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		Description

The history books tell of how Celestia and Luna fought against Dragons, Griffins and Discord for the well being of ponies everywhere. But little did the historians know that a legend was true; that not a hoof but a hand was at play in the salvation of Equestria and the rise of the Princesses. Inspired by the fic Whisper Sun Silent moon, but also completely unrelated.
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		Act 1 Capter 1: A New World, With Old Rivals...


			Author's Notes: 
Everything is being reworked as of 12/25/2019. Expect new chapters sometime in early 2020.



'By Ysmir, it is done,’ The Nord thought as he stared down upon the shattered remains of Akatosh's first born. 'Skyrim is safe once more.' The man stood tall amongst the mists of Sovengarde, though his body bespoke of exhaustion as he held his war hammer loosely. Though the battle had filled him with vigor and adrenaline, his muscles and bones screamed for rest. He had been on the path of the ominous beast of Prophecy for six weeks, never halting save to buy a new horse and refresh his provisions and armor. Once he had reached Sovengarde he faced Alduin for the final time, tearing away at his life with the Thu'um until nothing but a quivering husk of the past was left, pleading for him to show mercy and spare his life. The man had simply smiled at the creature before digging the claw of his hammer into its jaw and using the Thu’um to blast its skull away.
“Talos, I am tired,” the man said, hoping his god could hear him amongst the thousands of others. “Your warrior is tired, and his life grows weaker by the day.  I wish no longer for battle, Talos. I wish for the life mine father owned, one of land and growth. But if I return to Skyrim they will wish me to lead armies against the Elves, to ride Nightmares into the fray and lay waste to mine brothers.” The warrior dug the head of his hammer into the misty ground, dropping to his knees. “Your serf wishes you grant him peace in life, for my time is not at hand. A life of rest and industriousness for the tried hero.” The Nord reached into a pouch on his waist, withdrawing an idol of Tiber Septim. He placed the statuette on a stone before him, removing his helm and bowing before it. 
The ground below him shook, sudden and violently, the warrior retrieving his now fallen statuette and depositing it in a pouch before standing to run. He donned his helmet, using one of the horns as leverage and retrieving his hammer before turning around to make his way back to where he had entered Sovengarde.
But something had changed…
All around him the scenery had changed; the misty cliffs and towers, hazy forms of people and animals had faded away, being filled with the precipice of a bluff and white nothing. Fog rolled around him, coiling around his limbs before being pulled over the edge and into the void beyond. There was a sound amongst the shuddering of the earth, a sound like the growl of a massive creature. And then…
There was a voice…
A voice like no other. A voice that commanded respect and fealty, which was filled to overflow with power and wisdom. And the voice spoke to him, slow and deliberate as if it had not spoken for and eternity. 
“Thou hast done Skyrim a great service, Kerik of Windhelm,” the voice said, pausing after each word as the fog in the void moved around a massive form without definition. “And in death this service would have granted a welcome of kings upon thine arrival to Sovengarde. But alas, your time is not now, nor even close at hand.” A hand formed in the fog, reaching out to Kerik and resting on the bluff. “You pray of me peace, but this I cannot give. Mine people have abandoned me, be it at the hand of Elves and those who oppose the empire I formed to keep peace upon Nirn.” A face and torso formed in the fog as it rolled away, revealing the god Talos; Tiber Septim himself. “I cannot grant you peace on this world, but another awaits your arrival. Step onto my hand, Son of Skyrim, brother of mine.” Kerik hesitated, looking at Talos, then the gods hand before doing as he was told. Talos lifted Kerik before him, looking up and turning around before returning his view to him. 
“I can find only one world that may hold the peace you seek,” he said. Kerik felt something latch onto his breastplate, the force lifting him from Talos’ hand and into the air. “But this world is at war. This war will engulf their world in flames lest an end is found, a means of defeating a principal manifested.” Kerik found Talos had pinched his armor with two giant fingers, now swinging him around as the god turned. “You wish for peace, but I learned that peace must be won. You must fight for your peace Kerik, fight hard and fight well. For once it is achieved you shall have the peace that you desire.” Talos closed his hand around Kerik, holding him gently but firm. He reached his arm behind himself, aiming at a bright light in the distance. Kerik could feel the panic taking hold, filling his chest with an aching throb. 
“There must be a better way than this,” he yelled, trying to make his small voice heard by the giant god. “You cannot truly think that throwing me from Sovengarde will finish the task.” Talos laughed quickly, looking back at the man once.
“True,” he said, returning his gaze and taking aim once more. “But this is more fun. May their gods watch over you Kerik; this is where my influence ends,” Talos moved his arm forward at speed, Kerik screaming from adrenaline as he was released from his grasp and sent flying into nothing.
____oOo____

“We are making no progress with that massive monster out there,” Commander Hurricane said as he viewed over the top of the battlements. An earth pony and unicorn in like colored armor nodded silently beside him, their eyes and stances equally as haggard as his. The three looked out over the two square mile wide battle field, bodies from both sides littering the ground near the middle. “Something has to give, and soon. Don’t you agree Princess Platinum?” the unicorn nodded, her blackened and dented armor clinking together lightly.
“Yes, we must find a way to bring the beast down before we can make a charge,” she said. “Else this battle will continue until our forces are utterly decimated. Do you have any ideas Chancellor Puddinghead?” The earth pony to her right took a further pensive look, racking his brain for some sort of tactical solution.
“None that do not require a massive loss of ground and forces,” he said with a shrug. “Although we could send in our Dark Knight. She would be more than happy to fix this problem for us, but her sister would never allow it.” A trapdoor opened behind them the sounds of two sets of hooves resonating out as two winged and horned ponies walked out. 
“You would be correct, chancellor. Luna shall not be permitted to fight further until she has fully recovered from her injury.” The white Alicorn stood tall and regal, though her eyes betrayed the fatigue her body felt. A midnight blue Alicorn, of slightly smaller stature, glared at the former, taking up an aggressive posture. 
“I am no foal, sister,” she heatedly argued. “I can still fight. That sword barely nicked my flesh. It is well enough in my opinion to permit battle.” The white Alicorn glared back, coming face to face with her sister Luna. 
“And the healer said your stitches are still too fresh to withstand the actions or battle!” The Alicorn tossed her mane out of her face. “Besides, I doubt even we could best that,” She pointed over the lip of the battlements to a hundred foot tall dragon. The behemoth laid waste to siege engines and squadrons of troops with swipes from its tail and the slightest wave of a clawed foot. The seven hundred foot long wingless dragon released a torrent of fire from its maw, a guttural laugh rumbling across the bodies and trenches from its throat. “King Amon was supposed to send us aid, but without reinforcement from Griffon lands, I only hope we can hold it off long enough to escape before they summon forth another.” Luna simply scoffed at her sister’s remark, only having glanced at the beast she had spent the last day plotting against.
“It’s a dragon Celestia, not an immortal being,” Luna retorted. “It has a heart, a mind and a liver; you take one out of the equation and the other two fall as well.” Celestia sighed, turning away from her battle born sister and to the matter at hand. Luna scowled after her, her horn glowing with a dark blue aura. A stone that would have tested the powers of the most trained unicorn lifted from the battlefield as she maneuvered it from afar. Ponies scattered as she moved the massive slab over the area. “If it will not travel then I will bring the mountain to it!” she yelled through the strain as Celestia stared at the power of her younger sister. “I did not face death in the trials of Olympus to be bested by a mortal beast!” she screamed as she dropped the stone from high above the dragon.
The beast looked up as debris fell onto its face, seeing the three hundred metric ton slab falling towards him. “Is this the best you can do,” he yelled across the field as he raised his tail, battering the giant block like so many river stones. Luna screamed in frustration as the beast laughed at her, turning around to one of the archers and taking his bow and an arrow.
