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		Description

Team Plasma had broken in two with those Loyal to N on one side while on the other power hungry followers of the madman Ghetsis. They are the honor guard sworn to protect N no matter the cost not that they could keep track of the kid he was a slippery bugger. 
After dealing with yet another of Ghetsis private operations the honor guard for some odd reason find themselves on a new world not even sure if they are worthy! Now Orion the leader of the guard must gather the remainder of the guard and possibly if they are lucky find N and do what they failed to do on there own world Protect him!
Thanks to zeusdemigod for creating the ANWANW
Yes, yes I am jumping on the band wagon. Now where is that trumpet!
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		Chapter 1



Undella town, the premiere resort town in all of the region which truth be told wasn't saying much considering it was the only resort town in the region. That didn't though that is wasn't a great place to vacation no, far from it, the town was rated well within the top ten vacation hot spots and was frequented in the summers by none other the Cynthia, not that she wanted the fact broadcast it was her vacation after all. 
Not far from this picturesque town was a small smattering of mountains a boon to the brave as well as the adventurous and good money for the local tourism board if vacationers and the occasional trainer didn't want to go for a swim in the pristine waters. A good example of this sort of person was make his way through the woods though he was neither trainer nor vacationer. He was man on a mission wasn't going to be deterred by rather increasing incline.
He was dressed oddly enough for the current weather and should have been sweating profusely considering he was dressed as what could only described as medieval knight complete with a sheathed long sword.  Though it was closer to chain mail than full on armor with a tunic with stylized P printed on it.  Though the clothing was heavy he had long gotten used to it’s weight on his shoulders and carried himself with his head held high. 
Thankfully after a good two hours walk he finally came to his destination a pair of vaulted doors that where embedded into side of the mountain.  Emblazoned on the door was the same emblem emblazoned on his tunic though a much darker shade. As he stood before the door he couldn't help but, smile as he knew a small camera lens focused on him zooming on his youthful features. “Knock knock anybody home?”
Behind the door inside what could only described as vast research complex a set of fossil revival machines hummed incubating a new generation of ancient pokemon. Above these machines was a skybox with a number monitors as well as six individuals. All six of these individuals where dressed in nigh identical gear making them appear as what one would expect modern day ninja or spies would dress with black vests emblazoned with same darker P. While one of these modern day ninja continued to monitor the development of the new born pokemon the rest crowded around the security feed.
The first to speak was the one who was supposed to be on security duty anyway a headset mounted on his head. “It looks like one of the old guard?”
The one standing above him a female could barely hold back a whistle. “He sure does cut an impressive figure do, you think he comes to join us?”
“Yeah right,” Another male was looking over her shoulder. “If he isn’t already wearing our colors I’d be willing to bet he’s loyal to N and not the master.”
Another female nodded put her hand on the shoulder of the one on monitor duty. “Standing orders from master Ghetsis if they aren’t wearing our uniform colors they are to be considered traitor and eliminated on the spot. Contact the checkpoint guards and tell them to use maximum force.”
The monitor grunt nodded tapping a few keys on his key board before tapping his headset. “Guard station one this is control room, we’re opening primary doors prepare for maximum force single target visible.”
Seeing her orders carried out the female grunt stepped back. “the rest of you return to your posts we need to make sure everything is running smoothly.” A chorus of affirmations delivered she walked over to the grunt who had remained at her post again putting her hand on a grunts shoulder. “Is everything ready.”
“yes ma’am,” the grunt turned her face up at her superior her voice barely above a whisper. “Is it, him?” The ghost of smile spread across the grunts face before turning grim again and nodding. This caused the grunts eyes to light up her twin blue tipped pigtails seemed to bob up. “then I’ll be ready!”  Had anyone had paid attention they would have seen a small black and blue tipped tail wag in the seat before disappearing.
Outside of the underground complex the youth took a small side step to right as he heard the hiss of the doors opening. That small step to the right was just wide enough as searing stream of energy exploded past him slamming into the doors ripping them open. The dragon pulse completely catching the grunts off guard both having to duck as the doors where ripped completely free and over there heads. 
After few seconds they heard a crunch of someone entering the compound only when the looked up and saw a Hydreigon hovering behind the youth did they realize who they where dealing with. “Orion!”
Orion smirked his hand resting on his weapon of choice. “Hope you don’t mind I let myself in,” Walking past the two grunts he made an off hand movement with his hand. “Dren could you take care of this?” The grunts slowly turned there heads toward the rather menacing looking three headed dragon. Dren responded to command simply enough a roared. Wild pokemon who heard this roar tended to run away, caught pokemon tended to return to there balls, on humans the effect was something different, the two grunts eyes widened in terror the flight or fight response kicking in and for them triggering the faint response.
Orion chuckled as he heard a pair of thunks of bodies hitting the ground and knew he would soon be joined by one of his partners. It wasn't long before he felt a head hovering next his allowing him to affectionately rub the triple headed dragons center head. “Good girl, that was easy enough, shall we continue to remove stain that is Ghetsis from Plasma?” He chuckled as he got a half growl in response. “For lord N we do this.”
Inside the command and Control chaos had erupted as the revelation who was making his way into the base. Orion one of them, a tried and true member of the old Plasma guard, one of the honor guard, Those assigned the personal duty of protecting N himself! When they could find him that was. The honor guard whose loyalty was without question belonged to N. The honor guard who had made it there personal mission to remove the stain of Ghetsis from all existence. What was worse it was there Arceus damned captain! Who was whispered to be N’s good right hand! And a force of nature all to himself! Though they where just rumors it instilled fear into the new Plasma without Ghetsis to lead them they where running like Torchic’s with there heads cut off.
