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Thunderlane, a simple soldier in the royal guard, has been reassigned to Avenger's Mansion at the behest of Princess Luna to act as liaison between them and the growing paramilitary group known as S.H.I.E.L.D.
From this new position, Thunderlane will make powerful friends, face powerful enemies and realize his destiny as the second armored Avenger... The War Machine!
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		Chapter 1



"There was a time when we were Equestria's protectors. When we were the heroes they would look towards in times of peril." ranted the royal guard known as Bullhorn.
The other guards in Canterlot's castle barracks paid him no mind; they all heard this rant before.
"It was bad enough when the Elements of Harmony came around but now we got all these... mutants putting on costumes and calling themselves heroes." Bullhorn said.
"I believe the politically correct term is 'Meta-Ponies'." said Thunderlane. Bullhorn looked at young sergeant who was currently lazing about in his cot, not a care in the world.
"All I'm saying is that whenever a major threat comes to Equestria, what do we do to stop it? Absolutely nothing, that's what! The royal guard used to mean something but now, everypony treats us like a joke." Bullhorn said. He didn't care if nopony was listening to him. Sometimes just airing out these issues was enough. "They think we just stand around with stern faces. And the worst of it is: They're right!"
Thunderlane got up from his cot and looked his fellow sergeant dead in the eye. "I don't know if you realize Bullhorn, but that's a good thing."
Bullhorn looked at the black Pegasus in shock, even the other guards were somewhat confused by Thunderlane's statement. However much they didn't care how the public viewed them, they at least agreed with Bullhorn that 'useless' was perhaps not the best term to describe an entire kingdom's peace keepers.
Thunderlane saw the looks he was getting and decided to elaborate. "We, as the royal guards, made an oath to safeguard and protect Equestria." Thunderlane looked to his left then his right. "From what I see, Equestria is safe which means were doing our job just fine."
Bullhorn simply waved his hoof at Thunderlane's words, as though swatting an annoying fly. "That's precisely my point. We're not doing our jobs. It's the superheroes who are taking all the glory."
"So? Who cares who gets the glory? Who cares who's called a hero? It's the safety of the kingdom that matters, Bullhorn."
"B-But...” Bullhorn muttered
"If danger comes, I will take up my lance and fight with all my might to protect my home. But if I fall, then I can at least take comfort in knowing Equestria is in safe hooves, those of the Elements of Harmony and the Avengers." Thunderlane said. Getting into the moment, he grabbed a mug and raised it in a mock toast.
"Whatever the citizens of Equestria call us, we know we are the true protectors of this great kingdom. Not because they call us heroes, but because we will always pick up the lance and we will always protect it." It was only after he took a swig from his mug that he realized he had toasted with an empty cup, though he didn't let that ruin his fancy speech. The other guards’ reaction ranged from simple nods to a single, unenthusiastic clap. Not quite the hearty 'Hear, Hear' Thunderlane hoped for, but it was more than what Bullhorn's tirade got. With a defeated sigh, the green unicorn sergeant trudged past his fellow guards out of the barracks.
The other guards quickly went back to whatever they were doing before Bullhorn climbed on top of his soapbox. Thunderlane was just about to head out for patrols when he was stopped by a pony wearing a royal messenger's crest.
"I'm looking for a Sergeant Thunderlane?" The messenger asked.
"That would be me. What do you need?"
"I'm supposed to inform you that Princess Luna requests a meeting with you at your earliest convenience."
A few of the younger, lower ranked guards began muttering 'ooooh’s as if Thunderlane was a foal being called to the principal's office but were quickly silenced by the looks their superiors shot at them.
Thunderlane, however, was too confused to pay them any mind.
"Princess... Luna? But... I'm not a Lunar Guard. Shouldn't I be reporting to Princess Celestia?"
The messenger merely shrugged. "All I know is that she asked for you specifically." He turned to leave but not without saying one last thing. "Lunar Guard or not, this is a summons from one of the princesses. I highly suggest you do not ignore it."
With that, the messenger left as quickly as he came, leaving an even more confused Thunderlane.
----------------------------------------------------------------
It required asking the staff for directions, but Thunderlane now stood before the doors to Princess Luna's personal quarters. He never had much reason to bother the princess of the night so he honestly did not know where she lived within the castle.
She wasn't exactly the most social pony.
This confused Thunderlane even more. Why ask for him specifically? It couldn't be about his military record, there was absolutely nothing extraordinary about it, good or bad.
Deciding he wouldn't get any answers from standing in front of a door, Thunderlane raised a hoof and gave the door a solid knock.
"You may enter." A smooth, yet stern voice said from inside.
Thunderlane puffed his chest out and put on his best 'serious guard' face, one he perfected by practicing in front of his mirror every morning. As he walked through the door, he saw the princess of the night sitting at a desk on the far side of the room. She was perusing a collection of files that were obviously of some importance. Thunderlane couldn't make out the words but he could see pictures of some instantly recognizable ponies, namely the Avengers.
When Luna looked up from these files and saw who was at her door, she gave a slight smile before putting the files away in a manila folder. Thunderlane noticed the only identification on the folder was an unfamiliar symbol of an eagle with a shield over its breast.
"Sergeant Thunderlane, I'm glad you could make it. I'm sure you're curious as to why I called you here?"
Thunderlane merely nodded, trying to be as professional as he could.
"Simply put, you're being reassigned." Luna said.
Thunderlane's 'serious' face cracked a bit as he heard this. "Reassigned ma'am? To where? Uh... If I may ask?"
Luna merely nodded. "I'm sure you’re familiar with the Avengers?"
"Of course, who wouldn't be?" Thunderlane said, still not quite sure what Luna was trying to say.
"You should know that since the defeat of Loki, they are no longer the only form of meta-pony protection in Equestria." Luna said.
She grasped the manila folder containing the files of the Avengers, pointing at the strange symbol Thunderlane noticed earlier. "The Avengers are good at what they do. There is no doubt about that. But, to be perfectly frank, they are a far cry away from an actual military. So for issues involving meta-ponies that require a more... professional touch, I've been recruiting exceptional ponies within our royal and lunar guard to form a paramilitary group known as S.H.I.E.L.D." Luna said, giving Thunderlane a second to absorb this information.
"S.H.I.E.L.D. Ma'am?"
"Special Hazard Intervention Espionage and Logistics Directorate."
Thunderlane blinked. "Wow... You were really desperate to have that acronym spell out shield, weren't you?"
One glare from Luna told Thunderlane that was probably the wrong move. Luna’s glare softened as she sighed. “Joke if you wish Sergeant, but S.H.I.E.L.D. has already done much in preparing Equestria for…” Her voice faltered a little. Thunderlane could see she was having trouble coming up with the proper words.
She sighed once again. “I’m sure you remember the Red Skull. The member of Loki’s Dark Avengers meant to neutralize Captain Equestria?” Thunderlane nodded and Luna continued. “Sad to say, and this isn’t common knowledge to the citizens of Equestria, he managed to escape not long after Loki was defeated and returned to Germaney. I had attempted to send a squad of guards to recapture him, with the Avengers to back them up if needed, but the ruling government of Germaney ordered a cease and desist.”
Thunderlane raised an eyebrow at this. “Why? Germaney and Equestria have been allies ever since our war with them. If they had a dangerous supervillain hiding in their country, wouldn’t they want our help flushing him out?”
Luna nodded but her face remained just as somber. “Which is exactly why I sent S.H.I.E.L.D. agents to perform… undercover work.” A quick flash of shame crossed Luna’s face but it was gone almost as quickly as it appeared. “S.H.I.E.L.D.  is technically not recognized as a part of our military and if they were captured, we could disavow any knowledge of them.”
“This is something we couldn’t do with the Avengers. They’re well known public heroes. They’re great for internal threats like supervillains and such but for high-risk stealth ops into foreign countries they would just attract too much attention.”
As she said this, her horn glowed as she magically grabbed yet another folder. This one containing the image of a black skull with what looked like octopus tentacles sprouting out of its base.
“Turns out, we were right to send S.H.I.E.L.D. agents to investigate. They discovered that, before the Red Skull was recruited for the Dark Avengers, he was the leader of a terrorist cell called Hydra. While Hydra’s existence is largely kept a secret from Germaney, the Red Skull has more than a few leaders in the country’s government protecting him.”
Thunderlane was beginning to see where Luna was going with this. If the Red Skull did in fact have political protection within his country then the Avengers couldn’t just go barging in. To do so could be seen by the Germaney government, and not just the ones in the Red Skulls pocket, as an act of war.
And they already had one too many wars with Germaney.
He was about to ask more about this threat when something else crossed his mind.
"Wait, if S.H.I.E.L.D. is supposed to be a bunch of... super-spies then why contact me? I don't think I'm 'exceptional' enough to qualify."
Luna merely raised a hoof. "I apologize for the confusion but I am not offering you a position within S.H.I.E.L.D, at least not directly."
Luna walked away from her desk to an open window, turning her back to Thunderlane. He could tell she was uncomfortable with whatever she was going to say next.
"Let's just say that, thus far, the relationship between S.H.I.E.L.D. and the Avengers has been... rocky at best."
Thunderlane realized almost immediately what Luna was saying. "Understandable. Military organizations tend to enjoy absolute control over their field. If they have to share the field with another group, then it's essential they play by the rules." Despite himself, Thunderlane gave Luna a slight smirk. "But the Avengers are made up of a farm pony, a prince, a performer and one actual soldier who’s way more comfortable in spandex than armor. Essentially: civilians."
Luna sighed and nodded. "And if there is one thing civilians can't stand, it's the big bad government telling them what to do."