“Calm yourself Luna!” Celestia yelled as her sister embedded a spell of piercing into the arrow, loosing it over the field at an arc. The arrow came within a foot of the monster, the magic being dispelled by an unforeseen barrier before the shaft buried itself in the dragon’s scales. Luna blew a strand of her mane off of her muzzle, thrusting the bow back into the archers care before returning to a four legged stance. “I told you there was nothing we could do, and yet you persisted to strain yourself and break your stitches!” Luna huffed, reaching down and wetting her hoof in the small pool of blood that had formed underneath her ribs.
“I’ll be fine,” she said passively, taking the bandage roll an archer held out and wrapping her barrel in cloth. “The worst that could happen is that I will acquire a scar. Now if you are done bickering, do any of the tribe leaders have a solution?” The three ponies shook their heads, confirming her suspicions. “Then all we can do is hope the gods are on our side when it counts. I have no plan to fight this challenge, and unless she had chosen not to share I doubt my sister has one either.”
The sound of canon fire blasted overhead, the ponies and dragon armies both turning their heads skyward, some locked in battle taking advantage of the distraction of their foe. Another loud explosion sounded overhead soon after, having this time caught the attention of the massive behemoth. Light bloomed above the field, painting the sky in a red light. 
“What are you doing sister?” Luna asked in a half dazed tone. Celestia shook her head, looking up at the light as well. 
“This is not my-” she was cut off as another explosion reached them, the light changing to blue. “…is not my work.” On the field, ponies and dragons alike were dropping weapons, bowing to the ground to pray forgiveness. Some fled back toward their respective sides while even more simply fled, leaving the battle with whatever they had on them. The ponies and dragon warriors continued to leave the field out of superstition or fear; the only ones remaining were the large dragon, an upright, winged dragon, a mundane dragon in golden armor, and a serpentine dragon.
“These ponies think they can scare us away with light and sound, Thorn,” the large dragon rumbled as another explosion resounded above. The upright dragon sheathed his swords at his waist, looking into the sky. 
“I find their attempts to scare us a petty waste of magic,” Thorn said, his armor making a clamor as he laughed. “What do you think, Xiang? You know the most about magic here.” The serpentine dragon scoffed, waving his hand dismissively. 
“This is, as Mammoth said, a futile attempt,” another boom sounded, the light turning a vivid violet as a dull roar filled the air. “There is nothing up there that could possibly harm us, I would have detected any magical attack long before it become as ominous as this looks.” The roaring continued to grow in volume, the golden armored dragon thinking as he blew a small stream of fire over his scaled claws.
His eyes went wide suddenly, memories arising. “What if it isn't magical,” he proposed. “I remember this happening eight hundred years ago. You remember Mammoth, when that meteorite landed in the sea near our homeland.” The large dragon scoffed.
“This is no meteor,” he said. “If you remembered correctly Draco, the sky was only orange until it landed, not violet.” Mammoth laughed at the sky, rearing up slightly. “You have to try harder than that to scare us away, Ponies!” he yelled at the battlements. Another explosion sounded above, this time much louder and seemingly closer. Mammoth looked up in time to catch a last look at a flaming ball of something careening towards him.
“Get down!” Celestia screamed as the fireball came from the gray clouds, pulling her sister off of her hooves and under the lip of the wall. The large ball of flame careened down from the sky, Mammoth staring at it with full confidence it was a light trick until he could feel the heat. His face drained of expression, panic filling his chest before the ball made impact atop his skull. The dragon was driven into the ground jaw first, his large body lifting from the ground as his head made contact with the stone under him. The other three dragons dove away as the fire swept over them, debris and chunks of Mammoth’s massive thirty foot long skull flying over the others.
Thorn scrambled to his feet, looking around the cloud of smoke, dust and blood-mist for his companions. Beside him, lifeless and burnt, was Xiang. The serpentine and wingless mage having caught a large fragment of bone in his chest area, his heart impaled on the tip of the fragment that protruded from his back. Thorn called out to Draco, but noticed he could not hear his own voice. He touched the side of his head, feeling blood trickle out of his ear and over his claw. He called out again regardless, hoping his comrade could hear him. 
Draco rose to his feet slowly, looking back at where Mammoth had been flattened. All around him was dust, ash and blood, kicked up and vaporized by the impact. Draco wasn’t sure but he had a rather good idea of what happened when something was struck by a meteorite. “Mammoth, are you alive?” he called out, walking toward the large form in the haze. “If you are, say something.” He heard a mumbling sound. “Thank the gods; I had no idea if you could have… Survived the…” Draco trailed off as he came close enough to see Mammoth. His words were stolen by the state of his friend, his skull turned inside out and his eyes hanging by their nerves. “What are you?” Draco said as something stirred inside of Mammoth’s skull. It resembled Thorn, he was sure, but seemingly shorter and of a lighter color. The figure began to glow as a wind picked up, dust swirling around him as Mammoth’s corpse caught fire and the flames leapt around the figure.
____oOo____

Kerik groaned as he awoke, having passed out during his freefall. He felt the ground beneath himself, although it felt soft, and he could smell the stench of a large scale battle. “Ow,” he rumbled in his throat, standing as he felt a wind begin to blow. 
“What are you!” a voice screamed, Kerik looking up and around quickly before drawing his hammer. His quick scan revealed that he was standing in what remained of a large dragon, one larger than he had ever seen. The beast was beginning to burn around him, the monstrous dragon’s soul flowing into him. Before the crushed snout of the beast was what looked like a dragon; this one having four legs and a pair of independent wings. The dragon was holding a spear at Kerik, its body clad in golden armor. 
‘Dragons with weapons,’ Kerik thought. ‘This ought to be a joyous experience.’ 
“What in Tartarus is that,” questioned Commander Hurricane as Celestia and Luna rose to their hooves, quickly finding where the dragon had been. In the center of a large dust cloud was a glowing figure brandishing a large hammer. Celestia and Luna continue to stare as the dust began to clear, finding the figure to be standing on what remained of the monstrous dragons head.
“Well that solves that problem.” Said Luna. 
“But a side is yet to be taken,” replied Celestia.
“I believe the side is quite clear,” chimed Princess Platinum. “He literally crushed our most challenging opponent, what else but a gift from the Gods could this creature be?”
“The Gods are fickle beings,” Celestia snapped. “Their wonders aren’t won with a single prayer.” She returned her view to the field, finding a single dragon threatening the creature with a spear. “Although loyalties can be won and lost with first impressions. Commander Hurricane,” Celestia ordered. “Gather a contingent of airborne troops to send to this creature’s aid, perhaps we can win an ally!”
____oOo____

“What are you!!!?” Draco screamed at the creature standing on his fallen comrade. He lifted his spear towards the form's throat, holding it four feet below his own height. His blood ran cold as the figure raised a hammer into its hands.
“Fus-Ro-Dah!” Kerik Roared, a wall of solid air forming before him and colliding with the dragon. The beast seemed to panic as the Shout was released, hurrying backwards before the force struck him. The dragon was thrown onto a spear jutting from the ground, the shaft passing effortlessly through his chest. “That was easy,” Kerik commented as the dragon sputtered his last breath. “Are these dragons impaired?” All around him were fallen warriors, some dragons in armor and others seemingly fallen mounts. 
Thorn could see through the haze, finding the dust cloud to be spinning around a single, glowing figure as Mammoth’s corpse began to burn to bone. Before the figure was Draco, impaled on a spear and also alight as a golden energy began to flow to the figure from his body. 
“Stand and fight,” He demanded of the figure, drawing his blades and taking a stance. “Tell me who you are so I may inform the families of my friends their slayer.” The figure turned its head, looking at Thorn as it stepped out of Mammoth’s skull. The being was seemingly a dragon, but smelled nothing of it. Between the crevices of the beings armor were bare patches of pale pink flesh, under the rim of what Thorn took as a horned helmet shone locks of golden hair.
“I am Kerik, Warrior of Windhelm and Dovahkiin,” the being said, hefting his hammer onto a shoulder with one hand. “And you shall not be leaving this battleground.” Thorn snarled at the being, baring his white fangs and raising his swords to defend himself.
