, and eyes hidden behind crimson mirrored sunglasses.
“Yes…” the figure spoke with a deep voice. “HELLOOOOOO EQUESTRIA!!!”
He looked at me and smirked.
“The Crimson Fucker is here.”
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{POV SET: ALUCARD}
“So… essentially I’m fighting some magical clingy ex-girlfriend?” I asked, catching Queen four-legs-away-from-shelob off guard.
“Excuse me!?” she asked, clearly not understanding how much trouble she was in.
“Oh come on, you try to split a couple, you change yourself to suit the stallion and when you fail you become an absolute bitch.” I quipped.
“Insolent creature! Who do you think you are?”
“Oh, of course, I’m so sorry, let me introduce myself.” I begin.
Then I charge forward and spin-kick her into a nearby wall. “I’m Alucard, but I’m also known as The Crimson Fucker, Fuck-Mothering Vampire, ‘oh god please don’t kill me!’, and Your demise.”
The changeling managed to stand after the impact. “I am Chrysalis! Queen of the Changelings, and you shall treat me with the respect I deserve!” she charges forward, fangs bared to tear out my throat…
...If I didn’t immediately grab her by her throat and give her a well deserved choke slam. “Oh? Well from where I’m standing you don’t deserve any.”
“You… dare…!” she hisses out. “I am not afraid of-”
*bang* *bang* *bang*
Chrysalis stared wide-eyed at the three bullet holes in the ground inches away from her head, then I made sure I had her attention.
“I. wasn’t. Finished! Now normally I would be having a bit more fun with you but I’m not in charge right now, Orgran is. And despite you turning him into Dwarf Jerky, he wants me to keep you alive with no permanent injuries, and he wants me to make a POINT!” I finalized with a squeeze to her throat before lifting her up.
“Let me make this clear for you, he was not intimidating you before, we have seen what happens, and do you know what happens on this path?” she was silent. “You lose, and then your next plan fails again, only then you lose your hive… now, I’m going to let you go and two things will happen, 1: you go back to your hive and call off this attack, then work to create an alliance with Equestria, Orgran convincing Celestia to do so, 2: you try to kill me and I kick you all the way there like a chitin-covered football, or 3: you try to kill, harm or kidnap anyone else… and Orgran let’s me off the leash.” I draw attention to my fangs to help with the implication.
“And how will I know I can hold you to that deal?” she asked.
“Oh you didn’t hear? Orgran is the king of all Equestrian Dwarves, he is an ambassador in and of itself.”
She was still, waiting my next move…
I let her go.
She turned and fled, freeing any ponies she trapped on the way out, the rest of the hive following her lead.
That was exhausting.
Trust me, I don’t like being serious either, and don’t worry I won’t put you through that again.
You sure? I really hate doing that.
Alucard, I am not Integra, though I may have more control over you since we share the same soul, I am no dick. So while I may be your Master, the only reason I’d want to bring you out would be to do something you’d most likely want to do anyway.
Alright then. So what’s my next order, boss? I was eager, since I knew what it was.
The Everfree is at the base of the mountain, go ahead and take a walk.
“With pleasure.” I practically purred as I turned away from the palace and proceeded to walk down the mountain.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
{POV CHANGE: 3RD}
Meanwhile, in a far off castle, where moans echoed from deep below the earth and sobs followed from almost all around, there sat a horrid tyrant, one corrupted by the evil he now spreads across the land, tainting it and deforming it to suit his own desires.
This vile corruption has sapped the earth of magic and life, all that’s left is a barren, perverted wasteland of stone, but it was not always this way.
Once it was an expansive nation, diverse in its own right, both life and death worked in balance and harmony with each other. This land was once home to many races, each banding together and creating peace across it, and they intended to share this friendship to whoever they could. But a wall of shadow stood in their way, erected by Sombra to hide them from Equestria.
But as he fell, so too did the wall, yet in truth they did not realize, so they stayed and continued their lives on this continent. But a fragment of their past led to their downfall.
For long ago beasts of darkest evil invaded the land from another dimension. Though they had fought it off, that was not the end of their insidious ways. The corruption they burned across the land remained and grew slowly. Spreading itself to the trees and even grass. It turned the very nature of their home against them, and slowly their numbers dwindled.
Then they came, the current rulers of this land, after already losing a war due to having no magic, came across the sea to this new realm and moved to make it their own. The darkness that had taken the land saw potential and turned these beings into its champions, gifting them with its very taint.
Those who had spent their lives upon this land were wiped out, leaving no remains, and so the new dark creatures erected a new nation upon their corpses, with new ideals. And so the dark kingdom was born, and marched back to their old nation, where they overwhelmed and corrupted the once proud victors.
And now the Victors turned Victims reside in the dark kingdom’s territory, living only to serve their new masters.
“Your majesty, a scout has returned.”
“Just one?”
“Yes, he comes with a message, all of the others were… slain…”
“By whom?”
“He is too scared to speak, he will only respond to you alone, and only if you agree to spare his life.”
“...I shall grant his request.” the king spoke, the brand of his promise burned into his skin. “Send him in.”
“At once, King Dainn.”
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		Chapter 21: CARNUS THE BLACK KNIGHT!



I woke up walking out of the Everfree, covered in blood, to which I stripped from my body.
Alucard has finished his walk and as such returned into his domain within the Black Heart.
He’s an alright guy… maybe I should work getting him a Seras… eh I’ll deal with it later.
I walked home, intent on relaxing after a rather eventful wedding, sure it seems dickish to let the others still think I’m dead, but I really could not be arsed right now. Much better to go home and relax with Hella, Starlight and Pine.
What I could be arsed with however, was a Caribou in black armour marching towards me. I grit my teeth, pulled out my hammer, and prepared for battle.
……… he’s bowing, I did NOT plan for bowing!
“Greetings, Mighty Bearded Orgran the Red.” the black knight spoke from behind his helmet, the enchantments masking his voice.
“Alright, you complimented the beard, nice idea to get on my good side, but I’m a bit disadvantaged since I don’t know who-” I froze as his helmet came off, revealing a familiar face. “YOU! You were the one I spared all that time ago! Why are you here? How did you get here?”
“Forgive my sudden presence, great one, I had followed your wishes… I even took initiative and learned the lesson you asked of me on my way back home. However… my former king does not fear you or has been enlightened like I have…”
“That does not answer my questions… um…”
“Carnus, Carnus Anteron, I had kept my new outlook from my king, informing him of your actions within the Village of Equality, killing the commander and my comrades. When I told him of your… punishment for me,” he winced. “He assigned me to be one of his new knights for my strength and endurance, and ordered me to hunt you down, so the shamans teleported me to your estimate location.”
“And your true motives?”
“I have instead used these resources for my own ideals under his nose, not only cutting off the return glyphs on my armor and equipment, but also for a more noble purpose.”
{Flashback}
A shaman came to me. “Sir Anteron, I have brought your trophy to bring with you on your quest, as you have asked.
“Let me go! I’m not some object!”
“Silence!” he rose his hand to strike her, but I stopped him.
“No, this is my property, I shall punish it if it acts up.”
“And why not now?”
I gave a fake grin and responded. “I like them when they fight, why do you think I took a black collar?”
“You bastard!” the pegasus mare bit back, I did my best not to wince at her hatred.
“I understand, Sir Anteron, I will not pry into your fetishes.” he placed the restrained ‘toy’ onto the podium with me before joining the others in chanting the incantation.
*vwoip*
With one swift transition, we were in a field overlooking a pony village that I learned about in the scrolls. Immediately I turned to the mare and cut away her restraints, causing her to blink and freeze up at the sudden release. “The village down there, Ponyville, has a very accepting community and a hospital that treats all three tribes, they should be able to fix your wings.” I said as I moved to remove the return glyphs on my person.
“But… but why?” she said, unable to comprehend me being kind.
“I’m not the same Buck that I was when I was birthed into this world, taught only that our way was the right way. All it takes is one person to show it was wrong, to be honest I was not the one to choose who I would save.”
“Who was?”
“...my mother, take care of yourself Windy Ways.”
She gasped, and after a minute she… hugged me, then went on her way… I felt a bit warm in my chest as I headed towards my target.
“Dammit, why did it take a nut-check to experience this?”
{Present}
I was looking at the caribou before me in surprise. I never expected this guy to actually learn anything, I was expecting him to just go into hiding in fear that I would keep my word. But here he is, a Buck that went above and beyond and took my lessons to heart, and he did this willingly. I open my arms out. “Bring it in.”
“Ex...cuse me?”
“Come on, you never heard of a bro-hug before? Come here!” he was shocked at first, but hesitantly moved forward, and when he was close enough I pulled him in.
He managed to not panic and we broke off soon after. “Welcome to the good guys, Carnus, if you’re a knight looking for a king, then you may be the first of my order.”
“I… thank you, my lord! I shan’t let you down!” he proclaimed as he donned his helmet and bowed.
“Now, let us go home, we don’t have lands yet, but with our group we’re definitely starting to be a kingdom, even without an army.”
“Oh! That’s right!” he said worriedly. “I am sorry my lord, but I must mention, I came here to warn you that Dainn has begun plans for war with Equestria, using ancient war-machines he has taken from vacant caves scattered across our claimed realm.”
“That’s bad… with the level of technology Equestria has they don’t stand a chance, and there’s no point trying to train ponies to be fighters… what we need is our own army, and fast.”
“I shall do what I can, but how shall we accomplish such a feat? We are merely a rogue band of misfits.”
I smile. “Carnus, you’re not afraid to talk back to me, I like that… but you are right, we need help, but the author hasn’t been able to get any displaced to crossover with this story yet.”
“Come again?”
“U-u-uh! I mean I haven’t been able to get my hands on any tokens… and for some reason the Genji Gloves I have don’t seem able to summon Gilgamesh nor do Raven’s Dog-tags work anymore.” I said, trying to save the fourth wall.
“I see… tokens?”
“They allow unique beings like me known as Displaced to call upon others, I sent my Token into the void but I’ve gotten no replies, so it looks like we’re on our own.”
“Though if I know you right, you’ll be able to handle anything the mad king will throw at you.”
I let out a hearty laugh. “Too true! I’ll be sure to think of something!”
Let’s just hope I can get a plan ready in time.
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		Chapter 22: OH LOOK STARBURST'S BACK!
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Suddenly, as me and Carnus moved to return home, someone tapped on my shoulder.
“Hello, Orgran.”
“S-STARBURST!? But you… I… what happened!?”
“Touched some gem. Turned Anthro, I believe it's called, And Had hot, hot sex with a Changeling named Thorax. I heard you needed an army.” I was silent for the longest time.
“Yeah… what you touched was a dark magic gem, created by the Caribou as a method of subjugating the world, if they turn every place they attack anthro, the defenders have no chance of fighting and apparently they find such a form to be attractive, so it makes their soldiers more motivated to rape the females. The Buck standing next to me is Carnus Anteron, my knight of the order of the Iron Wyrm, he is the only one of his kind currently to see that King Dainn’s ideals are wrong.”
“Greetings m’lady, I am honored to meet a friend of my king.” he bowed respectfully to her.
“Greetings. My name is Starburst Cog.”
“Your assumption is correct, but I do not know how you may help, we cannot use pony soldiers, even with our training the crystals would immediately cripple them, not to mention King Dainn has taken claim and reactivated machines that once belonged to the original residents of the land the Caribou have taken, powerful thundering war machines that could break even the mightiest of beasts… oh, and not to mention the horrific beasts they have bred to be used as feral mutated cannon fodder… and then there’s… the meat shields.”
“Meat shields?” I ask in suspicion.
“Dainn has not brushed away my warnings, he is aware of how ferocious you are when it comes to his ideals and his plans… so now all the women they captured will be forced to march along with their masters, given no weapons, no armour, forced to fight with their bare hands and protect their owners with their bodies or face punishment. I see it as what it is, paranoia… but this kind of paranoia is bad for us, it means that we can’t fight back without killing those who are innocent.”
“What if we paralyzed them all? I've been working on paralytic potions I can turn to gaseous forms in my lab!” Starburst chimed in.
“No… that would be way too problematic, we have no way of telling if the beasts will be affected, and the war machines may have some autonomy… wait… Carnus, if they’re using meat shields, it means they’d only be using the red and purple collars, right?” I asked.
“Yes, the black collars would be seen as too much of a liability, more likely to dodge out of fear of being hurt or just so their master is harmed.”
Then I had an idea.
A delicious idea.
A devious idea.
I had a deliciously devious idea. “Starburst, I’m going to impart some wisdom onto you, a saying spread about through the orders of the most eccentric scientists and wizards of Mylinia.”
“Oh? Tell me! Tell me!!” she was giddy from my baiting her in.
“‘When in doubt, make monster girls.’”
“Muahahahah… MUAHAHAHAH!!! I have just the compound!!” Starburst said with Glee.
“Yes! We’ll turn all their meat shields into monster girls… and make the slaves rape and conquer the masters!” I said confidently. “Plus it will gift the reds and purples with new minds, making the purples sane and the reds disobedient.”
“YES!! We must retrofit the Centurions immediately!!”
“Centurions?” upon my bewildered question, she put on a glowing golden crown, and we felt thundering footsteps approaching.
“Oh, I also finished the Firebats!”
“Actually I had worked on a superior model using the firebat you left me.”
“Aww..” the thundering footsteps came to a halt, and I saw the hulking mech suit. It was still steampunk, but it also looked customized, flames painted on the flamethrowers, and the left one had a name painted on it, <Slow Cooker>
“Can I show you mine?”
“One sec!” The cockpit opened, revealing a metal Pegasus Automaton. “Say hello to Centurion Alpha!”
“... can it actually speak or are you being rhetorical?”
The centurion spoke in a voice that sounded more like gear noise than an organic voice. “I can speak, My rightful King.”
“He's the first one who can. He's also the only one so far with a personality.”
“Well if he’s calling me king right off the bat, I can’t complain… hmm, you know what, Starburst, get some paint, and colour the mark of a Blue Wyrm onto his Firebat, consider it his armour, as the second knight of the order.” the Wyrm emblem was magically painted onto the Firebat, and Starburst took the crown off her head, and presented it to me.
“This is rightfully yours.” I smile and use earth magic to merge it with my helmet.
“Thank you, head Royal Scientist Cog.”
“That's got a nice ring to it.. The crown, now your helm, is the enchanted command apparatus for the Centurions I've constructed, King Orgran. the Thunder Hammer legion is now at your beck and call. Shall we adjourn to my lab so I may show you the compound?”
“Of course, and you would be given that position given all your successes under my watch, the Firebat, the Magma Dusters, Hella...”
“I'm glad.. wait, who's Hella?”
“My wife, the result of your cloning.”
“Oh! Where is she?”
“ORGRAN!” suddenly I’m tackled by said wife.
“OOF!” was my response as I hit the ground and then immediately showered with affection. “Hella, Hella, we’re not alone.”
“Oh, sorry.” she said as she got up, blushing. “Oh hi.”
“Hello, Queen Hella.”
“... mommy?”
“.. I guess I sort of am your mom…. Give momma a hug!” She got down on her knees and reached out for a hug.
“Oh don’t be so sappy!” she pulls Star into not just any hug, but a classic Dwarven hug, the Bone-squeezer, a hug so oddly tight that it doesn’t break anything, but instead harmlessly squeezes the person like a squeaky toy.
“That's my daughter!” She hugged back with a similar hug.
“So ma, how do you like my taste in men?” she said, giving me a side glance.
“He's a good catch.”
I was facepalming, unprepared for Hella’s next words.
“What about my taste in women… mommy~?”
My face looked akin to a fucking fish right then.
Starburst just coughed, blushing.
Holy crap! I know I should be mortified but part of me is finding it attractive!
“The fuck was in that crown?!”
“Huh??”
“Follow me for a moment, Hella, how about you go talk to Alpha and Carnus?”
“Okay hun.” she said before skipping over to them, her armour leaving tiny craters in her wake.
“So… you’re wondering, ‘what crown?’ right?”
“Yeah..”
“Well, to begin I must explain, I was not always Orgran the Red, originally I was Ark Kane the Human, from another world.”
“Neat.”
“The person who sent me here, known as The Merchant, is also the one who allowed me to become Orgran, and make a new life here, as such I have a made a method of contacting him and as such we have struck a deal. The first item I’ve asked of him being an artifact of Mylinia, the crown of Elnir, that when worn by a being with no soul or mind, the crown then gifts a mind and soul based on its analysis and the user’s preference, even memories that it would materialize into history, reality and other memory, if she is calling you mother… do you remember raising a young little Dwarf girl in your past?”
“... Yeah, I do..”
“It’s freaky, isn’t it? You’re sure you never met another Dwarf before me and now you have memories, and actual physical history of raising her, it’s why Elnir has never created adults from scratch, since it messes with other people’s psyche, the best you can do right now is accept it, and be happy with it.”
“I am accepting it! I have a daughter!”
“I meant the memories, you’re going to have to accept you have two lines of memory, and the original one has been removed from history.”
“I have accepted it. I have a daughter whom I've raised into a strong and independent young Queen. I'm proud.” I suddenly start looking at everywhere but her.
“Independent wouldn’t be the best choice of words, when we started courting… she threw the fight so she’d be sub…”
“Well everyone has preferences.”
I blink and fall back in shock, and as I let surprise drift me off I had a thought.
She was diabetes-inducing adorable last I met her! Now she’s hot and has some hidden kinkiness-WHAT THE FUCK HAPPENED!?

	
		Chapter 23: Half-assed around the Half-elf!