She turned her gaze back towards Thunderlane. "But both the Avengers and S.H.I.E.L.D. are far too valuable to Equestria's safety to risk any animosity between the two groups to escalate any further."
"So, effective immediately, you will be reassigned to Avenger's Mansion to act as their personal liaison to S.H.I.E.L.D."
That came as a shock to the sergeant. "You want me to be their... mailpony?"
"Nothing so simple. As you said: your military record is not exceptional enough to count yourself among S.H.I.E.L.D.'s numbers but your psychological profile is a different story."
Thunderlane scoffed. "You’re choosing me as a liaison because of my sunny disposition?"
Luna nodded. "Essentially, yes." Her horn shone in a dark navy while the same magical miasma gripped one of the drawers in her desk. Yet another official looking file was pulled out and, as it made its way to Luna, Thunderlane saw a copy of his own profile picture back when he was first inducted into the royal guard.
Luna held the file in front of her as she began to pace between her desk and the window. "You are a capable guard and so you are familiar with military needs and basic protocol." She lowered the file to look directly at the black pegasus, a small smile escaping from her. "But you have also been quite vocal on the needs of the common pony and the necessity of outside protection. Simply put Thunderlane, you recognize the need Equestria has for both parties and thus would act as a preferred middle stallion for the Avengers and S.H.I.E.L.D."
Thunderlane took a second to grasp all of what the princess was saying. On paper, it seemed like a noble idea. Equestria, quite frankly, needs military protection. But when a military is given too much power, it tends to make civilians nervous. And given that the Avengers are essentially an incredibly powerful civilian militia, such nervousness could cause a disastrous amount of civil unrest within Equestria.
"What exactly would I be doing as their liaison?" Thunderlane asked.
Luna smiled, knowing that the Sergeant’s response was two steps away from an outright acceptance of the position. “You will attend to any and all problems the Avengers may have with the practices of S.H.I.E.L.D. It will be your duty to alleviate any of their concerns and act as a voice for S.H.I.E.L.D. to better cooperation between the two groups.”Luna used her magic to levitate the manila folder containing the files on each member of the Avengers to Thunderlane who tucked it under his wing. “In essence, I want you to use your ‘sunny disposition’ to help the Avengers understand that we are allies.”
Thunderlane looked at the princess of the night, then to the folder under his wing, then back to the princess before giving his answer. “Understood your highness. I’ll be sure to carry out these duties to the best of my abilities.”
“Remember when you used to be that serious?” A feminine voice suddenly spoke behind Thunderlane.  
Turning around to see who had just entered Luna’s chambers he saw two ponies, a tan-colored unicorn stallion and a black earth pony mare with a curly red mane, walk through the door with smirks on their faces. Both ponies were wearing incredibly bizarre outfits that covered their cutie marks. The stallion was adorned in a violet and blue leather cuirass and hood. An ornate blackwood bow and a quiver of arrows were strapped along his back.
The mare had an even stranger attire. She wore a skintight black bodysuit that had a crimson red hourglass on its chest. Thunderlane also noticed strange bracelet-like devices wrapped around each of her forehooves.
The first thing that came across Thunderlane’s mind was that they looked like superheroes. Yet as a member of the guard, Thunderlane was required to memorize every registered mut… meta-pony and he had no idea who these two were.
“Ah, I’m glad you two could make it in such short notice.” Luna said, giving a friendly smile to the two newcomers before turning her attention back to Thunderlane.
“Sergeant, I’d like introduce you to two of S.H.I.E.L.D.’s first agents. You wouldn’t know their real names and that’s how I would like to keep it. So, during any and all business with them related to S.H.I.E.L.D., I would prefer it if you would use their code-names: Hawkeye and Black Widow.”
The stallion, who Thunderlane assumed was Hawkeye, gave a nod to the pegasus guard. “We’re to act as your contacts in S.H.I.E.L.D.. Any time you, or the Avengers for that matter, have any questions or need information on our organization, we’ll be happy to provide it.” He held up his hoof as a smirk found its way on his face. “Non-classified information of course.”
Black Widow raised her left forehoof up before pressing a button on the yellow device adorning it with her right forehoof. The device gave a short hiss as a compartment opened up revealing a small thin stick-like gadget. She picked up the device with her mouth before dropping it in the folder still tucked in Thunderlane’s wing.
“That is a communication device. Should you need to contact us, press the button on the top to call us. If it blinks red, that means Hawkeye and I are currently… indisposed.”
It was very faint, but Thunderlane did notice the mare had a bit of an accent to her voice. He couldn’t quite place it though.
“Indisposed?” Thunderlane said, lifting an eyebrow.
Hawkeye nodded. “We’re still active S.H.I.E.L.D. agents. We’ll be on missions more often than not so we may not be able to return your calls all the time. If the light does blink red, wait about…” The archer turned to his partner. “What do you think? Half-hour maybe?”
Black Widow thought for a second. “I’d say twenty minutes tops.”
Hawkeye turned back to Thunderlane. “Wait twenty minutes. That should give us enough time to finish whatever mission we’re on.
Luna nodded, happy the arrangement was going so smoothly. “Sad to say agents, I’m afraid you’re leaving for one of these missions now. I arranged for you two to be temporarily transferred to General Thunderbolt’s Hulk-Buster unit.”
All color seemed to vanish from the Hawkeye’s face as Black Widow raised an eyebrow but otherwise kept an emotionless mask. “Wait. Hulk? As in THE Hulk!?’ Thunderlane said, turning to the visibly terrified Hawkeye.
“Uh… Yeah…” he rubbed the back of his neck. “On second thought, this mission might take us awhile.”
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
S.H.I.E.L.D. OFFICIAL DOCUMENTS
From the desk of Director Luna
Subject: Avengers Dossiers
---
Name: Caramel
Code-name: Captain Equestria
Powers and abilities: Super-pony strength, durability, agility and reflexes. Natural earth-pony passive magic ability to ‘enrich the land’ mutated into full-blown florakinesis. Highly trained combatant utilizing unique fighting style that incorporates vibranium shield. (See Wakanda-Equestria relations: Vibranium Importing).
Personal notes: Subject shows a great desire to help those in need. Sees himself as a ‘symbol of our nation’. Naiveté could be considered a weakness. Strong moral compass.
---
Name: Macintosh ‘Big Mac’ Apple
Code-name: Thor
Powers and abilities: Alicorn status allows for greater strength and flight-speed. Near invulnerability. Magic hammer ‘Mjolnir’ capable of manipulating the weather and generating massive amounts of electricity. It is also very heavy.
Personal notes: Concerning Macintosh Apple, very unassuming and quiet. This changes drastically when converting to the ‘Thor’ persona. Very boisterous and regal in demeanor. Has taken the role of leader among the Avengers.
---
Name: Spitfire
Code-name: Firestar
Powers and abilities: Experience as an acrobat and racer gives very impressive flying capabilities. Is able to generate and manipulate fire and heat. Is immune to fire. Has access to prophetic visions that appear at random.
Personal notes: Very cocksure and headstrong, as expected due to ‘Wonderbolt’ background. Usually the first one to charge into a fight.
---
Name: Prince Blueblood
Code-name: Iron Pony
Powers and abilities: Possesses super-pony intelligence, particularly in terms of technology. Has low-level passive technopathy. Access to a number of self-built ‘Power Armors’ designated Iron Pony armors. Each armor has specific abilities for specific occasions. Basic ‘MkII Armor’ possesses repulsor beams located underneath hooves and mounted on the shoulders, both for combat and flight, as well as a barrier shield.
Personal notes: Feels a sense of guilt due to boorish and rude attitude and lifestyle before mutation. Most actions as a member of the Avengers are fueled by a desire to ‘redeem himself’.
IMPORTANT: Make a note that one of your active assignments while acting as liaison will be to convince Blueblood to allow S.H.I.E.L.D. to use his technology to mass-produce Iron Pony armor. States that the reason against this is because ‘we will just make weapons out of them.’ Help him understand that it’s for the protection of Equestria.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Thunderlane was given a royal escort to Avenger’s Mansion by carriage drawn by two pegasus guards, obviously miffed at the special treatment he was being given.
It seemed rather pointless to Thunderlane seeing as how he could just fly to the mansion himself, but the carriage ride did give him the opportunity to read up on his new charges.
The note at the end of Blueblood’s dossier caught Thunderlane’s attention. If Thunderlane understood the civilian mindset as well as he thought he did, than it would be a simple matter of explaining to Blueblood that he’s using the armor as a weapon himself and that, with S.H.I.E.L.D.S. resources, they can do a lot more good than harm.
After an hour or two of flying, the carriage stopped in front of the massive ornate doors of the mansion. Thunderlane grabbed his single suitcase, seeing as this was little more than a desk job he didn’t really need his armor and lance, gave a quick ‘thanks’ to his entourage and stepped through the door.
Thunderlane was taken aback by just how extravagant and pristine the main entryway was. The floor was made with gilded marble and stone columns supported a beautifully painted ceiling. Thunderlane reminded himself the Avengers did have prince in their ranks. No doubt his deep, royal pockets funded their group and their base.
Suddenly the ground shook from underneath him. Thunderlane reacted quickly to the sudden earthquake, keeping his balance and spreading his hooves apart. When the shaking had subsided, Thunderlane noticed that a potted plant perched on a small table was threatening to crash to floor.
With a lunge, Thunderlane managed to grab the pot just before it shattered all over the floor.
“Oh goody.” A bored voice said behind him. “One less mess for me to clean.”
