
		Into the Dark

		Written by LordSiravant

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Princess Celestia

					Other

					Main 6

					Romance

					Adventure

					Crossover

					Human

		

		Description

When Eliwood and company confront Nergal at the Dragon's Gate, ricocheting spells cause the portal to the world of dragons to malfunction. The sage Nino and her friend, the assassin Jaffar, are sucked into the vortex and appear in a world vastly different from their own. Here, monsters never before seen roam, and colorful ponies talk and have their own human-like society. Hoping they can send them home, Nino and Jaffar befriend the Mane Six. However, trouble is brewing, as Nino and Jaffar weren't the only ones sucked into the portal...
Nergal is there too, ready to continue his mad quest for unlimited power. Can Nino and Jaffar, with the help of their new friends, defeat the dark druid before he harvests the quintessence of all of Equestria?
Crossover with Fire Emblem 7. Pairings: NinoxJaffar.
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Chapter One: Light
Land of Lycia, Dread Isle, Dragon's Gate...
On the island of Valor, better known as the Dread Isle, lay an ancient temple. Within this temple was housed the Dragon's Gate, the portal through which dragons had fled the world after the Scouring. After a thousand years of quiet, the portal had finally been reopened. The culprit stood before the altar, a tall man with long, flowing black robes. A nasty scar covered the left side of his face, and his eye completely exposed and blind. Normally he wore a turban to conceal this wound, but he had just recently discarded it. He appeared to be approaching his elder years, but those who knew him would know that he should have looked much older. For this man had lived for centuries, and his knowledge and power were vast and unrelenting.
He was Nergal.
Nergal observed the glowing portal with his one good eye, his gaze sharp and cruel. It would not be long. A few more minutes, and he would be able to call forth a dragon. Oh, the quintessence he would harvest from that beast...
The sounds of clashing blades and colliding spells snapped Nergal out of his reverie, and the dark druid scowled in displeasure. From the sounds of it, the morphs of Marquess Laus and the high-ranking members of the Black Fang he had summoned to block passage to the Gate were being overrun by Eliwood and his friends.
A wave of bitter disappointment washed over the ancient wizard. Those morphs had been some of his best creations yet. They were stronger than their (formerly) living counterparts, and had been given the most powerful weapons ever to be seen in the land. And they were still losing.
How is this possible?! Nergal thought to himself as his gaze turned towards the battle. I throw my most powerful warriors at them, and STILL they come. Why can't they just DIE?!
A few moments later the battle died down as the twin brothers Linus and Lloyd fell for the second (and last) time, smiles on their faces as their souls were at last freed from Nergal's machinations. The two morphs guarding Nergal, a sage and a druid, turned towards the approaching enemy and readied for combat. The druid drew a Berserk Staff from his robes and prepared to cast it on the wyvern lord Heath. An incoming arrow sent by the sniper Louise stopped this action cold. The druid emitted a gurgling croak and he vainly tried to claw the arrow out of his throat, collapsing seconds later. The sage prepared to cast Fimbulvetr, but his attack was cut short by the Ostian general Oswin's well-placed spear thrust, goring the morph through the stomach and dropping him.
Nergal watched as his enemies approached, noticing his last morphs rushing to his aid out of the corner of his eye. A group of druids faced Eliwood's group from the front, while a trio of generals emerged from a hidden door behind them. Without a moment's hesitation, Eliwood and his allies brazenly met their advance. The wyvern lord Vaida's silver lance caught one of the generals in the neck, the dead morph collapsing in a heap. The warrior Dorcas shattered the second one's spear with his newly-acquired Basilikos axe, a parting gift from Brendan Reed's fallen spirit, before finishing the general off with a chop down the middle between the neck and shoulder. The last one had more time to prepare, and was able to deflect the hero Harken's blade away from it. Unfortunately for the morph, the fellow hero Raven chopped into it from behind with his silver axe, felling the warrior.
Meanwhile, the sages Pent, Nino, and Erk, the bishops Renaud and Serra, and the druid Canas all worked together to overcome the morph druids. Even as they fell, more morphs came to protect their creator, throwing themselves recklessly at the determined enemy. Nergal observed the heated battle, knowing deep down that he was losing. His morphs simply weren't strong enough to contend with these battle-hardened, relentless, and very angry warriors.