“Think you I am of such low caliber as to fall by a hammer,” Thorn bantered. “I shall have you in ribbons before you ready yo…” Thorn narrowly missed being struck with a thrust from Kerik’s hammer, dodging to the side and sweeping the shaft away with his swords. Metal struck metal, casting sparks as Kerik rushed toward Thorn, the dragon swinging down at the opponent with his offhand blade. Kerik deflected the cleaving motion with the haft of his hammer, bringing the fifty pound head up toward the dragon’s steel encased chest in a crushing slam. Thorn jumped back, attempting to dodge the blow and gain some distance to work with but was caught under the lip of his cuirass. Kerik twisted the hammer, bringing the claw on the end to bear. Thorn struggled against Kerik’s hold, pulling away but making no ground. He turned his blade around in his hand, bringing the point down.
“Zun-Haal-Viik,” Kerik shouted as he saw the blade approaching, the Thu`um wrenching Thorn’s swords away from him. The dragon blinked once, noticing the fight was lost. Thorn kicked out, catching Kerik in the chest with enough force to knock him away as he released the straps of his cuirass. Thorn flipped back before landing, watching as his cuirass landed between the two competitors. 
“This isn’t over,” Thorn yelled, holding a claw up accusingly. “I will have revenge Kerik, mark my words!” Kerik watched as the dragon turned away, sprinting into the mist that had settled around the battlefield before taking wing and vanishing into the smoke that hung heavy over the skies. He raised his hammer over his head, slamming a gauntlet against his chest plate and loosed a war cry, celebrating his victory as the wisps of smoke that were disturbed by Thorn’s wings returned to the featureless blanket. He let his arm fall to his side, turning his hammer over and returning it to his back with his off hand. He turned around, searching for more foes before allowing his guard to fall. He walked the field, viewing the fallen bodies of the two sides. 
“You said I would have to fight for my peace,” Kerik said, unsure if Talos could hear him. “But you never mentioned who I am to fight nor who to join!” He kicked the fallen form of a dragon, frustration filling him. “Laas-Yah-Nir,” He muttered, trying to find anyone with a morsel of life left. His vision changed, everything becoming darker around him as bodies took on auras. Most were black, lifeless clouds that clung to fallen warriors and horses like flies. But in the distance, about a hundred paces away, a body glowed with a dim blue light. He took to pace, running the distance quickly and dropping to his knees. He slid to a stop beside the life light, tearing off his helmet and releasing the Thu`um. 
Before him was the bleeding body of a horse, though it seemed all too small and much to like a thinking being. The small horse gasped for air, Kerik finding a gaping puncture hole in its ribs and covering it with his hand. The horse’s breathing eased greatly, the hollow gasps becoming ragged breaths filled with coughing. 
“Thank… you…” the horse said, nearly causing Kerik to flinch with surprise. “Thank you… for helping me…” The horse coughed heavily, blood spraying out of its mouth. “And for killing that monster of a dragon.” Kerik shook his head, adding pressure to the horses wound.
“Easy, be easy,” Kerik coaxed, deciding to treat the talking beast like a fellow warrior rather than an animal. “Where are your allies?” He asked, getting a twitch of the head from the horse towards a ramshackle battlement in the distance. Kerik turned his head to the battlements, calling on the power of the Voice. “I need help,” he called, the Thu`um carrying his voice farther than it could under the best of circumstances. “One of your charges is wounded. Send a healer, quickly.” Kerik turned back to the horse, noticing his breathing had become more labored. “What is your name, warrior?” Kerik asked.
“M-my name… is Lance…” the horse said before falling into a fit of coughing. “Silver Lance…” Kerik nodded, looking back to the battlements to find winged creatures of multiple colors taking off from its parapets; flying towards them.
‘Good,’ Kerik thought. ‘They heard me.’ He returned his attention to Silver Lance. “Where are you from?” Kerik asked. The horse let out a slight laugh, following the humor with a deathly cough.
“What does it matter to you,” Lance asked. “You would not know it.” Kerik shrugged.
“In my culture, a warrior’s last thoughts should be of home.” The pony looked up at him, having accepted his fate long ago. “It eases the passing.” Lance laughed in full now, staggering his humor with rasping, blood filled coughs.
“Would you help ease my passing,” Lance asked, receiving a nod as he nudged a dagger by his side with a hoof. “I am from Van Hoofer. It’s a small village on the western edge of the continent.” He continued to talk, his voice becoming weaker by the word. Kerik listened as he grasped the dagger awkwardly, finding the cuff best suited for being filled with a hoof rather than a hand. “My family has been there for generations.” Lance’s eyes became distant as Kerik placed the tip of a dagger between the plates of the ponies armor. “I was sweet on a filly from the neighboring village. I even asked to wed her of her parents, but that is not to be. Her family made wine from berries, Juniper I believe.” Lance looked up into Kerik's eyes, resolve having set in. “It was burned to the ground by the dragons.” Kerik nodded, sinking the blade into the pony’s chest. Lance kicked once, the rest of his breath emptying slowly as his eyes closed.
“May you be guided to Sovengarde, and have always a swift wind at your heels.” Kerik prayed, closing Lance’s eyes completely. Standing up, a wave of exhaustion fell over him, causing his knees to give way to the full weight of his armor. He caught himself with a hand as he fell, the blood muddied ground swallowing it whole. He looked up, finding several horses like Lance standing around him, each holding a spear in his direction but keeping their distance. He attempted to stand again, reaching his feet as a gray tunnel began to fill his vision. He staggered forward, taking a few steps before he fell, the ground catching his unconscious body.

	
		Act 1 Chapter 2: Settling Into a New Land



“What is it?”
“I’m not sure. It looks like a monkey.”
“Is it dead?”
“I’m…” Kerik mumbled, hearing the sound of things moving away from him. “I’m not… a monkey…”He could feel the air on his chest, as well as his feet; the light breeze chilling the sweat on his skin. “Water…” He croaked; his throat dry. He heard the sound of hooves on stone leaving, returning quickly at the same pace. He could feel a waterskin pressed into his hand, which he closed around it. “Thank you…” he said before bringing the skin to his lips and releasing the kink he held into the material. The water flowed out into his mouth in large swallows, the tired Nord drinking all of it without spilling a drop. He let the bag fall from his grip, the soft material landing with a light thump as he pushed himself into an upright position. Looking around he noticed more of the horse creatures that resembled the ones on the battlefield, save for these having weapons in reach or attached to them. Around him were three of the creatures, each differing slightly from actual horses. One seemed to be a horse of very small stature, the other having a pair of wings and the last having a horn atop its head. He shook off the myriad questions buzzing in his mind, deciding to ask the important ones.
“Where am I?” The creatures looked at him, strange and confused expressions hanging to their flesh while the spark of fear blazed in their eyes. The first to speak was the one with the horn.
“You are in Equestria,” the creature spoke in a feminine voice accented like an Imperial’s. “Home of the ponies and future kingdom of the Unicorn Empire.” The one with wings next to her bowed up, facing her with irritation on its face.
“Unicorn Empire my flank,” The creature spoke, its voice gruff and deep. “This is the soon to be Pegasus Commonwealth!” The last one spoke up, their voice rather neutral but still male.
“Stop your petty argument,” he said. “It’s pointless to argue over ownership when we all know it shall be the Earth Pony Confederacy.” The three fell into intense argument at this point, Kerik giving them a blank stare as they fought amongst themselves.
‘Maybe I'm fighting the wrong enemy,’ He thought, sighing audibly. The three began to elevate in volume, each trying to yell over the other, as two more of the creatures walked into the room. These two were different, each having both the horns and wings while also being the size of a running horse. One of the two was white, glowing and held itself with an air of eminence and nobility. The other was a deep blue, its stance one more suited for combat or dueling. It seemed to have an air of ominous force, like a storm brewing on the coast and about to break over a mountain with all the force it could muster. As if he had predicted the future, the blue creature walked up behind the three arguing ponies, a deadpan expression coating its face for three seconds before it reared up and struck out at the group, landing a punch on each of their muzzles in one stroke. 