I woke up in my bed, my best guess being Starburst took me up to bed, and from the sounds of it she’s busy in the lab with something.
I get up, already dressed. “Well I guess I should go talk to Carnus about-*SMACK*-AGH! MOTHERFUCKING SON OF TIME-AND-SPACE!” I yell in shock and pain as my face decides to suddenly give the floor a hug. After recovering I pick up the offending object that felt so inclined to hit me in the back of the head, finding it to be some hexagonal medallion made of gold. Then I heard it speak.
I am Thrin an Heir to Legends and the Half-Elf of the Wild Woods, if you need my aid in battle, problems with magic or merely some advice then hold this to the sky and say my name.
“Ooooooooooh, displaced, I needed one of those… fucking void, throwing tokens with no regard for people…” I glanced over to my Merchant totem and sigh. “Yeah outside would be best…” I grumble as I got outside, bringing Carnus and Pine with me as back-up.
Once outside I held the token to the sky, took in a breath and yelled.
“THRIN! GET OVER HERE!”
A blue light shot down from the sky making Carnus and Pine look away for a few seconds. When the light vanished revealing a tall figure in dark purple robes with a katana and small blue box tied to his belt. Raising their hand they lowered their hood and revealed shoulder length back hair with a band of forest green going around the head near the temple. “So that’s what being Summoned feels like, interesting. Greetings Master Dwarf. I am Thrin how may I be of assistance?”
“Wait, time-out.” I made the gesture. “That robe… you’re a summoner?”
“Correct. I’m a League of Legends Displaced but instead of summoning the Champions I have the ability to transform into the Champions. While in their forms I have access to all their abilities, on top of the Final Fantasy, Dragon Quest and Fire Emblem magic I’ve been learning.” Thrin replied.
“So… that includes gender… I have a question about the female champions you turn into.”
“Yes?”
“This isn’t about comfort or freaking out, it’s just from one guy to another have you ever… experimented with that? Like in private? Because I have met several who have been curious and…”
Thrin nodded his head. “I see where you’re going but the answer is no. It’s not that I’m not curious It’s just that I don’t have the time. Back home I have two Displaced running around, one I know is evil and the other...well I’m not sure about him but so far all the evidence points to me having to fight two evil Displaced and monsters from their Universes.”
“Shiiiiit… say you know I could help you out, I’m a master in any craft, I could make you some armor, weapons… a kick-ass mech… in payment for helping me out, I’ve gotten a lot of practice making items for the merchant which he sells to people to displace and-I should really be keeping my mouth shut especially since I think I recognize that robe…”
“Ah you must be talking about THE Merchant. I wasn't Displaced by him if your concerned about that… at least I don’t think I was, in any case I have no problems with him, and thank you for the offer I’ll keep it in mind. Now why did you call me and who are your friends?”
“Alright well first off I’ll need to ask two questions… first off, are you aware of a website known as Fimfiction.com?”
“Yes. In fact I know that this conversation is most likely being written down by Authors as we speak. In fact I’ve met two other versions of ‘me’ who were Displaced as other characters.”
“The multiverse is weird, fanfiction is the future, got it, Just don’t get too meta… now the next question is just as important… are you aware of ‘Fall of Equestria’?”
Thrin’s eyes immediately turned hard as a scowl appeared on his face. “Yes and if you’re dealing with that kind of problem I know just the thing.” Reaching for the small box Thrin pulled out a scroll and quickly looked it over. “If you know anyone who can copy this I’m willing to give the instructions on how to build a Nexus and Turrets from the League. You’ll also get the Minions due to the spell creating them being part of the Nexus, but before I do I want you to promise me that you’ll do everything in your power to protect this knowledge from those who would misuse it. It is a way for infinite troops after all.”
Immediately I summon a square stone column, place the paper writing down onto the side and smash it in with a hammer before passing the paper back and smashing the column leaving a scroll made of iron. “I put some extra magic in it to make it Dwarven scripture, and besides me and my wife, there are no other Dwarves here.”
“Excuse me, my lord, but I wish to say something to our guest.” Carnus piped up.
“Yes?” Thrin said.
Carnus walked up, and removed his helmet. “I may not be able to apologize for what my people have done, but I at least want you to know there is at least one of us here that can learn the right way… and if not this armor is very durable so feel free to vent your anger out.”
Thrin’s eyes softened as he moved to put a hand on Carnus’s shoulder. “I do not hold it against your race. I hold it against those who act. To you who have learned I have no reason to be angry. While I know not everyone will agree with me I choose to see you as who you are and not WHAT you are.”
“Well that’s good to hear, I honour you, Thrin.”
“And I thank you, as the king of the new Dwarven Alliance… hm… this feels like it was resolved too quickly… yo half-elf, you wanna meet my other half?”
“Other half?” said Starlight.
“Other half?” parroted Carnus.
“I would be honored to meet your other half, and as for this being ‘resolved too quickly’. I’ve always believed never to blame everyone of a certain race when only a few are disgraceful. After all Riven is from Noxus and I like her while most of the other Champions from that place can go die in a fire for all I care.”
“Eh, I’m a Kha’Zix kinda guy, well if you’re okay with it.”
I raise my hammer and smash it down, causing the pillar once more, and as I retreat into the Black-Heart, my other self walks out.
{POV CHANGE: ALUCARD}
“Hello!” I said in a intentionally cheery voice as I walk out of the flames. “Well I must say you are very honored, two kings for the price of one, you must be at walmart or something.”
Thrin blinked for a moment. “Alucard. I thought he meant his wife or something. I don’t know whether to get the heck out of here or shake your hand right now.”
“Oh come on, don’t be such a bitch, it’s not like I’ll bite!” I let out a little chuckle at the joke. “Get it?”
Thrin smirked. “I get it. Now how you and...wait I don’t think the Dwarf ever told me his name. Ah well shit happens.”
“Oh you mean the boss? His name is Orgran, he’s basically the one in charge since we share the same soul because I didn’t exist before. You see, and this is kind of interesting, him and his friend Interse, who was an undead warlock, were fighting this giant nether demon that turned the rest of their group into smears, the skelebastard sacrificed himself to save Orgran and in his last breath placed an artifact known as the black-heart into Orgran’s chest. I came to be the first time he died… which was to a bug making him extra crispy… seriously!” my demeanor changes in a snap. “I get created after the most embarrassing death! And I’m not allowed to kill the bitch who did it! Noooo! Orgran wants to make a point so that she’ll reform just like he did with Discord! Do you know how annoying it is to actually hold back on killing something?!”
Shaking his head Thrin said. “Not yet. So far the only things I’ve had to kill were monsters from the Dragon Quest and Dragon’s Crown universes. I did save a kraken named Khalamari from Dhoulmagus’s control a while back, but I did get a chance to curb stomp Draven when he tried to princessnap Luna on Halloween. That was fun! That reminds me!” Reaching for the cube Thrin pulled out a wooden staff with black feathers on the hook. “With everything that’s been going on I completely forgot I bought this!” Raising the staff into the air a raven flew out of the Everfree and flew to Thrin’s shoulder as Thrin put the staff back in the cube. “And now I have a raven familiar. I’ll need to think up a name for you.”
{POV CHANGE: ORGRAN}
We switch back. “Huh? Oh cool you got a familiar too, well Pine here is my familiar and mount… have you ever seen a Dire Timberwolf?”
“No I haven’t but I have seen an Alpha once as it wandered past my home. I do have a few ideas on how they came to be in my Universe but I’ve had to put those on the back burner.”
“Any timberwolf, even an Alpha, is not the same as a Dire, I can easily vouch for that.” Pine rebutted.
“Well it’s very nice to meet you Pine.”
“Charmed…”
“Well, I think this about wraps this up, here.” I hand him a copy of my token… and a bag of dark magic crystals.
“What’s with the dark magic crystals?”
“Well I thought you’d like something using dark magic so you can find a workaround to some of the more corruptive champions, the actual purpose of the magic in the crystals is merely decoration, something you could gift to other ponies, like a night light or a dream-catcher, it’s magic, just magic that’s harmless.”
“Thank you Orgran. This will definitely come in handy.” Thrin said as he put the bag in the cube and offered a hand. I promptly shook it.
“No problem, and I did put a lot in there… mostly so you’ll share them out and I get advertisement, like ‘oh? Where’d you get that’ ‘got them from this Dwarf named Orgran’ whatever, I should let you be on your way now. Thrin, our contract is complete.”
As the light reappeared Thrin said. “Don’t be surprised if a Wolf-Crow Tengu named Arashi turns up. He’s another version of me who likes to explore the Multiverse.”
“No problem! Don’t be a stranger!” And with that the light vanished leaving no trace it had ever appeared.
Once it was confirmed Thrin was gone, Carnus spoke up “... wait did you just give him a bag of anthro crystals?”
And then I fucking lost it!
“Oh I can’t wait for when he hands them out! Just… ‘oh hey Twilight, got you something’ and then she touches and ‘POOF!’ TITS!” I couldn’t continue over my laughter.
“Aahhh… I need a beer, that was too funny.”
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It’s not gonna work.
Yes it is, the science is sound.
I meant your whole ‘trying to convince Celly it’s a good idea’ thought process.
I sigh, looking down at the crystals I’m placing into the device. Alucard, I have to do this, despite the repercussions, minions and towers alone cannot hold against warbeasts and ancient war-machines, and so long as the Caribou can use these crystals to cripple the ponies, they’re unable to help us.
Aren’t you still wanting Displaced help?
And what if I can’t find any?! This needs to be done, if not for me then to ensure that Equestria no longer has to fear dark magic transforming them.
Wait… you mean?
Yes… once this is done, the change will be irreversible, and give them an immunity to such spells, of course they can still change themselves like with the breezies, and chaos magic doesn’t play by the rules, but essentially, the new pony form will be anthro.
And you’re not doing this so Starlight and Celestia are no longer alienated?
Now what do you mean by that?
Come on… you know you like-
Alucard I am not making a harem nor am I going to fuck my own adoptive daughter, fuck off!
Oh you’re no fun…
I look upon my creation, with a twin mix of pride and terror, a sensation of satisfaction with the fear of what I could become if I lost myself.
“Is this what it felt like for Einstein when he discovered that equation? Only for others to make atomic ordinance?”
“Who?-”
“OH SHIT!!” I jumped, almost dropping the device. “Oh it’s just you Starlight… to answer your question, Albert Einstein was one of the greatests in human history, he discovered that a massive amount of energy could be released from the smallest piece of matter, he presented this discovery as E=mc2, which means Energy equals Mass multiplied by the speed of light squared.”
“That sounds like a revolutionary idea… but how does Ordinance fit in there?”
“Because many brutish military leaders saw only it’s potential, not long Atomic bombs were created using this concept, as the name suggests, it used atoms in its payload.”
She seemed to laugh at that. “I know what an atom is, those tiny little-”
“One of those bombs was powerful to level an entire city.” that shut her up.
“Couldn’t they rebuild?”
“Nope, it’s not enough it levels everything, the entire land becomes victim to radioactive fallout, it doesn’t just destroy, it makes what’s left completely uninhabitable?”
“Oh Faust, why would they make something like that?!”
“Stupidity, but as of now it’s astronomically rare for them to be used outside of tests.”
“Then why keep them?”
“Bigger sticks.”
“... I’m sorry?”
“Old human concept, ‘if you want to avoid a fight, have the bigger stick, the bigger gun, the bigger tank.’ nations can’t get along nicely so in order to make sure no-one tries anything we keep the big scary bombs so that no-one else uses theirs.”
“Oh… that sounds terrible.”
“Well, it’s been in that stalemate since forever, and humanity will be stuck like that for a lot longer. It’s what they do, but they’re getting better, slowly but surely they’re getting better.”
“Okay… well, I’m going to bed, goodnight dad.”
“Goodnight Starlight.” I smile and give her a hug before putting my creation away.

I look to the town and let out a heavy sigh, holding what I created, hidden in a cloth.
And so I walked into town and stopped when I heard a gasp, and turned.
I saw the entire mane six looking at me in shock, tears in their eyes.
Holy shit even Applejack’s crying! AND APPLEJACK CRIES ON THE INSIDE!
“O-Orgran?” Twilight said shakily, like she couldn’t believe what she’s seeing.
“Oh… crap, I knew I was forgetting something… so, I should say, yeah, I did die… but I got a lifeline and now I’m not… oh Dranlun, I’m sorry girls, I’ve just been busy with things and-WOAH!!” *thud*
I shook my head clear as I recovered from the group glomp that I was now in the centre of.
“We don’t care! You’re alive!” Rainbow sobbed.
“I was so saaaaaad!!” Pinkie whined.
“We missed you so much! I… I thought it was my fault you died, if I had stopped her sooner…” Twilight couldn’t say more through tears… and then I noticed we were drawing a crowd.
Naturally I responded like I normally would.
“Fuck off! You never seen a touching moment before?!”
The six mares blinked, before bursting into laughter.
“Yer Orgran alright!” AJ hollered before they got off me. “We… we really missed ya Orgran.”
“I missed you too, though I doubt things will ever be normal.”
“Why’s that, darling?” Rarity asked.
“I… I have some very bad news…”

By the time we got to the library, the six had become practically catatonic in expression from how I explained the situation.
In fact when we got there Rarity ran to the bathroom to hurl.
“So you’re telling us these Caribou are waging war on us… to turn all the mares into sex slaves?” Rainbow asked, still unable to believe the story.
“Yes, and like I said before, I already took out a group who had made claim to a village, if I hadn’t that scouting party could’ve struck much deeper into Equestria, thrusting their main force through the opening into the land’s tender nether-HOLY SHIT THAT SOUNDS SO BAD!! IGNORE THAT! JUST FUCKING UNHEAR IT!” they all nodded.
“But… why?” Twilight asked.
“Their self-proclaimed king, Dainn, had a goal, while not harmless, it wouldn’t have been to this extreme.He believed the age of Matriarchy is flawed and that a Patriarchy should be instated for the Caribou people, erupting into a war of genders, once this civil war ended both sides still had plenty of each with them so as to not die off, though the does only had the more peaceful bucks that rejected Dainn while Dainn’s forces had any does they managed to foalnap before fleeing to an island far from the main continent.
I don’t know much about it save for what my informant knows of it, but on that island Dainn… talked with something, something evil that sought only conquest, devoted worshippers from those that submitted, and destruction to those who didn’t, it… twisted them into something different from what Caribou originally were. They used this corruptive magic to overwhelm their old homeland and overthrow the current Matriarch, who is now kept as Dainn’s personal pet.”
“Oh no…” Fluttershy whimpered, but I raised a hand before she could cry.
“I have it on good authority that while she does suffer such a fate, her soul has been blessed by Harmony herself, no matter how much he tries, she will not break, and as such has remained a hope for her people.” I resisted the urge to ‘dawww’ when Flutters did her cute ‘yay’. “What’s more, I managed to discover that while the Caribou were changed, the magic cannot affect the mind, I already have one of their great knights joining us in the fight.”
“How are you so sure you can trust him?”
“One, I gave him a nut-check with a boulder.” they winced. “Said I’d do worse to him if he didn’t go into the world and learn that Dainn’s way was wrong.” they tensed up. “But the most notable act is one you can confirm.”
“Huh?” the six said simultaneously.
“Okay… has there been any reports of a naked, humanoid pegasus being treated for bad wings?” they all nodded. “She was one of Dainn’s captives until said knight tricked them and smuggled her out.” they went wide-eyed at that.
“So… he helped her get free?”
“On the request of his own mother.” they smiled at that, knowing with that kind of evidence it was clear this one wasn’t bad.
“So… what’s that thing you’re hiding?” Rainbow gestured to my covered machine.
“Something special… for an announcement.”
“I’ll get it set up.” Twilight said before heading off, then the others followed to help out.
When they were gone, strangely enough, I saw a letter from the void.
“...oh cool it’s from Thrin.” I began to open it. “Wonder what he thought of…” I blink, and almost fall over laughing at an adorable little Lolilestia in a Cirno outfit!
But then it gave me an idea. These things can be reprogrammed just like that? I wonder… I cracked my knuckles and begun work on some extra adjustments… to the crystals themselves and not the machine.
Now I felt more pride, with this new change, I wouldn’t ruin Equestria with this brash plan… I would save it.

{POV CHANGE: TWILIGHT}
“ATTENTION FILLIES AND GENTLECOLTS!” the gathered crowd turned to Orgran, who stood on the stage. “I have an announcement to make, it’s not a happy one, but a necessary one, so as to ensure no-one misses out, including the ones whom this is about, I will use my connection to the earth itself to transmit the message world wide!”
Wait what?
{POV CHANGE: CHRYSALIS}
“I know we are reeling from the rather… aggressive act brought on by Queen Chrysalis, but now is not the time to turn the changelings away, instead we must welcome them!”
“Well I’ll be damned…” I muttered as I watched the announcement. “He’s keeping his word after all, maybe I should’ve been more-”
“For you see we all face an enemy, no, a terror, that seeks to ruin us all!”
“Wait what?”
{POV CHANGE: TIREK}
“What does this creature spout on about?” I asked angrily.
“This menace does not just seek to claim castles or magic, no, what this enemy seeks is far more horrifying than Tirek’s desire for our magic or Nightmare Moon’s wish to make eternal night!”
I scoff.
“They seek to violate our women!”
The gasps of the ponies heard through the screen was nothing compared to the thousand yard stare I had, now intent on hearing what was being told.
Many don’t realize, but me and Scorpan were not the only siblings…
We had little sisters…
{POV CHANGE: CELESTIA}
At first I was overjoyed to know Orgran was okay.
But now I was mortified by what I was hearing.
“And much worse! These self-centred beasts wish to assert male dominance and force the entirety of females to become sex slaves, made to be willing toys to their male slavers!”
{POV CHANGE: GILDA}
“Now I know many of you cold hearted bastards would love to see that, well then let me clarify something, they do not care for race! Disabilities! Personalities! Families!”
The pause made me anxious.
“...or Age!”
And now I’ve lost my lunch, great.
{POV CHANGE: DRAGON LORD TORCH}
“So while you snivelling bastards assume to think this would be a benefit? Think for a moment, how would you feel about raping your best friend? Or sister? What about even your daughter? Because they will not encourage this behaviour, they will expect you to!”
“UNTHINKABLE!” I roared in outrage. “I WOULD NOT DARE HARM EMBER IN SUCH A WAY!”
“And they won’t stop there, if you’re too much of a coward to commit to their cause, they will mentally corrupt you into doing it anyway. Or they’ll kill you and rape those women themselves!”
I roar further, my anger igniting the sky.
{POV CHANGE: GENERAL RAGE HORN}
“And they are not alone, they have become the avatars of an unknown demon which has given them these dark powers! To turn us and ruin us!”
“SICK MONSTERS! LIEUTENANT!”
“YES SIR!”
“INCREASE TRAINING! We’re not letting these monsters have an inch.”
“YES SIR!”
{POV CHANGE: DAINN}
I watch with narrowed eyes as the ‘Dwarf’ continued to talk.
“We have a name to put behind this evil force! Dainn and his Caribou! They are the ones who seek to destroy all we know! To lay claim to all we care for!”
{POV CHANGE: CHIEF THUNDERHOOVES}
“AND SO ON THIS DAY I SAY WE ALL BAND TOGETHER! Yes! Even the Denizens of Tartarus! To fight Dainn until he is buried in the ground! Not until we are tired! Not until the last man! NOT UNTIL WE CANNOT FIGHT NO MORE! I WILL FUCKING BEAT HIM TO DEATH WITH MY OWN GHOST IF I HAVE TO! THAT BASTARD! SHALL NOT! WIN!”
Cheers erupted from the crowd gathered at the display, one which I joined in with great fervour.
{POV CHANGE: TWILIGHT}
“But first, I have had to make… a radical decision.” he pulls the cloth away, revealing dark magic crystals connected to a strange device.
“These gemstones carry a sliver of the Caribou’s dark magic, designed and used to turn any equestrian race anthropomorphic, meaning a bipedal humanoid shape, like how you have seen Celestia, who had come into contact with the crystals I was researching that I had regretfully left unattended.”
This caused murmurs in the crowd.
“She has forgiven me and we have moved on from it now that she is accustomed, that’s not the point, the point is when one of these was used in a far off village, the ponies were utterly defenseless.” the group gasped. “They could not adjust to the new forms quick enough before the Caribou had already established a foothold, and they will do this across the entire world!” more worry came to them.
“That is why I have come up with a solution! These crystals before me have been reprogrammed, while I cannot remove its initial purpose, I have made it so the transformation comes with an educational rush to allow an instant transition, and made it so once the transformation is finished, these crystals will not work again, however the form you take will now be your true form, not even shapeshifting to your old form using spells will work.”
“And you expect to just pass these out to the world and hope they’re okay with it?!” one of the ponies asked.
“What? No! No no… that’s what the bomb these things are hooked up to is for.” he pulled out a detonator.
“BOMB?!” me and the crowd shrieked, and before anyone could move to stop him.
*click*
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		Chapter 25: DRUNKEN LAAAAWWW!!! (cept not really, also, implied clop at the end.)