Even as he considered his options, one of Eliwood's warriors broke away from the battle and confronted the evil wizard. She was barely sixteen, with green hair and a face full of child-like innocence. But thoughts of revenge had changed her into an accomplished sage, powerful enough to rival even Pent. Nergal sneered at his opponent.
"Nergal!" Nino yelled.
Nergal snickered. "Ah...I remember you, child. You were the mewling whelp I entrusted to Sonia after we eliminated the rest of your family."
Nino's lovely face was contorted with rage and hatred as tears crept down her cheeks. "Nergal...twice you took my family away from me...my parents...and then the Black Fang...you murdered them all, blackheart!"
"Stupid, naive child!" Nergal shot back. "Weren't not many of them cut down by your so-called "friends" themselves? Or have you chosen to forget?"
"You warped the Black Fang! You twisted our ideals, our agendas, and you murdered anyone who got in your way! You destroyed the Black Fang and everything they stood for! I won't let it go unpunished!"
Nergal laughed. "You think you can beat me, little whelp?! How amusing a thought! Perhaps I should have let Sonia kill you when she had the chance."
"Enough, you villain!" Nino shouted, raising her arms up to cast a spell. "Excalibur!"
"Erishkigal!" Nergal countered, casting his hands up.
Mighty anima magic and eldritch darkness collided in a showering display of light and color. Nergal was caught off-guard by the ferocity of her attack, despite his dark magic having an advantage over her anima. Attempting to deflect, the energies of both spells inexplicably ricocheted into the glowing portal.
The effect was immediate.
The Gate began pulsating chaotically, churning and changing colors. The ground trembled beneath the warriors' feet, eliciting a moment of pause from the battle to observe what was happening. Nergal whipped his head around and stared in horror at the out-of-control portal before glaring at an astonished Nino. "What have you done, girl?!" he roared.
A light wind started picking up at their feet, blowing directly into the portal. The wind slowly started to blow faster, and Eliwood immediately realized what was happening. "It's trying to suck us all in! We gotta get out of its range!" he yelled to his troops.
The few remaining morphs attempted to bar their escape, but were quickly cut down. Nino was torn. Her friends were escaping, but Nergal was not yet dead. If she could just finish him quickly enough...
"You miserable cur!" Nergal hissed, fighting against the undulating portal's pull while simultaneously bringing his magic to bear. "Erishkigaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhh!"
The vacuum intensified tremendously as Nergal attempted his spell. Unable to overcome the vortex, the wicked sorcerer was carried by the howling winds into the portal, his scream of rage cutting off abruptly as he vanished. Nino attempted to resist the pull herself, grabbing onto a pillar for support. She felt her legs leave the ground as the vortex attempted to swallow her as well. The winds were picking up still. She could feel her grip slipping.
The assassin Jaffar soon turned back from his comrades when he realized Nino was not among them. "Nino! Nino!" he yelled, running back towards the portal.
Eliwood caught sight of him and yelled, "Jaffar, wait! The portal, it's--!"
A tremor rocked the temple's foundations, cracks spider-webbing across the ceiling and walls. "We have to get out of here!" Lady Lyndis cried.
Jaffar ignored them, catching sight of Nino hanging on for dear life. "Nino!" Jaffar yelled.
Nino looked up at him, her grip slipping further and further. Her eyes were wide with fear. "Jaffar! Help me!" she cried.
"Hold on, Nino! I--gaaahhh!"
Before Jaffar could speak further, the vortex's pull caught him as well, just as Nino lost her grip on the pillar. The two of them were sucked into the portal as well. Eliwood saw from a relatively safe distance away, and his heart sank. Before he could do anything else, though, his friend Hector grabbed him by the shoulder and dragged him off with the rest of the troops as debris flew towards the portal.
Boulders and pillars bombarded the Dragon's Gate, some making it through, others crashing against the boundaries and forming a blockage. After several moments, the portal then imploded, forever severing the connection between worlds.
XXXXXX
Nergal found himself lying on his back, his body aching all over. Growling in frustration, the dark druid sat upright and took in his surroundings. He was in a dense forest, and wherever it was, it was nighttime. Nergal groaned as he got to his feet, noticing his discarded turban had not fallen far away from him. The sorcerer went over and set the turban back neatly on his head, hiding his unsightly wound.
With that out of the way, Nergal started to notice specific details about his surroundings. Even though it was nightfall, Nergal's keen eye could see that the plants were more...exotic. The colors were more vibrant. These plants were somewhat different from the ones he was familiar with. And then it suddenly hit him.