Thunderlane turned his head, still lying on the floor with the pot in his hooves, to see an elderly gray earth pony in a dapper tuxedo. Thunderlane chuckled embarrassingly before placing the plant back on its perch. Dusting himself off, he extended a hoof to what he assumed was a butler.
“Hello, I’m Thunderlane. I’m the Avengers new liaison to S.H.I.E.L.D.” Rather than return the former guard’s hoofshake, the gray earth pony merely bowed slightly.
“Greetings sir, I am Feather Dust. I am the mansion’s caretaker.” The butler said. Thunderlane smiled awkwardly as he put his hoof down. “Nice to meet you Feather Dust,” Thunderlane said.
Thunderlane wondered what else he could say to un-awkward this meeting but it seemed Feather Dust wasn’t going to let him come up with anything. “If you’ll pardon me sir, I’m sure another potted plant somewhere else in the mansion did not fare so well.” With that, the butler turned his back to Thunderlane and walked away, his nose held high.
“You’ll have to excuse Feather Dust, his work doesn’t allow him much time to socialize.” A smooth voiced said from a now open door. Looking at the direction of the voice, Thunderlane spotted a pure white unicorn with a long golden mane. Thunderlane’s first thought is that he might have looked very regal had he not been covered in motor oil.
“Prince… Blueblood?” Needless to say, aside from the dignified way he carried himself, the white unicorn looked nothing like a prince. He was wearing a messy black t-shirt, his hair was completely disheveled and of course there were the aforementioned black spots of oil adorning his coat.
But there was still a sense of aristocracy from him. His posture, his paparazzi smile and his regal tone all betrayed his grungy appearance.
The prince gave a slight nod to the increasingly confused pegasus. “Indeed I am. I apologize for that little shake earlier, I was working on something in my lab and…” Blueblood bit his lip as he looked away embarrassed. “Well, let’s just say I’m going to have to go back to the drawing board.”
His face brightened as he turned back to Thunderlane. “You are our new liaison, correct?” Thunderlane nodded. “Then allow me to officially be the first to welcome you to Avenger’s Mansion. Would you like the tour?” Blueblood said with a friendly smile.
Thunderlane allowed a small smile himself. If the other Avengers were as amiable of Blueblood, this job was going to be easier than he thought.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
“In other words Sergeant Bullhorn, I can think of nopony better to show off the armor’s capabilities to S.H.I.E.L.D.”
Bullhorn silently munched on the peanuts offered him. “I thought all these newfangled ‘droids’ or whatever worked themselves.”
Steel Hammer, CEO of the megacorporation Hammer Industries, sighed at the simplicity of this military buffoon. “The Eq-Droids are fully automated, yes. But the higher-end armors need actual pilots to handle all the minute subroutines and applications. For all the astounding progress we’ve made into robotics technology these past few years, there is still no computer more advanced than a pony’s brain.”
Bullhorn continued to mindlessly munch on the peanuts as he contemplated Hammer’s offer. “So why me?” He asked bluntly. “Why not some egghead who actually works for you?”
Hammer smiled as he knew such a question would arise during this meeting. “Because Sergeant, I admire you. I admire the stance you have on meta-ponies and the unfair advantages they’ve been given over us ‘normal’ ponies.”
Hammer got up from his chair and walked over to the window, turning his back to the green unicorn. “Ever since Prince Blueblood and others gained such vast intellect from their mutations, Equestria has entered a scientific renaissance. Our technology has jumped forward hundreds of years in the blink of an eye and in this technological boom, many different corporations and organizations devoted to these new amazing prospects have staked a claim in Equestria’s everyday life.”
Bullhorn raised an eyebrow as Hammer gestured thematically to the sprawling Canterlot streets below them.
“I am proud to say that Hammer Industries is one of the leading frontiersmen into this brave new world, and yet…” Hammer paused for dramatic effect. “I am not one of these ‘hyper-intelligent’ mutants. Everything I own, EVERYTHING Hammer Industries has accomplished was due to my own natural intellect given to me by study and hard-work. Not because of some freak magical accident.”
Hammer turned back to Bullhorn and put on the best serious face he could. “In short Sergeant, this military contract with S.H.I.E.L.D. can prove to the world that there is nothing special about these so-called ‘meta-ponies’. And you, who yourself feel cheated by the advantages these mutants have over you, will be the perfect figurehead for the project, a public image for the common pony to rally behind.”
In Bullhorn’s mind, Hammer made a lot of good points. This could be his one big chance to finally show those idiots in the guard what happens when a pony takes charge and doesn’t allow mutated freaks to outshine him.
Bullhorn swallowed his mouthful of peanuts before extending his hoof to Hammer. “You got yourself a pilot.”
Hammer’s smile stretched ear to ear as he excitedly shook the Sergeant’s hoof. “Wonderful to hear! Let this day mark the beginning of the Titanium Project!”

	
		Chapter 2



Every so often Blueblood would stop and point out something of interest, such as the Danger Room where they train or the ‘Central Command’ area which Thunderlane was very impressed with.
According to Blueblood, Central Command was a relatively new addition to the mansion. At first glance it reminded Thunderlane of the round tables Equestrian knights used to use, a circular podium in the center of the room surrounded by a number of chairs.  Four of the chairs had icons emblazoned on the back: A hammer, a shield, a flame and a hexagonal crystal.
“Why are the rest of the chairs blank?” Thunderlane asked, making a reasonable guess as to what these icons meant.
“We’re always looking for new members to improve our numbers. We have a number of what you might call ‘initiates’. If and when an initiate becomes an official member, they’ll get their own chair and can personalize it with an icon of their choosing.” Blueblood said before a smirk crossed his face. “But believe me when I say the chairs are the least interesting thing in this room.”
With that, Blueblood walked over to the circular podium and placed his hoof on a blue square on the edge of the circle. A white line appeared at the end of the square and travelled across its surface, surrounding Blueblood’s hoof with a white glow as it passed through it.
A computerized voice suddenly spoke up surprising Thunderlane.
“Hoofprint recognition confirmed. Designation: Iron Pony. Accessing database.”
Suddenly, the center of the podium started to glow and, as if from thin air, various ethereal images appeared above the podium.
Blueblood looked behind his shoulder to see an absolutely gob smacked Thunderlane before chuckling.
“Surely you understand the concept of holograms?” He asked with a smirk.
“Y-yes but…” Thunderlane mumbled. “But I thought you needed a unicorn to maintain the illusion and I never saw your horn glow.”
Blueblood nodded. “This is something similar but not quite the same as unicorn magic. When a unicorn makes a holographic image, they do so by using their magic to bend light into a specific image. This podium has an array of crystals within it enchanted with a similar spell in order to maintain a vast number of preprogrammed images.”
Blueblood theatrically gestured to the images floating in the air. “Thunderlane, I give you the Avengers’ database!”
With the initial shock gone, Thunderlane took a closer look at the floating images and recognized what they looked like.
“Folders?” He asked. “You mean this thing is just a filing cabinet?”
Blueblood nodded, his smirk never leaving his face. “It’s a filing cabinet that can access any and all files within in a moment’s notice.” To prove his point, Blueblood turned to the podium and cleared his throat. “Database: Please access Avengers’ rogue gallery.”
One of the floating translucent folders blinked for a second before opening. All of the other folders disappeared as the space above the podium was replaced with more images of different ponies’ faces.
Thunderlane immediately recognized a few of these faces as well. “Wait… That’s Obsidian Shade, The Iron Monger. And that’s Ghost Flyer and Red Skull!”
Blueblood nodded. “We’ve made a habit of keeping a dossier of each and every supervillain we come across. These dossiers also contain all current info on each villain so we can keep track of whose detained and who is active.”
The prince pony turned to the podium again. “Database, access Iron Monger’s file. Bring up current status.
Once again, the image of Obsidian Shade’s face blinked before the images were wiped away to make room for bullet list detailing everything the Avengers knew about him.
His skill and abilities, specs for the Iron Monger suit, his criminal record were all there. The computerized voice spoke again.
“Obsidian Shade, alias: Iron Monger, is currently incarcerated in the ‘Vault’ maximum security prison.”
Blueblood nodded; seemingly satisfied he managed to impress Thunderlane with such advanced technology. “Shall we continue with the tour? I saved the best for last…”
“Hold on.” Thunderlane interrupted. “Can I… ask it something?”
Blueblood raised an eyebrow but merely shrugged at the request. “If you wish.”
Thunderlane turned to podium. “Database, can you tell me the current status of the Red Skull.”
Just as before, the images were wiped away to make room for the Skull’s file.
“Red Skull, real name unknown, recently escaped from the ‘Vault’ eight months ago. His current status and location is unknown.”
Thunderlane turned to a confused Blueblood. “You… Don’t know where he is?”
Blueblood sighed. “He is an elusive character. I wouldn’t worry though, the second he slips up we will stop him.”
Thunderlane gave a fake smile but in his mind he was reeling with questions. ‘They don’t know he’s in Germaney? They probably don’t know about Hydra either. Should I tell them? Princess Luna said she didn’t want them getting involved because she didn’t want to start an incident but does that mean they don’t have a right to know?’
Before Thunderlane could come to a decision, another pony walked into the room.
“Yo, Blue.” Spitfire called out as she stepped through the door. “Caramel and I were drilling recruits in the Danger Room and, long story short, there’s a hole in the…” Spitfire stopped as she noticed Blueblood wasn’t alone.
“Um… Hello.” She said.
“Hey.” Thunderlane said.
A second or two of silence passed before the yellow pegasus turned to her fellow Avenger. “Who’s this?” She said bluntly.