Well, I think that went rather well. I thought as I walked down the halls of Canterlot palace.
It had been an hour since the bomb detonated, and the reaction was what you’d expect.
Mare’s screaming and covering up their naughty bits while Stallions suffered from sudden erections and anime-esque nosebleeds.
Apparently it was worse in Canterlot with how all the mares, both noble and common maids, grew out and their tops burst open as their breasts moved up and grew in on their chests.
And I mourned many of the guards who were nearby to witness such an event as Equestria’s military had the most sacred yet cruelest form of protection.
The double-edged sword that is the crotch-plate.
The doors opened for me as the guards and I walked into the main throne room-turned court.
And as I set foot inside, I was promptly knocked down and clamped into one of the stockades, enchanted to be unbreakable and was magic absorbing.
Can’t break it, can’t manipulate the wood to escape.
Clever girl. I mentally praised, just as I heard some familiar grunts and the stockades next to me clamped shut.
Discovering it to be none other that Starburst who was imprisoned next to me.
“Hey… come here often?” I wise-cracked, rewarded with a crack to the head from the butt of a wise guy’s spear.
“We found her in the Everfree, your majesty, using this in an attempt to escape capture.” the guard pulled out what was essentially ODM gear using magic instead of gas.
“You're making a mistake…” Star said.
“You don’t have a say in the matter, criminal.”
“How am I a bad pony here? I was minding my own business when this.. whatever it is, detonated.”
“Don’t play dumb, we know of your agreement with the perpetrator.”
“Just because we have a contract doesn't mean we do everything together. You captured me while I was testing my Omnidirectional Mobility Suit prototype… how you caught me is actually quite a testament to the guard.”
“... your hook missed a branch and you slammed into one of the trees, didn’t you?” I asked, clearly not believing that bullshit.
“Close… I.. well, I ended up spearing a guard that got in the way of one of the trees.. it only punctured the armor, thankfully, and not his body.”
“Well their skulls shouldn’t be the only thick things on hand-”
“Enough!” I flinched at Celestia’s raised voice. “Orgran the Red, Starburst Cog, you are accused of one joint charge of disrupting the natural order of all of Equus, Starburst is charged with one account of assault, and Orgran charged with ten accounts of assault, one count of resisting arrest and 3 charges of destruction of property alongside piloting an unregistered vehicle referred to as a… quoted from official documentation, a ‘Hell-Knight’. How do you plead?”
“Not guilty, your grace.” I said. “For one I had registered the Hell-Knight on the same day as its construction, Mayor Mare just has terrible organisation skills when it comes to paperwork.”
“Not guilty, your highness. I had no association with the device that disrupted the natural order and the puncturing of guard armor was involuntary, a mistake.”
“You say that!” a unicorn with a black mane wearing a red suit that matches the shade of his coat walks in. “but the prosecution has proof of your involvement in the production of this explosive!”
“I’m sorry, who are you?” I ask.
“Inches Cornerworth.” I hold back a mix of a laugh and a groan at some joke made by the universe. “But the fact of the matter is the ‘Anthro Bomb’ would not have been able to be created without Starburst’s expertise.”
“... You doubt the engineering expertise of a dwarf? Are you trying to declare to the court that you're stupid?” Starburst beat me to the punch.
“Oh to the contrary, we are aware of Orgran’s skillset, but many of the parts within the device and the schematics seem to be… pony, in origin, the detonator, for example, uses a magic receptive material for the button and casing, which is common for devices that are used by creatures with hooves, also many of the bombs mechanisms to the magic injection chamber and dispersal array, all originate from one of your drafts of a, quote, ‘Monster Girl Transformation Cannon’, not only proving your hooves were involved in construction, but also the motive of you using this detonation as a test-run.”
Starburst facehoofed, well, facepalmed.
“Orgran has access to my blueprints, and hello?! It's a bomb that used magic, of course the detonator would be a magic conductor! All of your evidence is just circumstantial horseapples!”
“But of course one of the most damning pieces of evidence is how you’re working so hard to push the blame.”
“You've got me chained up for a crime I didn't commit, During an ongoing war that will most likely end with your oh so precious world order shredded to pieces, and instead of Doing something about it, like Orgran did, you're engaging in this farce of a trial! This is quite literally childish, and I, for one, move for the trial to be suspended until such time that Equestria isn't at risk!”
“We had already made a vote on such a thing and it has been denied, this trial will continue until a final verdict is made.” Luna stated, and gestured for Inches to continue.
“Which is working in my favour, we don’t just use evidence, we also use the defendant’s actions, for example, throughout this trial you could’ve simply proven Orgran’s innocence and then both of you would’ve been found not guilty, instead you have opted to attempt to prove you had no involvement in this crime and therefore force your friend to shoulder the blame and take the full punishment in your stead.”
To be honest, by how she wasn’t trying to help me I had felt a little betrayed.
She sighed. “sorry, Orgran.. I’m no lawyer, and it's obvious they've already decided our fate… we're probably not getting out of here alive.. Princesses.. my last request is that you make my death quick.. and absolute. I don't want to be brought back as a monster to be raped by the Caribou….”
When she looked, it seemed they hadn’t heard her, but in truth I had silenced her words.
“Oh you are not giving up on me, Starburst! You’ve been thinking inside the box! The goal here isn’t to prove we didn’t do these acts, the goal is to prove my plan has not disrupted Equus’ natural order.”
“.. goddess, I am so stupid..”
“Besides the death penalty was removed from Equestrian law 500 years ago.”
“Okay.. *sigh* I'm good now.”
I smile and remove the spell. “Your majesty, we believe our crime is non existent, our actions have not caused disruption of natural order.”
“Oh? Then please explain.” Celestia said, a knowing smirk on her face.
“They have been in preservation of it.” Starburst chimed in.
Celestia’s smile grew a little. “As I said, please explain why you believe that to be so?”
“I only heard parts of Orgran's announcement, but from what I heard, his actions, and mine, thanks to my designs being used, were to foil the plans of the Caribou to invade while we were helpless, figuring out our own bodies. We preserved the world order.. by just giving it a tiny little nudge. The Caribou would see this world order destroyed… that is all, your highness.”
“As proof of this prevention, I had said in my speech the crystals were reprogrammed to allow an instant transition, plus the crystals were designed to only target sapient species, so you won’t be seeing any anthropomorphic rabbits or manticores.”
“Well your words speak truth, and while the elements were disoriented, they can vouch that the change from quadruped to biped was not as jarring as it could have been, and I am proof that the original crystals did not have such a feature, and that even I was vulnerable… I thank you, Orgran, Starburst, for allowing your testimonies to be heard so that the noble court finally realized your innocence, I find the two accused to be… not guilty.”
Starburst fainted, and a guard moved to check on her. It just seemed to be stress exhaustion… probably from fearing for her life., so I decided to carry her home.

After a while Starburst woke up in bed, where I was keeping a stoic, yet not-creepy, watch over her.
Which was important since 1: the Caribou were not happy with my speech and 2: apparently Caribou ninjas are a thing.
She immediately gasped, and grabbed my arm. “We need to get to work!”
“Woah! Easy! Why are you panicking?!”
“They're coming..”
“I have good news and bad news about that, the good news is, no they aren’t yet, they’re preparing back in their kingdom.”
“The bad?”
“Their preparations involve summoning the demon they serve, and my nature’s sight is unable to reach over the seas, so I still don’t know what demon they serve, nor what ancient war machines they have unearthed, but luckily, we have something that they don’t.”
“A Dwarven Engineer!”
“Nope!”

“Easily replaceable Cannon Fodder!” I say, showing her the underground test area where I have spawning crystals for both purple and blue minions, along with turrets in a constant battle where no side is able to get the better of the other. This was where I practiced using the plans Thrin gave me.
“Nice.”
“And they’re pure magic construct, so you don’t have to worry about having them be slaughtered by the thousands since they’re not really alive.”
“Yep! Wait, Where's my OMS prototype?”
“Oh I scrapped it, not intentionally but it was either that or let the Caribou ninja steal it.”
“Oh, well. Wait, did you burn the schematic, too?! Please tell me you did!”
“Well I didn’t, we should be thankful the Caribou are prideful enough to think they could reverse engineer the prototype and greedy enough to not want us to use it.”
“Phew.. I've got the design memorized.”
“I’ve just been smart and have all my blueprints in Dwarven Scripture, since only me or Hella can read it… by the way, I bet you’re curious about the Hell-Knight, right?”
“A little.. but my mind is buzzing with my idea, I need to build it before I forget it.”
“No, you are not building ODM gear! Those things are only for ninjas or completely reckless idiots, and besides you almost killed an innocent with the prototype!”
“The finished version won't use harpoons, I learned from my mistake. And it would be very hard to harm oneself in a suit of armor that could limit movement in an accident situation.”
“Besides, it would never see military use.”
“Well, crap.. that idea will never see the light of day..”
“Listen Starburst, as a scientist you should be prepared for this, besides, I do have projects for you.”
“Remember how I was the one that hired you? Heh.. anyways, you said?”
“Well as you are the head royal scientist for the Dwarven Kingdom, I was hoping you could use some raw Dwarven DNA and find a seeding method we could use in the Badlands to allow my race to flourish again, I already have samples, and the crown of Elnir, in your personal lab for you to begin, while the other projects are for the terraforming of said badlands and any improvements you could make to the Firebat design or any modifications to allow Centurions to have specialist roles.”
“I thought up a new incendiary fuel.. but it's Really dangerous.”
“Work on it in your time, but right now, I want you in my quarters this evening, something involving Hella and a nurse’s outfit.” I say before walking off.

Later on, Starburst showed up in a nurse outfit, and walked into my quarters.
“You called, King Orgran?”
“Well first off I wasn’t expecting you to be up for it.” I say, actually surprised.
“wait, what?? I thought there was genuinely Something medical you wanted me to tend to..”
“Starburst if I wanted actual medical advice I would go to the hospital, are you completely unaware of the terms ‘kinky outfits’ or ‘role-playing’? In all honesty I wasn’t hinting at you to put on a nurse’s outfit.”
“... Oh.. okay.” She teleported it off, leaving her Stark naked. “It was rubbing my fur weird anyways.”
“You see, the main reason I called you here is because Hella learned a new spell ‘Gaia Connection’ which lets her create a link between herself and an object to either control it like a limb or feel sensations from it as if it was a part of her.”
“Okay..? What does this have to do with me?”
“She wants to try out the sensation part and… you ever heard of a Glass Dildo Strap-on?”
And then Hella walks in and stands behind Star. “hello Mom, want Nurse Hell to check your temperature~?” she blushed, and nodded, and I saw her start to become wet.
“Now I know this is about her, but would be opposed to me joining in?”
“By all means~.. I'm feeling really horny~!”
And so that night, I found myself in a three-way with my wife and her mom.
… that is really fucking kinky.
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		Chapter 26: Thrin! My Arch(mage)-NEMESIS!



In the morning I woke up to a very pleasant sight, my wife curled up next to me, cuddling me like a teddy bear, and Starburst out cold with her plot in the air.
Can’t say I’m surprised, she managed to keep conscious until the end though.
“Morning, honey, think we should wake her up?” I asked, nudging the now well-rested Dwarf woman.
“Maybe… but on the other hand I’m enjoying the view~.” she giggled before poking the conked out mare in the flank, tipping her over. She didn't wake, but moaned and there was a resulting wet spot at her crotch, and she convulsed in pleasure. “Okay… got an idea?”
I smirk and rub my hands extremely fast until small arcs of static electricity could be seen dancing across my gauntlets, then I poked her…
*ZZZZZZZZZZZZAP!*
“AHHHNN~!!” her back arched, and her crotch SPRAYED.
In frustration, I sigh and simply use a healing spell on her until her body recovered and her mind felt rested…
… then I tried it again.
*ZZZZZZZZZZZZAP!*
“OW!!”
Once she was awake I could now laugh at her misfortune, especially since I’ve used a memory spell to record her little moment in a gem to possibly laugh at again later.
“... Why am I sitting in a pool of my own marecum?”
“Oh, just a warning next time you think you can handle two Dwarves at once, we tried waking you up before and that was the result.” Hella explained.
“Here, see for yourself.” I say as I pass her a copy of the gem. She used it.. blushed.. and what she said next was unexpected.
“Can I have a copy? This is.. this is hot.”
“That is your copy.”
She immediately stored it away in a rift. “Gonna save that for later.”
“okay...”
“Hey, mares need sexual relief, too, y’know.”
“Uh huh…”
“I'll go ahead and work on those projects you gave me, have a nice day, you two!” She ran off.
“...got any clue what the fuck just happened?” I asked Hella, who just shrugged.

Anyways after recovering from… that, I moved to send my newest Delivery to the Merchant, then idly began flipping Thrin’s token, and once true boredom settled in I clutched it.
“Thrin! Buddy! Pal! PLEASE tell me you have something for me to do! Boredom is killing me!” I pleaded, finding it funny I have to ask a half-elf to think of anything interesting for a Dwarf to do.
In a flash of light Thrin appeared a wide grin on his face. “Great timing man. We just finished an announcement and interview about my Equestria's new Arch-Mage. It was so freaking boring and way to many ‘Nobles’ looking for ways to brown nose! So what’s new with you?”
“Oh nothing much, except me and my wife recently had a three-way with her mom.” I say, attempting to goad a reaction out of him
Thrin gave a very awkward chuckle. “Sounds kinky. So who’s your wife?”
“SQUISHY WIZARD!” I hear her yell from behind me before charging forward and-wait is that my warhammer?
“OH SHIT NO! GHOST!” Thrin yelled before becoming incorporeal.
And Hella actually stops her swing an inch away from his nose before dropping the hammer and falling over, laughing her ass off. “HOLY SHIT DID YOU SEE HIS FACE?! Oh god squishy wizards are always such pussies.”
“...Thrin, meet my wife, Hella.”
“...A pleasure.” Thrin grumbled before creating a yellow holographic computer and began typing something down. “Although I didn’t know that the Dwarven women of your world were like your wife.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked.
“To be fair to most you would look like a young human female at a distance. I apologies if I insulted you in any way.” Thrin said with a small bow of his head in Hella’s direction.
“I look like a what?” she said, not exactly a scholarly mind. “Could you dumb it down a bit for the non-bookworms?”
“You look like a young girl around...ten years old if I had to guess, but again that would be if someone wasn’t talking to you and saw you at a distance. Does that help?”
Oh shit.
You walked right into it.
WHY DID YOU WALK RIGHT INTO IT?!
I backed away as I saw her eye twitch. “You see, that’s what I thought you said… horse.”
“Fizzle.” Thrin said and a orb made of many small yellow balls appeared around her before dispersing. “Shit.” He muttered.
“No, I mean Horse.” I watched as she picked up my forging hammer and slammed it down.
Now, you know how in Red Vs Blue with that incident involving Grif and that cement thing?
Yeah think that except instead of Thrin going down, the thing erupted upward.
I cringed a little as I walked over to him. “Rule 1 of Dwarf Women, human women hate being called old, Dwarf women hate being called young girls.”
“Duly noted.” Thrin groaned. “Cure.” A soft white glow enveloped him, and I help him up, just as the door knocks.
“Oh really?! What now!” I groan as I move over and open it, only to be tackled by a pink ball of fur, followed by the rest of the mane six and princesses showing themselves in.
...apparently not concerned about clothing still… okay.
“Ow! What?! Why?!”
“Come on Orgry, you keep putting off your welcome to ponyville party ‘cause you-say-you’re-not-living-in-ponyvillebutyoustillneedtohaveawelcometoEquestriapartysinceyou’reinEquestriaand-”
I proceeded to deafen myself to her tirade, hoping upon hope that Thrin is okay.
He just got nut-checked a few seconds ago, Dranlun forbid his dick breaks too from all the nude mares, but looking his way I saw he was fine.
“Nothing spamming healing spells wouldn’t fix.” He said with a small flinch. “But I will be sore for a while.”
After having Pinkie get off me and compromising we have a small private party with just us here, I move to introduce them. “Thrin, I would like you to meet my universe’s royalty and elements of harmony… I’m guessing part of you is curious as to what happened to have them… essentially anthropomorphic sex goddesses?” Seriously, it’s just meant to make them anthro, why and how did they wind up hot?!
“I’m guessing you used the knowledge that the Crystals could be reprogrammed to your advantage or this is their true anthro form.” Thrin said with a shrug and as a wide grin covered his face as he pulled something out of his cube. “I know Orgran has seen this but would the rest of you like to see my world’s Celestia after she used a Crystal?”
“No!” Celestia pleaded.
“Yes!” everyone else accepted.
“Thrin, not now, anyways I actually got your letter at the last minute, the main part of the plan was hooking up the crystals to a spell-bomb, which may or may not have been strong enough to reach into the banished realm of a certain empire which I will not confirm or deny the existence of and that’s the end of it, so, is there anything you want me to help you with Thrin or do you want to have a bit of a spar?”
“I haven’t had a chance to spar with anyone seriously since Discord left to do his job. Sounds fun.” Thrin said putting the picture back into his cube.
“And about the help?” I brought up. “I want to get that done before putting myself in a fighting mood.”
“Well I have been having a lot of problems with two of my main projects.” Thrin said tapping his chin before pulling out a yellow book with a lightning bolt on it. “I’m trying to make a spell tome about this big, but with near infinite pages so I can place all the spells from the Fire Emblem Tomes into it. That way I don’t need to switch which one I’m using in a fight and can put the rest of the spells I know in one place. I already have the spells I want to use to place defenses on it ready but I have no idea how to get the main book done. Not even any of the Champions I am willing to turn into can help with this.”
“Hmm, follow me I have something that could work.” I say as I lead him down a hallway.