He had no idea where he was.
"The Gate..." he whispered to himself, glancing heavenward.
Above the tree line, he could still see the swirling vortex pulsating. "What happened?" he mused to himself.
As if in answer, the portal flashed twice, and two familiar figures came flying out of it, landing in another part of the forest a short distance away. Nergal's visible eye narrowed. Jaffar. Nino. So they're here too.
XXXXXX
The trees managed to soften their fall, but it was still a rough landing. Nino and Jaffar tumbled to the ground, ending up tangled over each other. As her head cleared, she noticed the position they were in and blushed. "Oh, uh...sorry, Jaffar."
Nino scrambled to her feet and brushed off her cloak as Jaffar adjusted his headband and retrieved his knives. "Where are we?" Nino asked, looking around. "Are we still on the Dread Isle?"
Another question haunted Jaffar's mind as his eyes darted suspiciously around the surrounding woods. Where is Nergal?
"Erishkigal!"
Jaffar tackled Nino to the ground just before a dark magic spell flew over their heads. Leaping into battle positions, they saw Nergal emerge from the shrubbery, his eye ablaze with murderous intent. "Get behind me, Nino!" Jaffar ordered.
"No! I'm fighting too!" Nino answered as Nergal cast his hands up again.
"Worthless fools!" Nergal raged. "You die now! You die painfully! And your quintessence will be mine! Erishkigal!"
"Excalibur!" Nino yelled, weaving her arms in a pattern as runes of light appeared.
Once again their magic clashed, setting the forest scene alight in dazzling displays of color and magic. Jaffar strafed out of the way of their magical duel and attempted to sneak around Nergal to strike him down from behind.
"I see you there, Jaffar!" Nergal snapped, turning his head. "Elfire!"
Jaffar narrowly avoided being cooked alive as a pillar of flames rose up where his body had been milliseconds before. "Thunder!" Nino cried.
Though this spell was faster than Nergal could counter, it possessed far less power than Excalibur, thus only making the dark druid stumble just a little. His attention was successfully diverted from Jaffar, though. "Erishkigal!" Nergal cried again, attempting to overpower Nino through sheer force of magical will.
It wasn't easy though, as Nergal also had to keep an eye on Jaffar to keep him from utilizing his assassination skills.  Nergal was no doubt confident in his power, but the more quintessence he used, the more susceptible to damage he would become, and Jaffar was very good with his knives.
Thus this stalemate continued for several minutes, neither party noticing as the portal collapsed in on itself above them. As Nergal tried to recover his breath, though, he noticed a change come over both his enemies. Both their eyes widened in shock and slight fear as they looked at something behind the dark sorcerer. Nergal felt its presence too and whirled around.
A monster loomed over Nergal, baring its teeth in hunger. It was an impressive creature, the body of an elephant-sized lion, the wings of a dragon, and the tail of a scorpion. The manticore growled fiercely at Nergal, who regarded the beast with a look of wariness and confusion.
Hoping the situation would resolve itself, Nino and Jaffar made a break for it, disappearing into the woods and leaving Nergal alone with the ravenous manticore. Though he was immensely irritated that his enemies had escaped him, Nergal allowed himself a grim smile. "Let's see how much quintessence you have, beast."
XXXXXX
Nino and Jaffar ran blindly through the woods, putting as much distance between themselves and Nergal as they could. They did not stop running for a good half-hour. It was miraculous that they did not stumble across any other dangerous beasts. Once they felt they could go no further, they finally stopped on a dirt path. Jaffar leaned against a tree for support as he panted heavily, Nino gasping as she bent over in exhaustion. "I think...we lost him," she wheezed between breaths.
"But for how long?" Jaffar answered, catching his breath more quickly than Nino.
After they had mostly recovered, Nino said, "I think we should find a way out of these woods."
Jaffar said nothing, simply glancing down the dirt path they had stumbled across. "Maybe this will lead somewhere," Nino suggested. "Let's go, Jaffar!"
As the two former Black Fang members followed the path, a cloaked, four-legged figure observed them with a look of puzzlement. "Hmm, what manner of beings grace my sight, that talk like ponies yet walk upright?" the figure spoke to itself in a heavily-accented, yet distinctly-female voice. "Perhaps a visit to Ponyville is due, it would be best if Twilight knew."
XXXXXX
The manticore had been no match for Nergal's power, the wizard slaying it in moments. With a satisfied smirk, he absorbed the beast's quintessence, its body fading into nothingness as he felt great power wash over his. Yes, these creatures had a healthy supply of quintessence. Who knew what else stalked these woods? Nergal aimed to find out.
And claim the quintessence of whatever he found.