Inside this chaos the leader of the grunts was trying to semblance of order. “He can’t use his Braviary inside a complex like this!” She pointed at three grunts. “You, you and you head for sublevels 1, 2, and 3,” there was rumbling and someone shouting that a Escavelier had been spotted on level one. “Make that 2 though 4 we can’t have him make it down here!” She looked over to side of the room and saw another grunt curled up into a little ball. “he’s just one man! Get up and prepare the escape ship we’ll need it if he gets past the blast doors on level 5! And someone shut that damn alarm off we already know he’s here!”
The grunt on the floor nodded. “yes Ma’am.” 
With the other grunts already out of the room she turned toward the final grunt. “Are transport arrangement ready.”
“Yes ma’am, I only need to press enter and the process will begin.” 
“Do it,” Order given the grunt pressed the enter key an poke ball transport system activated sending the newly revived fossil pokemon to an off sight location. The grunt in the chair seeing the transporter at work stood up and seemed to leap at the other grunt before popping in a puff of smoke a shiny zorua landing easily on the grunts shoulder. 
Scratching the Zorua behind the ears she pulled down her mask. “Gah, that mask is stifling.” The zorua nicked the hat off taking with it the ginger wig, the so called grunt pulling off a bald cap revealing her lustrous pink hair.  “I can’t believe it took him two weeks, the food here is horrible!” the illusion fox snickered. “Oh you! Don’t think I don’t know about your stash!”
Orion was beginning to wonder if splitting the guard had been his best idea as Dren was making her prescience felt and Lex his Escavalier holding off another trio of Liepards. He pinned another grunt to ground his sword pinned into the shoulder of the grunts uniform the edge of the blade rubbing against skin he made a vague threat about decapitation  causing the grunt to surrender, he couldn't remember it had been this particular grunt who said he made a mistake a bringing a sword to a gun fight. It wasn't like he didn't want to find N, the master was king at hiding from his own honor guard if nothing else, he just wanted the stain of Ghetsis removed quickly as possible if and when that happened they would be able to find the master far quicker.
It also annoyed the captain that he had to spend so long in setting up covers for them, not that Elle infiltration skills weren't top notch he preferred the direct approach. Speaking off, “In the name of our lord N surrender thyself to judgment!” Ole time words out of date yet always effective not surprising that most of the old guard looked a like medieval novel come to life. Problem was Orion thought is was getting old fast. It wasn't that he wasn't loyal far from it he’d slap Arceus across the face if ordered by lord N, he was just getting tired of the same phrase over and over and only getting the same response time and again.
Case in point. “this world will belong to Master Ghetsis!” cue Liepard oh wait this time Garbodor good variety spice of life they say.  Still same pattern damn fanatics, oh wait, aren't I fanatically loyal to Lord N? Yeah if Dex weren't outside with his Reuniculus taking the air ship he’s probably laugh at him. Those two where way to close for Orion’s comfort. 
Reightly would say it was precious and scold him for not being romantic, he was glad he had sent her to find Lord N. Seriously wasn't it the goal of Team Plasma to liberate pokemon from humans? Yeah, the wonders of being a true believer. Romance and possibility of doing the deed with a pokemon that unnerved him more than he cared to admit. 
No one expected a Nurse joy to be part of team Plasma, nor did they expect one to be packing a Salamence. Elle’s mother would not approve, Joys where supposed to be healers and while Elle agreed with that she also believed that sometimes force was needed. During Plasma’s early recruit phase, before the splintering, there words had struck a cord with the young Joy.  She’d seen enough abuse cases with her mother and father that she knew that something had to be done. So Plasma seemed to have been the answer  then the whole thing with Ghetsis happened. Cue depression and a pep talk from Orion now here she was infiltrating the splinter group smashing them from within. 
Transporting the revived pokemon was a big surprise too, for her mother anyway an anonymous donation so to speak. Orion had whined complaining that they should have the fossil pokemon help them before crumbling like a sand castle big ole softy for all his bluster. It was part of the reason they followed him as he follow N. Lord N was nice enough he just reminded her to much of that Goth of a Jenny she knew in grade school .
She watched as Salamence pushed head out of the double doors that lead to hidden dry dock holding the air ship that splinter cell had been planning to use for escape. Fat lot that did them she thought to herself as she walked to his side. The look he gave her said she really needed to see what was going in the dry dock. 
Stepping into the dock she could only roll her eyes as the Dex’s Ariados had been busy, for hang from gas bag in what could only be called cocoons where seven of the splinter cells grunts including the one she had sent to prepare the air ship in the first place. Below the cocoons sitting on top of the wheel house was Dex and Lorrina his Reuniculus partner both having tea with Ariados resting after expending so much web.  Pokephilia something she was really on the fence on sure she’d seen some loving relations though then again she’d seen some truly traumatized pokemon. “How goes launch prep?”
Dex sipped on his tea. “we waited till they got everything stowed so we’re ready to go.” He glanced over the collected balls taken from the splinter cell grunts. “We’re ready to release them back into wild after Lorrina gives them a quick mental health check.”
“While none of them are showing in outward signs physical trauma.” The psychic types mental voice chimed into her head. “there are more than physical wounds that need to be checked.”
It didn’t need to be said there where more trauma’s than the physical kind and while Elle trusted the psychic’s judgment she knew enough to know that some of the grunts might have gotten creative. When they where in clear and she had gotten back in her proper uniform exams where in order. 
There was the sound of body bouncing and if it weren’t for Salamence reacting quickly a splinter cell grunt would have gone to meet the ground. Blu gasped on Elle’s shoulder the zorua watching as rather huffy  Hydreigon came into few. Salamence tossed the grunt against a wall not hard enough to do any damage before softly nuzzling it’s mate.