“Ah, here we are, my private workshop, now what you need is a Mylinian Item known as a Mana Archive.” Upon hearing this Thrin’s eyes gained a gleam of curiosity. “... stop that you look like Twilight.”
“But unlike Twilight I can control myself.” Thrin chuckled.
“Yeah, just don’t start drooling when you see my library. Now, the Mana Archive is actually not of Dwarven or Even Human make in Mylinia, it was actually the Dragonkin who created such a useful utility, akin to the tablets of Earth, Mana Archives had holographic pages and near unlimited storage space to house information and even display demonstrations visually with a 3D projection more defined than video. Many great wizards used these devices to an extreme, creating artificial guides from copies of their consciousness so that they may continue to teach the next generation.”
“That last part sounds like the Jedi and Sith Holo-cubes or whatever they were called.” Thrin mused.
“Except these holograms are sentient and can choose to bar you from learning if you are unworthy, even going so far as to overload the gemstones keeping the thing together, essentially killing themselves, it’s not hard to make a normal one however, though if you want to try the guide thing you’d need some Arcanite for the brain, anyways, to make one all we need is some empty book covers, a rechargeable mana battery, and several gems to program it all.”
Thrin pulled out a purple book with a strange fusion of an A, T, and Star in the center of the cover and handed it to Orgran. “This is the book I wanted to enchant. I’ve kept it on me incase I made a breakthrough.”
I grab some gems and proceed to cannibalize the book for the cover alone, then placed each gem in a spot and carved a Dragonkin rune for each aspect, control, archive, assimilate and display, before hooking up the mana gem to be the battery and turned it on. “Spellbook please.”
Thrin began pulling book after book out of his cube and placed them on a table. once he was finished with the books he started pulling scrolls out. “How will I add more information to it?”
With that I pick one of the books up. “Simple, it’s built in, you see that amber gem with the rune that looks like a claw picking up a stone? That’s the Dragonkin rune for assimilate.” I tap the book against the rune and watched as the gem lighted up and absorbed the book into it before the flow of mana moved to the Archive gem. “And the purple one here is Display, tap it to bring up the pages, the Control and Archive ones are automated, and to use it simply treat the screen like a tablet, to turn it off simply tap the Display gem again.”
“I’ll admit this is not what I had in mind but I can work with this.” Thrin said. “And this will definitely give me an edge over Bolarc and Dhoulmagus.”
“Hmm, oh yeah, another thing I should mention, if you’re in a pinch simply place your hand onto the Control Gem, that’s the emerald, instead of tapping Display, then you can simply think up what you need and the Archive gem, the red, will transfer the right spell into your brain.” I say as I have it assimilate the rest of the books and scrolls before passing it to him.
“Orgran you literally just solved EVERY problem I had with this project!” Thrin enthusiastically said. “If I make more for my Equestria I promise you’ll not only get full credit for this but most of the profits that would normally go to me for introducing it.”
“Doing Dranlun’s work you are… anyway, anything else you need help with?”
“Yes. Something similar to this project.” Thrin said and pulled out seven staffs. Two from Dragon Quest and five from Fire Emblem and laid them out on the table. “I wanted to make a personal staff with the combined power of these seven staffs. The five you see here are from Fire Emblem and are the Healing staffs, while these two are the Rune Staff and the Staff of Antimagic from Dragon Quest. I thought i would be a good idea to have other ways of casting healing spells or Fizzle and the Rune Staff can increase my allies defences.”
“...you want just that or do you want to learn some Mylinian spells too? I mean I have been meaning to call up the Merchant for some Arcanite anyway.”
“WIth everything you’re offering I feel the need to teach you more of my spells...even if most of them are from Final Fantasy, Fairy Tail and Dragon Quest.” Thrin said sheepishly.
“I’d be up for it, but really it’s going to be element-neutral spells at most, like Song or Soul magic, if you want what I can do you’ll have to have an earth aspect or get one, and I doubt you’d survive a dip in molten metal or injecting liquid rock into your bloodstream.”
“What about the Champion Malphite or Skarner?” Thrin said Before snapping his fingers. “Wait a minute! I’m forgetting the Champions here!! I have access to the entire Dalmacian Archive not to mention Ionia! Heck I’m teaching the Rainbow of my world Wuju. Who would have thought she’s a natural at being a Monk.”
“Oh please, Skittles is about as subtle in martial arts as she is in hiding her massive Les-boner for Applejack.” I said flatly. “The things she does with her lasso when she thinks no-pony’s looking would make Molestia blush.”
“Dude she gave up on her dream of becoming a Wonderbolt for this training. The one in my world is a lot more mature than I first thought. Tell you what. I’ll make a Lacryma of the Archive magic and put a lot of the Dalmacian spells into it. Then I’ll send it to you as payment for the Mana Archive and staff. Deal?”
“Sure, come on, I still need that Arcanite, and if you don’t want it, you’ll get to meet the Merchant, so either one’s good.” I say as I pull out the copper summoning statue.
“It would be interesting to meet the Merchant.” Thrin said with a shrug. “But I’ll just stay back and let you do business with him. I don’t want to risk screwing your deal up.”
“Relax, the only way you’d manage that is if you thought to punch him.” I begin the summoning call, and as expected he arrives.
“Ah, Orgran, my trusted supplier, to what-... who’s he?”
“Another displaced, speaking of which, I need some Arcanite to use for some projects.”
“Hmm… well your goods are still high quality, especially that Yveltal plush, just sold it off recently, here.” he says before passing me a generous chunk of it.
Then he looks right at Thrin with that creepy not-visible-grin of his. “Say? Got any siblings or friends you’d like to meet again, I’m sure I could arrange something…”
“So could Shopkeep or the other versions Arashi and Cecil.” Thrin calmly said.
“Argh.” the Merchant spat. “So you’re part of Shopkeep’s little club huh? No matter I can find other deals to make.” he tapped his chin. “But say, now that I look at you… you’ve already got someone out here, a sister, perhaps? What if I said I could… nudge you, in the right direction?”
Thrin looked at the Merchant for a few moments then sighed. “What do you want.”
“Well it’s rather simple, I’ve been recently discovering some displaced are tampering with my spells, so my items have begun to fail 50% of the time, I can’t stop them but… they have no way of countering another displaced’s enchantments, if you accept you’ll see many of my defective props in your room, simply give it a working spell and I’ll collect it later.”
“Does it matter what kind of enchantment I put on the items?” Thrin asked.
“Yes, it needs to be the same kind as I use, the method isn’t important, so long as it displaces the poor sap as what they dressed as to another Equus.”
“Is it safe to assume you’ll teach me the spell if I accept?”
He laughed at that. “Please, if my kind of spells were still effective, why would I have another use them? No, I only care about the end result, I don’t care how you do so, even go to that Shopkeep and buy one of his spells for it, as long as it works I’ll be happy.”
He reaches his hand out. “Do we have a deal?”
Thrin was silent for a couple of minutes before shaking the Merchant’s hand. “Deal.”
“Excellent.” he pulled his hand away, revealing he placed a strange rune into Thrin’s palm. “That will draw your sister’s Token to you so long as you pour magic into it, and once it arrives, allow you to summon yourself to her Equestria using it instead of waiting for her to find yours… farewell.” and in a puff of smoke he was gone.
Thrin shuddered. “Can’t help but feel like I made a deal with a devil here.”
“Yeah, but if anything he always keeps to his deals, so if he says it’ll work…”
Thrin shook his head. “Well as...uncomfortable as that was it’s good to know I’ll find my sister soon.”
I clap my hands. “So! Staff design?”
“I want to to look like a simple wooden staff with a grey wolf carved at the top. In most fantasy setting the fancyer the staff the stronger it is. Not many would expect a simple walking stick to be a powerful mages staff.” Thrin said with a smile.
“Should I also use the Arcanite I’m gonna put into it to make it so the head bites anyone except you trying to use it?”
“Yes please but make it so if I give someone permission they can use it. That way my friends can use it in an emergency.”
“Got it.” I begin work. “Last thing, song or soul?”
“What do they do?”
“Soul allows you to manipulate soul energy and turn your astral projection into a fully fledged poltergeist, good for either spying, fear tactics or it’s halloween and you need to explain what Five Nights at Freddy’s is. Song Magic is one that affects reality based on the songs played and the user’s intent with that song, for example, songs like Disturbed’s ‘indestructible’ would make you an absolutely terrifying beast on the battlefield, have you use the heavy rock to cause the earth to quake, or have the guitar riffs unleash sonic attacks, although if it’s for entertainment it will let you summon a demonic band to play alongside you or something.”
“So Song would be good for Pentakill or Sona as I’m not much of a musician.” Thrin pondered. “Soul is sounding more useful to me at the moment… I’ll go with Soul.”
“... um, I was going to mention the song plays through the staff from your mind but whatever.” I prepare to add the Soul Magic emblem into the piece I’m using.
“What I mean is that I could not only attack with their normal abilities but can also use other music to disorient my foe’s and the other effects from the magic.” Thrin explained.
“I see.” I hammer the emblem in then continue on with my work. “Soul is a double-edged sword, much like the crotch-plate, while useful, it’s not recommended to try and use the astral projection abilities until you’ve ensured your body’s safety, as if you don’t… well, it wouldn’t exactly be hard to off someone meditating, if you are using it, the best thing to do would be to use the soul energy around to make Poltergeist minions for those tasks.”
“Thank you for the warning Orgran. I’ll keep it in mind.” Thrin said as he worked on the holographic computer again. “Gotta love the Fairy Tail Archive magic. It may not be as useful as the Mana Archive for battles and the like but it still helps in different ways.”
“Speaking of battles, your staff is ready to-”
*Bark*
...bark?
I look down. “... oops…”
“Did you just give my staff some form of sentience?” Thrin asked with a raised eyebrow.
“I kind of do my job too well… so now you have a pet staff.” I say as I pass him it, the wolf head moving around as it was now alive and acting much like a curious dog.
Aaaand then it burps up a fireball.
“I don’t mind my staff being alive, but where did the fireball come from? It’s components were meant for support.”
“Well… Arcanite is essentially a form of magic given solid form, every Mylinian has it in there blood to allow the use of magic based on their aspects, by the looks of it, your Staff is now able to use the same spells it’s user is capable of.”
It barked again, then coughed a bunch of soot that got…
...into my beard.
“... alright I’m gonna kill it.” I say before yelling and lunging out at the wolf-staff.
“Aero.” Thrin said and a small ball of wind took all the soot out of my beard and placed it in a nearby trash can, and also knocked me away. “You ok Orgran?”
“Fine, anyways, now we’re ready for Sparring, just say ‘I wanna good fight!’ and a fae golem will guide you to the arena, I’ll get the others.” I say as I wander off.
Want to know what a Fae golem is? It’s essentially a fairy carved from a single gem and given life.
...it’s really fucking hard to do.

And so we were at the arena, me and Thrin on opposite ends, friends and royalty in the bleachers, cheering me on.
“You go Orgran!” Pinkie yelled!
“Yeah! Kick this Thrin in Flank!” Rainbow called, and I think I heard a tiny ‘go!’ from Fluttershy.
“...okay now this seems unfair, you mind if I try something?” I ask Thrin.
“Go ahead.” Thrin replied, he pulled his hood up on the way to the arena. He had the staff in one hand and the Mana Archive in the other.
I pull out Thrin’s token and concentrate on the Bleachers opposite of my friends.
“By the will of Drunlan, great spirit king of the Dwarves, grant me connection to another plane, bring me strength I had not attained before, and grace me with the power… to pull.” I say as I clench my free hand.
Suddenly a rift appears, dropping down another group of Mane Six, Princesses, and… Discord?
“Hmmm?” Discord said looking around. “Why Thrin I didn’t know you had a vacation planned for us, but why so soon? I mean I just got back to work.”
“Relax, Discord, you’ll be back the same split-second you left, I was the one to summon you through the link Thrin’s token has with your world, I’m Orgran by the way, and from Celestia’s glare I can tell you know what I’m famous for… also, cute dress Celly.”
“Thank you. I admit I wasn’t a fan of this form at first but I’ve come to enjoy it.” Thrin’s Celestia said. “But that doesn’t mean you’re getting off easy for giving Thrin those crystals.”
“Please don’t, I already dealt with my Celestia going Daybreaker and nearly roasting me alive once she transformed, I don’t need another.”
My Celestia winced at the comment. “Not… my greatest moment.”
“Who said anything about attacking you?” Thrin’s Celestia said with a cute yet very creepy smile. “I prepared a special lecture just. For. You.”
“Please, loli-lestia, you’re nowhere near as scary as my wife, so… this is the monk-style Rainbow I’ve heard about, a fresh perspective to know you and not be creeped out about what you do with AJ’s ropes.”
“WHAT!?” My Rainbow and AJ said, both with incredibly red faces, except AJ was glaring at Rainbow.
Thrin’s Rainbow and AJ also blushed but more out of anger than anything. “Kick his ass Thrin!” Rainbow yelled.
“Show him the power of Equestria’s new Arch-Mage!” Luna cheered.
I turned back to him. “So, how hard of an ass-beating do you want? Shall it be no holds barred or do you want me to go easy on the squishy wizard baby?”
Thrin cracked his neck. “Time to let one of the Beasts out of their cage for a while. CHAMPION TRANSFORMATION! CHO’GATH!” A burst of violet light appeared and in Thrin’s place was a massive creature with four arms each ending in a blade. His eyes glowed green with as sharp horns jutted out of his skull. Opening his mouth to roar revealed hundreds of razor sharp teeth. His voice was mostly the same but had an echo. “Let’s see how long I can control one of the Forbidden Champions!”
I, in my masterfully Dwarven style, let out a yawn, checked my gear, then called on my own monster.
“HELL-KNIGHT! ENSHROUD THY KING!”
Now to understand what happens next, you know how Titanfall has mechs that fall from the sky?
Well consider this the opposite, as behind me some demonic rift pulled open from the darkest depths of Tartarus, a massively immense steam powered mech emerged, it’s body like a mix of steel and magma, a helmet that only revealed a raging furnace, and a chainsword and shield which burned with the emberglow of its heart. It climbed out with a hiss and a groan of creaking metal as it grabbed me up and tossed me into its chest as if it ate me, then let out a roar which sent out a pillar of flame from every opening.
My Equestria’s ponies were shocked, eyes bulging out at the unknown terror before them, so I moved my glance to gauge Thrin’s ponies’ reactions. Several of them looked at each other worried, but out of all of them Discord was the most concerned. Discord muttered something but I was still able to hear it. “I think the only reason he’s doing this is because he trusts that Orgran and I could stop him if he loses control. Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.”
My laugh echoed out the machine, the enchantments making it deeper and more sinister. “A fat lot of good Cho’Gath’s gonna do him without any minions to ‘Om Nom Nom’!”
A Fae Golem showed up, glowing a pleasant green. “Fighters ready?” it says in its fluttershy level of cute voice.
“Ready!” I confirm.
“Bring it!” Thrin agreed.
“Then… begin!” it flew out of the way, and I opened in with the best strategy ever!
Beat his head in with the shield! Thrin dodged to the side and brought two of his arms down to pierce the Hell-Knight’s right leg. “Unlike in the League. I have no restrictions!”
“Good! Like how my mech’s not got as many as you think!” I say as I use the opportunity to twist the mech’s hips a perfect 90 degrees to bring my sword down on the two exposed limbs.
“Feral Scream!” Thrin yelled and let loose a roar that shook the ground, knocking my attack away from the sound waves alone. But in a desperate act, as my sword was in my left arm, I move the right down to hook onto them and at least break bone if not rip the limbs off entirely.
“Never challenge a Dwarf in Melee! That’s like challenging Robin Hood to an Archery Match!”
“Yeah! Show him Orgran!” My Twilight cheered.
“Show that beast how a true warrior fights!” My Luna exclaimed.
“Holy shit! He is so hot right now!” Hella stated, making me slightly fearful of the inevitable nighttime activities.
“CHAMPION TRANSFORMATION! WUKONG! GHOST!” Another flash of light and Cho’gath was replaced with by the Monkey King.