			Author's Notes: 
Oh God, what am I doing??? So anyways, this idea came to me due to me playing Fire Emblem 7's last level. I realized that I liked Nergal and naturally I wondered how he would fare in Equestria. Thus this came about.
Someone take away my computer please...


	
		Strange Visitors in a Stranger Land



Chapter Two: Strange Visitors in a Stranger Land
Nino and Jaffar continued down the path, keeping a sharp eye out for any more creatures, and more importantly, Nergal. So far nothing had impeded their progress, but they weren’t taking any chances. The moon shined brightly above them, accompanied by an infinite expanse of pristine, sparkling stars and constellations. Nino had to admit, it was a beautiful night, wherever they were.
Jaffar kept his focus on the road. Admiring the scenery felt like a waste of time to him, the way Nergal had raised him conditioning him to believe that anything not involving death and assassinations was a waste of time. Finally, after what seemed hours of walking, they discovered a break in the trees. They were almost out of the forest.
The two of them gingerly stepped out of the cover of the woods and examined their surroundings. A fair distance away was a large town, all the houses dark and silent as whoever lived there slept the night away. Not very far from the entrance to the forest was a quaint little cottage, also dark and quiet. A number of birdhouses, burrows, and pens surrounded the cottage, in which a wide assortment of animals slumbered peacefully.
"A settlement," Jaffar surmised. "So people live here. Nino, I don't think we are on the Dread Isle anymore."
"Then where are we?" Nino asked. "Is this the world of dragons?"
Jaffar was quiet for a moment. "...Unlikely. This settlement looks as though it were built by human hands. From what Nergal spoke about it, there were no humans on the other side."
"Maybe we should go talk to one of them," Nino suggested.
Jaffar's eyes narrowed slightly, the idea of speaking to unfamiliar faces rather unappealing to him. "In the middle of the night?"
"Oh...right. They're all probably asleep. Well, maybe we'll just wait 'til morning, and then we can talk to them!"
"We know nothing about them, Nino," Jaffar warned. "They could be hostile to strangers."
"Jaffar, look at these houses," Nino flatly replied. "Look at how they're built. I don't believe someone who could build such charming homes would have an unfriendly bone in their body."
Jaffar did not reply, keeping his thoughts to himself. Nino really was too naïve for her own good. The two of them then climbed up one of the large trees with branches large enough to support a human's weight. After a half-hour of uncomfortable wriggling on Nino's behalf, the young sage fell asleep, her head resting against Jaffar's shoulder. Ever watchful and paranoid, Jaffar kept a sharp eye out for anything dangerous, particularly Nergal. Weariness from his previous battles soon caught up with him, and he too eventually succumbed to deep, pleasant slumber.
XXXXXX
Nergal was pleased. His trek through these unfamiliar woods had yielded plenty of fruit. His most recent victim, a strange, talking giant serpent far too fond of his hair and mustache, had provided him an exquisite amount of quintessence.
What Nergal had relished the most, though, was the look of pure terror in the creature's eyes as he had drained his life force right out of his body.
The pack of Timberwolves that had attempted to ambush Nergal some time before that, however, had not nearly been as bountiful, for they had simply been dumb creatures looking for a meal. As the sorcerer continued down the path, he pondered his predicament.
He had no idea where he was. It was likely he was nowhere on Elibe anymore. Perhaps another continent? No, something about that didn't add up. What really concerned Nergal was the fact that the very magic of this land felt foreign and alien to him. It was an ancient power that bore little similarities to the magic intertwined with his homeland. The very dirt beneath his feet had magic running through it.