Blueblood coughed into his hoof before gesturing to the lieutenant. “Spitfire, this is Thunderlane. He’s our new liaison to S.H.I.E.L.D..”
“Oh.” Spitfire’s mouth lowered slightly. “I see. I thought we informed your aunt we didn’t want a liaison.”
Blueblood grimaced a little. “You’re assuming she was giving us a choice.”
Thunderlane could feel how tense the atmosphere was getting. Spitfire clearly wanted nothing to do with S.H.I.E.L.D.. If what Luna said was true, the Avengers just didn’t trust S.H.I.E.L.D..
He decided to speak for himself in order to salvage the situation.
He cleared his throat to get Spitfire’s attention before extending his hoof towards her.
“It’s an honor to meet you.” He said. “Let me just say it is not my intention to start any trouble for you or your team. I’m only here to maintain a civil relationship between you and S.H.I.E.L.D.”
Spitfire raised an eyebrow at Thunderlane’s hoof but accepted it all the same. “I see. And just how do you plan to do that? What exactly are your duties here?” She said giving Thunderlane a scrutinizing glare.
Thunderlane gulped, suddenly gaining a strong desire to befriend the mare who could incinerate him with a thought.
“W-Well… Um… If you or any of the Avengers have any concerns with the practices of S.H.I.E.L.D., it’s my duty to alleviate those concerns by helping you better understand…”
“Oh I see.” Spitfire interrupted, giving an exaggerated smile. “Well, it just so happens I actually have a concern with S.H.I.E.L.D.”
“Oh… Well if you tell me I’m sure I can figure out something that would be mutually beneficial for both parties.” Thunderlane said, becoming more and more nervous. “What is your concern?”
“The entire organization.” Spitfire said, her frown returning full force.
Thunderlane admitted to himself that he walked right into that.
Still, he had a job to do. He was a loyal soldier of the Royal Guard.
“Ms. Spitfire. It is my duty to help you understand that S.H.I.E.L.D. is an ally against the threat of rogue meta-ponies. What specifically makes you so against the organization as a concept?”
“Specifically?” Spitfire said. “I’m sure you’ve already read this in a file but just in case: You know I used to be the captain of the Wonderbolts before I joined the Avengers, correct?”
Thunderlane nodded. “Yes, but I fail to see what the connection…”
“I know a lot of ponies like to forget this...” Spitfire interrupted “But the Wonderbolts are a part of the Equestrian military. And from my military experience…” Spitfire leaned closer to Thunderlane’s face. “Shadow-Ops, like S.H.I.E.L.D., never work out. If you have to deny a military action, it was a crappy action.”
With a huff, she turned away from Thunderlane. “Let me ask you something Mr. Liaison: What exactly would you do to ‘alleviate our concerns’?”
During Spitfire’s tirade, Thunderlane became less nervous and more annoyed. He understood the mare’s viewpoint, he really did. But to believe that a military should never keep secrets from the populace was a very naive thing to say.
“Ms. Spitfire, I can assure you that I am in contact with S.H.I.E.L.D. and can give you any non-classified information about the organization you require.”
Spitfire gave a curt laugh. “That’s rich! ‘Say S.H.I.E.L.D., what were you doing infiltrating the Griffonian government?’ ‘I’m sorry, that’s classified’ ‘The leader of the northern minotaur tribes was just assassinated! Does S.H.I.E.L.D. know anything about that?’ ‘I’m sorry, that’s classified’. Are you starting to see my problems here?”
Spitfire didn’t even wait for an answer, she merely walked back through the door she came from, leaving a very quiet Thunderlane.
Blueblood, deciding to remind Thunderlane of his existence, gave the black pegasus a pat on the back. “I must say, I’m impressed. This is usually the part where she sets you on fire but I guess she likes you.” He said.
Thunderlane gave a confused look to the amiable prince. “Why are you being so nice?” There was no malice or contempt in Thunderlane’s words. It was a simple observation.
Blueblood looked at the space where Spitfire stood seconds ago, noting that the air in the space was a bit more warm than the rest of the room. “I also have… concerns when it comes to S.H.I.E.L.D. but I’m not going to take my frustrations out on you. You have a job and you wish to do it without incident. I can respect that.”
Thunderlane nodded. “Thanks. I wish she shared that sentiment.” He said.
Blueblood grimaced slightly. “Don’t be so hard on her. This whole business with S.H.I.E.L.D. is affecting her the most.”
Thunderlane tilted his head at this. “Really? Why?”
“Because her coltfriend fully supports S.H.I.E.L.D.”
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Bullhorn considered himself lucky he didn’t suffer from claustrophobia. Almost immediately after agreeing to pilot Steel Hammer’s armor, a bunch of egg-headed techs shoved him into the armor without any thought given to his personal comfort.
Bullhorn started to wonder how practical this armor could possibly be considering the fact he couldn’t see anything but the pitch blackness from inside the helmet.
After a moment or two, Bullhorn heard a buzzing in his ear followed by the voice of Hammer himself.
“Everything all right in there?” Hammer’s voice said into Bullhorn’s ear.
“Hate to tell you this Hammer but your thingy is already broken. I can’t see anything!” Bullhorn said.
“That’s because we haven’t turned on the H.U.D. yet. We wanted to be sure we could get you into the armor without a problem before we activated all the cool stuff.”
Bullhorn huffed. He knew that he would have to delegate a lot to Hammer’s technological expertise. He wasn’t exactly the most tech-savvy pony and he knew he was only really here to act as a poster-colt.
Oh well, If it meant he could put those arrogant mutants in their place, Bullhorn would happily be Hammer’s guinea pig.
“I want to test the servos and the hydraulics. Can you move around for me? Give me as much mobility as you can.”
Bullhorn nodded and proceeded to move every inch of his body he could, flexing and stretching this way and that. The armor restricted him a little but for the most part he was surprised  at how much freedom it offered.
“Good, good.” Hammer said mostly to himself. “I’m going to activate all applications. Let’s see what this baby can really do.”
And just like that, the world came to life around Bullhorn. The green sergeant was taken aback by how much vision the helmet obscured. Which is to say, not at all. He knew he was wearing a helmet, he could feel its weight on his head. But his field of vision was completely unimpaired.
Then a multitude of green lights suddenly appeared in front of him. Data and information he couldn’t even begin to understand.
“You’re most likely seeing your H.U.D. now.” Hammer said. “It contains info about the armor and your environment. Don’t worry, it’s mostly for me.”
“You? You’re seeing this too?” Bullhorn asked looking around. He found that no matter where he looked, the green words and numbers stayed right in front of him as if floating in midair.
“Yes. I’m receiving all feedback from your suits sensors right here on my terminal. I’ll be your ‘Mission Control’ so to speak.”
From within the lab overlooking the testing site where Bullhorn was at, Hammer gave a quick look through the armor’s diagnostics before giving a satisfied nod.
“Okay Bullhorn, Let’s try some target practice.”
Bullhorn jumped slightly when four targets suddenly sprung from the ground, each at a varying distance.
“Your armor is equipped with repulsor gems mounted on your shoulders. The armor is connected to your mind, all you have to do is will the gems to fire.”
Hammer tapped on a few keys on his terminal.
“Here. This should make things a bit easier.”
As Bullhorn was getting ready to blast the targets set up for him, he noticed that a glowing green targeting reticule had appeared in front of him. With a wide grin, Bullhorn set his sights on the closest target.
‘Just will the gems to fire… Okay...’
With just the slightest bit of concentration, a blast of green energy suddenly shot forward and tore the first target apart.
“Whoa! Ohohoho, I could definitely get used to this.”
With a bit more flourish than necessary, Bullhorn blasted the other three targets to smithereens in seconds.
Hammer watched the wooden carnage intently, beaming with pride. Not for the oaf Bullhorn, but for the beautiful piece of machinery he was wearing.
“That contract is as good as mine.”
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
“And here we come to the last stop of our tour. I assure you, I saved the best for last.” Blueblood said as he opened the door to his favorite room in the mansion.
Thunderlane peered inside and had to catch his jaw from hitting the floor. Blueblood grinned at the pegasus’ reaction. “Thunderlane, welcome to my workshop!”
Thunderlane was completely speechless. The Central Command room was impressive for how technologically advanced it was but this…
The room was large, wide and open. Three things Blueblood required to give his inventive mind everything it needed to flourish. Various stations covered in a variety of tools whose purpose and function Thunderlane could only guess at.
It was clear Blueblood employed some degree of automation with his work as there were a number on tiny robotic helpers each performing some kind of task. But they left enough tools and materials alone for Thunderlane to know that Blueblood still handled the majority of each project personally.
But the most impressive part of this room was the arsenal of Iron Pony armors set up, side by side, in the back of the room. Each and every armor stood tall and proud next to their brothers as if greeting their creator.
Needless to say, Thunderlane immediately went straight towards the display of Iron Ponies. Blueblood couldn’t keep his proud smile of his face if he tried. “Each armor has its own unique capabilities to tackle any number of situations the Avengers could face. The MkIV is submersible for deep-sea exploration. The MkVIII uses state-of-the-art cloaking technology. The MkXV, a personal favorite of mine, was designed specifically to go toe-to-toe with the monster known as the Hulk. I call it the Hulk-Buster.”
As Blueblood pointed out his individual armors, one particular set caught Thunderlane’s attention.  For one thing, it was huge. Not as big as the Hulk-Buster but definitely too big for any normal pony to wear. It was jet-black accented with steel-gray and the gems adorning it were a deep crimson color.
“What’s this armor?” Thunderlane asked.
Blueblood smile faltered slightly but didn’t leave his face.