Thrin jumped back sweat pouring down his face. “Discord Thrin will want the time for how long I could control Cho’gath later!” Wukong yelled before looking at me. “Sorry to break it to ya but Thrin’s down for now. I had to step in to prevent that overgrown freakshow from taking over.” Wukong smirked. “Don’t worry though he’ll wake up soon. For now it’s time to shake things up! Slow, Haste, Gravity, Oomph, Sap!” Wukong glowed red and green for a moment while his Gravity spell barely managed to pull the Hell-Knight to its knees as it glowed green. Wukong didn’t seem to care that the Slow spell didn’t seem to do anything. “Libra.” He muttered as he ran towards the Hell-Knight after reving the device on his back.
“I’m glad nothing bad happened with Cho’gath.” Discord said reforming his head as it had melted from worry.
“I agree.” Thrin’s Fluttershy said as she moved out from behind Luna. “I know that it was Thrin in control but just the feel of that form felt...wrong. As if it was a cornered fox just waiting for the right moment to pounce.”
“That’s not all.” Thrin’s Pinkie said her entire body hadn’t stopped shaking. “I saw a look in Cho’gath’s eye. That was the look of someone ravenous for food, but I’m scared to think what kind Cho’gath would want.”
“YEAH GO GET HIM TEACH!” Rainbow yelled as she put an arm around Pinkie.
I open up the chest cavity and leap. “BOOT TO THE HEAD!” I say before dive-kicking towards his face.
Wukong easily dodged and counters with his own kick. “You’ll have to be better than that to hit the Monkey King!”
“You think being a monkey king is worthy?! LISTEN GOOD YOU FURRED FARCE! I AM THE DWARVEN KING!” I raise my arms and giant stone copies erupted from the earth to his sides, and I slam them down having them mimic my moves.
“You’re a foolish little man. I GET STRONGER THE MORE FOES I FACE BUT WHY DON’T WE EVEN THE ODDS!” Wukong yelled as he plucked some hairs off his body and threw them into the air. In a puff of smoke each fur had transformed into a clone and took one one of my copies.
“You’re not facing multiple foes, just one! But if you manage to beat my mindless golems, I will be forced to pull my trump card.”
“Wait, he has a trump card?” My Celestia asked, worried just as the Wukong clones destroyed the last copy.
“Impressive, this shall be my last technique before I face you with strength alone, are you ready? Both body and mind?”
“I might as well take the brunt of this attack for Thrin. After all we’re one in the same.” Wukong said with a cheeky smile. “Try it beardy.”
I breath a deep sigh, and close my eyes, focusing inward, and when they opened, they were black pits.
“I call upon the power of the Black-Heart, Blessed Piece of the corpse of Olthok, to bring about the gifts of the undead.” my voice was cold, emotionless, as it needed to be.
“I call upon the greatest warriors to take form and fight alongside me, to face the challenge ahead with no fear.” I look as my chest had opened, revealing the beating necrotic organ.
“Gift me the bodies of the dead to fight.” I open my eyes again and smirk as I heard the groans of skeletal warriors behind me, formed from mist and-
Wait… why is Celestia and the others more scared than usual? And why are they crying, what’s-
And that’s when I saw it, the skeletal warriors I summoned… they weren’t ponies.
These were Dwarven skeletons.
“Rustbeards… no, no that can’t be possible…” I say with fear, clutching my now healed chest with one hand and my head with the other.
“I take it that these are the same kinds of Dwarfs that you had in your world?” Wukong said before tilting his head. “Looks like my times up. Thrin’s woken up again. See you later my fellow King.” A flash of light and Thrin was back to his normal form.
“I am NOT turning into any of the Forbidden Champions again for a while.” He groaned.
Though eventually he sees my panic attack at looking at the Dwarven skeletons.
“This, this can’t be right it’s impossible, I can only summon the dead of this world, how did Rustbeards form?” I feared as I turned around at the sound of more.
My heart almost stopped.
“There’s… there’s too… how, HOW IS THERE SO MANY OF YOU!? WHY ARE YOU ALL TRAPPED!?” I panic. “The Black-Heart can only resurrect those that refuse to leave, but this isn’t possible.” I was breaking down, tears in my eyes, this wasn’t a squad or even an army.
This was a clan, several hundred thousand strong, both men, women and children that refuse to pass on all heeding my call.
I pulled an entire clan from their graves.
They were here. My breathing quickened as my mind raced, all these, soldiers, innocent all dead and stuck to the mortal realm like flies to a web…
“Orgran.” Thrin said as he placed a hand on my shoulder. HIs hood was down and tears flowed from his eyes. “I might...I might know a Champion that can help. That can send them on their way, but the choice is yours. I will not force you but I think this should mark the end of our spar. We have more important things to do now.”
“You… you don’t understand, even if one clings, their families can guide them to the afterlife, the only ones that should be here are lone warriors, but no, there’s too many, too many killed too quickly to guide the lost.” I was truly gone, I pulled the Half-elf into a hug as I sobbed. “Why… why is there so many? What could kill so many of my kin like this? And why are they here?”
“I don’t know my friend but I think this one does.” Thrin said drawing my attention to a Dwarf wearing a Gold Studded eyepatch.
“Ilnarok… I know him, that means this was my… Orgran’s original clan.” I walk up to the undead. “Who… what did this.”
He whispered in a long dead language, but I knew it well enough. “No… he’s dead, I saw him die!” he spoke further, and my eyes widen, I blinked away the tears as I steadied my heart. “Thrin, help them pass on, they should not cling to this world with what they have seen.”
“I do not know if this will work but I will try.” He said getting to his feet and taking a few steps towards the Dwarves and in a somber voice he said. “Champion Transformation. Soraka.” A flash of light and in his place stood a very tall purple skinned woman with cloven hooves for feet, a golden-yellow dress, long white hair, a red cape, a large horn sprouted from the center of her forehead, and in her right hand is a large golden staff with a crescent moon at the top.

Holding the staff in the air Thrin said. “To you who have passed. To you who are trapped. Let me bless and guide you on your way to the after life. Let me help you find the peace you deserve. Let my song and dance bring you to rest.” And with that Thrin started to sing in a language no one could understand and a slow dance as he started to circle the entire Dwarven Clan. The process took some time but Thrin never stopped his song or dance until the last of the Dwarves had moved on and their skeletons returned to the earth.
Though Ilnarok, even when his spirit was freed, he clung for one more thing, he tapped Thrin’s shoulder to get his attention, then spoke, in english.
“Thank you…” his eyepatch glowed. “If you ever see that Warwick again, tell him I called him a bastard…” and with that he was gone and Thrin fell to his knees panting heavily.
“How...did he know Warwick?”
“He doesn’t, what made him a good leader was his left eye, with it he could see an entire person’s life story, the eyepatch allowed him to control it.”
“That must have been...useful.” Thrin said before changing back to his normal form as he collapsed unconscious.
I sighed and looked to our interdimensional guests as I sent Hell-Knight back to his pocket dimension. “I’m… sorry you had to see all that, it was… let’s be blunt here it was kinda bucked up, wasn’t it?”
“You’re telling me!” Discord said as he made Thrin a little more comfortable. “I’ve seen many kinds of Chaos, but that aura around those Dwarves...Frankly it wasn’t the kind Chaos that should be. It was nothing but Death, Pain and Misery.”
“That’s because that wasn’t chaos magic that clung to those bones, Discord, I now know what demon the Caribou work with and what killed those people… Discord, what you felt on them wasn’t Chaos, it was Entropy, more specifically that was Nether Magic.”
“Entropy based magic!” Discords eyes went wide. “That’s forbidden throughout the entire Multiverse!”
“These aren’t just users, they’re made of the stuff!” I shook as I remembered what my old leader told me.
“The Netherborn helped the Caribou kill my home!”

After the situation had calmed I opened a rift and helped everyone through, stopping at Thrin who was leaning on Discord for support.
“Guys I… I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to hit you with all the heavy stuff, and I won’t force you to help me fight the Caribou or the Netherborn.”
“Don’t be foolish Orgran.” Thrin said looking me right in the eyes. “You’re my friend and I wouldn’t feel right leaving you to fight this alone. While I might not be able to help directly in fights due to my own problems with Bolard and Dhoulmagus but I can spread the word about this Demon to other Displaced I meet. Some might be able to send aid and I KNOW the other versions of me will do the same once I tell them.”
“Thanks… I’m gonna need all the help I can get as well, this isn’t just the Netherborn, Dainn wishes to revive the Netherlord, he was practically unstoppable before, we only won last time because Interse… sacrificed himself to save me… I-I don’t know how we’ll manage without support.”
“Arashi gave me a bag of Tokens that he said I might find useful before he left. I’ll try to contact some of them and tell them of the Netherlord. Before I was Displaced I heard of a school to teach new Displaced. I know some of the teachers were in the War of Shadows and a few might have been in the first Displaced war. The War of Understanding. Some of them might be able to help if we can find the right Tokens.” Thrin said before shaking his head sadly. “In the meantime I’ll try to wrap up at least one of my problems and continue training but I can’t ignore my duties as the first Arch-Mage since Starswirl.”
“The problem is I’m not sure mindless destruction is what he wants anymore after seeing the goals of the Caribou…” I caught onto something to perfectly lighten the mood. “Wait, so considering our relationship wouldn’t that make you my Arch-rival?”
“If Sans was here I’m sure he’d at least chuckle at that pun, but I think we have more of a friendly rivalship going on Orgran. I am glad I was able to help your people.” Thrin said giving a dry emotionless smile. “I wish you the best of luck my friend. May the Arcane guide your path and always enlighten you when you need it most.”
“You’d hate me right now if you knew my human name.”
“I doubt it.” Thrin said.
I smirk. “Before I was displaced my full name was Ark Kane.”
Thrin chuckled not having the energy to laugh. “So I guess what I said is even more fitting. Never lose sight of who you are now and who you were. That is how I chose to live anyway. Who knows. Something in our pasts on earth may give us hints for the future.”
I smile. “See you later, old friend.” I usher them through, and once they headed in I called back into the portal. “And Discord! What I said to this world’s version applies to you too! Touch my beard and you’re dead!”
Discord shrugged. “I wasn’t even going to do that in any case… well maybe touch it up if you asked but I know what kind of Chaos I don’t want to create. I’d be a bad balancer of the scales if I didn’t. I just wish more versions of me thought that way.”
“Then you’re smarter than this one, he threatened to turn my beard into licorice if his reformation didn’t work!”
“Moron.” Discord said as he helped Thrin through the portal. I closed it behind me…
And promptly collapsed.
Man… FUCK today!!
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*Ba-dum. Ba-dum. Ba-dum.*
Come on… I can sense it…
*Ba-dum. Ba-dum. Ba-dum.*
There you are! I’m so close! I just need to-
“Hey dad!” Starlight said as she appeared behind me
*ziggy zoopie bop-pop doobily doo!*
“AGH!” I jump and grasp my chest. “Starlight! Be careful! You made my heart doobily doo!”
“I made your heart do what?”
“I… nevermind,” I shake my head. “Why are you here?”
“Oh! Celestia sent you a message.”
“Don’t tell me, the crystal empire has returned and they want me to help Twilight and the others to stop So-”
“Actually they’re just informing you that Twilight and the others left already and they want you to not worry while they’re gone.”
“... Starlight, retrieve the dragon lantern Twilight gave me.”
“Okay dad.” she said as she head off.
Now I bet some of you are groaning, ‘really? Going to meddle in destiny affairs again? jeez Gary Stu grow a spine.’
Firstly, FUCK OFF!
Secondly, KISS MY ASS!
And thirdly, even if I didn’t have this future knowledge I’d still be wanting to help out my FRIENDS! The only difference is that future knowledge me doesn’t interfere where he is not needed, and with his awareness of Pony Society, does not make things worse.
As for things like Sonic Rainboom, even if I was friends with the Mane Six by then I couldn’t come, even with a cloudwalking spell I’m too heavy…
...it’s actually rather upsetting to know a spell considers you ‘too heavy’ to work since spells are inherently meant to say fuck you to physics.
So I’m not doing this to take away the spotlight, I’m doing this so my friends don’t have to deal with the horrible shadow-demon while Cadence slowly dies from having to keep a shield up.
While SHINING ARMOUR. THE CAPTAIN OF THE GUARD. HUSBAND TO PRINCESS OF LOVE MI AMORE CADENZA! IS FUCKING USELESS!
*crack*
Ah fuck I broke my pen.
Is it obvious how much I hate how much the male cast gets screwed over in this show? The only one that isn’t getting the short end of the stick is Discord, yet another reason why he’s my favourite character.
Aha! New pen! Now let’s finish this… aaaand done!
*fwoom!*
I watched as the wisp flew off.
{POV CHANGE: THIRD PERSON, CRYSTAL EMPIRE}
“Alright girls let’s-” Twilight was cut off when a scroll appeared in front of her.
“What is it sugarcube?” Applejack asked.
“It’s a letter.”
“From Celestia?” Rarity inquired.
“Not sure… ‘Dearest Twilight Sparkle. Sunny D-a is being an idiot again.’”
“It’s Orgran.” the group all chimed at the same time, prompting giggles to follow before Twilight continued.
“‘Fortunately it’s not about not giving you guard detail or deciding not to handle the situation themselves, they were correct in understanding that they couldn’t really figure out a solution to the problem, not like a certain unicorn can in any case,’” Twilight blushed a little. “*ahem* ‘the main problem is that they left behind the Dwarf that has intricate knowledge of both Dark and Equestrian Magics from studying the Caribou Crystals’...”
There was the sound of a Facehoof that echoed through the palace.
“WHY DID I NOT BRING THAT UP?!” the unicorn said, irate. “‘This letter is to smooth things along, I cannot explain everything in detail or else I’d be holding your hand, so instead I’m gonna give you vague clues, double check your crystal faire book, the artifact is real, take spike with you, check the boss chair, dark magic on chair, good magic on door, to save time remember the gravity spell, and finally the most important tip… never put the burden on yourself… your friend, Orgran.’” I smile. “‘P.S. send… nudes…’ OH THAT PIG!” she huffed.
To clarify, thanks to the Anthro-Bomb’s ‘transition effect’ ponies had gotten a new perspective on their bodies, so clothing did become a casual thing once everything settled, especially since they weren’t as resistant to the cold as before.
{POV CHANGE: ORGRAN}
“So what were you working on before?” Starlight asked, pointing to the totem I was originally focusing my magic on.
“Well, you remember the Rustbeards?”
“You mean those undead Dwarves?” she shuddered at the memory. “Yeah, why?”
“A long time ago before I ended up here I fought the Netherlord with a group of friends, when they died I had assumed the Nether Magic of the land made it so their souls could never return, but I was mistaken!”
“...eh?”
“We all were linked to a respawn totem, designed to bring us back from death unless our souls were lost to the afterlife, the Entropy of Nether Magic was believed to force those lost to the afterlife when in truth it actually made them cling to the real world even more!”
“...”
“*sigh* the Nether Magic didn’t make it impossible for them to respawn, it’s just blocking the anchor that lets a totem reach out and pull their souls back from death, so I’m using a recreation of our old group totem, since the old one was clearly destroyed, and trying to force the anchor through the wall.”
“I don’t get it, if that was possible, why not use the totem to bring back all those Dwarves?”
It was a good question, but it did have an answer. “I only have so much Arcanite on hand, this totem used the last of it, the more people you link, the more Arcanite you need to sustain it… besides, they all wanted to pass on, they were too broken to live their lives as before.”
“Oh…”
“But these 4, Interse, Selena, Onera and Hearth, my oldest friends were killed by the Netherlord, their last battle was so anticlimactic, so painful, I don’t want them to pass on after that, especially not after the bonds we made with each other… I… I have to try, for them, even if I fail…”
“I got it, dad… need any help?”
“...I’d like a hug…” I say, and in response she picks me up, the act of affection managing to soothe the stress of today, and once she finished I turned my attention back to the totem and went back to work, undead and earth magic hand in hand to pull them back from the brink.
Closer…
And closer…
Ever closer…
“AGH! Work already you stupid piece of-” I kick it.
And it began to glow.
“OH SHIT!” I tackle Starlight out of the room and close the door, crashing into Pine.
“Ow! What was that for!?” he barked out before the explosion erupted in the room we were just in. “...well I can safely say that would warrant such haste… I’ll go tell Hella you blew up your lab… again.” he huffed as he walked off.
“I… I fucked it up, I had one chance and I let my emotions get the better of me.”
“Dad…” Starlight said quietly, placing a hand on my shoulder as I rested my head against the door…
My eyes opened wide when I heard a series of groans.
“Ugh… what happened?”
“Hey! Get your tail off my face!”
“Get your face off my tail!”
“THAT’S NOT HOW IT WORKS!”
I burst into the room, seeing four figures piled onto each other in front of the still intact totem.
“Orgran! Get your fat ass over here and help us up!” the blonde haired warrior yelled.
I was crying, I could not hold back the laughter and joy of what I saw, I dropped to my knees and yelled in victory.
“I DID IT!”
…
“Okay what’s up with him?”
“Shut up, Hearth.” the three groaned at the oblivious reptile.
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*sip*
“So you’re telling us that after all that, the Netherlord still isn’t dead?!” Interse said in disbelief.
“Mhm, apparently the bastard’s harder to kill than a fucking Beelzebug-girl wearing a Healer Amulet.” I confirmed.
“Yeah-wait, a Beelze-what?” Hearth asked.
Selena looked confused. “You don’t know? They’re a pretty common pest.”
“Not really, I never bothered to stay anywhere long enough to notice any pests before I joined up with all of you.”
I decided to explain. “It was a wizard’s attempt to make an unkillable girlfriend that ended up reproducing too fast, he got death by snu-snu and they began to infest everywhere, they’re essentially a sexy mix of roach and a human female that’ll go for anything with a minimum of two legs.”
“By Rintae! What the hell?!”
“Well if it makes you feel any better they were all wiped out by the Nether corruption the Netherborn spread across the land.” I said idly, leaving the group in stunned silence. “...what?”
“For fuck’s sake Orgran! You could at least sugarcoat it a little!” Selena yelled out.
“I would but then I’m worried Starlight would eat it.”
“HEY!” said red-faced pony yelled at the breakfast table, trying, and now failing, to keep out of the conversation.
This got the group laughing like old times.
“*sigh* but in all seriousness…” I began. “The Netherlord seems to have gotten new motivations, not only allying himself with a mortal race, but turning their leader into his Avatar. And we know from before that it isn’t the Netherborn’s MO to work with another race, nor have motivations outside of pure extinction for all, so what’s changed?”
“He lost…” Interse stated bluntly. “I think I’m starting to see it, despite all his work and power, a group of ‘lessers’ not only defeated, but killed him. Despite it costing us our lives, all he and his people could do was curse our land out of spite, even amongst the dead it’s been made clear a mind remains, as such the Netherlord would reminisce on his first ever failure.”
“So…?” Hearth asked.
“So it’s not out of the ordinary to suggest that he decided to rethink his motives.” we all stared at the undead, beginning to see it ourselves. “Exactly, the Netherlord’s true motivation was power, being a creature of Entropy meant he could feed upon the absence of life, but now with these…”
“Caribou.” I informed.
“Caribou, right, he found something that he could feed on just as easily, without all the effort of mass-extinction… worship.” the more we heard, the more our hearts sank. “It was this very worship which dragged him and the Netherborn back from death, and exactly why he imbued Dainn with his power, with this new concept, he’s using the worship of all Caribou to feed him and his kind, and so, the more victories they gain, the more they will praise him, and the more he will be fed.”
“And as such his goals aligned with the Caribou, to enslave all under the ideals of Dainn and, as the Immortal Avatar of, The Netherlord himself, using the king’s eternal rule to grant eternal power through the faith of his followers.” I concluded.
“...that or he’s become a dirty pervert and wants some slave snu-snu.”
“SELENA!” Onera yelled, flustered and shocked.
“What? It’s not like we weren’t all thinking it!” she argued back… leaving us all unable to counter. “Exactly.”
I let out a sigh. “Well, there is some more positive news.”
“Like what?”
“I am officially the King of Dwarves, and have a friend of mine working on bringing back Dwarven kind, and with you all here we can do the same for all the others… Interse on the other hand wouldn’t work.”
“Why not?” the warlock asked.
“You’re undead, getting DNA from you would just make living humans, thankfully the Caribou never built into Undead Territory and have instead been using it as one large corpse pile, so it shouldn’t be too hard to repopulate your race as long as we use the right rituals.”
“Right… I’m happy my kind will get a new chance as well.” he said, putting a hand to his chest as a soft green glow came from behind his ribcage.
Wait…
“Interse… open your ribcage.”
“Um… okay?” he pulled the bones back to reveal a pulsing black heart… The Black Heart… the same one he gave me in his last moments. “I don’t see the issue.”
I take a breath and focus on my chest, finding I still had the Black Heart in my own chest, and they saw it too as my flesh pulled away from the necrotic energies.
“The fuck?” Heart said.
“Is that The Black Heart?” Onera said, shocked.
“But there’s only supposed to be one unless… Interse, did you…” Selena looked at the undead.
“Give him The Black Heart of Olthok in my last moments… yes, but I don’t understand how-”
“The Respawn Totem considered you dead the moment you began to feel the effects of the mutual curse, so it wouldn’t have registered the Black Heart being removed afterwards.” I theorized.
“So the totem regenerated me with a new one, believing the Heart would’ve been destroyed from the curse.”
“Exactly.”
“So,” Selena began. “What do we do now?”
“ORGRAN!”
Suddenly Twilight burst through the door. “A team of Caribou Ninja have kidnapped Zecora!”
“... apparently rescue mission.” I concluded.