The thought seemed so absurd, but there could be no other explanation. He was no longer in his world. Did that mean he had been pulled into the world of dragons?
The thought put a smile on Nergal's face. So, even in defeat, I claim victory, he thought to himself. Eliwood and his friends likely think me dead. Yet here I am in the world of dragons, the very place sealed off for millennia! I will find the dragons, and their quintessence will be mine!
It seemed fortune decided to smile upon the dark druid once more, for upon clearing a break in the trees, Nergal stumbled across an incredible find.
An ancient, abandoned castle.
A chasm separated Nergal from the castle ruins, across which was a rickety old bridge. After marveling at his incredible luck for a moment, Nergal inspected the bridge. It looked very old, the rope dry and chafed and the boards moldy and full of holes and cracks. There was no way this bridge would be able to support Nergal's weight.
No matter. With an idle flick of his hand, Nergal channeled some of his magic into the fibers of the rope and planks, strengthening them considerably. Confident his magic would hold the bridge together, Nergal stepped on and began making his way across. The bridge swayed with each step the wizard took, a light mist drifting lazily across the chasm. The wooden planks creaked in protest as Nergal walked, keeping a firm grip on the ropes.
A short while afterward, Nergal made it across and surveyed the ruins up close. The walls were cracked and faded with age. In many areas there was no ceiling, and virtually all the windows had been smashed. It was apparent a battle had been fought here long ago, the owner likely having died in the attack, considering the castle's current state. Nergal stepped through what was left of the main entrance and proceeded down the once-grand hall. Before too long he came across an ivy-covered set of pedestals.
Whatever they had once held was no longer there. However, Nergal could sense lingering energies dwelling here, remnants of an unknown source. It concerned and piqued Nergal's interest. But there would be another time to delve deeper into this castle's secrets. Now, he needed to consolidate his position here and turn it into a functional base of operations. First order of business...
Rebuild his army.
His preferable servants had always been morphs, artificial constructs of magic shaped in the image of human beings with pale skin, jet-black hair, golden eyes, and blood-red lips. A considerable amount of quintessence would be needed to create a sufficient fighting force. Then again, Nergal had plenty to spare. He would need to also create a few more powerful morphs to function as harvesters and infiltrators. Limstella had been his most perfect acheivement, the ideal morph. Recreating her would be an easy task. Ephidel had been useful as well; he too would be revived.
Sonia, on the other hand, had been a flawed specimen. Far weaker than Limstella, and having also deluded herself into believing she was a human being, Sonia had been a disappointment to Nergal. Though she had been instrumental in bending the Black Fang assassin's guild to his will, she ultimately was a failure. He would take care not to create others like her.
Without further ado, Nergal set to work, bringing his vast reserves of quintessence to bear as he began the spell. He focused all his concentration on replicating everything that had gone into the creation of Limstella and Ephidel, the shapes of their faces, the length of their hair, their heights, the sounds of their voices. Two circles of runes appeared before Nergal, glowing brightly as shapes slowly began to take form within.
As it so happened, the residual energies lying dormant within the hallowed grounds of the abandoned fortress were drawn to the surge of energy provided by Nergal's strange magic. The energy had a mind. It had a will.
And it saw an opportunity.