“what happened?”
Orion rolled his eyes. “Remember the incident when Art said Hydreigon where all the same just big balls of rage?”
Elle winced remembering the loud mouthed member of there team had been laid up for a week. “We’ll deal with it latter.”
Orion looked at the hanging grunts. “Dex cut them down, we are not taking them with us they’ll weigh us down . Leave them to the rangers.”
“Pity.” Dex snapped his fingers the webbing holding the grunts snapped and before they could fall they where grabbed by Lorrina in the air before being levitated onto the platform. “We could have used them as target practice.”
Orin shook his head waiting for the Salamence and Hydreigon to board the airship. “Dex my psychic friend you are disturbing. Now cast off!” The anchors holding the airship in place snapped as a psychic  force from Lorrina. With just simple signal from her psychic power the engine of the airship started pushing them out of the dry dock.
“Blu could you make sure the too love dragons don’t fly off?” The Zorua snickered before saluted hopping off Elle shoulder. “I going to go change Dex you remember to bring my spare?”
“Of course I’d rather you not chew my ear.”
“Good,” Elle looked at Orion who was watching the sky his sword at his side. “As for you, eyes front!” 
“Understood,” He waved dismissively as he took in a deep breathe of the open air. “The open sky with whole world out before us, just a few more.” Meanwhile in the middle of the deck the zorua made pest of himself causing the Salamence to huff in annoyance.
As the airship locked on it’s course no one noticed a voice so filled with power, no one noticed the weight in there eyes. All they remember was one sentence and then the air ship drifted.
0o0o0o0
Manehatten one of the biggest if metropolitan cities in the land of Equestria with only possibly Filly and Canterlot dwarfing the major trade city. If it didn’t come over land or air is was usually shipped by sea which meant it was almost guaranteed to the shores of Manehatten.
If someone wanted something somewhat more refined and cultured one need look no farther than the theater district. Which housed everything thing from street performers all the way to major studio companies looking to but, on a major production. If your dream was to become a designer a pony didn’t have to go very far, if you looking to successful at it though you needed two things as Pommel had learned. 
The first thing was of course hard work and Coco Pommel could was more than natural inclined to it. The earth pony mare hummed a tune to the latest production she been hired to create costumes for her hind leg working the foot pedal of the sowing machine while he fore hoofs moved the fabric along the lines she created. Finishing the final stitch she took the now completed costume and slid it onto the display  and took a few steps to admire the fine craft pony ship. She could help but, take a small amount of pride in her accomplishment the costume having been based on her third sketch approved by both the producer and director. “now for something to eat.”
Her stomach rolled in agreement after missing not one but, three meals so she could finish the costume. “Glad we can agree.” She giggled pushing the mannequin with others before making her way into the small apartment com studio’s kitchen opening the ice box. “Left over hayfries, half can of coffee, ah that’s it.” Taking the plastic wrapped cucumber in her mouth she placed it on a cutting board and soon joined it with some freeze dried daffodil and wheat loaf before bumping the icebox with her flank causing it to slam closed.
The second thing you needed to know about thriving in the big city was who you knew, for Coco that person had been Rarity. Hanging on the icebox being held up by a magnet was old news clipping of Rarity while attending a wonder bolt race in Canterlot. Slicing the cucumber length wise Coco once again found herself humming the tune from the play this one about conmare who came to small town only to fall in love with a school stallion.  “If there’s one thing I miss about small towns,” She crafted her sandwich. “is the fresh flowers.” She looked at the costumes and laughed. “I wouldn’t trade it for anything though,” 
Taking her newly crafted food stuffs in her mouth she trotted then flopped down onto her couch setting the sandwiches on the hoofrests  she took out her personal design book and began with her sketch pencil began to trace out her own personal designs. Sure making costumes was fun she still hoped for her own designs to hit the runway. “Now that I don’t have deal with Suri anymore,” she snorted trying not to think about that Mare. “maybe something more formal,” It wasn’t long before the ideas began to flow only stopping every once a few lines to take a bight before. “A gala dress, yes that’s the ticket.” She smiled as the design came together. “Maybe one day.” She blushed the thought of a handsome stallion in full. “Bad Pommel a member of the royal guard honestly..” She quickly put the book away again. “Maybe one of the shows I work for will go to Canterlot. Oh a mare can dream can’t she?”
Stifling a yawn she quickly scarfed down the last bits of her sandwich although  unlady like she was still country mare at heart. Leaning over the rest she tapped the alarm into on position she did have a early start tomorrow. Pulling her mothers quilt off the couch back she curled up in the warm implement stifling another yawn she smiled. “maybe I’ll dream of my own Stallion in shining armor.” 
0o0o0o0
“yes lord N I can get you that tuna sandile.“ He grumbled more to himself than anyone as something smacked him in the face. “Stupid,” Orion groaned as he pushed off the offending object his sight trying to focus. “Last thing I remember getting really sleepy.” 
Reaching up he began to wipe the sleep from his eye, this action caused a number of realization to hit him at once. If he had been a normal person he would have shifted into all out panic mode then again his mother had never accused him of being normal. So in order to not freak himself out he began to verbalize the various things that where going wrong. “I’m floating or more accurately levitating. Second I don’t seem to have any depth perception. Oh my hands aren’t hands I think.” It was in the middle of this attempt rationalize that a blinding light hit him giving him a few of ponyta that wasn’t on fire then that vision of quickly cut off.