We trekked through the Everfree, with Hearth and Pine’s animalistic senses, they could smell out the Zebra, and many scents they were not privy to reveal, nor did we want to know.
And Carnus’ paranoid commentary along with Alpha’s rather blunt explanations of the possible fate of the hostage didn’t help.
I can only imagine what those sick bastards are forcing her to do, tears in her eyes as she’s humilated and scarred for life by these monsters-
“Aaah~!!”
...wat…
I rush forward, intent on seeing the situation, and once out from the bushes I saw Zecora and the now undressed ninjas in a very BDSM-esque gangbang, the zebra bound up by ropes as her captors teased and pounded her without remorse, one would assume this was just the Caribou claiming their prize but when seen closer:
	The knots that tied the wrists were pointing inward, indicating they were self-tied.
	Her expression, despite being captured and resistant of their assault before (as stated from Twilight's briefing), was both sane and one of enjoyment.
	The caribou were taking care not to hurt her, the ropes weren’t held up too tight and there was a support rope to prevent dislocated shoulders or hips.

But what really drove the point home was that they were letting their actions be directed by Zecora to get the maximum amount of pleasure for all involved.
This wasn’t rape, this was just the reveal of Zecora being one kinky zebra, and me and my friends were here to see it all… except Onera and Selena who had snuck away into the bushes when they thought we weren’t looking.
*snap*
The clumsy foot of Carnus alerted the passionate group to our presence, and it became the most awkward staring contest of our time.
“Um… is this a bad time?” I ask. “I mean, it’s clear no-one needs rescuing-we can come back… later… once you’re decent.”
“Hey! Look! It’s Carnus the Traitor!” one of them pointed out, and they all stare at the black knight.
Oh no… here it comes… we all prepared for battle, and the ninja-
“Can we join up with you?” the first said
“Yeah, we wouldn’t think of enslaving our new herd-mate.” the second one agreed
“She’s really good at what she does.” the third chimed in.
…
*group thud*
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I sigh and look to the range before me.
“Robot number 22, he failed the turret peer review.”
*BANG*
“Robot number 24, he died before he hit the floor.”
*BANG*
“Robot number 25, he never made it out alive.”
*BANG*
“And Robot number 29, died on the assembly line.”
*click* *click*
“Damn, only three shots.”
“Hey dad!” Starlight called out. “What’s that?”
I blink and look at my hand.
It was a cumbersome device, a mix of a very literal handcannon and a magic crystal apparatus to conjure the ammunition of the weapon, the trigger was bolted onto the gauntlet portion of the crude instrument, where you had to squeeze your whole fist to fire. A rounded plate on the outside allowed it to double as a buckler, which added to its function.
“Just a prototype for a range weapon for the Centurions, and my Knights, unfortunately the gems here can’t hold a charge worth a damn, if I want to get more out of them, I need to make them generate energy quicker, or make the weapon more efficient, but considering this is model 20, it’s looking to be the former.”
“Why not make the weapon’s barrel smaller?”
“I can’t lessen the blasts of the gem, so a smaller barrel would cause it to explode, besides I want the Arcane Busters to be as strong as they can without weight being an issue… sure this’ll recharge, but this is still only three shots at a time.”
“So how many shots do you want?”
“Six at least, that way its reserves build up for the next round before the first one is depleted.”
“...eh?”
“*sigh* the gem is two parts, to make it efficient the charge is stored at the front, this ‘round’ is ready to be used while the back of it charges a new one, once the first one is depleted a simple force of will pushes the new round to the front, but only when it’s a full charge, so right now there’s a delay.”
“Oh… so how quick is the reload?”
“Instant, so long as you keep focus, and I get the six shot charges, you’ll be able to shoot constantly without waiting.”
“...can I work on it?”
“Knock yourself out.” I say, tossing it to her.
*CLANG*
*thud*
“...pff-BAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAAAAA! YOU DAFT TWAT I DIDN’T MEAN IT LITERALLY!!”

“Bam-ba-laaaaaaaaaaaaaaaam!!” I finish, earning a laugh from my current dinner guests.
“I must say Orgran, you continue to surprise me, I never expected you to know such strange songs.” Celestia mused.
“Verily, you must tell us where you keep getting such musical genius.” Luna inquires.
Internet. “I get them from an old plane of reality I used to scry into, like how everyone else gets it.”
“Yeah, but you never tell us what place you kept picking up with your talks about this legendary Leeroy Jenkins or the epic pranks involving the rolling Ricks.” Onera commented.
“Well elf-boy, you’re not going to know since we have no inter-reality scrying glasses anymore.”
“Please don’t call me that, you know I’m as unhappy about my heritage as you are.”
“Hm? What do you mean?” the Sun Princess asked.
“It’s… taken a lot to distance myself from what my people have made our race to be…”
“Elves, Onera excluded, are proud, and arrogant, believing themselves better than everything else, even the spirit king of the Elves, Elnir is… was sick of what they had done to the good name of Elvenkind.”
“Sounds horrible…”
“It is…”
*knock* *knock*
“Hm? Who could that be?” I get up and head to the door.
*open*
I look to see it was Queen Chrysalis.
“Oh hey-”
“Marry me.”
*record scratch*
“...wh-eh-I-huh-buh-fi-what-you…”
“Come, my betrothed! We shall birth a mighty kingdom…”
*creeeeeaaaak*
*thud*
“...betrothed…?”

I wake up from my little ‘nap’ to find a fuzzy sight before me and distant voices.
“...sentenced...dungeon...words?...” several blobs were cornering a single one.
Putting two and two together I jump in-between the crowd and the singled out entity. “STOP!”
The sudden shock stopped them long enough for me to focus my sight and sound to comprehend what was going on.
“But Orgran! Chrysalis killed you!” Twilight cried out.
“And didn’t I say I wanted us to no longer hate the changelings and forgive them?” I responded.
“But-”
“Twilight, Love is their food and they were starving!! And besides, there’s one thing everyone forgets!”
“Oh! Is it that point about the law of the wild?” Fluttershy asked.
“Yes, but also no, it’s the fact that we’ve severely alienated them for the wrong reasons!”
“...huh?” everyone says, confused.
“I… *facepalm* look! Changelings feed on love, right?” they nod. “So by that logic they take the form of a loved one since they can’t find love in their natural forms?” they nod again. “Did you ever consider what’d happen if someone actually bothered to love a changeling? Because it’s clear even familial love or even friendship is a sufficient food source.”
They all seemed to stop and consider it like it wasn’t something obvious, and it seems both me and Chrysalis had the same thoughts as we groaned at the expressions of epiphany that were painted across their faces, even Starlight and Carnus who have had SIMILAR LESSONS mind you!!
“In all fairness, it should’ve been obvious.” a voice called from the other room.
“Thank you! See guys? Pine the Dire Timberwolf saw it before any of you!! And he’s only just heard about them! You’ve known them for over a year! Regardless of his natural intelligence, even he shouldn’t have gotten to the conclusion faster than THREE ALICORNS!!” I chose to ignore the bark of pride Pine gave from the other room as I focused on the looks of shame the royals had at their shortsightedness.
“I… no… you’re right Orgran.” Celestia spoke for herself and her compatriots, moving and bowing to the queen. “We should not grant forgiveness, for there is nothing you need to be forgiven of, instead, I take the time to apologize on behalf of Equestria. We seek to spread love and friendship but decided to shun the one race that would have benefitted from such the most.
“We did not see you as ponies, with past experiences we believed you akin to vampires, but from Orgran’s words, which seemed to be wise more times than we expect.” I give a thumbs at that. “I can see… once again, that I have never taken time to really think about my actions… or the consequences.”
The pained look the royal sisters shared said a thousand words.
“But we can’t really do anything about it now.” Twilight began. “Because of the invasion I doubt anypony is going to love a changeling.”
“Well not for a while but thankfully I’m not a pony.” I retorted.
“True I guess-wait… WHAT?!”
“That’s right, I’m accepting Chrysalis’ proposal.”
“You are?” Chrysalis says, shocked at my statement.
“YOU ARE?!” the others say, equally shocked.
“Hold it!!” I hear Hella call out before pushing past the group up to me. “I didn’t agree to-”
“She’s a shapeshifter and her physiology based around that would make her a hermaphrodite and as such would be bisexual.” I say, pre-emptively countering all her arguments.
This resulted in her immediately pulling the Queen into a hug. “Welcome to the family~!”
“Um… thanks…?”
…
…
…
“So! Who’s up for a beer?”
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I wake up from a nap on my throne, looking out to the main room acting as my ‘throne room’
“*sigh* this is relaxing.
*VWOIP*
“Hm?”
*GRRR*
“OH SHIT!”
*SCRATCH*
*CRUNCH*
*BITE*
“AAAH!! AGH!! HELP!!”
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I looked to the creature in the containment chamber with a look of disdain.
“So, this thing just warped in and attacked you?” Starburst asked.
“This ‘thing’ as you call it is not just any creature.” I look back to the monster with flayed purple flesh and blackened teeth. “This is a netherbeast, one of the hounds the netherborn had at their call.”
“... but what could that mean?”
“It means we’re running out of time, and with that the dimensional barriers of this reality become more and more unstable.” I say as a scroll appeared in front of me.
“A letter from Twilight?”
“Hmm…” I read it over quickly. “No, the mayor, a wolf with a very familiar description just appeared in Ponyville along with a strange rock appearing in the old castle of the two sisters.”
Dragon candles: FUCKING CONVENIENT!
“Want me to help?” she said excitedly, but I held a brought a hand up.
“No, I think this can be handled easily, PINE! GET YOUR SWORD!” I call as I head out, and I smile as I heard him howl for battle.

As we arrive in town, readily armed I began looking around for the creature in question.
The place was quiet… almost akin to a ghost town, with how empty it felt there were even doubts of the wolf still even being here.
“He is here, there is a clear scent.” Pine thankfully confirmed for me.
After a while however we did see him, along with a strange rift in the air near him, and moved to keep out of the wolf’s sight, observing it.
At first glance, it looked like a wolf, but its odd coloration was obvious that it wasn’t a normal wolf. The top part of its fur was crimson red that faded to a green swirl and lastly grey. On its forehead was symbol that nopony nor I could recognize. Other than the odd coloration, it was currently wearing a pair of blue earrings with its right ear damaged by a bite of some sort. The fur on its face had some lighter tones, suggesting it had been clawed in the past, especially with that lighter part of his chest.
Immediately I knew this was a displaced, and immediately I walked over, greeted myself and sat down with him for a nice relaxing cup of-
Okay, I can’t keep that up with a straight face, everyone and their mother knows I plan to fuck with him.
I rubbed my hands together and decide to put some illusion magic into play on Pine.
Hmm… you know what? Having him fight Sif might be too tame…
Carnus, come to me now, I need some help pulling this off.
{POV CHANGE: LINK, 3RD}
The hylian-turned-wolf was taking a wary glance around as he was mentally cursing himself on such a poor choice to appear, he was aiming for the everfree or atleast somewhere out of sight. Link had been experimenting with Twi-magic to see if he could create and access portals much like the Twili. He was able to manifest it’s magic before as a form of a howling stone as his token, thus this second form of Twili was a different experience for him to try. So far, the portal looked correct although red with green bits mixed in, but overall functional. What went wrong was that it appeared in the wrong location despite the thought he had focused on. Wolf Link snorted in minor annoyance. “I suppose multi-verse means not the same exact location.” he said mentally in his mind. Link had used an emerald pickaxe token as a waypoint to hone in on the universe it came from.
he was unable to ponder the situation further as the town became covered in a snowy mist, the sky covered in clouds and darkness, and the snow and mist concealed the buildings.
The eerie sight made the area look less like a village and more of a graveyard… no, something else had changed what Link was seeing.
He was in a Graveyard, with swords stabbed into the ground stood as unmarked graves while a large tombstone rested in the centre. This sudden shift in reality made Link’s body tense up, he quickly turns around in confusion, trying to figure out what had just happened. His wolf form’s mind’s fight or flight instincts kick as he walked through the area.
As he approached the centre, a large howl echoed throughout the field, before a giant grey wolf leapt out from behind the stone and turned to face the other Lupine being. The imposing beast wielded a massive greatsword in its jaws, and it’s growl and confident stance made it clear he was skilled in how to use it. The beast let out another howl as it prepared to attack Link, primed for battle.
“T-that’s a big wolf..” Link compliment in the form of a growl, his body tense even further as he lowered himself to the ground, clearly ready to accept the challenge head on. He answers in return with a howl of his own.
Having his challenge accepted, the wolf readied himself and pounced forward for a slash. Due to the massive size difference, Wolf Link had to take a high leap back to avoid being hit by the wide sword. He keeps his distance as he runs around, there is a soft gleam in Wolf Link’s eyes as he uses the Wide Angle ability.
<Great Grey Wolf Sif.
Companion to Artorias The Abyss-Walker.
HP: 3,432. Soul Power: 40,000
[can’t display weakness/resistance.] Not all is being seen, but the truth nose no bounds.>
Wolf Link snorted at the amount of health his adversary had, although the words make him ponder. Keeping his distance for now, he quickly ignites his fangs with fire. With a loud howl, a Din’s Fireball is launched at Sif.
The wolf dodged to the side, he was quite fast for a giant wolf.
As it flew off, a pillar of dirt launched to intercept the fireball before disappearing. Wolf Link quickly glances around to try and find where it went, he begins to smell the air in a attempt to pick up its scent, but something was off.. “No scent?” Link said with a loud growl.
Then he noticed… there was a scent, there’s a very strong scent of wood coming from Sif. With whatever he managed to grab with his senses, his sights flash again as the world around him took on a slight darker hue in order to spot a red mist showing where the target went off. With a bound leap to his step, he takes off following after it.
As he chased it, it was discovered to be some sort of red orb with an eye looking around inside it. Wolf Link raised a furred eyeridge at the sight before him, it reminded him of something he saw before in the past. “I hope you’re not another one of those void dwellers.” Link said mentally as he approached with caution.
He had the urge to smash the orb, which seemed to be trying to keep its distance from him and venting energy into the land, revealing what it was doing. With a strong leap, he tackled it to see if it would fall over.
With the force it hit the ground and broke apart, sending a wave of energy, bringing the town back as the illusion was dispelled.
And Sif was revealed to be not a giant grey wolf, but instead a Giant Timberwolf made of Pinewood. It seems the illusion was enough to even trick Wide Angle… almost.
“If you can understand me then you’d best start explaining.” Link said with a feral growl, he was tempted to threaten him with fangs ignited, but he decided against it. A flaming wolf would be hazardous to ponyville.
“...very well.” the wolf spoke it’s voice some form of audible telepathy. “I was brought here to test your skill and to see the efforts of my training, as for who I am, why don’t you use that scanning trick again?”
Wolf Link blinked again at how this timberwolf noticed that considering that his sights were the only hint of this skill. They gleam softly as he looks into the target’s stats again.
<Pine: The Dire Timberwolf.
Mount, Familiar and Companion to Orgran the Red.
HP: ??? MP: 2000.
Can regenerate from any damage, resistant to Earth, Ice and Air, Weak to Fire.
This one’s Bite is as bad as his Bark.>
“Then I’m…” Wolf Link started as he looked around. “Then I didn’t make a mistake, this is Orgran’s world, right?”
He nodded, then looked to his left. “Master, don’t bother anymore, he figured out the trick.”
“Aww!” Orgran said as he came out looking like the large golden hammer-wielding freak Link had encountered before dispelling the illusion.
This revealed a red bearded armored Dwarf carrying a large warhammer, battleaxe, gauntlets with large spikes mounted on the backs of them, and wearing a helmet/crown combo.
“So… what’s up?”
“What’s up? That’s quite a casual question considering I could've accidently set ponyville a flame with that trick of yours.” Link said, but all that came out was a series of growls, grunts, and barks to the Dwarf’s ears.
“To be fair he just wanted to fuck with you.” Pine explained.
“Right… so I’m guessing you’re somehow related to the Rock that showed up in the castle of the two sisters?”
Wolf Link’s ears perked up at the mention of a rock. He takes a seat on the ground before looking at Pine. “That would be my Howling stone, my token. Although why it's there instead of with Orgran? I wouldn’t know.” 
“My guess is that you weren’t brought here like you normally would, either way it would be best to get to it, correct?”
“That would be best. You don’t need anypony finding it first and being curious about it.” Wolf Link suggested as his ears swiveled around.
“Then let’s go!” Orgran declared before picking Link up, hopping onto Pine’s back and riding off into the Everfree.