“What are you three thinking,” she scorned, anger painting her stance now. “This is the first contact this being has with the entirety of our race and you fall back into your petty squabbles! I have had enough of hearing your ever-changing forms of government! Be cooperative with each other or I shall have you all flogged for naught but stupidity!” The pony's body language and expression remained threatening as she looked over the three, relaxing and becoming passive again as she stepped toward Kerik. “My apologies, War Master,” She said, bowing slightly. “These ponies are the majority of the more difficult ones. May I be the first to welcome you to our home of Equestria, soon to be under sovereign ownership of the entire,” she said deliberately, casting an angry glare back at the three ponies. “Species of ponies and ponies alone. I am Luna. May I ask your name, War Master?”
“Kerik of Windhelm,” he said, looking over the room. It resembled a keep from Skyrim, but built to different proportions. “Where am I?” he asked, noting the banners that were flying. Each one had a figure emblazoned before a graphic design, the figure resembling one of the three, still arguing, creatures.
“You are in the castle onf the town of Baltimare,” the white horned and winged pony said, walking up to him. “It is around one thousand strides from the battlefield you arrived in.” Kerik gave her a confused glance, getting a slightly sheepish look from her. “A stride a little arbitrary, but the general opinion is that one hundred strides take about an hour to run.” Kerik nodded, understanding striking him. “Pardon my lack of hospitality. I am Celestia. This is my sister Luna.” She bowed slightly, trading royal niceties. “We should thank you for your un-requested assistance.”
“Assistance,” Kerik asked in confusion, not knowing what he had done. “I don’t recall helping you in any way, only killing a few dragons and not having the strength to chase the one that escaped.” Celestia chuckled slightly, shaking her head.
“That is how you helped us,” she explained. “You see, we are at war with an idea manifested. Discord, as he calls himself, is corrupting the world as he sees fit and destroying the natural order. He is a malevolent force, ruining the land, tainting the skies and poisoning the waters. He takes ponies and other beings of Equestria and unmakes them, recreating them as he wishes them to be and inflicting endless pain on all within his reach, and I fear that reach is ever expanding.” Celestia sighed and turned around to face the arrow slit in the wall. “Every week, Discord can affect farther and farther from his fortress. The Dragons have sided with him, and even those we once thought allies, the Griffins, have turned their backs on us. The only free species besides us that remain are the Sea Ponies, Buffalo, Zebra and the Kirin. The buffalo will not have a part in our war, and the Sea Ponies are pacifists that live far to the south. They aren’t being threatened by the dragon armies or Discord’s influence yet, so I doubt they would send us any assistance even if we asked.” Celestia took on a look of sadness, her confidence fading as Kerik looked in her eyes, even if her posture didn't betray it.
“Enough, sister,” Luna said in a soft tone. “This talk does you no good, only bringing you pain and sorrow.” Celestia nodded slightly, obviously unconvinced but trusting her sister’s advice. “We have yet to make a statement to the public,” Luna said, looking toward Kerik. “On the battle, I mean. Undoubtedly, the ponies of the Free Republic are eager to hear about the victory.” She turned and gestured to a large chest against the wall. “We have your armor stored in there,” she said. “When you wouldn’t wake, we removed it to allow our healers past the wards they contain, but it seems that you need no healing. You may join us at the keep gates once you finish dressing if you wish.” Luna led her sister out of the room, staying behind the bickering trio of ponies to keep them moving as the guards took their own exits.Kerik waited for the sound of hooves on stone to diminish to the monotony of traffic before standing from the table. The blanket that had once covered his legs fell to the ground, the cold air hitting his skin like a knife and causing a shiver to run through him. He opened the trunk, kneeling down and removing six rather heavy pieces of armor, holding the helmet in his hand after setting the others aside. He stared into the Daedric piece, his reflection gleaming on the polished black horns. The item reminded him of the head of a dragon, and that was exactly why he had kept it from the dungeon he cleaned out. He had been paid handsomely for his efforts, but nothing amounted to the worth of the full set of armor he had found. 
‘This may not leave a good first impression on them,’ he thought, remembering the appearance of the dragon he had tangled with. He laid the helmet next to the other pieces, reaching for his pack. He lifted the framed leather sack, opening the tie on the top and digging through poultices, potions and food until he felt something soft. Withdrawing his hand, clutched in his fist, was a set of clothes; black leather boots, tan leggings and a deep blue tunic.
___oOo___

Kerik closed the door to the room behind himself, turning back to the fore and tying an Elven sword and Glass dagger to the belt around his waist. He sighed, running a hand through his hair to pull it out of his face before nodding to the pony guard that was stationed outside the room. 
“Everything is in order sir?” the pony asked, a smile painted on his muzzle underneath the Imperial style helmet he wore. Kerik simply nodded to the pony, still unnerved by the fact that they talked. It was not the strangest thing he had experienced, but it was definitely among the top twenty. “Very good,” the pony said. “I am Ridge Runner, and I am to help you find your way around the keep and the rest of the city. My orders are to take you to the gates if you wish. I must say that Celestia and Luna would highly appreciate it if you do.” Kerik looked down the hall to the right, then to the left before returning his vision to Ridge Runner.
“How highly,” Kerik asked, raising an eyebrow. Ridge runner smirked, nodding up the corridor before setting off.
“It would be up there sir,” Ridge runner said. “Somewhere between gifts and a kiss, though I doubt you would get one from Celestia. She may just be the most prudish pony in existence.” KErik nodded a few times, agreeing with his assessment. Her first impressions did seem more diplomatic and restrained. “So you want to go to the gates then?” he asked.
“Only if the kitchen is in the other direction,” Kerik said. “I don’t want to walk farther than I have to right now. Being unconscious is not the same as sleeping.”
“Then you are in luck,” Ridge runner said. “The kitchen is on the way. We will only have to take a small detour.” He directed Kerik towards a left fork, guiding him deeper into the halls along the counter clockwise curve. “Since it is between meals, you will probably only be able to get bread and milk. Those are always up for the taking. Ale is one bit a pint and Mead is two bits a flagon.” Ridge Runner opened a wooden door, the smell of cooking food wafting out and causing Kerik’s mouth to water.
“Mead sounds perfect right now,” Kerik said, walking in and waiting for the pony. “Sure wish I had some of your money, but all I have are these Septims,” Kerik reached into a pouch at his waist, pulling out a few of the inch and a half wide gold coins.
“By the gods,” Ridge Runner exclaimed as he looked over the coins. “Is that one coin or something like fifty silver pieces?” Kerik held up a finger, getting a slight gasp out of the pony. “That’s worth at least seventy bits in just gold alone. How many do you have?” Kerik added up the math in his head, coming to a number he didn't have a word for, though he would wager he could buy a decent sized town.
“That is fragile information that could ruin our budding relationship,” he said. “Come, I’ll buy you a flagon or two.”