“That’s a prototype I’ve been working on. An armor designed for maximum offense against heavily armored opponents such as the Juggernaut or the Rhino. I call it the War Machine.”
Thunderlane couldn’t explain why, but for whatever reason, the War Machine was his favorite.
“Sadly…” Blueblood sighed “I can’t get the dang thing to work. I made it too powerful, gave it too many weapons that the armor’s processing power can’t handle the subroutines. Shame too, it would have been such a powerhouse.”
Thunderlane was snapped out of admiring the black and gray armor by Blueblood’s words. That’s right, he had a mission while he was here.
“Speaking of which, I should tell you about one of my assignments while acting as your liaison.” Thunderlane said sheepishly.
Blueblood’s smile faltered as he raised an eyebrow. “Let me guess: Dear Auntie Luna wants me to give her my armor specs for S.H.I.E.L.D., correct?”
Thunderlane knew this was another ‘Spitfire’ incident waiting to happen but he held firm. “It’s not just S.H.I.E.L.D.. The entire Equestrian military would benefit from this technology.”
Blueblood’s eyes widened. “The entire military? Oh my goodness, its worse than I thought.”
Thunderlane sighed, knowing where this was going. “Your file said that you refused to offer Princess Luna the specs for your armors because you’re afraid they’ll be used as weapons. But do you not use them as weapons yourself?”
Blueblood rubbed his temple with his hoof, clearly wishing he had a martini glass right now. “Yes, the Iron Pony armors are weapons. In fact, they are the most powerful and most potent weapons in Equestria. Why on earth would I allow something so destructive to be mass-produced and put in the hands of ponies I don’t know and have no reason to trust.”
Thunderlane scoffed at this. “No reason to trust? Their sworn to the protection of Equestria, who else could you trust with that kind of firepower. Don’t you think keeping the armors to yourself is a little selfish.
At this, Blueblood became angry with the pegasus. “Selfish!? Am I a foal hoarding a toy!? NO! The Iron Pony armor and all its variants are too powerful to place in that many hoofs at once!”
Now it was Thunderlane’s turn to get angry. “Why even build all of these armors if nopony but you could use them!?”
“Because unlike the nameless, faceless guards of our military I can actually trust myself not to abuse their power. Can you honestly say to me with a straight face that there is not a single guard who wouldn’t abuse that power?”
Thunderlane was silent for second. “Any guard who would abuse their armor would be discharged immediately. We don’t tolerate any who would bring harm to civilians.”
Blueblood sighed to calm himself before offering his final rebuttal. “But only after the damage was done. Only after a civilian is harmed or worse. And that blood wouldn’t be on the foolish guard’s hooves… It would be on mine.”
Thunderlane was shocked to hear this. Blueblood wasn’t angry anymore. He seemed… ashamed.
The prince turned his back to the guard as he brought his gaze to the many sets of armor before him. Whereas before it looked as though the armors greeted him, now they seemed to glare at him.
“This is my technology, my work. If somepony is harmed by it, it would be my fault.”
Blueblood turned back to Thunderlane, all traces of annoyance towards the sergeant had vanished.
“You read my report. You know what kind of stallion I was before I joined the Avengers, before I met…” He paused as the words died in his mouth. “I barely trust myself with this power but I choose to wield it because I surround myself with ponies who can stop me from abusing my creations. And I don’t just mean the other Avengers.”
Blueblood sighed as his eyes travelled across each of his different armors. “They have a hard enough time keeping me in check. How can I expect them to keep an entire military in check?”
Thunderlane tried to come up with some other argument. Tried to say that no innocent pony could ever be harmed by a legion of guards wearing these armors.
He tried to… but he couldn’t.
Suddenly, both colts were snapped out of their stupors by the sound of hooves descending down the stairs into the workshop. As they looked towards the door, a unicorn mare with a pristine white coat and a voluptuous violet mane ran into the room stopping just a few feet in front of Blueblood.
“Blue! There you are! You have to see-Oh my word, you’re a mess darling-you have to see this!” The white unicorn said, pausing to take a breath.
“Rarity? What is it?” Blueblood said, gently taking hold of the mare’s foreleg to calm her down.
The unicorn, who Thunderlane now knew was named Rarity, pulled a newspaper from ornate saddlebag. “I didn’t know if you already knew but…” Her voice trailed off as if she couldn’t find the words, instead opting to point at a particular heading in the paper whilst she set it down on one of his workstations.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Hammer Industries finalizes military contract with Princess Luna
Multi-billion bit corporation Hammer Industries has unveiled what promises to be the next stage in Equestrian security. Not only will the royal guard forces be bolstered by a series of automated defense robots dubbed ‘Eq-Droids’ but Steel Hammer, CEO of HI, has revealed his own personal project. A high-tech suit of armor that will empower each and every guard to super-pony levels. These new armored soldiers have been given the name ‘Titanium Ponies’.
Sergeant Bullhorn of the Royal Guard has been given the honor of showcasing the Titanium Pony armor’s capabilities to the princesses themselves during an exhibition held in the abandoned quarry north of Manehattan.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
The more Blueblood read, the angrier he became until he saw the picture at the bottom of the article. Then he was furious.
Out of curiosity, Thunderlane peeked over Rarity’s shoulder to see the picture himself and saw the ‘Titanium Pony’ that was mentioned in the article. And it wasn’t difficult to see why Blueblood was so upset.
The armor looked exactly like the Iron Pony repainted white and green.
“THEY STOLE MY TECH!!!”
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To say Blueblood was miffed was equivalent to saying the surface of the sun was a bit warm.
Not even a full minute since reading the article passed before the prince made his way to his MkII armor.
Rarity, who was in the middle of trying to pull Blueblood back, attempted to calm her fiancé.
“Blueblood! I understand your anger, believe me I’m tempted to let you go and teach the thieving ruffian a lesson. But if you barge in, repulsor beams flying, you’ll cause more harm than good. You need to be smart about this.”
Blueblood had just placed his hoof on the armor when Rarity’s words halted him. Thunderlane saw this and joined in the mare’s attempts to calm the enraged Avenger. 
“She’s right. As far as the public is concerned, all an assault on the demonstration would do is make ponies believe you’ve gone insane.”
He stepped forward and looked straight into Blueblood’s eyes. He was still angry, but each word being said calmed him more and more. “Remember, I have direct access to S.H.I.E.L.D.. I can get into contact with Princess Luna and inform her that Hammer might have stolen the designs for the Titanium Ponies from your tech. That will convince her to start an investigation and bring Hammer’s theft to the public.”
Blueblood was silent for a good few moments before he finally relinquished his hold on the armor. “Okay… That… That would be preferable.” He said. Blueblood turned around to give Rarity an apologetic hug before turning back to Thunderlane.
“Thank you.”
Thunderlane simply shrugged. “It’s like you said, I have a job and I intend to do it.”
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Directly north of Manehattan rested a completely unremarkable quarry. The place was once the home of a mining facility to extract metal ore from the caves that littered the quarry’s exterior. Since then the ore veins have dried up leaving no reason for anypony or anything of importance to be there, making it the perfect location for a live-fire weapons demonstration.
Especially if the weapons in question were as potent as Steel Hammer made them out to be.
Despite the fact that both princesses of Equestria were attending the demonstration, the setup wasn’t all that extravagant. Something the princesses actually preferred.
Two ornate chairs were placed on a ledge overlooking the wide open area where the actual demonstration would take place. A wall of safety glass was all that separated the two monarchs from any stray fire. Sitting to the left of the princesses in a far more mundane chair was Steel Hammer himself, a proud grin never leaving his face. To the right of the princesses sat a pony that could only be described as surly.
He was a tan earth pony with a bright orange mane and handlebar moustache. You wouldn’t be able to see his mane though, due to the black bowler hat sitting atop the tan pony’s head. The bowler in question was pulled so far down that it actually obscured the pony’s eyes from sight.
This was Captain Howler, the newest captain of the Canterlot Guard since Shining Armor’s transfer to the Crystal Empire. Unbeknownst to the ponies of Equestria, he was also a high-ranking member of S.H.I.E.L.D..
Bullhorn, covered in the green and white Titanium Pony armor, waited in the center of the quarry for Hammer to give him the go-ahead to ‘show his stuff’ as Hammer said.
Celestia turned to the white unicorn to her left. “Mr. Hammer, are we ready to begin?”
Steel Hammer gave the princess his best smile before standing up. “Why yes, I believe we are.” he said as he turned to face the princesses and the captain. Hammer cleared his throat and began his speech.
“With each passing day the threat of rogue meta-ponies, or supervillains as the media would call them, gets worse and worse. It has even gotten to the point where many of these villains have assembled into groups with the sole purpose of terrorizing Equestria. Organizations like the Wrecking Crew and the Brotherhood of Mutants.”
As Hammer continued to speak he noticed that the captain was starting to lose interest. Although the princesses were kind enough to give Hammer their undivided attention, he knew that since this was all for the purpose of gaining a military contract it was Howler he needed to impress.
‘Very well, we’ll get straight to the point.’ he thought to himself.
“Hammer Industries is proud to introduce to you all an answer to these threats.” Reaching into a pocket in his blazer, Hammer pulled out a remote control before gesturing into the empty field.
“For your consideration… I give you the Eq-Droids.” Pushing a button on the remote, the signal went out to the legion of robotic ponies waiting in the caves for their master’s call. Celestia nearly jumped out of her seat when she saw the dozens of mechanical drones march single-file out of the cave mouth that dotted the quarry. Luna and Howler watched with interest as the Eq-Droids marched into formation, standing at attention in front of their audience.