Bleary eyed and half dead to the world Coco’s eyes snapped open as she heard the sound of something thumping in her storage closest.   Groaning lightly she used her chin to drag her eyes to where her alarm sat. “To early. Need Latte…”
The fashion designer turned costume designer rolled unceremoniously off floor which was nice and warm. “Somepony left there heater on,” Half awake and probably less aware than she should been , not even noticing a green yellow spider lowering itself on the fire escape outside her window. Trotting easily over to storage closet smacking her lips she expected a rat. You could expect those in the big city what she saw as she opened the shutter door just wasn’t. She quickly slammed the door shut starting to hyperventilate, “Giant floating sword, talking to itself.” She trotted in place turning in circles. “It’s okay Pommel they don’t exist, only in fantasy stories and enchanted castles no need to panic.” She began to turn in circle a few times before looking through the slats as a single eye seemed to stare back.
Orion didn’t know if he was blinking, in fact he didn’t know if he could even blink for that matter. “I need more context clues.” Ignoring panting breathes and sounds of hoofs hitting wood tiling in circles he began to look around his vision adjusting quickly in the darkness. “Art supplies, a couple of sketch books, an artist?” Looking behind him he noticed the pile fabrics as well as some designs that had been tacked on the back wall. “ Ah Designer, Burghe eat your hurt out.” Turning back he looked through the slats back at his unlikely host. “Hi,”
Coco Pommel nearly passed out as she heard the word Aegi likely coming from the apparently magical sword and shield that had chosen make it’s home in her design closet.  Dropping onto her rump she really wished she had bought those self help books last week. “enchanted sword in closet need, breathe.”
If he could he would have pursed his lips if he had lips at the moment but, that could wait for another time. “Let’s see if I miss my guess I’m Aegislash which mean ghost typing.” He fell back into his training focusing his minds voice. ’Testing testing, one, two, three, is thing on,’ Feeling somewhat cheeky. ’Hello! Unova!’
Coco squeaked as she heard something in her head then it suddenly yelled much louder. Now be a somewhat well traveled mare having come from small village in Prance then coming to Big city she seen and heard her fair share of weird. Unfortunately hearing a masculine voice in your head had broke her weird meter. That had the effect of putting her brain into a loop which came to only one conclusion.
Thump
Now that was a familiar sound to Orion though it usually was accompanied by a loud roar making him think about his partners. “I really should find them.” Putting that thought to the side for moment he reached out with his hands so it where and opened the closet door. “I’ve only see that once with a Gogoat kinda amusing really.”
Hovering over to stiff legged unconscious mare he reached out with his fingers as they where and rocked the pony by her rear hind leg. “Far to small be a Ponyta, And she could talk.” Figuring he needed answers more than he needed to wandering around in some unknown place he gently picked the mare up placing her on the couch.
Coco blinked a few times as she finally came out of her catonic state rolling over she noticed she was covered in her quilt. “It had to be a dream.”
‘fraid not,’
Instinctively Coco pulled the quilt closer as she stared at the thing hovering a few inches from the couch in it’s hand clothe things it held a glass of fizzing water. “Your not really,”
‘Yes, I am.’  He watched as she gingerly took the fizzing water. ’though I could say the same about you though I had a few minutes longer to get used to seeing a not flaming ponyta.’
Coco placed her snout over the glass taking a whiff of the drink and realizing it wasn’t dangerous chugged it down. The antacid tablets going a  long way to calm her panicked state leaving her somewhat able to piece to together a question. “What are you,”
‘Glad to see you've not passed out again,’ Reaching out he took the glass before floating into her kitchen and rinsing the glass out. ’If I had to guess I’m an Aegislash which is surprising considering that they’re not even native to where I’m from. Though considering my personality it doesn't come as a surprise. As to how I came to be here and how I became what I am I really have no idea.’
Slowly she raised her body to watch it or him considering that the mental voice in her head most definitely fell within the stallion range. The way she saw it was like to someone trying to grasp at the strangeness of his own situation by doing what ever was at hand.
Orion sighed mentally trying not to think about how he had become an Aegislash of all things, a steel and ghost type did that mean he was dead. As thought about it remembered that it usually took decades and possibly centuries for a persons spirit to become a pokemon especially a Aegislash a fully evolved ghost type. When that happened the spirit usually had only vague memories yet his where clear as water and that thought caused a pit to form where is stomach should have been. 
She watched as the creature swiftly switched to another mind numbing job having put away her dishes and it was becoming very depressing to watch. “Stop! Please! And talk!”
“huh wah,” He looked at the oddily shaped ponyta and realized she was giving him a rather curious look. ‘Sorry, this is new to me probably as much as it to having a floating sword around is to you.’
The earth pony mare shook her head. “I,” She hesitated trying to find the right words. “Yes, this is new to me, it’s just that watching you it seems that your lost.”
‘A stranger in a strange land.’ He would have smirked at that if he had a mouth. ‘For Zekroms sake I’m afraid what I might find if I look out your window.’ He turned away from her facing the semi polished counter top. ‘some captain I am. By the legends only a few ours ago I was alive! At least,’ He paused just letting it sink in for himself. ‘I thought it was few hours ago.’
Coco tilted her head trying to process what the rather gentle voice in her head had claimed. “you, mean you’re a spirit inhabitation a sword and shield?”
‘I…suppose so mind you a doubt most noble spirits find themselves waking up as Aegislash I thought that state was supposed to be attained over time!’ He watched as the mare winced and realized his mistake. ‘sorry don’t think you appreciate someone screaming in your brain.’
“It’s, okay.” She collected her herself. “At least you apologize and mean it unlike some other mares I know.”