____oOo____

“Yesterday, we achieved a great triumph,” Celestia said from the steps of the fortress, the gathered crowd cheering at her words. “Our losses were great, but through the brave sacrifice of our soldiers, we were able to rout the largest Dragon offensive yet. Now we can take the fight to them, take back our lands, our homes!” The crowd below cheer and shouted in agreement, chants of her, her sister’s, and the Tribal Leader’s names filing the crowd. Celestia let the praise soak in for a moment, raising her hoof to call for silence. “Though our army fought bravely and felled many a foe, I will admit it began to look bleak at a time. Reinforcements from dragon occupied lands arrived and began to push us back, and our own allies, the Griffins, never showed. We would have not won save for one being, a great windfall to us in our darkest hour.” Someone in the crown yelled her and her sister’s name, another yelling the name of his or her war god. “No, I must admit that not even I or my sister could defeat their final push, and it was not divine intervention.” She turned around, beckoning to something unseen. The ponies gasped as a creature. more than two meters tall, walked up to the podium, a gilt sword at its waist and garbed in deep blue clothes. Its hair was the color of sunlight, its skin as pale as snow. “This is Kerik, a warrior from another world.” Murmurs and half heard suspicions ran through the gathering, going ignored by Celestia. “He fell from the sky to the battle, not knowing what was happening, raising his weapon in our defense against the dragons, slaying the largest warrior.” The crowd’s unease began to rise, one pony daring to ask the right question of whose side he was on. Celestia looked at Kerik, the Nord giving her no indication of an answer as he sipped from a flagon. “Unfortunately, his side is yet to be determined, but I can tell you that his loyalties lie with neither evil, nor the dragons. He is a being of worth, a warrior of honor and a creature of valor. He possesses power greater than many and a voice filled with a strength I have not before seen.” One pony cried shenanigans and another cried farce.
“Wo Los Hi, Nunon Zaan Dok!” The words were laced with a touch of power, vibrating the ponies with the challenge. They fell silent, shifting uncomfortably as they understood the intent, knowing his opinion of them. “Because I have not chosen to help does not mean what she says is untrue,” He stepped down a stair, glaring into the crowd. “And the more I look the less of a choice I want to make. You are all cowards. Where I am from, when war comes, there was not a man or woman that did not answer the Jarl’s call. Even children made their contributions by caring for the family trade, tended fields and herds in their parent’s absence.” He let his harsh words settle in, the edges sinking like daggers in their egos. He turned around, seeing a disapproving look from Celestia, Kerik simply giving her a wink.
“What would you have us do,” A pony yelled from the back. “We have no training, no ability to arm ourselves. Would you have us fight with just our hooves, with no barding, no protection? I do not know about your world, but on ours, dragons breathe fire!” He smiled at this, getting a look from Celestia that wanted to know his intent.
“Aye, they breathe fire in Skyrim,” He said, turning to face them again. “But also ice. They make the heavens rain flaming stones, and roar with a force that can topple castles!” A murmur rolled through the crowd. “That’s right. If you were to face my dragons, face Alduin the World Eater, you would not survive. They would sweep your lands as they once did mine, take what they wanted and most likely eat any of you as soon as a cow or deer. But these dragons are not yours, and that is not your worry.” He took another step down, the crowd backing up slightly. “If you rally, and answer the call to arms like my kinsmen do, then I will aid you, but until then, I will not raise my blade unless mine own life is threatened. Make your choice. Either dig their graves, or dig your own.” He placed his left hand on the pommel of his sword, turning and walking back to Celestia's side. “I’ll be inside should any dragons attack the city,” he said, walking back through the doors.
____oOo____

“What were you thinking,” Celestia demanded, slamming her hoof down on the table, knocking a goblet of wine over. Two servers from the kitchen hurried over, cleaning the spill and refilling the cup. “Not only were you completely out of line, but you may have placed a target on our throats!” She slammed her hoof down again, a server lifting the cup before it struck. “You could have undone everything I have worked for in this city, in this territory! If word of your little soliloquy reaches the other cities of the Free Republic, then we will lose the modicums of trust we have with the city-states, effectively neutralizing our combat abilities!” Across the table, Kerik sat in a chair that had been made to his requirements, his foot on the edge of the table and the chair balanced on its back legs. He sipped mead from a tankard, his demeanor calm and his face unchanging as he stared down the white horse. “Well? What do you have to say for yourself?” Kerik drained the last of his drink, snapping his fingers.
“More mead,” was all he said, holding out the cup as a server poured more honey-wine into it. He took a drink as the pony bowed and stepped back, lowering the mug and wiping his lips with a sleeve. Celestia guffawed at his blasé attitude, effectively dumbstruck and without words to express her rage toward him. Luna giggled slightly at her sister as she continued to stay mouth agape. 
“Calm sister,” she giggled. “And close your mouth, it is most unbecoming.” Celestia closed her jaw, glaring at Luna as if to set her on fire. “Look at it this way,” she said, waving a hoof to Kerik. “If this warrior can stare you down in the height of your scorn and anger, imagine what he has had to see and do. I could wager that this… Man, was it?” Kerik nodded, his tankard affixed to his lips like it had been cast there. “I could wager that he could take on an entire assaulting force by himself.” 
“So Celestia,” Hurricane spoke up, setting his plate of food aside and stopping her from rattling the table further. “You mentioned attacking the Dragons on their own ground. Do you believe this to be truly possible? I mean no disrespect, but our friend here stated it quite plainly. We do not have the recruiting numbers we need to take the fight farther than our own borders.” Celestia was about to reply, but Kerik cut her off.
“You have to rally more efficiently.” He said calmly, causing the room to turn and face him, confused by his sudden interest. “To be honest I am surprised you all have survived this war this long.” He set his tankard down, picking up a plate and sliding it into the middle of the table, an ice sculpture of a wolf’s head dominating the small plate. “This plate is your forces, the sculpture is theirs.” He tossed several knives between the two, the tips sticking in the wood. “That is the border. Plates,” he called, snapping his fingers. Twenty small plates levitated to his side, Kerik taking several and placing them near his side of the table. “Where do the bulk of your soldiers come from?”
“Cloudsdale, Baltimare, Trottingham, and Fillydelphia,” Commander Hurricane said, Kerik placing plates forward of the others.
“The advance force is already at the border, correct?” Nods waved at him, Kerik moving the plates near the line of knives. “If you can rally an equal force from each of those cities, you could breach their border defense, using systematic and precise pressure from siege engines and magicians. Each of these obstacles will fall, and you are free to move in.” He tossed the plates until they created a cul-de-sac with one exit for the sculpture. “Once there, you will fight them until they run, keeping them funneled toward their capital city.”
“You mean Cavalry?” Princess Platinum asked. “But that is the most heavily fortified city in their territory, there is no way we could get in.” Kerik ran a hand over his face, sighing in frustration. The more he talked with the ponies, the more he wondered if they were inept or just incompetent. 
“Considering Celestia said that they are all captured and occupied lands and cities, there must be someone or something to tell you how to get past all that. Are you all stupid or just too stuck up in your nobility to see the answer before you?” The ponies recoiled at his remark, save Luna, who simply smiled and took a drink to hide it.
“Who in their right mind would lead this suicide charge,” Commander Hurricane said, his resolve regained. “Certainly not me, I am not about to have that many deaths on my conscience should it go sideways. I only give my backing to an action that I know will be a success.” Kerik tapped the handle of the wooden fork he had made against the table, thinking on the subject. The remaining ponies, save Celestia and Luna, expressed their positions in the negative.
“Fine,” he said, dropping the fork and touching a hand to his chin. “If you can muster the force, I will lead them.” He picked up his cup, taking a quaff as the three ponies stared at him in disbelief. “What,” he asked. “If you three aren’t competent enough to take charge, then I will lead them in with the only two present who haven’t said outright that their cowards, and that causes me some concern considering your three are something resembling royalty. Remember, I like killing dragons.” He finished his drink, taking a loaf of bread from the table and standing. “C’mon Ridge Runner, I want to see the town.” Ridge Runner bowed slightly, leading Kerik out of the dining hall. The ponies sat there in silence, the tribal leaders poking their food with their utensils as Celestia stewed over on what had happened. Luna sighed, wiping her mouth on the back of a hoof and standing.
“Very refreshing to have someone more concerned with tactics and the effort, isn’t it,” She said, smiling at the tribal leaders glares and giving her stoic sister a nod. “I’m going to the tavern, to get the feeling of the ponies you think Kerik turned away.” 