As the group arrived at the Howling Stone, Orgran hopped off of Pine and set Wolf Link down next to the anomalous monument. Wolf Link made his way over to give it a sniff, making sure it was legit instead of a fake copy.
“Whatever tone is being played, all you gotta do is hum its tone and I’ll be there the same way I appeared. Usually, I just leap into the summoner’s head to create a mindscape and test him or her accordingly. You’ll never know what sort of person you’ll come across.” Wolf Link explained to Pine so that he can translate to Orgran. Once translated Orgran responded.
“Well I am happy to find you’re being cautious of such.” he said, then began to hum the tone the stone was emitting.
“So… Who’s the Displaced here? I still need to apply the test before I can turn back to normal. Either that, or just a quick leap in and out.” Wolf Link explained as his ears heard his stone singing a different song than what Pine was hearing.
“That would be my master, the Dwarf.” Pine said.
“Ah, so my thoughts were right the first time.” Wolf Link in a slight embarrassed tone. “I wanted to make sure a Dwarf actually looked like a Dwarf.” He said before turning his attention to the same Dwarf in question.
“... why are you looking at me like that?” he asked as he noticed. Without getting an answer, Wolf Link’s took on an intimidating spectral appearance, he leapt toward the Dwarfs forehead as Orgran was briefly blinded by light. It vanished as quickly as it came.
There that stood before him was a taller man wearing a red cloak and hood. He reaches up and pulls it down to reveal the same scars and ear damage  as his wolf form from earlier. For all the Dwarf saw, Link looked like an elf, or a hylian in this case. There were some slight key differences though, mostly the facial hair of a blond mustache and goatee nicely trimmed.
However, considering Orgran’s human past, he was able to notice enough of the similarities.
“I knew that form was familiar, you turned into Link?”
“Well, three of them into one as far as I know. I lost the cap a long time ago though.” Link said before shrugging. On the hylian’s back behind the cloak was the hylian shield itself, although the Master Sword and its sheath was located on his left hip.
“So, hero of Twilight, hero of Time and…?”
“Masks and.. Whatever title the Link in A Link to the past was called.” Link finished for Pine.
“Actually in Majora’s mask it was still the Hero of Time and in Link to the Past it was the Legendary hero, so, how’d you get Displaced?”
The hylian took a gentle breath. “Tricked by curiosity. A treasure chest was left at my doorstep, I opened it, touched the Triforce, and here I am after seventeen years.” Link explained.
“Doo doo doo dooooo! You got: Displacement Artifact!” Orgran said, doing the iconic stance that the game Link would do when getting an item, until he sat down laughing.
It started off as a small snort before Link couldn’t hold back as he started laughing in amusement. “Pretty much the.. Ha ha, gist of things.”
“Yeah… sorry if you left anything important behind, but hey, it’s nice to see you can still laugh about it… beer?” he said, pulling out a glass and filling it with beer from his Ale mug. “Made it myself.”
“Don’t remind me.” Link said with a sigh as he ran a leather gloved hand through his hair. “I still miss my family despite giving up on trying to get home.” he said before looking at the offered glass. “No thanks.” he declined it.
“Eh, come on, it’s not like you can destroy your liver in the mindscape… eh forget it, would you like any kind of drink, anyway?”
“Except I stopped that mindscape before it had a moment link our minds and manifest it. As for anything to drink, not at the moment.” Link said as he looked toward the sky. Pine/Orgran’s attention was drawn when he noticed that the Howling Stone had shrunk to become a necklace. Link kneels down to pick it up and hand to Orgran. The Dwarf notices it looks exactly like the one Link’s wearing around his neck.
Orgran shrugged and downed the glass, then put on the necklace. “So… what about the whole ‘judging my character’ thing?”
“Already saw it at a glance. You’re quite a wild one.” Link commented.
“And… does that mean you know about the dangers I have looming over me and Equestria?”
“Pretty much, I only saw your current thoughts. Funny how danger follows me wherever I go.” Link said as he crossed his arms. “First, what’s Equestria’s thoughts on Displaced or humans in general?”
“Well the Princesses and Mane 6 have a positive opinion on them thanks to me… I would like to explain my situation with you, so you understand the risks here.”
“Good, this means I don’t have to put on the Unicorn Mask just to earn their trust.” Link said with a relieved sigh.
“Unless your Unicorn Mask made you one hot anthro stallion you won’t fit in that much, I don’t know why, but when everypony became anthro, everyone became super hot and I still have no clue as to why!”
“A-Anthro?” Link said with a stutter. He brings his hand to his forehead. “Please don’t tell me Spike is a female too..”
“No, he’s a guy… why do you ask?”
“I didn’t want to deal with another one..” Link said. There was a slight blush to his long hylian ears, hinting at something to the Dwarf. “As for my mask, I don’t think it’d change me that much.. But of course your world might change it anthro.” he said as he tapped his chin in thought. “I won’t know till I try.”
“It won’t, it’s not a universe’s law the incident came about through dark magic, which was created by the enemy I have to face, it’s more than likely that now that the energy dissipated, unless I threw one of the crystals at you when you used the mask that you’d stay feral.” he blinked, then put on a sincere smile. “... meh, actually there’d be no harm in trying.”
Reaching back into his pouch, he pulls out a mask that had some likeness to his hylian face, the difference was that the face was red with tiny bits of green. Ironically, it, too had the battlescars. When Link places the mask near his face, it suddenly molds into flesh and clings his face, causing blue energy to swirl and gather. With a brief flash, his form had shorten down to a small unicorn that was slightly taller than Twilight. Other than the obvious changes, he looked like a red and green stallion with a grey horn and a yellow mane. The red cloak shrunk with him while the pouches turned into saddle bags. “I have used this mask in a while since the last time I visited Appleloosa.” Link said with a slightly younger voice.
“Neat… oh hey, Link?” Orgran began as he pulled something from a pouch.
“Yea?” Link answered as he was refreshing his mind on the course of how magic telekinesis worked, some of the small rocks were being levitated by a golden glowing horn.
“Catch!” he yelled as he tossed a small glowing purple gem at the unicorn. Link the unicorn caught the gem in his magical grip, he looks at the gem in question before looking at Orgran in curiosity.
Before he could question the Dwarf the gem’s energy rushed through the magical link into Link’s body, corrupting the magic of the mask to suddenly turn Link into an anthro… but didn’t bother giving clothes. Other than the cloak that covered his upper-body, he looked almost like his human form, except now there was a darker shade of fur on his chest that told the dwarf another of Link’s past injuries; a nasty star shaped scar shown though if he were to look past that. Other than the changes, Link’s buttcheeks had the triforce held over a sword and shield.
Though Orgran was looking to the side while trying to hold back a laugh, since this situation left more than his chest exposed. Despite the obvious nakediness, Link didn’t appear to be much phased by the sudden change other than a skeptic look on his face.
“Not the first time I appeared naked.” Link said with a sigh as he reached into his slightly larger pouch to take out a red tunic similar to his green tunic, however after putting it on, the chest part wasn’t as bulky, like there was something missing that he wore as a hylian.
“Oh that’s not it… I just feel sorry for you...”
“Feeling sorry for me?” Link asked with a raised eyebrow. “Actually, I think it’d be worth it by experimenting with a new form if I ever end up in another form. So consider your small prank a gift.” he said with a grin.
“Oh not about that… this was phase one, but just in case.” he grabs a yellow gem and shocks Link with it. “Congratulations for your mask being stuck on for the next 24 hours.”
“I still think it’ll hold some benefits despite whatever you're planning.” Link said with a frown as he started pulling the rest of his stuff out such as his sword and shield.
“So, shall we return to town? I think everypony will be out and about by now.”
“Yea, any of your friends or anypony will be curious of what happened after our little show.” Link said, he was hoping they won’t make any connections between a wolf and a unicorn who both share slightly similar colorschemes.
“Eh, the mane six are in Canterlot, and Carnus will have calmed down the populace enough before legging it back home.”
“Let’s go then.” Link said as he straightens his leather gauntlets over his hands. “Quick question… Are they naked or clothed?”
“Clothed.”
The hylian let out a relief sigh, it would of been extremely awkward if they weren’t wearing clothes, it would also be troublesome for him to talk without blushing out a storm. He already had things he had to deal with back home, he didn’t want to deal with it here too.
Though, if he could’ve seen the Dwarf’s maniacal grin, he would’ve run.

As the two walked into town, Orgran acted like everything was normal, but Link could notice something that filled him with a sense of subconscious concern.
The only ponies out and about were mares… and some were sending glances and gentle smiles his way.
“At least everypony's alright despite the mass panic.” Link commented on as he glanced around with his blue eyes.
“Mhm, Ponyville always look so nice in the Spring…”
“I prefer winter though.” Link said to Pine.
“...I’m surprised you haven’t caught onto what he’s done… or how much danger you’re in.” Pine says deadpan, already caught on to the situation.
Link waved his leather gloved hand nonchalantly. “It can’t be any worse than what happened to me so far.”
“Do you realise what kind of season Spring is?”
It suddenly clicked in the hylians mind. “Oh no… this world doesn’t have mating season, does it?” Link said in a whisper.
Orgran then proceed to clear his throat as we ended up in the centre of town, with a crowd of needy looking mares surrounding us.
“...this stallion said to me the first one to get him gets to have him all night!” he pointed at the very unlucky Hylian before dropping into a pit that closed up behind him, with Pine getting the same escape method.
“What? NO! I didn’t s-” but it was too late as both wolf and dwarf vanished from sight. “Oh by Din’s fiery wrath.” Link said as he slapped the head of his head.
It didn’t seem the mares were going to listen as they began to close in, some of their hands drifting to… certain areas on their bodies, in anticipation.
“D-don’t listen to the Dwarf- I mean can you really trust the words of a drunkard?” Link said using the only hint of that Orgran was a drinker.
“Mhm, he’s never been sober.” one mare with a mint green coat mentioned. “He’s actually trained himself to be fully coherent while absolutely wasted.”
“Plus he’s never steered the Elements wrong.” another mare added. “Plus, we can smell how big you are~.”
“Wait-what?” Link said as she stared at the mare in disbelief at what she said.
Then his thoughts ran back a moment, right after Orgran had just changed him.
“Oh that’s not it… I just feel sorry for you…”
HE FUCKING KNEW! A voice screamed in the Stallion’s mind. If Orgran could see him now, the hylian-turned unicorn had the biggest frown mixed with a slight angry scowl to his expression.
Then there was an opening in the crowd, he could get out of the ring and escape with his stallionhood undestroyed. “Noping outta here.” Link said as he took his chance. With one fluid motion and his cloak whipping at the sudden turn, he was speeding away with a pair of leather boots that had golden wings at their side; his hybrid pegasus hover boots that allowed him to run faster than before.
“AFTER HIM!!!” the group cried as they charge after the Hylian turned Pony.
“Nope, nope, nope, nope.” Link kept chanting it like a mantra, he doesn’t need a second wheel in his life to take care of.
Unfortunately those hot, slim and nicely toned bodies were not for show, as they proceed to run right after their prey, some even managing to parkour.
Unicorns began flinging spells at him, which he was able to scan with Wide Angle, strangely enough.”That’s.. A new one..” Link mentally commented as he returned his focus to where he was going. “Thank Hylia they’re not Displaced mares, otherwise they’d probably catch up with me.”
And now the mares were becoming more depraved, attempting to trip up Link by tossing whatever they had on hand at him… including their own clothes.
“Trust me, mares, you do NOT want this!” Link exclaimed as he desperately started going through his pouch, the stress allowing him to search a little faster than usual. He pulls out a Deku Nut and tosses it behind him. While it succeeded in tripping up a unicorn, the one behind her was an Earth pony that crushed it underhoof like it was nothing.
Link would regret looking back as he now saw the horde of horny, NAKED mares moaning in need as they chased after him.
The poor hylian’s cheeks and ears blushed furiously at that mistake. “Ok! Let’s go with plan B!” Link said as he took a detour into an alley-way, then with a strong crouch and channeling his red cloaks enchantments, he leaps high up and onto the nearest roof.
All was quiet as he landed, it looked like his strategy completely bamboozled them. Link let out a breath he didn’t know he was holding, he slowly raises up and begins dusting himself off.
...only to turn around and get tackled by a pair of Pegasi. Who began to trail kisses affectionately along his jaw.
“Huh-wha-no,no,no-no!” Link said as he tried to get away without harming them.
“Hey! He’s up on the roof!” one of the unicorns called out as they heard his panic.
“Son of a flying pot!” Link said as he quickly put his hands into his pouches again to pull out and put a pair of golden gauntlets with a red gem. Feeling the extra in strength in his body, he gets up with the pegasi possibly hanging from him. He carefully pries them off of him before taking off again, using a combination of the Pegasus Hover Boots and his enchanted cloak to leap from building to building.
But suddenly, at one of the buildings he almost misses, not feeling the power of his cloak anymore.
Must’ve been stripped off when I pulled those pegasi off. Think, Link, think! Link said mentally to himself as he started going through a mental list of his items that could help him out of this predicament. “I don’t have time to play a quick song.. I don’t want to cast any magic at them as that’ll paint me in a bad light… Orgran said I couldn’t remove my mask but…” Link took off again but instead of leaping to another building, he leapt down to ground level and used the hover enchantment of his boots to land safely. “Could I put a mask over the mask?” Link asked himself as he took off running.
Then he saw the massive swarm of mares emerge to chase him again.
The first thoughts of suggestion would be to change forms, but with the crystal’s effect still on him, it would probably make it even worse.
Not to mention who knows what the corruptive spell on the pony mask would do to the others. The only things that could help him is Farore’s Wind, song of time, or run even faster with the bunnyhood. “But would that be willing to chase me out of ponyville j-just for their lust?” Link asked himself with a shudder at the thought of having to run for twenty four hours, it would be rough on the poor hylian. An idea sparked into his head as he reached into his pouch to pull out a dull looking Stone Mask, he places it onto his head, praying to the three that its enchantments would make the mares lose interest.
The corruption, as seemingly expected, tried to spread into the mask, however could not find any transformative effects to latch on to.
Part of Link was glad he didn’t try this with another mask in his panic.
The mares all stopped, right next to him, unable to notice he was there and all letting out various noises of disappointment, they continued to look around.
Right next to Link.
With their nude breasts almost touching his face. The hylian kept mentally praying to the three while trying his holy damndest to not move otherwise they may get curious of why a boring rock was rolling in their sights.
Eventually the crowd ended up disbanding, though some were crying.
Link held his breath the best he could and once he was standing alone and nopony was watching, he allowed himself to breath slowly as to not make a noise. With gentle steps, he started to slowly tip-toe away quietly, hoping to get to somewhere safe until he can find the Dwarf… and beat the living Farore out of him for pulling this prank on him.