Reaching down Orion pulled up her quilt up onto her shoulder causing her smile. ‘I guess we should introduce ourselves. My name is Orion, Lord Captain of Lord N’s honor guard a adjunct section of the now defunct Team Plasma.’
“Coco Pommel I’m just a seamstress though I’m currently working as a costume designer.” Introductions finally made the two of them traded stories.
Listening to the supposedly dead man she realized he was quiet a lively person if not somewhat boastful. A trait that he explained was present in most of the honor guard shared as a whole. Though he did become introspective on how Plasma had splintered in those who followed and wanted to free creatures called Pokemon which he could now be counted among, while the other half wanted power the two factions breaking into shadow civil war. Though N didn’t lead them Orion believed in his heart the he would return. When the subject of Ghetsis came up Orion became cold and almost blood thirsty in tone sending a shiver up the mares spine. He quickly shifted gears to ask about her past and her land of Equuis
Now off the subject of his past Coco explained the Equestria was ruled by diarchy though for long time it had be ruled by a single immortal Mare. The concept of immortal beings not even phasing him as he considered that most legendaries where considered such. She explained to the best of abilities about the pony sisters and three tribes though she admitted she wasn’t a scholar by no means. Finally reaching to more recent history of her former history with Suri.
‘If I had met this Suri mare,’ He paused waiting to make sure he had used the right terminology to which she nodded. ‘I would have given her such a swatting!’
Coco giggled the image of Orion using his blades flat edge to swat Suri’s behind formed in her mind. “Now that I’d pay to see!” She poked him playfully with her hoof and found his shield surprisingly warm. “So do you think you’ll find your friends?”
His body tettered before righting itself from her playful poke. “My friends? You mean the rest of the Honor guard? I’ve, never really thought of them as friends, compatriots yes, but friends.”
“It’s just the way you talk about them,” She looked up at the ceiling wistfully. “Like an order of knights always having each others backs not matter your eccentricities or backgrounds. Kind of romantic if you get me.”
“well, I suppose the theme is there I mean I did hand select them out dozen possibly hundreds of possible members. That doesn’t mean there here with me or even near by I did appear inside closet.  I mean who starts there journey inside a closet? Not the most dignified entrance if you ask me.”
That caused Coco to giggle. “True it’s not the most dignified entrance in the world. Then again we aren’t writing an epic.”
‘We?’
“Of course, I am coming.” She unwrapped the quilt. “I’ve already finished my current project and can have it delivered to the theatre. They have my designs and few seamstresses to make adjustments, I also due to take some vacation time anyway.”  Stepping up from the couch she draped it across the back. “Besides it was my closet you came out of, so I’m not getting left behind.”
‘And I have no money or nor do I know the layout of your lands.’
“Yep,”
He couldn't help it they had crept up on him, he started to laugh a loud boisterous laugh. “Aeaeaeae!”

			Author's Notes: 
There it is the beginning of beautiful friendship! Well we can only hope as Arceus might just want to flatten the lot of them!


	
		Chapter 2



Greenback was not a happy pony as anyone could tell as he sipped on his soup, the aroma of tomato doing nothing for his mood. One of those things was pulling on his tail causing a knee jerk reaction from the light green earth pony. Bucked the creature sending the trash bag with legs sprawling the Saddle Arabian carpet.
One of the house maids quickly used her magic to collect the creature, visibly flinching as she saw that it had stained the carpet. “Sir the carpet,”
He had to try not to grit his teeth, a task made all the more monumental considering the day he had been having. “Replace it!” It was hard not to hear the growl in the normally calm earth pony. “I want the mansion gutted! Everything they’ve touched replaced!” As he approached the finely crafted oak doors that would lead him to his carriage he turned back. “I want it done by the time a return or else!” 
The maid winced as he slammed the door behind him before looking down at the creature. “It’s not your fault, he not always so angry.” Angel Dust sighed  as she heard the creature say one word.
“Trub?”
The unicorn mare shook head once again feeling like she was making excuses. “Your probably right.” Giving up hope of understanding the creature she used her magic to lift a whistle to her limps. Taking a deep breathe she blew on it summoning the staff of twenty ponies sixteen of which where maids with the remaining four being butlers only one missing where the carriage drivers not that it matter if they where there or not. “Alright everyone we need to clear out,” She looked at the creature now free of her magic trying to find the right word. “The creatures and transport them somewhere out of the way. Lostlorn you and Seedy will be pulling the sky carriage transporting the creatures.” The two bat ponies whinnied something the master of the house wouldn't have if he was there, key words being if he was there. “The master also wants all the damaged goods replaced by tonight.”
Greenback walked down the steps of his estate and once again was disgusted by the sight of purple rat creatures running across his cobblestone path. “horrible creatures.”  Thankfully he didn’t have to wait long as to rather rushed stallions pulled a carriage to halt in front of him nearly trampling the purple rodents causing them to hiss.
“Sorry Mister Back,” tumbling from the top of the sealed carriage the lanky stallion stumbling over his own hooves. “Miss Moro Orange and her uh assistant are.”
“Move aside boy!” While it was anger in his voice as he shoved the young stallion aside he couldn't help but, feel a deep sense of dread as he opened the door stepping into the carriage. Even before he could get comfortable the door slammed and locked behind him almost hitting him right on the rear. “Madam Orange, Miss Slit it is always pleasure.”
“yah don’t have ta be so formal with me sugarcube,” Moro Orange tilted her head sideways to get a better view or the stallion while her body rested comfortably in the lap of one Ruby Slit. “Taint like I’m gonna hurt yah.”