Nergal was too focused on his spell to notice. The shapes inside the rune circles were growing taller, more defined. Meanwhile, a shadow moved unseen across the ground, silently drawing closer to the pair of morphs being created. It slid into the shadow of the feminine figure as her form became clearly defined. Finished, Nergal looked upon his old servants.
Ephidel and Limstella were both kneeling reverently before their creator. "Master, what is your bidding?" Limstella queried in a smooth, emotionless tone.
Nergal sneered cruelly. "My finest creations," he spoke imperiously. "Tonight you rejoin me in a world not our own, far from the reaches of Eliwood and his meddlesome allies. Behold! We have entered the realm of the dragons!"
Ephidel and Limstella looked at their surroundings with detached curiosity. "My Lord, if this is the world of dragons, then where are they?" Ephidel questioned.
"We will find them," Nergal answered. "Of that, I am certain. In the meantime, I have tasks for you both. Limstella, you shall harvest quintessence from whatever worthy beings you find. There are many creatures here who possess considerable quintessence. Ephidel, you shall scout out the countryside and search for any sign of the dragons. If you discover anything of interest, report back to me at once."
Limstella and Ephidel bowed. "As you wish, Lord Nergal," they both answered.
But before they could leave to attend to their missions, Nergal stopped them. "And one more thing. Jaffar and Nino are here as well. If you find them, eliminate them. Is that clear?"
"As you will it," Limstella replied.
"It shall be done," Ephidel assured.
As Limstella left the castle in search of quintessence, little heed did she pay to the foreign touch within her mind. It was there when she was recreated, therefore it was there on Nergal's wishes. The morph, though, could almost hear the triumphant laughter of a strange, imposing woman within the deep recesses of her mind...
XXXXXX
Morning eventually came, the warm sunlight stirring Jaffar awake. The assassin sighed as he rubbed the sleep out of his eyes. Nino was still asleep, snoring softly as her head leaned against his shoulder. He looked down at her face, so youthful and kind, and felt a stirring of unfamiliar feelings deep inside his chest. He still had trouble making sense of them, but they seemed to put him at ease, so they must be positive in nature.
A beam of sunlight escaped the lightly-rustling canopy of the trees and focused on her eye. This soon awakened her as well, causing her to mumble sleepily. Just as she was about to stretch though, Jaffar caught her by the arm. "Careful. We're up in a tree, remember?"
"Oh...right," she mumbled tiredly. "Whut time's it?"
"No idea," Jaffar observed. "But the sun is up."
"That's good, I guess."
The two assassins soon managed to return to the ground and collected their bearings. Nino felt her stomach growl discontentedly and she moaned in displeasure. Much to Jaffar's chagrin, his shortly joined in, causing Nino to laugh despite herself. Jaffar took note of the fact that her laughter also seemed to lighten his mood somehow. "Well, I think it's obvious we're both hungry," Nino observed. "We should go visit that town beyond the forest and see if we can find something to eat there and figure out where we are."
Once again, Jaffar's expression became one of hesitance and doubt. "I don't think it wise..."
"Jaffar, you're a cold-blooded assassin without an ounce of humor in you," Nino chastised. "Don't tell me now you're afraid of people."
"...I fear nothing."
"If that's the case, then come with me!" Nino goaded. "It's always exciting to meet new people, after all!"
Jaffar knew deep-down that there was no use arguing with her, and at last capitulated. "...Very well. I'll go."
Nino beamed and took Jaffar by the hand. "Let's go! I'm starving!"
The young sage led the assassin out of the woods past the lone cottage towards the town. As they got closer to the town, though, something made them stop. Something completely unexpected and unbelievable.