“Cut the show,” Hurricane said, fuming enough that Luna was sure smoke should be coming from his ears. “We all know you go there to get drunk and fuck like some teenager in heat, so get on with it and stop acting so haughty.” She cast him a glare that could freeze lava. Hurricane was about to throw out another jab, but was met with a white hoof in the nose, Celestia before his aghast stare and taking her turn to cast threatening postures. Luna nodded her sister again, then turned and left, closing the door behind her as shouting began. She began to canter, catching up to Kerik and Ridge Runner quickly.
“Lot of noise back there,” Kerik said at the sound of her approach. “Might I have struck a nerve?”
“Well yes,” She said. “But Hurricane brought that fight upon himself. What I do at the tavern is none of his business.” Ridge Runner looked back at her, raising a suspicious eyebrow. “Nor is it anypony else’s,” She said aggressively, Runner knowing better than to try her and taking on a stone face.
“I know what a tavern is for lass,” Kerik said, Runner giving him a look that said to shut up. “I’m sure if you went about his people and asked when they were drunk you could dig up some rumors he’d rather keep unheard.” Luna raised a brow, a devious grin crossing her face. “Bring them up once and I can almost guarantee you he will never speak ill of you again.”
“You two are starting to worry me,” Runner said, visibly uncomfortable. “Just thought I should make that known.”
“Nonsense,” Kerik replied, grinning at the thought of the pegasus held silent. “Now show me that tavern, I need to get a few pegasus drunk.”
“Do please follow me,” Luna said with more audible glee than intended as she pushed to the front, causing Runner to groan in worry.
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		Act 1 Chapter 3: Gods and Griffins



Kerik sat up in his cot, the full moon shining through the window and night birds calling loudly not far from the opening. He hadn’t been able to sleep well since his arrival days before, the restlessness filling him feeling like more than just the uncertainty of an unfamiliar place. With a sigh he got out of bed, resigned to wait it out once more. Groggily he pulled upon a latent power within, the darkness of the room fading and everything coming into focus in a grayscale form. Sight did not come alone, and as he took a deep breath, crimson trails appeared in his minds eyes, their dull glow shining through walls, showing him to paths of the night guard and those who sleep also evaded. He could hear ponies in the rooms adjacent snoring, or grumbling in their sleep, and his own stomach growled like he hadn't had a full meal in months. After many minutes of staring at the wall and listening to the castle settle around him, he decided to take a walk. He settled on his hunting clothes, a brown tunic and leggings with a green cloak that Skyrim hadn’t allowed him to wear for some time, taking a simple steel sword for protection and tying it to his hunting belt before moving to the door.
“Headed out,” asked a guard as he stepped into the hall, turning to see the unicorn headed in his direction. He nodded, getting one in return. “I can't sleep well for a few days at a new post either. You might see Luna out there if you leave town, bit of gossip about the barracks that she doesn’t sleep, and I’ve let her through the gate a few times myself.” The guard gave him a smile and a nod as he continued his patrol. “Main entrance is back that way, second stairwell on the left, just right of the landing.”
“My thanks,” He said after the unicorn, getting a nod before the guard turned a corner and disappeared from view. Kerik followed the guards directions, soon outside the castle walls and breathing fresh air. 
The town, now that he could get a good look at it without the citizens crowding his view, looked a lot like Whiterun. The castle sat atop a hill, a cliff forcing any on foot to assault the gate, and residential, commercial and agricultural areas were separated by levels of elevation. High stone walls with walkways and lookout posts and gates ringed each section, providing further defense to the fort above, and one heavier, thicker, and taller wall enclosed everything from the shops below, to the fort behind him. True to the unicorn’s word, none but himself, a few ponies, and the guards were about the town from what he could see. Silence and a single moon the size of Secunda reigned over the town, and with a deep breath Kerik set out to find nothing in particular in the solitude of night.
“Hail,” He called out to the gate guards above on the wall, getting their attention. “I seek exit.”
“What for,” One of them, a unicorn, said as he leaned against an archer’s shield. “The gate’s are closed, and we don’t know you. What guarantee do you have that you won’t flee? I’d rather not have the defection of Rambling Rock Ridge’s hero on mine head.”
“I have gold,” Kerik said, jangling a small pouch he had poured for the occasion. “Half stone by weight.”
“So the hero bribes his way to where he wants to be,” The unicorn asked. Kerik simply stared back at him, deadpan as he shook the bag again. The guard rolled his eyes, but twitched his head for him to pass the bag up. Kerik tossed the pouch, the guard checking it before nodding his head. The unicorn whistled, the gate sliding open. “Careful out there, hero. Been hearing wolf howls and other strange noise tonight.”
“I appreciate the concern,” Kerik said back, slipping through the crack. “I’ll be back before sunrise. Just want to have a look about and wear myself out a bit.” He took to the road, heading north by his reckoning, until he could no longer make out the guards on the wall, stopping next to a game trail. He could see fresh tracks in the soft dirt, his stomach rumbling at the thought of fresh venison, or generally any kind of meat. Though the ponies were hospitable, and the fare was plentiful, it lacked savory fatty flesh, and with a thought he held a bow in his hand. “I suppose a few rabbits would be best,” He mused as he scented the air, following his nose to his mark. “I doubt horses would appreciate me storing a deer carcass in their cellar.”
 ____oOo____

An hour later Kerik had retreated into the woods near Baltimare, a brace of young hares laying on a rock next to him, skinned and gutted. A stewpot fashioned from a bear stomach lined a hole in the ground, boiling gently as he added and removed hot stones to cook the vegetables he had foraged, slowly adding a few of the rabbits as he deboned them. He hummed a tune as he worked, transferring the remains into a narrow pit and puffing slowly on a pipe.  When his work was done he leaned back against the trunk of an old oak, idly watching the stars slowly turn above. The sound of hoosteps reached his ear from seemingly nowhere, and a familiar scent he registered as friendly wafted from the other side of the tree.
“Smells good,” said the voice of Luna, her forelegs coming into his peripheral vision. “I didn’t expect bushcraft to be one of your skills.” He shrugged, chewing on the stem of the pipe as he assembled a cube frame he found in Blackreach.
“Spending most of your time in the wild causes you to become skilled in many things,” He said as he pinned a cured bear bladder to the frame, making a bowl. “I’d offer you some, but I don’t think you would enjoy rabbit.”
“No,” She said, taking a seat beside him. With a flash of light two cups and a bottle of wine appeared before him, surrounded by a midnight aura. “But you can pour me a drink.” She pulled down the hood of her cloak as he took the bottle. He made a note of the static like feeling he experienced before the glow faded, but poured the wine without comment. When she took hers, he set his aside, filling his bowl with stew and producing a metal spoon. They sat in silence for a few moments, silently enjoying each other’s company and the pleasant summer night over a drink and a meal. Kerik couldn’t remember the last time he was at peace, temporary or otherwise. Months, he guessed, as once he was truly biting at Alduin’s heels with his Blades, the villain never stopped sending his dragons after him. “So how do you find our world,” Luna asked as he lifted his glass to drink. He shrugged.
“It’s not so different than the one I know.”
“Truly,” Luna said, surprised to hear it.
“Aye,  ‘tis a lot like Skyrim,” He said, pouring himself another cup of wine. “A bit more peaceful though, not as many bandits and angry crabs.” Luna let out a laugh, and he gave her the most serious expression he had. “Really, Skyrim has crabs as large as a round shield.”
“That is ridiculous,” she said between bouts of stifled laughter. Kerik kept up his intense expression, causing her to laugh harder, and soon he found himself laughing with her. After several moments they began to calm.
“I guess you’re right,” He said, taking a sip of wine. He served himself another bowl, scraping the stomach-pot for the last scraps of meat. “So,” He began, leaning back against the tree and filling his spoon. “How is it you can move so quietly? I would have sworn you weren’t there until you suddenly were.” He looked at her as he chewed the mouthful of stew, watching as she shifted uncomfortably. It took her so long to reply that he had finished his food and packed his pipe, in the midst of a long pull when she finally spoke again.