A rather cold chill ran down his spine it wasn't from the weather. No, while most of the manehatten upper crust would fall for the country drawl he knew better. Even as he watched Ruby use her magic to brush the so called country mares blonde mane some would even confuse her for her half cousin in ponyville if it weren't for the eyes. The dreadful red eyes much the same color as the orange fruit she took her name from, the eyes that looked at you like you where nothing. “Uh, morning.” He nearly jumped out of his seat when felt the carriage jolt foreword at a leisurely pace. Then he saw it a creature like the others that had invaded his home. 
Moro smirked as she saw his reaction knowing full well his dislike of things that weren’t normal, a stallion that would happily live his life in a box if it was perfectly clean. “Taint she a pretty one?” She brushed her hoof against the oversized, for the Skitty not, white Stetson and object she normally wore on her own head. “I know she’s girl, cause aye checked.”
Had anyone in the carriage understood  pokemon they would have heard the feline pokemon happily chanting she had a hat bobbing her head occasionally causing it to fall foreword removing her vision. When that happened Moro would fix it again smirking at Greenback. 
Ruby for her part sat cradling her mistresses head in her lap her red magic running a brush through Moro’s locks. If anyone saw her face that would have thought it was impassive but, underneath where only mistress saw was a deep wellspring of affection for the mare that had taken a back alley rat in. “Upon observation they appear to be somewhat confused.”
“bah, they’re nothing but, invaders disgusting creatures.” The half lidded look Moro gave him was more than enough to send another chill down his spine.
“these varmints taint to bad,” Moro nuzzled the Skitty causing her to chatter happily. “Think’n bout introducing mah niece to one. If she aint met one yet.” Closing her eyes she allows Ruby to begin brushing her tail. “Now ’bout that bank loan.”
“oh yes, that.” Greenback looks back and forth silently wondering if he could take a flying leap out the window. “With the current market growths.”
“Yah stall’n.”
“Yes, um.” Did he just admit that? “well you see, all the paperwork is in my office…I was so worked up this morning that I didn’t get a chance to.”
Moro shushed him nuzzling her cheek against Ruby’s belly had anyone noticed they would have a ghost of a smile the mares face. “Hush sugarcube, aint like I’m in rush or any such matter. Just making sure mah assets are in order. Don’t won’t noth’n slip’n through yah hear? Don’t wanna end up like miss Bags right?”
“She was pretty one wasn’t she mistress?”
Greenback sucked in as much air as could in his lungs. “Yes, she was.” Everyone at the bank remembered Big Bags the former personal banker for Moro. After simple book keeping mistake she’d been fired and Moro had arranged discretely for the poor girl to be blacklisted. Then she disappeared about the same time as the invasion by changelings in Canterlot.
Moro half smiled at his answer finding his reaction to be priceless and shook her head knowing that the so called miss Bags was just fine. Carabid was safely tucked away hidden in her staff under a new identity, Big Bags, just a terrible name even for a changeling incognito. “Now on tah more important matters,” She smile almost became sad. “Any news on my more personal project?”
Greenback sighed hearing the mare drop her country accent in favor of what could be considered far more normal. “I’m afraid not, neither Buck, or Rook have deemed to contact me…” He paused trying words his next words carefully. “Moro, Blood….there’s a good chance we will never find her with things even more chaotic now she just might be.”
“Finish that sentence Green,” Moro glared at him a cold hard stare which would terrify most Greenback included. “I will break your jaw and show you what a pair of cement shoes feel like at the bottom of the sound!”
Ruby cooed softly stroking her mistress’s side and saw that pink cat thing was nuzzling Moro’s cheek. “Ease yourself mistress, Buck and Rook may be imbeciles there is no doubting that, but they can succeed even at the seemingly impossible.”
Moro orange allowed the agitation flow from her body pushing it down till she mentally whipped it away with her tail. “Quiet right.” She nuzzled the Skitty. “They aren’t the most punctual gryphons they do get the job done though.”
00oo00oo00
Saddle Arabia an old nation, a land deeply steeped in tradition and to top it off it’s hot and not in the good way a tropical island would be. That was a lesson that a pair of gryphons named Talon and Prongs where learning the hard way as they flew through the air. Trying very hard to stay aloft in the very dry air with little to no shade. 
“Prongs,” Talon whined as he  flapped his wings trying to stay aloft. “We make cloud cover?”
“Shut up” Prongs groaned out. “You want to attract there attention?”
“So hot…” 
“Complaining about it won’t get us anywhere useful.” Prongs adjusted his ash gray wings straightening his flight path. “Besides I can see an oasis near by. As long as wee manage to keep our heads low while we search we should be fine.” 
“I wanna get drunk then.”
“Horse apples Talon we not here on a tour of drinking establishments! We’re here to find a little filly.” He snapped his talon. “yes I how that sounded so don’t,” He glared at Prongs. “Just don’t.” He looked ahead his sharp eagles eyes scanning the landscape. “If we don’t find Tangerine Dream, Miss Orange gonna have our heads!”

“hehe, filly chaser.” Talon snickered

“That’s it! I’m tearing feathers!” Prong quickly adjusted his flight path colliding with Talon and began to use his claws to tear out feathers. Talon wasn’t idle either throwing insults at him and using the but of his sword to concuss his fellow gryphon. “Stupid stupid!” As the two gryphon’s continued to struggled neither noticed that they where quickly loosing altitude and nor did they notice the sands coming up to greet them. 
Bronzbones lashed his whip at the latest crop so kindly provided by the Hyena dogs of zebrica. Most of them where runts an wouldn’t make it a month of hard labor, though the conscripts though they would make good in the pits nicely muscled. “Faster!”