Bullhorn watched the display with bemusement. His part in the demonstration was coming soon, until then he was to simply watch and ready himself.
Hammer smile tripled in size as he saw he now had Howler’s attention. “These Eq-Droids, as I call them, are fully automated golems of metal outfitted with the latest weapons technology. Observe.” With another button on the remote pressed, a series of wooden targets, both stationary and moving, sprouted from the ground. Looking closer, Luna noticed that half of the targets displayed the image of a snarling pony wielding a switchblade and the other half were adorned with the image of a shocked mare holding a baby.
‘Clever. Show us that not only can they shoot, but they know who to shoot.’ Luna thought.
Hammer cleared his throat before addressing the assembled robotic soldiers. “Eq-Droids, command code 5928. Eliminate hostiles!”
The Eq-Droids suddenly tensed as they readied the repulsor gems mounted on their shoulders and set fire to the wooden targets. Mere seconds passed before the carnage was over and shards and splinters laid scattered across the quarry.
Hammer, smiling triumphantly, turned back to his guests. “Any questions?”
Surprisingly, Howler lazily raised a hoof. Hammer meant his inquiry in jest, believing the captain would jump at the chance to add the Eq-Droids to the guard’s arsenal. Still, he had to play the good Samaritan weapons dealer and ease any problems they might have.
Hammer gave a slight gesture to the hat wearing soldier, indicating he may speak.
Captain Howler tipped his bowler hat up so that his eyes could fully scan the aftermath of the Eq-Droids demolition. “Ya gizmos need tah work on der aim.” He said in a heavy Horston accent. Noting Hammer’s confusion, Howler pointed down below them. “Dey got all a’dem switchblade ponies, but dey got more den a few cryin’ mommas as well.”
Howler, despite themselves, smirked at the blushing Hammer. “Unless bringing a liddle bundle a joy to da worl’ is suddenly a crime, I doubt these things will be much use to the guard.”
Hammer was starting to sweat. ‘Is this stallion for real? Who cares if a couple of dumb ponies get in the way? We’re at war! Like he can tell me with a straight face none of his guards have ever screwed up and hit a civilian with a stray arrow.’
Of course, Hammer didn’t say a word of this out loud. “Well… yes, I can see how that would be a concern. But keep in mind the Eq-Droids are specifically designed to bolster the royal guard against supervillains. You wouldn’t have to worry about a stray repulsor blast hitting a civilian while trying to catch a purse-snatcher.”
Howler’s smirk left his face immediately. “Ya do realize it’s durin’ supervillain attacks dat we gotta be da most careful about civie safety?”
Hammer started to sweat profusely when Celestia also interjected. “You said these… Eq-Droids were fully automated, correct?”
Not sure where she was going with this, Hammer merely nodded. Celestia scrunched her face as she looked down on the mechanical warriors with disdain.
“I can’t say I’m thrilled to put the lives of my little ponies in the hands of soulless machines. Part of what makes the royal guard worthy to be the  defenders of my kingdom is that each and every one of them cares for the ponies who live in it. Can your droids say the same?”
Hammer couldn’t believe it! ‘This is what you get for trying to sell weapons to a bunch of bleeding hearts. I should have contacted Griffonia.’
Strangely enough, Luna was being unusually quiet as Hammer started to shrink under Howler and Celestia’s questions. Her eyes never left the Eq-Droids that still stood in attention.
Despite the circumstances, Hammer forced his smile to stay on his face. “I… I’m glad you brought that up Princess Celestia. The second part of this demonstration actually addresses that very issue.”
Hammer reached back into his blazer and pulled out a simple headset. “You’re absolutely correct your highness. All the power in the world matters nothing without an actual pony soul to wield it, and that’s the true treasure Hammer Industries is offering.”
Turning his back for a split-second, Hammer placed the headset over his ear. “Bullhorn? Do you read me?”
Bullhorn smiled as he stretched out the kinks in his armor. “‘Bought time. I figured you forgot about me.”
“Are you ready for your part?” Hammer asked. He saw the green and white armored head of Bullhorn nod as his voice spoke in his headset. “Set em’ up doc. I’ll knock em down!”
Hammer’s smile returned as he turned back to the princesses and Howler. “What you are about to see is one pony in a suit of high-tech armor go up against impossible odds. Will he come out on top? Hammer Industries says he will.”
Hammer turned back to the Eq-Droids. “Command code 5928! Target Titanium Pony!”
The second Hammer’s words registered to his audience, each and every Eq-Droid opened fire on Bullhorn. Reacting in seconds, Bullhorn activated the repulsors underneath his hooves to jump far above the firing line.
Falling back to the ground, he let loose a volley of repulsor blast that ripped apart the Eq-Droids one after the other. When Bullhorn hit the ground, directly in the middle of the gathered machines, he had already reduced a good chunk of them into scrap-metal.
Firing a steady beam from his right shoulder, Bullhorn turned on his heel and spun around creating a cutting circle slicing all the Eq-Droids surrounding him.
Two Eq-Droids remained that fired at the armored pony decimating their brethren. Bullhorn merely stood there, soaking up the blasts with his shields before grabbing one of the Eq-Droids and, with his augmented strength, threw it into the other crumpling them both into slag.
Bullhorn stood triumphantly as Hammer smiled with pure glee. Surely this would convince Howler…
“Well now how useful could dey be if dey could get busted dat easily?” Howler mused. Hammer’s smile fell immediately.
“All dis shows is dat any supervillain worth his salt would tear through dees bots in seconds.” The two princesses nodded at the captain’s words.
Luna gave the remains of the machines a pitying look.
Hammer tried to keep himself composed as he felt the desire to slap the idiotic captain grow more and more. ‘Can they not recognize genius when they see it?! I created these hulking beasts with metal and wires! Can they do the same!?! They should be at my feet, begging me to give them the marvels of my mind!!!’
Hammer’s eyes twitched as he tried his best to calmly alleviate Howlers concerns. “Well… In order to create enough Eq-Droids to bolster the guard, we used basic materials that would allow us to mass-produce them by the hundreds. Hammer Industries can make far more Eq-Droids where these came from.”
Howler merely shrugged at this. “So I get ta spend millions ah bits on a bunch of metal ponies that will break as soon as dey come across something tougher den a drawing on wood?”
Hammer’s anger grew with every single one of Howler’s words until… he laughed.
“Captain Howler, you are absolutely right. So let’s just forget these buckets of bolts, they were really just the opening act anyway. Let’s talk about the real star of this little show.”
Hammer gestured dramatically to Bullhorn, still standing tall after his display.
“Tell me what you think about the Titanium Pony?”
Oddly, it was Luna who answered the question. “Mr. Hammer, may I see the specifications for the Titanium Pony armor.”
Hammer froze at the princess of the night’s words. Unless he was mistaken, this was the first time the mare had spoken during the whole demonstration. Up until now she was content just to observe.
“Wh… Why would you…?” Hammer stuttered.
Luna shrugged. “I was impressed by Sergeant Bullhorn’s skills and I would like to see just how much of what we saw was the armor itself.”
‘It was just the armor.’ Hammer thought coldly. ‘Bullhorn is just the meat sack riding around in it.’
Still, he offered the friendliest smile he could to the princess. “Your highness, I can assure you that the armor’s specs are highly advanced. I doubt you would even understand them.”
While Celestia and Howler both winced at the decidedly condescending words Hammer just said, who seemed oblivious to having just insulted a princess of Equestria, Luna merely nodded.
“I’ll be the judge of that Mr. Hammer. Now please, if you would be so kind, the specs.” She said.
Hammer gulped before he walked, slowly as he could, towards his computer bag which he left next to his seat. Booting up his computer and accessing the file that held the Titanium Ponies blueprints, he handed the laptop to Luna who gazed at the screen for merely a second before turning behind her.
“Thunderlane? Blueblood? You can come out now.” She said.
Hammer stared in shock as the infamous prince walked into view, having hidden from sight behind a well-placed boulder. Immediately following Blueblood was a black pegasus with a sea foam military-cut mane.
Luna, not even bothering to ask Hammer’s permission, handed Thunderlane the laptop as Blueblood pulled a scroll of paper from a saddlebag on his side.
“Well Blue?” Thunderlane said. “Is it a match?”
Hammer looked between the two newcomers and decided now was the time to speak up. “Princess Luna what is the meaning of this?!”
Luna looked away from Blueblood and Thunderlane, who were comparing the specs on the laptop with whatever was on the scroll of paper Blueblood brought with him. “Sergeant Thunderlane has recently brought me interesting information regarding your company’s… off-the-record practices.”
Hammer started to worry, the nervous twitch returning full force ever since Blueblood made his presence known. “What  kind of information?” Although he had a good idea.
Blueblood nodded, apparently satisfied with the comparisons he and Thunderlane made. “Outright theft for one thing. The Titanium Pony is a complete copy of the specs for my Iron Pony armor.”
Hammer wanted to be anywhere but here. “Wh-What a baseless accusation! Have you any proof?” Hammer knew they did but if he could stall long enough...
“You mean other than the fact that a pony just has to look at the thing and all they’ll see is a green Iron Pony?” Thunderlane said with a raised eyebrow. “Blueblood and I just finished comparing your specs with the Iron Pony’s.”
To prove their point, Thunderlane placed Hammer’s laptop on the ground with the screen facing the princesses and the captain. Blueblood draped his scroll, containing the blueprints for the MkII armor, on the ground next to the computer. Even a passing glance from somepony who knew nothing about robotics could tell you what everyone there was thinking.
They were exactly identical.