“I... am the moon.” She looked to him, expecting him to be angry or scared or confused, and she had even prepared a spell to take her away from him should he react too poorly. However he simply continued to pull on his pipe, like she had said nothing at all. After a few moments he inhaled, looking into the sky and slowly nodding. “This makes sense to you,” she asked, sure that all her fear was laid bare on her face.
“No,” He said quietly, giving her a soft smile and pouring her more wine. “But giant crabs don’t make sense to you. This doesn’t make it any less true, does it?” She nodded a few times, and Kerik patted her neck gently. “Why would you fear telling someone this,” He asked, confirming her suspicions about her expression. She was quiet for many moments, gathering words as he continued to smoke and watch the stars.
“Ponies tend to fear the night,” she began, Kerik watching her as she spoke from the corner of his eye. “They feel that it is a dark and terrible time, a time better spent indoors hiding away from what I work hard to create. Every night, I guard their dreams, and every night I try to fill a little more of the sky with light and patterns, bring dimmer and more distant stars into brighter focus, and paint auroras across the sky. No matter how hard I try, they always run from it, hurrying inside as my sister lowers the sun before the monsters come out.” She could feel the tears falling from her muzzle as she spoke, and she turned her head away to hide them. “I just want them to enjoy my night as much as they enjoy my sister’s day, but they always reject me. They fear me as if they already know what I am, skittering away from me as I walk past. They don’t hide from my sister. They run to her and bask in her presence and ask her for help and advice. They do not care for me, no matter how much I care for them, no matter how many times I sweep away their nightmares and fight monsters on the battlefield for them, they will never love me!” She lashed her tail as she began to sob, pulling her hood up. 
She had spilled everything out, every feeling and worry and hope and effort, to something she had only met a day ago. She couldn’t stop herself however, whether by magic or something more subtle, his presence urged her to open up to him, to trust him more than she trusted her own sister. She worried that he would use this against her, hold her words over her head for some gain in power, or worse attack her as she was unguarded, but these fears were brushed aside as she felt him grab her and pull her closer, encircling her in a warm embrace.
“I am sorry they do not see you for the beauty you are,” He said, pushing away her hood and stroking her mane gently. He waited for her sobs to ease, then pulled away slowly, taking time to wipe her tears away with the hem of his sleeve. “I know what it is like to be feared by those who shouldn’t know to fear you, and I know what it is like to have your efforts ignored. I have spent the most difficult time of my life working to save the world, to save Skyrim and her people from destruction, from monsters and daedra. But the moment they see me, they fear me, for they can sense who I am, what I am.” He separated from her, turning his view to the moonward horizon. In the distance, miles away, a pack of wolves howled, the eerie echo carrying and drawing him to his feet. He took a step forward, yearning clear on his face as Luna watched the light from the fire shine off his blue eyes. Before her, they became bloodshot, his irises changing to a deep amber, his ears becoming slightly pointed, and a growl rumbled deep in his chest and throat. “Like you, I accepted this curse to help, to make me stronger, but unlike you my power is truly a curse. Wherever I go, whoever I meet, they will always have that fear about me that they cannot overcome.”
“How long have you been like this,” She asked, now able to feel the fear he spoke of. For a moment she wanted to run, to get away from what she could feel was a monster. But as quickly as the fear came it was replaced with disgust, disgust at her own thoughts of running from him as the children ran from her. She turned her vision down, trying to hide her reaction.
“Don’t be ashamed,” He said, lighting his pipe again as it had burned out. He took a moment to think, puffing quietly. “I’ve been a wolf for five winters, and for five winters I’ve endured the fear you just felt from every passing face.”
“That’s around as long as I’ve been back with the ponies of Equestria,” She remarked. “How do you deal with it, being ostracized from their hearts?” He crouched before her, looking her in the eyes on her level. He held her gaze for almost a minute, not moving, not saying a word or letting any expression or emotion come to his face. 
“I remember that I can’t make anyone love me, and I find solace in that because of what I do in the darkness they can be free and alive to fear me.”
“That's… a bleak outlook,” She remarked, turning her gaze from his. He nodded once, his features returning to their usual, form. “But somehow it is also comforting.”
“The stars and moon do not bare their beauty for all to see expecting appreciation,” He said, walking to the pit of bones and viscera and filling it with river stones. “My Alpha told me this when I asked her a similar question.” They remained in silence after that, Kerik going around and removing the evidence of his hunt and hiding the remains to keep predators away, Luna deep in thought. After many minutes she looked up to him as he stared into the distance, confusion on her face. 
“Why did you tell me,” She asked. “Why did you tell me of your curse?”
“We will go into battle together soon,” He said matter-of-fact, tapping ash from his pipe and scraping the bowl with a small metal tab. “I am mortal, and having battled with the enemy we will face already, I know that should I become too outnumbered I will be bested. I may have need to use the power, and might lose control should my artifact not work here.” He turned a ring on his finger as he spoke, as if he was saying a prayer and counting the intonations. “If that happens I will need someone who is on my side, and can help keep me from harming my allies. Who better than the moon herself?”
____oOo____

“Seventy Four… Seventy Five…Seventy Si-ix…” Kerik pushed off from the ground, his body upturned and leaning against the wall. He counted as he pushed off and eased down, exercising his arms and chest to keep them in peak condition. Sweat drenched his hair and body, the brine shining in the midday sunlight of the open courtyard. He was wearing his greaves and steel boots, the heaviest wearable items he owned, having donned them after his one hundred mark in just his pants. He stopped at the crest of the eighty-mark push, watching a quartet of deep blue legs walk up to and stop before him. He looked down his chest, up into the face of Luna. “My Lady,” he said, pushing eighty-one. “What brings you out on such a bright day?” He smiled in strained amusement, getting a smirk from her.
“Oh, I thought I would take a walk,” she said. “See the… sights,” she added with a scan of his figure. “Tell me, why are you doing this?” Kerik laughed, falling onto his shoulders and tumbling backwards. He panted, shaking his arms and wobbling slightly as the blood drained from his head.
“Keeps me strong,” he said, sitting on the grass and leaning against a stone. “So if I need to go hand to hand with a dragon, or if you need someone to carry you back to the castle at dawn, I can.” Kerik chuckled as Luna blushed, casting him an expression that dared him to let slip last night’s events. Kerik waved a hand, metaphorically banishing the thought. “So what news do you bring me,” he asked, picking up a waterskin and quaffing down the liquid quickly as Luna spoke.
“Well if you want to know, the advanced forces have sent a message by falcon.” Kerik raised an eyebrow, silently inquiring as to the contents of the letter. “They report that the dragon forces have upped their armaments on the border. They have added Ballistae, more cannons, have been adding more layers  to their barricades and have doubled the forces they have garrisoned there.” Kerik nodded, already working out how to get around those obstacles in his head. “Also, unrelated to dragon activity, the Buffalo tribes have responded to my sister’s most recent request for aid by saying they will assist when Discord threatens their land and lives, there has been no response from the Sea Ponies or Zebras, and our scouts are unable to locate the Kirin.” Kerik nodded, the information only registering half way in his head as he worked out strategies for the planned offensive “Also, messages from the city-states say that the new campaign for recruitment has worked. Apparently, the city-states do not like to be called cowards. They all have increased their training regimen for existing guards and militia, and have had nearly a third of their populations join the army respectively.” 
“I didn’t think that would go over this well,” Kerik said, wiping his face with a dry cloth. “I expected a few more regiments, but…” He shook his head, unable to believe that ponies react quicker to challenges than his kinsmen did.
“Well, you did it,” she said with a grin. “In two weeks we will begin retaking our homes!” Luna bounced on her hooves, giddy with excitement. Kerik simply nodded, steeling himself for the future to come. “There’s going to be a meeting of the generals within the hour to discuss the allocation of command. Puddinghead has elected to stay behind and handle the production and delivery of food and supplies, as well as directing any straggling arrivals from the recruitment effort towards our position.”
“I’m glad he stepped up,” Kerik said, standing and collecting his things. “I’d hate to see how the unicorn handled a farm.” Luna nodded, leading him into the castle. 