The village was crowded with small, brightly-colored ponies. The weirder thing was that there were pegasi amongst them, alongside ponies that could only be unicorns, judging by the horns on their heads that seemed to be where they focused their magic.
It wasn't long before the ponies noticed the pair of humans gawking at them just outside the city limits. The unfamiliar creatures sent the townsponies into a panic, who all started screaming and running towards their homes. Jaffar instinctively grabbed hold of the hilts of his daggers but kept them sheathed as the strangely-colored equines barricaded themselves inside their homes.
Confused, Nino wandered into the now-empty streets, Jaffar glancing suspiciously about beside her. "Um...hello?" Nino spoke up. "We don't mean any of you harm..."
"I don't know if they understand us," Jaffar said.
"Understand you I think they do, yet still they cause a hullabaloo," an unexpected voice spoke from behind.
Jaffar's knives were out in an instant, ready to slice at a moment's notice as he and Nino turned around to see another pony-like creature standing there. Judging by the eyelashes and gold jewelry, she appeared to be female. She was white with faded black stripes and a jet-black mane. Noticing their tense expressions, the zebra raised a hoof in submission. "Worry not, you have nothing to fear from me," she assured them in a thickly-accented, deep feminine tone. "I am a friend, that much you will see."
Jaffar did not sheathe his knives, but he did remove them from where they had been hovering near the zebra's face. "Who are you?" Nino asked politely.
"Call me Zecora, for that is my name, and I hope your courtesy is the same."
"My name is Nino, and this is Jaffar. I hope you'll forgive him. He, uh...startles easily."
Zecora nodded in understanding. "Remember that, I certainly will. Now why then, may I ask, have you come to Ponyville?"
"Well...I'm not sure you'd believe us if we told you," Nino tentatively answered.
"It sounds as though you have a story to tell," Zecora answered. "Let us find a place to settle, and I shall listen well."
"Okay," Nino answered.
Zecora noticed that Jaffar had been deathly quiet during the whole introduction. He probably wasn't much of a talker. The knives suggested he was adept at combat. Perhaps he was a mercenary from a foreign land? She was about to find out.
Zecora led the two humans down the street towards a large, hollowed out tree standing smack-dab in the center of town. To Nino and Jaffar's surprise, windows could be seen up in the treetop, as well as a balcony. Zecora trotted up to the door and knocked on it briskly. A few moments later, the door opened, revealing a female lavender unicorn with a purple mane and tail with a pink streak running through them and a starlike design tattooed on her rear. "Hey, Zecora! What can I do for--uh, w-who are they?!" she stammered, noticing Zecora's strange company.
"Twilight Sparkle, it is good to see you. I hope you don't mind; I brought company too."
Twilight grinned weakly, staring up at the two humans standing on either side of Zecora. "Uh...hello?" she nervously greeted.
"Hi!" Nino cheerfully greeted.
Jaffar said nothing, prompting a light elbowing in the ribs by Nino. "Say hi, Jaffar!" Nino whispered.
"...Hello," Jaffar gruffly replied.
Twilight eased up slightly. The female, green-haired one seemed nice enough, at least. Her gruff companion, on theother hand, sent an uncomfortable chill down Twilight's spine. He loomed over the two ponies. He was dressed in leather clothing and a lightweight cloak, his midriff left exposed. Two knives were sheathed at his sides, and his piercing eyes carried a cold, professional glint. His was the look of a seasoned warrior, one who had seen much more action that most of Princess Celestia's bodyguards.
"They were about to tell me the story of their being here," Zecora explained. "I felt it would be a tale you'd like to hear."
"Uh...okay, uh...please, come in then," Twilight spoke, opening the door wide enough for everyone to enter.