Ole Gurk growled as the whip lashed at his back tearing out another strip of fur giving him incentive to pull harder. “stupid bull me crush latter…” The other dog beside him whimpered as taking another lash causing another low growl to imitate from the old dog. “just a pup…” He took a spear to the side forcing him to look foreword. “stupid big ponies…”
Bronzbones chuckled at his saddle Arabian escorts, “Thanks’ for assist boys gotta keep the big ones in line.” 
One of the guards snorted and gave ole Gurk’s side another stab not enough to pierce just a friendly reminder. Looking foreword he spotted a number of young foals in chains riding in the back of a covered wagon, most where sobbing others, they understood and only looked at the floor. The guard soon looked down as well while he didn’t like it he wasn’t about to stop it either.
“no taste for slaves.” Gurk only let out horrible barking laugh even as the guard stabbed him again. “You ponies think so better.” He didn’t mind the lashes as bronz lashed at him again causing a grin. He knew full well that while publicly most if not all the lands of equis stopped the practice in private was another matter entirely, there was always some noble looking for another house servant, or some hard labor and those markets dryied up there always a favorite blood sport. His laughter continued as he thought on all these things even as he was lashed. “ponie think civilized still animals…”
Bronz sneered as delivered a series of lashes to back of the beast the was pulling his cart. “Silence! You won’t be laughing so hard once your in one of the pits!” 
The guard turned his head toward Bronzbones. “there’s oasis not far from here we can resupply our water there.”
“Fine,” Bronzbones slumped on the bench resting his whip resting on his legs. “Your feeding the parasites.” He aimed his whips handle at the wagon holding the foals. “Can’t have the product dieing on us can we?”
The oasis a boon to any traveler in the desert especially in climates liken to Zebrica and Saddle Arabia sometimes they where small lasting barely a month while others could be size of small lake and last for months. In this case he was between those two a small grove surrounding a pool of water on three sides. This grove though was far from unoccupied. For resting in the shade of rock was creature that bore a strong resemblance of a panda. “Not the place I was before.” He was a Pangoro who was currently looking at his reflection in a pond. “Nor the face I remember.” he ran his fingers across his chin finding old scars still present under the thick fur. 
There was snort coming from the waters edge as another being rested not in the shade alone. “Atleast you’re nearly the same height as you where before.”
“don’t be that way Eva where ever we are it distinct possibility that the others are near by.” the panda pokemon looked into the grove with his squinted eyes. “You can come out.”
A figure pushed it’s way out of the foliage to reveal itself as Marowack with distinctive crack through the center of the skull mask. “Is that you boss man?”
“boss man? Heh.” The panda pokemon smirked standing his full height to face the bone wielder. “I never thought you guys called me that.”
“It is! thank Arceus I was tired listening to the whimpering!” He pointed his bone club behind in the woods. “There terrified of him.” He pointed his club to the top of the rock at figure sitting crossed legged at it’s top. “They feel it, something they know isn’t right him.”
The panda pokemon looked up at the figure at the top of the rock and nodded. “Yeah I can sense it now too well it’s more of smell, slash feeling.”
Eva groaned snapping her head mouth at back of the panda pokemon’s back. “enough Gordon your scaring the locals.” The mawile then looked up at the figure on the rock. “Gouki get you hide down here.”
The unique Sawk snapped his eyes open. “You may have changed into a pokemon Evangeline do not presume to command me.” He stood revealing his full figure as he stood in a dark gray karate gai the sleeves torn off, a set of grape fruit sized beads around his neck. “trouble is coming for us.”
“so it is you gouki,” A shiny Zorua  jumped up the Marowack’s back then onto his head. “Still the same bad attitude and only interest in growing stronger.”
Gouki tightened his tattered black belt before flipping off the rock. “Be wary Blu we are all the same now.”
Seeing that the Sawk wasn’t going to lash out immediately they came out of hiding in droves a group of pokemon ranging from the smallest rattata to a Kingler who sunk itself into the cool water. 
Gordon watched as a number of pokemon came to water  most getting a drink while others sank themselves into the water.  “Bones you have any idea where we are.”
Bones shook his head helping Blu back onto the ground. “I’d say we’re in Orre again but, I don’t see any of the familiar land marks. None of the others are here either, though I did see caravan on it’s way here…”
“friendly?”
“Decidedly not I saw…something, no other way to describe it, with a whip and it was using it.”
Gordon growled baring his teeth his eyes partially opening a his fist clenched. “Blu stay here for a bit Eva can you watch him?”
The mawile nodded. “Don’t do anything stupid Gordon,” She looked over at Blu who had decided to try climbing ontop of a graveler. “Blu get your shiny but over here.”
The shiny illusion fox sighed bound up to Eva’s side. “Hey where they going?”
“To do what the Honor Guard does best.”
“Make things blow up?”
Eva snorted holding back a laugh, it was true the Honor guard did have a habit of making thing explode most the time without warning.  “Okay the second thing we do best.”
Blu cocked his head sideways before climbing Eva‘s second mouth. “Beat people senseless?”
“Yes,”
Prongs and Talon popped there heads out of the sand that they had crashed into. “This your fault.” Talon whined as the axel of a cart rolled over head.
Prongs rolled his eyes and began digging himself out of the sand staying low the whole time. “Just shut up and follow me.” the gryphons quickly crawled out from under the wagon narrowly avoiding getting spotted.
Bronzbones watched out of the corner of his eye as something tumbled into the dunes. “you go find out what that was.”
“I am not yours command minotaur! You are guest in our country nothing more.”