Hammer, needless to say, didn’t wait for whatever fallout was about to occur. He simply ran as far as he could… which was about three feet before Howler clotheslined him across the chin. Falling on the ground like a sack of potatoes, Hammer rubbed his chin as the former circus strong-pony soldier lifted him up and shackled him with a set of hoofcuffs.
“Steel Hammer, you are unda arrest for corporate theft. Anythin’ you say can an’ will be used against you inna court a’ law.”
“No… NO! YOU CAN’T DO THIS TO ME! I’M A GENIUS! THE ONE TRUE GENIUS IN EQUESTRIA!! NOT SOME DISGUSTING MUTANT LIKE… LIKE… LIKE HIM!!!” Steel Hammer ranted and raved, his mouth foaming a little as his eye started twitching a mile a minute.
“All you are is a thief.” Thunderlane said.
Bullhorn, needless to say, was completely confused as he witnessed the spectacle above him. Activating his hoof-repulsors, he flew up to the ledge where everypony was gathered. “What the heck is going on?!” When he saw just who exactly was up here, needless to say it didn’t clear things up for the green unicorn. “Thunderlane? What in the seven gates of Tartarus are you doing here?”
Bullhorn looked at the princesses who were nudging themselves further and further from the raving CEO. His gaze turned to Hammer himself before Bullhorn decided it might be best to get out of the armor. Willing the plates to open up, Bullhorn stepped out into the fresh air as Thunderlane tried to explain the situation.
“We’re placing Steel Hammer under arrest for stealing the Titanium Pony’s specs from Blueblood’s Iron Pony blueprints.”
As Bullhorn processed this, he stared accusingly at Hammer. “Stealing? You STOLE the armor?!”
Hammer snarled. “Don’t you dare judge me! Hammer Industries is going bankrupt because we can’t keep up with all those ‘hyper-intelligent’ muties who don’t deserve that level of genius! Where is their hard work?! Where are their years of study?! I needed this military contract just to keep Hammer Industries going! IT’S NO MORE UNFAIR THAN BEING A MUTANT FREAK WHO DOESN’T DESERVE THAT KIND OF GENIUS!”
Bullhorn just gave Hammer a cruel glare. “I may not have any respect for muties. I may believe their given unfair advantages. But I don’t use that as an excuse to break the law!”
Bullhorn huffed and turned to leave. “Take him away Captain Howler. I ain’t gonna stop you.”
As Howler dragged the kicking and screaming Hammer away, Luna turned to Blueblood and Thunderlane.
“Thank you again for bringing this farce to light Thunderlane. I’m glad you’ve taken to your duties as liaison so quickly.”
Thunderlane saluted. “Just doing my job, your highness.”
Celestia walked up to the three, giggling at Thunderlane’s military bravado. “No need to be so formal Thunderlane.” She glanced towards the path Howler went with Hammer, still hearing his screams. “If you’ll excuse me, I need to set up a proper court for Mr. Hammer.” She turned back to Blueblood with a caring look in her eyes. “I promise you nephew, he will answer for this.”
Blueblood gave a short bow to Celestia. “Thank you Auntie.”
Luna glanced towards her sister. “Tia, if you wouldn’t mind I’d like to speak to these two alone.”
Celestia simply nodded. “Of course.” She said before taking flight towards Canterlot.
“I hope this little… episode hasn’t made you think any less of my desire to gain armor from you nephew.” Luna said to Blueblood.
The prince merely shook his head. “Of course not Auntie.” 
Luna nodded. “Good.”
Blueblood shrugged. “But it certainly didn’t help.”
Luna sighed as she pressed her hoof up to her head. “Thunderlane, I hope you spoke with him about allowing S.H.I.E.L.D. access to the armor.”
Thunderlane nodded, yet Luna noticed how uncomfortable he looked. “Yes, but…”
Luna stood eye level with Thunderlane. “It’s alright Sergeant. Please speak freely.”
Thunderlane looked out to the quarry and saw the smoldering remains of the Eq-Droids Bullhorn left behind.
“You hired me to be the Avenger’s liaison because I would be looking out for both parties interests. My decisions and actions as liaison would have to benefit not just S.H.I.E.L.D. and not just the Avengers but Equestria as a whole. With that in mind… I have to agree with Blueblood. I don’t think mass produced Iron Ponies will make Equestria any safer. After seeing… that, I can’t help but think having that many armors out there is gonna cause some kind of trouble. Hammer can’t be the only power-hungry nutjob who would go cause mayhem if they got their hooves on something like the Iron Pony armor”
Luna once again brought her hoof to her head. ‘Wonderful. He’s gone native.’
“But…” Thunderlane continued. “I can think of a compromise.”
Both Luna and Blueblood looked at Thunderlane with interest.
The black pegasus took a deep breath, knowing this idea was a long shot. “Blueblood’s apprehension to giving the Iron Pony specs to S.H.I.E.L.D. is because he doesn’t trust anypony to have that kind of power without something to keep it in check, like the Avengers for himself. Fair enough, right?”
Blueblood nodded and Luna, despite herself, admitted there was some credence to Blueblood’s fear.
Thunderlane continued. “So what if you two work together to create a more foolproof failsafe that ensures absolute safety for civilians. I admit, I’m not enough of a tech-head to come up with anything specific but between the two of you, I’m sure you can find something.”
Thunderlane knew he had the two thinking so he gave it one last push. “And Blueblood, we don’t have to go straight into Iron Pony armors. Maybe you could do some… lighter tech for S.H.I.E.L.D. as a sort of field test? Something that shows you that S.H.I.E.L.D. would be willing to work with you on any safety issues you might have?”
Blueblood rubbed his hoof under his chin. “That… would actually be acceptable. Under the conditions that S.H.I.E.L.D. follows my lead with my tech and absolutely nothing is used in the field without my go-ahead… as well as the other Avengers.”
The two stallions turned their gaze to the princess of the night, waiting for her answer.
Luna closed her eyes as she thought long and hard about Thunderlane’s offer.
“It’s not what I wanted… But it’s a decent first step.” She extended her hoof which Blueblood slowly, but surely, accepted. “I expect you both to be in Canterlot no later than two weeks from now to finalize a proper arrangement.” Luna flapped her wings and took to the skies but not before saying this to Thunderlane. “In the future Thunderlane, try to remember exactly who you work for.”
Thunderlane shrugged. “With all due respect your highness, I work for Equestria.”
Luna nodded. “Indeed.”
And with that she flew away, leaving the two stallions alone in the quarry.
Blueblood was the first to make for the exit with Thunderlane following close behind him. They walked in silence for a while before Blueblood spoke up. “Okay, I guess Spitfire owes Caramel fifty bits.”
Thunderlane raised an eyebrow at this. “Why is that?”
Despite his best efforts, Blueblood couldn’t help the smirk that traced his lips. “They made a bet on whether or not you would just be another S.H.I.E.L.D. toady.”
Thunderlane stopped, scrunched his face, and then laughed. Blueblood found himself laughing as well.
After a good few seconds, the giggles subsided as Blueblood gave the Sergeant a pat on the back. “I want to thank you for setting up that little sting back there. Don’t tell Rarity, but I have a hidden compartment of bourbon in my workshop. When we get back to the mansion, how about we crack open a bottle?”
Thunderlane smiled, it would be nice to just have a cold one and relax. “That sounds great.”
As the two continued to walk, Thunderlane’s smile started to die as a question suddenly popped into his head:
Where did Steel Hammer get the specs for the Iron Pony armor anyway?
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Steel Hammer sat dejectedly in the prisoner transport cart. He felt every single rock and pothole shake the cart and every attempt to tell the guards pulling him to prison to go easier on the road was met with deaf ears.
Hammer sighed, resigning himself to his fate, when he heard a thud next to him.
“So this is what happens to giants when their cut down to size.”
Hammer was startled as he tried to locate the source of the voice but saw that there was nopony near him.
He refused to believe he was going mad, which means his eyes were deceiving him. That brought Hammer to the answer he was looking for.
“Hello Ghost.”
At the mention of his name, a pony suddenly appeared out of thin air sitting across Hammer in the cart. The pony was adorned entirely in white. He wore a white hooded robe with a set of white boots as well as a white skull shaped mask covering his face. His tail, if he had one, was tucked into his pure white outfit leaving absolutely no indications as to what he really looked like.
Hammer knew this pony because he had very recently done business with him, the same business that landed Hammer in this cart heading for prison.
Ghost was a pony-for-hire working in the ‘apprehension of valuable objects’ field. Not only was he a master thief with quite an astounding record but he, like many ponies, was gifted with a special power from the magical singularity following the defeat of Loki.
Ghost, true to his name, was capable of turning invisible and move through solid objects, two abilities that no doubt came in handy during his ‘jobs’.
And it was because of Hammer hiring Ghost to perform such a ‘job’ that granted him access to the specifications to the Iron Pony armor and all that entailed.
Hammer stared daggers into Ghost, his presence a clear reminder of his impending incarceration. “What do you want?”
Ghost held up a hoof. “Save your venom for those who have it coming. I’m here because I recently found a new employer who offered an… exuberant amount of bits for my skills.”
Hammer scoffed. “For what?”
“A break-out.” With that, Ghost lunged forward and grabbed Hammer before pulling him down towards the floor of the cart. Hammer braced for the hard wood to hit his face but felt nothing at all.
Deciding to risk a look, Hammer saw he was inside the earth! He felt a sense of weightlessness as he realized the only thing keeping him from getting stuck in the Equestrian ground was that Ghost still had him in his hooves. Allowing the mutant thief to guide them back to the surface, he felt fresh air hit his fur as they phased through the ground.