The humans had to bend their heads down to avoid bumping their heads on the doorframe, and then realized that they were in a library. Nino's eyes lit up in excitement at the wide arrangement of books lining the shelves, while Jaffar looked on disinterestedly.
At least the female liked books, Twilight observed. Perhaps that was something they could relate to. Twilight led her guests over to the kitchen table, where they each took up a seat. Once they were situated, Twilight said, "Okay. Tell us everything."
Nino glanced at Jaffar before she recounted the tale of their coming in every detail. The fight with Nergal, the Dragon's Gate malfunctioning, getting sucked into this world alongside Nergal, and barely managing to escape the dark wizard. She explained their roles in the Black Fang before they had abandoned it, and about the lies Nergal had fed them as they grew up under his twisted care.
By the time Nino was finished, Twilight's jaw was slack from shock, while Zecora regarded them with an unreadable expression. Finally collecting herself, Twilight asked, "So...let me see if I got this straight. You two are...a-assassins?"
Nino nodded, while Jaffar maintained his quiet. The very notion of such an occupation clearly did not appeal to Twilight, but she put that trepidation aside and continued her line of questioning. "And this...'Nergal' character...what's he like?" Twilight asked.
Nino's face contorted slightly with bitter hatred. "He's a ruthless, cold-blooded killer obsessed with obtaining unlimited power at any cost. Twice I lost my family to him."
"Twice?" Twilight questioned.
"He and his morph Sonia killed my parents and my brother after learning the secret of the Dragon's Gate from them. I was just a baby then. I eventually came to consider the rest of the Black Fang my family. Many of them were good people...Uncle Jan...Linus...Lloyd...I lost them because Nergal manipulated the Black Fang for his own goals. There is only one person I hate, and it's him."
"And to think he has come to our land," Zecora spoke. "I shudder to think what things he has planned."
"If he comes here, we will finish him," Jaffar stated flatly, fingering one of his daggers.
"I think it would be a good idea to let Princess Celestia know about all this," Twilight said. "Hopefully she can deal with Nergal before he causes any serious damage. Spike's off helping Rarity with gem-hunting right now, though, so it'll have to wait until he comes back. In the meantime, where are you guys staying?"
"Oh...well, actually we didn't have anywhere in mind," Nino answered. "I mean, we slept in the forest last night, and--!"
"You slept in the Everfree Forest?!" Twilight interrupted, aghast. "Do you have any idea how dangerous it is out there, especially at night?!"
"We had nowhere else to go," Jaffar simply stated.
Twilight shook her head. "Well, I'm not letting that happen again. You can stay here until we find somewhere else for you to stay. I've got an extra bed, if you don't mind sleeping together."
Nino involuntarily blushed at the implications, but Jaffar remained stony-faced. "Ah, uh, well, uh, that's very nice of you," Nino stammered. "But it's not necessary--!"
"I insist!" Twilight pressed. "Please?"
"I, uh...well, if it's okay with you, then I guess. What do you think, Jaffar?"
"..."
"I'll take that as a yes," Nino replied. "Thank you, Ms. Twilight."
Twilight chuckled. "No no, just Twilight'll do. Calling me a Ms. makes me feel old."
Nino nodded. With nothing else to do, Zecora went about her business, Twilight returned to her studying, Nino began investigating the books, and Jaffar just stared silently out the window, all waiting for the individual called Spike to return. After about a half-hour of waiting, Jaffar suddenly recoiled from the window in shock, causing Nino to drop her current book in alarm. "What is it, Jaffar?!" she exclaimed.
Jaffar pointed out the window at a small, purple lizard-like creature approaching the library. "That...that thing...That's a..." he was so shocked he could not finish his sentence, but Nino's mind finished the sentence for her.
It was a dragon.

	