As they entered, Kerik could see how much had changed in the few hours since he had gone to the courtyard. What had once looked to be a fort garrisoned for a protracted siege, was now looking to be more of a reserve structure. The halls that were once lined with crates, barrels and racks of weapons were now almost empty. As they walked, he could see large rooms turned into storage facilities, and as they passed arrow slits he noticed caravans of ponies and carts loaded with supplies headed to warehouses near the walls, or further out pulling their loads west toward the front. All about him, soldiers and castle staff worked to gather everything they would need, as well as clearing their possessions from sleeping quarters. Once they left, Kerik knew they would never see this castle again, either from moving forward, or because they were dead. As they neared the meeting room, he could already hear a heated argument emanating from inside, knowing the voice of Hurricane well enough from their last meeting and assuming it was another fight he had started.
“...and I am not going to back down from that position,” He shouted as Luna opened the door, the pegasus nearly standing on the table as he glared daggered at Celestia. Puddinghead and Platinum both sat nearby, looking as if they were waiting for the moment to rein him in. “We don’t know what side they’re on.”
“The message was very clear on where the griffins stand,” Celestia said calmly. “Our spies in their empire are certain that King Magnus has signed an alliance with the dragons. It’s a matter of having watched the signing happen, not an assumption.”
“Discord himself could have written that message,” He shot back. “We need all the allies we can get, and driving suspicion between us and them is the surest way to weaken us.”
“So you think the Griffin that died on these castle stairs to bring this message was lying?” Celestia had raised her voice now, leaning against the table. “That griffin, my friend, who I placed as Magnus’s personal aide, was complicit in deception?”
“I’m saying he was manipulated.”
“And I’m saying that you’re a coward!” The room went silent, even the fire in the hearth seemed to be flickering a little dimmer. Kerik felt the hairs on his neck stand on end as Celestia stared down the pegasus, able to feel the malice held within the room. “I’ve spoken to your tribe, I’ve read your history, and I’ve catalogued every tale of battle your troops have, and none of them tell the same tale that you tell. You make yourself out to be some military genius, as if you’ve been on the front like with a pike every time your pegasi go to war, but every soldier, from private to captain, tells that you are a non-combattant who would rather sit on his cloud far out of bowshot and danger!.”
“You dare-”
“I Dare!”
“Generals,” Kerik shouted, causing himself to wince as the sound echoed around. “Be calm. We have more than enough reinforcement coming from the city-states to begin the push, and I’m certain when we free lands those under occupation will join us. Now if you will, let’s begin talk of how we’re going to divide the forces and set up the line.” Luna moved to her sister’s side, urging her to back down and take her seat. Hurricane remained where he was, returning her stare until Kerik took a fist full of his mane in hand and pulled him from the table.
“How dare you touch me,” The pegasus shouted, attempting to pull away but being held fast where he was. Kerik leaned in and whispered something in his ear, causing Hurricane to go deathly still and his eyes to widen. “You wouldn’t…”
“Oh I would,” He replied, letting him go. “Now sit down before I tell everyone our little secret.” The pegasus did as he was told, glaring contempt at Kerik as he walked back around the table to his place. “Now to business,” He said, sitting in his chair. Celestia took a deep breath, centering herself. 
“Yes,” She began, presenting a roll of parchment. “Our spy in the Griffon Kingdom brought this letter, addressed to myself, and promptly died of his wounds on the castle stairs after handing it off. We are assuming he was attacked trying to escape after being compromised, as there was a griffin made dagger in his gut. It details a meeting between King Magnus and a Dragon named Thorn.” She offered the letter to Luna, who looked it over before offering it to Kerik.
“I do not think that Magnus would send soldiers to aid the Dragons,” Hurricane said, silently gesturing to Celestia for her to listen as she glared daggers at him. “Griffins have no love of dragons. Being their closest neighbors before the invasion of Equestria, they were subject to raids on their crops and cattle for hundreds of years, well before we came from the west. I have sent pegasi to their aid many times before, and have correspondence with Magnus. Let me send a messenger asking him if he is still an ally before we declare them enemies.”
“You messenger would probably turned away before he reached their lands, or be killed,” Kerik said, reading from the scroll. “Even if the Griffin’s are still with us in spirit, and only signed a nonaggression pact with the Dragons, they would probably fear reprisal from hosting even a diplomat from Equestria. You said it yourself, the Griffins are the closest neighbors to the Dragon homeland. If word gets to the dragon king that they might be conspiring with us under the guise of a peace treaty, there would be almost no time before the enemy's reserve came to attack them.”
“This is a concerning development,” Puddinghead put in. “Should Hurricane be wrong, and Magnus is sending his forces to attack, our efforts will be split. It’s common knowledge that our main headquarters is currently Baltimare, and with nothing but open water between Griffinstone and this port they could seriously damage our ability to fight. Forcing my enemy into a war on two fronts would be my choice.”
“This is something I have feared since joining this campaign,” Luna said. “I still think that retaking occupied lands to be our best option, but once we leave with the main force, Baltimare will be a rather defenceless city. The reserve we will be leaving won't be able to repel a full scale invasion, even if the Griffin army flies the entire way. The eastern sea is warm, and the updrafts will allow them to make the trip armed and armored and still have combat efficiency.”
“We can send the civilian population north then,” Platinum said. “Fillydelphia and Manehattan have been able to hold out. If we bolster them with the reserve they will be able to repel any assaulting force from the east.”
“But none of this matters,” Hurricane said. “Magnus would never side with dragons. He hates them!”
“Regardless,” Celestia said, Kerik interpreting her stoic delivery of the word as a threat to Hurricane should he speak against her. “It seems we are majority in favor of preparing for a possible griffin attack.” Hurricane huffed in frustration, but seemed to have no more to say on the matter. “We will begin having the citizens of Baltimare prepare to leave with the reserve. I will send word to Fillydelphia and Manehattan to expect these refugees, and explain these developments. They will leave when we do, barring any further developments. Now to the task of who will lead which division of troops in the coming days.” She levitated five scrolls, placing one before each of them. “I have taken stock of the new additions on the way, and have drafted how to divide them between us.” they each opened the scrolls, unrolling the parchment and reading the list.
“Are you out of your fucking mind,” Hurricane exclaimed. “You’re making him the Field Marshal?”
“He clearly stated at the last meeting that since nopony stepped up to the challenge that he would lead the effort.” Celestia gave hurricane a sideways smile, clearly showing him her contempt.
“That I did,” Kerik said, shaking his head. “Do you have an issue with that Hurricane?” He gave him a wry look, silently reminding him of his leverage. The pegasus rolled his eyes.
“I would rather have you fighting,” He said. “I know that killing the largest dragon on the field at Rambling Rock wasn’t something you planned, but how you dealt with the rest of them showed me that you are a valuable weapon.”
“I didn’t say I won't be fighting,” Kerik added, causing each of them to give him confused looks. “My command will be more unorthodox. If the enemy can tell who is directing the attack, they will likely try and take them out of the equation and upset the balance in their favor. Once I have a strategy, I will deliver it to you, and then each of you will deliver your strategy based on it to your officers and so on and so on. This way, should communication be impossible, everyone knows what to do.” Each of them thought on what he had said, working out the possibilities.
“That’s actually very smart,” Puddinghead said. “If we all work together in our individual strategies, we could make failsafes and cooperative maneuvers.” 
“I am okay with this,” Platinum said. “The division of soldiers plays to our strengths as commanders, and our knowledge of our own tribes abilities, and Kerik’s design allows a lot freedom in interpretation. As Chancellor Puddinghead stated, If we work together in our own strategies, we could seriously improve our projected casualties and effectiveness.” 
“Then It’s settled,” Celestia said. “The only remaining question is how long we linger here, and when we march west.”
“If the reinforcement is to arrive in the week,” Kerik said, looking over the information given to him. “Then I say we march in three.”
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