Eventually he managed to find where Orgran lived, it was some sort of laboratory castle hidden within a hill on the outskirts of town.
“ORGRAN!” Link yelled with his stone mask still on.
Silence.
Link began whispering and cussing in the hylian language as he approached the castle. He gives the door a furious knock.
What he didn’t expect was the heavily armoured loli girl to answer the door. “Hello?”
Link was about to remove his mask but hesitated considering who was at the door.
“Ugh, stupid ding-dong dickheads messing with me, what does a Dwarf have to do to not get pranked by the most basic bullshit.”
Realizing that it wasn’t a mare this time, Link reaches up and removes the mask. “Is there a certain red headed male dwarf here?” he asked.
“What do you want with my husband?”
“He played a rather cruel prank on me and I was forced to run from a huge crowd of mares.” Link explained with a frown.
“Wow… if you ran from the mares in ponyville, I’d say you need to get laid but then again I don’t know any stallions nearby who’d be interested.”
“I-wha? NO!” Link said as he pinched the bridge of his nose. “I’m a Displaced and I’m not from around here.”
“But come on, they’re hot! And it’s pretty clear you’re blueballen right now.”
“Look… I already have a certain someone back home and I’d rather not later down the line have a descendant in this world.” Link said as he was trying hard not to allow his anger to get the best of him.
“...uh, seriously? Oh right, Orgran doesn’t know either… Mares in heat always put on contraceptive charms first before going out to hunt for stallions.”
“Even so, I highly doubt I’d be alive let alone have functionality down there… I mean for Hylia’s sake, the population of ponyville? I think not. I may be a hero but a sex god I’m definitely not.” Link said as he took a deep breath to calm not only himself, but the raging snake down below.
“Well, there’s only one mare here.”
Link suddenly spun around in an attempt to find said mare, prepared to run if the loli warrior was telling the truth. Only to be grabbed by the horn and dragged in, slamming the door closed.
“STARLIGHT! I GOT YOU A DATE!”
“Oh come on!” Link exclaimed in annoyance, he was starting to get tired of this treatment.
“Hey, you need this, and she needs this, you only need to go one round and she’ll be good, no responsibility, no pregnancy, just relief, then we can get Orgran and he can tell you all about the massive risk that potentially dooms the multiverse.”
“The multiverse doomed? Oh don’t tell me it's another void dweller who thinks too highly of themselves…” Link said with disdain in his voice.
“Actually it’s a race of demons growing in power from the worship of a race of creatures they corrupted with their essence and magic on a quest to, originally to destroy all life but now, enslave all races for more worship and to indulge in carnal desires.” she explained as she tossed link into a magic-proof room with Starlight Glimmer. Then slammed the door to it closed and locked it.
Link the unicorn at first twisted the door, only to hear it rattle in resistance. Link turned around and pushed his back against the door, he was afraid of what sort of game or kinks this mare may have.
“So… you’re the date my mom mentioned?” she asked.
“More like enslaved.” Link commented sarcastically followed by a sigh. He already tried to cast a Farore Wind spell, only for the green orb of magic to putter out from his horn. “...Magic proof room…”
“Then… c-could you… please help and… rut my brains out?”
“You want me to do what to your brains?” Link asked innocently as he wasn’t familiar with the word ‘rut’.
“I… I mean could you… take charge and…” she didn’t say anything else instead opting to strip down, then present herself to get the message across.
It was made clear that Starlight’s fetish was to be submissive. The hylian, once again for the third or fourth time today, placed his hand onto his face. He let out a defeated sigh, knowing clearly that he can’t escape this time and has no choice but to do what he didn’t want to do or else the mare may become a bit more if she goes without relief. At least this one had a little more control instead the mares out there.
“...Alright… Alright…” Link said as Nayru’s love reared its ugly head. Right now, the size of it finally got to him and the pressure was becoming too much. Slowly, he begins to remove his tunic and places them into saddle bags. “Just don’t expect me to be experienced. This body isn’t exactly my original form.” Link admitted.
{several hours later}
The door opened, allowing Link and Starlight  to leave the room, the mare looking very satisfied and Link… while he was happy that the Dodongo was defeated, his expression had some conflictions, like being happy, depressed, unsure, and questioning himself that if he’ll be the same, especially if his thoughts of the Heart Container love making will end up growing. He already went through this before and he’ll hate it if his feelings drove him crazy.
“Thanks… Link, was it? I really needed that, to relieve myself.”
“Please, call me Protective Shield while I’m in this form. Just..” Link stopped in mid-sentence as he raised his hand as if to say something, but he stopped only to sigh. “You’re welcome..” Link said as he rubbed the head of his head nervously.
“Relax, this wasn’t too big, just a quick romp to save us from blue-balls, no need to make it any bigger, right?”
“Yea…. Yea.” Link said as he looked up at Starlight, he leaned forward but stopped himself. “Everything's good, right?”
“Mhm, and while yeah, it might’ve been nice, you’re from another world, long distance relationships don’t exactly work.”
“I know, I know. It’s just of the many worlds I go to, there’s always someone giving me the look, or something going wrong.” Link said as he rubbed his horn. “I go to those worlds to help those who summon me, but it's often unavoidable if a mare has interest- I mean I’m not implying you do.. Just…” He sighs. “Multiverse travel, many realities, many good people and ponies. I’m not one to this sort of thing but it can troublesome when some of those worlds have the whole mating season thing and I just often end up coming in at the wrong time.”
“Right… w-well… it’s no big deal, we can just be friends… r-right?”
The hylian was silent for a few moments, he took a gentle breath and gave it some thought. “...Before I say this, there’s just one thing I’m concerned about. Once twenty four hours has past, I’ll be able to remove this enchanted mask that allows me to be the unicorn you see before you. I will look different upon removing it. The main question is if your opinion of me may change. I’m actually a hylian in my original form, it's like a human but with longer pointed ears.” Link explained.
“And a human is like a Dwarf but taller?”
“Yea, and alot more magical with spells. I mean I can use them but ya know.” Link said as he waved a hand around the room and the nullification it had at the moment.
“We’re out of the room now… also...” she pulled Link close and kissed him. “I fell in love with Link, not Protective Shield.”
“R-really? N-not because of the instincts a-and all of that..” Link stuttered, his cheeks and his ears blushing red.
“Link, Estrus instincts only flare up if you haven’t fucked somepony yet.”
“O-oh.. Then…” Link softly chuckled as he smiled. “Then this can work despite species difference but.…” he looked at Starlight. “You wouldn’t mind being in a different world? I mean the one I came from, everypony's more on the.. Well, feral side, four-legged I mean.”
“Well…”
“I’m sure Orgran can make something to make a more permanent gateway.” the female Dwarf from before says as she walks over to them. “But I expect grandkids.”
“M-MOM!!” the unicorn mare blushed in surprise and embarrassment.
“Well, it’s kind of her choice, she does that… what was it again? The spell.” Link asked as he gave Starlight a kiss on her forehead to the side of the horn.
“Yeah…” Starlight muttered with a smile.
“I overheard! The gate’s done!” Orgran yelled from the other room.
Link chose to make no comment as he was starting to chalk the Dwarf’s antics be that of a certain pinkin party pony; just don’t question it.
He then walked in. “so… we got to talk.”

We return to Orgran and Link in another room, Orgran with his Ale mug taking a sip. “So… you up for a drink, now?”
“..Something light, I think I’ll need a buzz right about now after this twist of fate.” Link said as he rubbed his horn. He wasn’t ungrateful for it, it was more on the subject of this threat that's coming to Orgran’s world than the little Mini-game session he had with Starlight...
“Relax future son-in-law, you’ll be fine.” he says as he pours Link out a glass of some light Apple Cider.
Link snorted at that comment. “Son-in-law, a hylian who is a son-in-law to a Dwarf.” he said jokingly.
“More accurately a Dwarven king since I am the last of my kind, and yes there used to be more of my kind in this world.”
“Aren’t we all when we get Displaced? I mean I’m the first and last hylian in my Equestria.” Link said as he took a swig of the apple cider.
“No, I mean look to the north, across the sea you will find Mylinia, Orgran’s land of origin, a beautiful realm full of magic and various races living in harmony… at least… it was, now they’re all gone, every last being that found their home on that land is dead, Mylinia is now nothing more than one massive graveyard for my people and the hundred other races.”
“Oh then… Flying Pot. Sorry, I didn’t know.” Link said with a frown.
“You want to know what happened to them?”
“Does it have anything to do with that threat you were talking about?” Link asked as he took a slow slurp of his drink. The Dwarf proceeded to nod and take a sip from his own mug.
“Yes, the Netherborn, a vile race composed of a solidified organic form of Nether Magic… Entropy Based Magic.”
Link stroked his goatee in thought, in a literal sense since he’s a unicorn. “Has any books survived? Anything we could learn from this magic?”
“You shouldn’t considering it’s a magic banned in the entire multiverse… a long time ago 5 heroes united the five great races in Mylinia in a war against this cursed army, one Elf, one Undead, one Dragonkin, one Human, and one Dwarf… of course the Dwarf was me, we charged against the enemy and beat them back until me and my friends reached the leader known solely as the Netherlord… I’ll let you guess what happened next.”
“Hylia damnit..” Link said with a soft sigh. “And were they Displaced or the original races?”
“Original… I did lose everyone, but we did win… but then Orgran disappeared for unknown reasons… must’ve been when I became displaced as him, either way even with the Netherborn defeated their energy corrupted the land, making it attack and kill its own inhabitants out of sheer spite… and then a new race landed on the shores of Mylinia… The Caribou.”
“Was Mylinia the only place this.. Caribou hit?” Link asked he took on a thoughtful pose, hands together and propping his head up from the table.
“Yes… and no, this was after a Civil War between the Dainn Dynasty and the Doe Devoted, one wished for a male dominant patriarchy to battle against the increase in matriarchs and princesses while the other wished to keep their tradition of the high priestess leading the people, when Dainn was beaten back they fled, leaving the Devoted with any Bucks who remained loyal to the Priestess and the Dynasty with whatever Doe they could capture for repopulation when they fled since no female had sided with them… Dainn wasn’t a bad king, if he had won I’m sure his rule would’ve been just and fair as any ruler before him… but then he met the Netherlord… turns out even after we killed him his soul stuck around.”
“Jeez, like a stubborn Ganondorf resurrecting every generation.” Link said as he shook his head. “What happened to the Caribou? Are they still around?”
“That’s the problem, the Netherborn were beings of Entropy, so they gained power from the lack of life in an area, it’s what motivated their genocide to begin with, but with these Caribou, who were lost and looked to anything for guidance, who met these powerful beings and praised them as gods… they found a new power, Worship.”
“Dangerous combination. From what you’ve told me and if they’re not stopped, everyone else will end up like in the past. Especially my world, I’d hate it if they discovered a few things…” Link said as he shuddered at a past memory.
“Exactly, with this worship the Netherlord turned Dainn into his avatar and corrupted the Caribou race, gifting them with the crystals you see I have now, and so they took over the Caribou lands and made a dark kingdom in my homeland, now the caribou race is as corrupt as every Fall of Equestria Universe version… though some can see the light, like Carnus, my black knight, or the Nijato Three who have willingly become Zecora’s male harem.”
Link lowered his head and mumbled to himself  ‘A hero’s work is never done’, he looks up back at the Dwarf. “How adaptable are they? I’d like to make sure my Master Sword can still be their bane or hopefully my Light Arrows can still affect them..” Link asked.
“We don’t have a full detail, but what I know is that they have salvaged Dwarven War Machines, have mutant warbeasts, and have begun to use their female slaves for meat shields, and as we speak Dainn is moving to revive the Netherlord.”
“By Din’s fiery wrath, they’re far worse than what I’ve faced in the past…” Link said with a groan before he grabbed his glass and swigged the rest in one go.
“And it gets worse, it’s safe to say the Netherborn have grown to indulge like their followers… and they won’t stop in this universe… and they’ll rape and enslave every female they find…” at that he glances over to his wife and daughter who were in the next room.
“...They’ll never be satisfied then, the multiverse is vast and endless. Almost like letting a goron into an all you can eat rock buffet.” Link said half serious and half jokingly.
“And they don’t discriminate from what Carnus has told me, not even age!... I… it scares me... I do have a plan, but to do that, I need an army… and heroes.”
“Well, you’ve kind of have a one-man army right here. But I know it won’t be enough depending on how long this has been going on.. Tell me, how many Displaced have you met?” Link asked.
“Two, but one’s long dead from what I can tell from his Token, but the other is working to spread the word to others, his name is Thrin.”
“It’s a start.” Link said as he started to think about it. “I’ve met a fair amount of Displaced, a lot of them busy dealing with their own villains at the moment.” he said as he thought some more. “There is  Betty, Azure, Wyatt, Nick, Rez, Palutena, Rin, Sans the Batter, Akuma, Iron Ash, DarkSpider, and the last two are a powerful sith lord and his sister Katy, an Undyne Displaced.”
“I know about them, I read their stories on Fimfiction.”
Link gave the Dwarf a questioning look.
“Oh yeah, different Earths… are you aware of the Equestria having the cartoon analogue ‘My Little Pony: Friendship Is Magic?”
“I have no knowledge of it other than its a cartoon that’s actually.. Well.” Link said before chuckling. “We know how this went when its actually real, it becomes a surreal experience the first few days. I was in such a distressful state at the start of this Displaced life.”
“Well there’s a site called Fimfiction for MLP fanfiction… one of the more common genres is ‘Displaced fics’ I used to binge read them in my life that when I encountered the Merchant himself I willingly let myself become displaced.”
“I know of the Merchant, but it does make sense of why everything is.. Well, this. The Merchant basically liked the idea and decided to make it real.. Although that doesn’t explain why I got picked when I didn’t want too but..” Link waved his hand. “It's the past and I’ve learned a lot and while it’s been rough, there’s been a lot of good things that happened in my life.”
“Well… now that I have your help… I want to ask something of you.”
“Well of course. What you explained is some pretty messed up stuff, I wouldn’t be able to ignore your plea of help while it weighs heavily on my mind. There is a reason the Master Sword chose me when I proved myself seven years ago. So what is it that you ask of me?” Link asked.
“The gateway isn’t really complete yet, it’ll be done after the war is over, so when you leave today, take Starlight with you to your world and make sure she stays with you.”
“That I can do. It’s… well, somewhat safe in my world as long as I protect her, the royal twins can also help out when I need them.” Link said with a smile.
“Link, I’m serious, she’s going to hate me for this but there have been more attacks on me in my own home… I’m worried that the next day she’ll be gone and the next time I see her she’ll be in a red collar and…” he grabbed his head as the anxiety of a possible future began to weigh on him.
“Orgran, I swear on the triforce of courage I’ll keep her safe. I won’t let anything happen to her, I’ll even go the extra extent of using the Fierce Deity Mask when I need to. I’ll.. I’ll go God Of War on their asses.” Link said before blinking. “Oh… right, a lot of my cussing is in hylian or zelda enemy names yet the word asses passes my lips without changing.” he said before shaking his head at the strangeness. But the Dwarf didn’t care as he pulled the Hylian into a hug.
“Thank you… thank you…”

“Well it’s time.” Orgran said to Link as they were outside, with Starlight, Pine, Carnus, Hella (Orgran’s Wife) and Chrysalis (Apparently Orgran’s other wife) having already said their goodbyes to him in his true form, Starlight unaware of her father’s request.
“By the way, Orgran.” Link said as he tapped the Howling Stone that was around the Dwarf’s neck. “Be careful with it, it can change your form if you accidentally activate its magic into that of a wolf.” he warned.
He shrugged. “Meh, I can turn into Alucard from Hellsing Ultimate Abridged because of the heart of an undead god… not a big deal.”
“...Except you’ll be stuck in that form till you figure out how to turn back.. Also, seriously?” Link asked about the vampire part.
“Yep… so how do I turn back, or did you not learn how to turn back?”
“I can’t answer that as you’ll need to figure your own method. Last time I tried to teach someone to use it, it didn’t work for him even though it activates with a thought or a feeling of desire of wanting to be in the form. I suppose void energy compatibility?” Link said with a shrug of his arms.
“Alright… well, see you later… Link, our contract is complete.”
With those words spoke, a blue crystal started to surround him as he rose up into the air. However, instead of spinning around and vanishing like it usually does, he along with the crystal started breaking into black particles and being sucked up into a green and red portal in the sky. Despite Link being gone, the Twili portal stayed for some reason..
That reason was revealed when Starlight began to become similar particles. “Dad?! What’s happening?!”
“I… I’m sorry, you’ll be safe with Link.”
The realization gave her a look of horror. “DAD! NO-” but it was too late as she was sent away and the portal closed behind her, everyone was frozen in shock, though the Dwarf simply walked away with tears in his eyes.
“...I’m sorry…”

	
		Chapter 31: Dog Days.



I sat upon my throne, melancholic, looking back at what I had done, despite my justifications, the pain refused to ebb, but instead grew alongside my feelings. Not even the chiding words of my friends nor the sympathetic ones of my wives could knock me out of my stupor.
The only thing that did prompt my returned focus of the world was the sound of our new captive, a Netherbeast, a hound of the great enemy, the reason I had made the decision to send Starlight away to begin with…
Because the sound it emitted just then was one of laughter. My fist clenched and found itself embedded in the specialized glass casing of its container. “And what do you have to find so funny?” I said coldly, my eyes showing no light of joy or even compassion, I would’ve lied if I said it wasn’t satisfying to look back on how I intimidated the monster. But I could find no satisfaction in my actions at that moment, in truth all I had was a cold, tempered fire of rage and hate directed solely at the creature and what it stood for.
I was left stunned slightly as its expression of fear never changed, however the laughter it emitted continued. Then it matured… the wheezes of amusement I had believed were instead the beginnings of…
A violent, hacking cough… and indeed it was coughing up… blood.
It was… ill?
“Wait a minute… how are you sick?”
Then I noticed something apparent on it, you see, every Netherbeast has had a tamer, and the back of the tamer’s hands shared the brand that the beasts had on their skulls.
Though this one, this furless canine abomination, had no such brand. What only added to this shock was that when I noticed this, I felt a strange feeling…
It was like when I first met Pine and saw the potential to bond.
“No way… no fucking way…” I gasped out in epiphany. “No wonder you freaks showed up only after the third encounter, the Netherborn stole our spiritual-bonding techniques!”
*RETCH*
“...and by the looks of it, that kind of magic was the only thing keeping you alive… you weren’t expected to return from this, were you?”
*whimper*
I felt a burning sensation, and my hands began to glow a dark purple.
“No… no way! No fucking way!” I denied this sudden change in events. “This shit is WAY too convenient! And I’m overpowered enough! I have the ability to turn into Alucard, I have a sword-wielding Sif-esque Dire Timberwolf as a Familiar and mount! I have a giant magma-infused Steam Powered Mech! I have the power to CONTROL THE VERY EARTH! I do not need a Nether-Magic Hellhound.”
It looked at me… and pulled the most horrific move I could imagine.
The puppy dog eyes.
“Hnng!!”
HOW THE FUCK DOES A FURLESS WOLF MONSTER PULL OFF CUTE?!
“W-well… granny Inilith always said one could never be too overpowered.”
I let out a sigh as I opened the chamber, then as I raised my hand to it, the creature bowed and bridged the gap.
I clenched my teeth as I felt the Netherbeast’s magic carve the brands into its head and my hands, although unlike the Netherborn, which had alien runes…
This one was Dwarven… this was its name.
“Well, welcome to the family.”
It barked happily upon being healed of the atrophy being masterless caused, before dispersing and flowing into the brands on my hands to allow me to call upon him whenever I needed.
I didn’t understand how I knew it, but honestly I did not care as it helped me a ton, especially with how to summon it, though a question did escape my lips.
“Who’s the funny bastard that decided to name this guy ‘Fluffy’?!”
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