He gave a snort and dark laugh as the guard gave such of curt response. “Oh, what ever will I do,” A twisted smile spread across Bronz’s face. “What ever will I do when I tell my patron  when I  tell them I lost product because someone didn’t go check.” The guard snorted angrily but, knew well enough of noose that might be around his neck he didn’t go look. “That’s a good boy.” Once again he rest his back against the thin cushion of his seat before getting angry sneer at the front most cart came to sudden halt. “What’s the hold up!”
Gordon popped his neck as he walked up to the bleating form of a goat that somewhat reminded him of a Gogoat. “Hello there.” Reaching out he grabbed the neck of the creature it’s bleating growing desprate. “I have one question simple one is this a slave caravan.” He brought the goat nose to nose him the goat gave a soft whimper. “No good answer?”
“These creatures may not understand us…though some of them look like Ponyta and Rapidash…” The pony at the front of the cart whimpered under the sawk’s gaze especially sesne it was Gouki who had cold cocked one of the guards into lalaland.
“Hey might be right boss man.” Bones hopped up onto the brass the held the ponies into the place examining them. “Your Pokemon now not like humans understood our speech.”
“There was always Master N.” Gordon delivered his rebutle tossing the goat like a sack of potatoes into wagon with the slaves. “He’s seemed to understand you well enough.”
Bones slammed his club down smashing threw the brace holding the ponies to wagon. “In a word boss,” He snapped the chain holding them to the wagon though they where still tethered to each other. “Creepy, I always found him Creepy…” 
“Shut your mouth.” Gordon half chuckled as he used his claws to cut away the tarp and for his efforts got a whip to his shoulder. “I think I found the ring leader…”
“You blasted beasts! You think you can attack my caravan and take my product.” With each word Bronzbones swung his whip at the panda who seemingly just stood and took it. He didn’t notice as Gordon’s eyes  opened there orange staring at the minotaur.
Each lash to his body sparked something inside the former human, something he long buried, something primal till he could take no more. Reaching out he grabbed the beasts whip hand and twisted until there was a snap then drawing from deep in his gut he opened his mouth and roared. Drawing back his fist his smashed it into the gut of the minotaur not realizing his fist had been glowing. “Honor Guard!” He roared back at Gouki and Bones. “Break Stuff!” Then all hell broke loose.
Talon and Prongs lopped across the sands as the saddle Arabian guard gave chase wielding his spear ordering them to stop.  Talon stopped giving a grin that only grypons and other birds of prey could pull off without any trouble. “Shall we Prongs.”
Prongs smirked grabbing the pommel of his sword. “Lets.” The two Grypons gave a battle cry and attacked.
00oo00oo00
Deep in the everfree and far from the hall of legends there was a tangled growth a trees a perfect place to hide as the roots of the trees formed a natural nook. A small group rested in this bastion of this nook a small fire into a dug pit glowing. “She’s hurt…” 
“Not likely that one strikes me as a what’s the word?” A female voice spoke leaning foreword tapping a few ashes from her long pipe. “A mare yes, that can take care of herself and was even before we got here.” 
A blue glow surrounded the pipe snagging it away from Goodra before snapping it and throwing it into the fire. “I am…aware…” Gallade sat back against the roots hding his face in the shadows best he could. “Lex could you…”
The Goodra nonplussed by the lose of her pipe leaned back looking at the Escaviler who shook one of his lances. “I’m sorry Lord N but, I feel it’s best wait here with Madam Sophie.”
He didn’t like it he was wondering soul at heart but, he understood. “we’re strangers in a strange land so we should rely on them.” It was strange to N though as he remembered what had recently happened the last thing being with one of legends then the next he was waking up in the body of pokemon. After the initial shock had worn off he feared he had taken over the body of some poor Gallade and would have given it back.
Then he met her and found himself strangely drawn to her and dare he say it attracted to her and her bitter soul. Once a line of communication had been established he made his concerns known and much to his relieve and bewilderment she confirmed it was his body. That and she had used something called magic to asserter this. Magic, now there was something he didn’t understand, something he thought was only in the stories Laurence told him and to find the real thing. He was drawn from his thoughts as he heard the sound of hoof beats.
She panted as she came to grove of trees that she had made her temporary home. “We have to leave now!”
N and his companions crawled out of the nook and once again he was struck with how much she reminded him of rapidash with how her mane moved. “Are you sure Tristia.”
Her ebony horn glowed pulling up her hood which had fallen in her gallop. “Of course I am, I saw some strange creature how do I put this?” She looked back and forth. “Purify a portion of the Everfree! Not even my sister and I where able to do that to such a scale without the forest itself fighting us! And as to you boy it’s Tristia somnia” Reaching out with her magic she choked the fire in the nook before covering it in dirt. “Now quickly we must go.” 
Madam Sophie watched as everyone got ready to leave with the one exception of one. “N, my dear boy?”
N didn't know why but, he felt something pulling him, something familiar and strong. “Sorry I think…I’ll come back here.”
Tristia saw this drew up the creature in her magic. “we leave now! If what I think is about to happen happens then there will be a backlash and I do not want to be here when it happens. And avoid the damnable blue flowers!” 
00oo00oo00
Orion hovered at the window having been left behind by his erstwhile roommate while she went off to work.  He couldn’t blame her he doubted ponies would react well to floating sword let alone one as large as he. He watched as small flock of pidgey fluttered by seemingly undeterred by there new surroundings. “Off we are on new adventure the honor guard scattered to the winds. Some of us beasts, others courtesans, all strong we will gather again, Gordon, Elle, Sophie, Evangeline, Dexter and myself how will we adjust to being in our new forms. The gladiator, the spy, the courtesans, the hex artist, the psychic, and the swords man. We are the beginning of a bad joke.”
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