Hammer looked around and saw they were in the middle of a dirt path connecting Canterlot to Ponyville. He even saw that the guards escorting him to the palace were far away, still moving forward believing their charge was still in the cart.
Ghost tugged on Hammer’s foreleg, trying to get the CEO to follow him. Hammer shook his head to regain his bearings and get over the disorienting feeling of moving through solid matter.
“I don’t know how you can stand that.” Hammer said as he started to follow Ghost to Celestia knows where.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Ghost pulled away the panel on the side of the warehouse, gesturing for Hammer to go ahead of him. Hammer hesitated but he knew Ghost wouldn’t really give him a choice. Walking into the hole, Hammer saw it opened into a narrow passageway that seemed built into the side of the warehouse. If Ghost was following behind him, Hammer didn’t hear his hoofsteps.
After walking for about half of a minute, the passage opened into a green room that was completely empty save for a large wooden crate sitting beside the left side wall and a monitor on the far end.
Wondering whether or not this was some kind of joke, Hammer was surprised when the monitor suddenly activated and showed… nothing but static.
Thoroughly confused, and more than a little afraid, Hammer turned to go back through the passageway but saw that Ghost was already there, blocking the only way out of the room.
“I suggest you stick around for the proposal.” Ghost said. “You might even like what you hear.”
Hammer raised an eyebrow at this. “Proposal?”
Instead of answering, Ghost merely gestured back towards the monitor. Just as Hammer turned again to face the static filled screen, he saw something appear on the monitor.
While the screen still mostly showed static, Hammer could just make out the outline of a pony’s head behind the waving black and white lines. A voice, altered so as to sound deep and distorted, began to speak.
“Steel Hammer, I pleasure to make your acquaintance.” The voice said.
Hammer gave a short nod. “Am I correct to assume you’re Ghost’s new employer?”
The outline nodded on the screen. “Yes. And our mutual friend has told me quite the interesting story about the work he did for you.”
“So much for professional confidentiality…” Hammer muttered under his breath. He turned his attention back towards the shrouded face. “And why does my business with Ghost interest you? Who are you?”
The outline nodded once more. “I’m sure you understand if I choose not to give my real name. For now, you may call me… The Fixer.”
Hammer smirked in amusement. “The Fixer?”
“So named because I make it my business to… Fix problems.” The Fixer said, his distorted voice becoming slightly clearer.
“At least for those whose problems can’t be fixed by the law.” He added.
Hammer scoffed. “Let me guess: Because their problems are the law.”
If the image wasn’t so obscured, Hammer might have made out the Fixer’s small smile. “Very astute Mr. Hammer. Only I’ve recently come across my own problem that requires another’s aid to fix. You’re aid.”
Hammer began to pace across the room, his eyes never leaving the monitor. Behind him, Ghost observed the conversation with quiet bemusement.
“I suppose I should ask what problem you’re referring to and why you require my aid.” Hammer said. “Oh! Let us not forget the most important question: What’s in it for me?”
The Fixer was quiet for a moment, the only sound coming from the static on the monitor. “Well, I suppose I could offer bits. As I understand, you are a little tight right now due to your company’s… misfortune.”
Hammer winced a little.
“Or…” The Fixer paused. “We could both realize that giving you an exuberant amount of money would be no different than cutting out a cancer tumor. So let’s just go straight to the source of your turmoil.”
“Blueblood…” Hammer seethed, every syllable of the prince’s name laced with venom. The former CEO stopped pacing as he stared daggers at the wall, as if said Avenger were standing there in front of him.
“That pompous… arrogant… privileged… mutie!” Hammer was now boiling with rage.
“Exactly.” The Fixer said. “And as it just so happens, I also have a degree of hostility to Blueblood as well as the other Avengers. Their continued existence will be too much of a hindrance on my business.” He paused, allowing Hammer to calm himself, before continuing his proposal. “In short Mr. Hammer, your payment for your aid is the satisfaction of grinding Blueblood into the ground.”
Hammer closed his eyes as he thought about this. “Let’s say I was to agree to your proposal. What exactly would you have me do?”
Once again, the Fixer smiled without Hammer knowing. “I think you’ll like this part. All you need to do is prove your superiority by finishing your little ‘demonstration’.” The Fixer paused for a second. Hammer could have sworn he heard a tapping sound coming from the other end of whatever signal was projecting the pony’s voice through the monitor.
“In that room you should see a crate. Everything you need is inside. Call it… a present from our mutual friend, Ghost.”
At the mention of the thief’s name, Hammer turned back towards the entrance only to find that Ghost had disappeared. Though given his abilities, Hammer wasn’t quite sure that meant he was gone.
Paying it no mind, Hammer made his way to the wooden crate and attempted to pry off the lid. To his surprise, the lid gave with very little effort. Peeking over the lip of the now open crate, Hammer saw something that made his mouth turn into a wicked grin.
“Mr. Fixer, I believe we have an accord.”
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
“And so… Heheh… And so the Wrecking Crew starts coming at us one-on-one.” Blueblood said, recounting the Avenger’s many exploits to Thunderlane as both stallions held half-empty shot glasses in their hoofs.
Thunderlane was listening with rapt attention. Part of the reason he accepted this job was the excitement that would come from working with superheroes (albeit, in what basically amounts to a desk job). And if Blueblood’s stories were any indication, Thunderlane would not be disappointed.
“Their leader, a big bruiser creatively named the Wrecker decided to take on Thor. The two have a bit of a history you see.” Blueblood said as he finished his shot. “Piledriver and Bulldozer somehow got into a tag-team match with Cap and Firestar, don’t ask me how that happened, which left me to fend off Thunderball.” Blueblood refilled his shot glass before offering some to Thunderlane who held up his own glass graciously.
“Not to brag but my fight was certainly the shortest, though not because of skill.” Blueblood said as he started to chuckle. “Thunderball fights with this large ball and chain, you see. It’s kind of a gimmick, but when he attempted to hurl the iron ball towards me.”
Blueblood had to stop as his chuckles started to interrupt the story. “The ball actually bounces off my armor as if it were made of rubber and goes right back to Thunderball. It drops right on his head, knocks him out cold in ten seconds flat!”
Thunderlane couldn’t hold in in anymore. As the pegasus’ laughter joined the prince’s, Blueblood finished his tale. “I mean, the Wrecking Crew had already built up a bit of a reputation of being pushovers compared to other supervillains but, by Celestia, I just felt so bad for the poor boy!”
With the slightly inebriated giggles filling the workshop, neither pony noticed the door open as Spitfire walked in on their private party.
The two looked up at the smirking mare while Blueblood attempted to hide his bourbon with minimal success.
“Please don’t tell Rarity.” He said as though he were a foal hiding a bad report card.
Spitfire raised a hoof. “Don’t even worry about it. That kinda stuff is between you two.”
While Blueblood calmed a little by his teammates assurance, Thunderlane was beginning to tense up as he remembered how his last interaction with Spitfire went.
Spitfire, noticing that Thunderlane was being very silent, rubbed the back of her neck as a tinge of red covered her muzzle. “Ah… Your name’s Thunderlane, right?”
Thunderlane nodded, still feeling tense around the pyrokinetic.
Spitfire sighed as she looked up at the Sergeant. “I… I heard from some of my old Wonderbolt buddies what you did for Blue. I just wanted to say… I’m sorry for, y’know, attacking you when you first came here.”
Thunderlane eased up a bit as Spitfire continued. “I obviously have my problems with S.H.I.E.L.D. and I doubt you’ll really help much in that regard but… It’s good to know you’re not just one of their toadies.”
Despite himself, Blueblood smirked at Spitfire’s word choice.
Thunderlane stood up and extended a hoof towards Spitfire. “As I said before, I’m here to help both S.H.I.E.L.D. and the Avengers. I do hope we can work together to help you understand S.H.I.E.L.D. is an ally but make no mistake, I’m just as much your ally as well.”
Spitfire nodded and grabbed Thunderlane’s hoof, giving it a solid shake. “If you guys don’t mind, don’t say anything to Cap about this when we get back. I would never hear the end of it.”
Blueblood’s ears perked up as he noted what his teammate said. “Get back? Where are you going?”
Spitfire shrugged. “Mandrill’s causing some problems in Manehattan. Cap and I are gonna go down there and handle it. It really shouldn’t take long.”
Blueblood got up and proceeded to walk towards his display of armors. “Do you want me to go with you?”
Spitfire smirked. “Against a C-Lister like Mandrill? Kinda overkill, dontcha think?”
Spitfire waved her hoof. “Nah, Cap and I can handle it. Honestly, once he finds out he’s against two Avengers he’ll probably just give up.”
Blueblood shrugged as he knew that Caramel and Spitfire could no doubt handle this problem. Plus, he certainly didn’t mind the excuse to not part with his bourbon.
Thunderlane raised an eyebrow as Spitfire turned to leave. “That reminds me, where’s Thor? I just realized I’ve yet to meet him since I came here.”
Blueblood shrugged. “He was enlisted by Doctor Sparkle a few weeks back for a solo mission up in the arctic. As far as I know, he’s just wrapping up and should be back soon.”
Thunderlane’s eyes widened. “Sparkle? You mean Twilight Sparkle! The Sorceress Supreme!”
Blueblood nodded. “Twilight has helped us a number of times during our more… mystically-inclined escapades. You could call her an honorary Avenger.” 
Blueblood smiled as he leaned against one of his workstations. “In fact, we even offered her an official position within the team more than once but she always turned us down. Said she was scholar not a superhero.”
Blueblood chuckled a bit. “She just happens to be a scholar who wears a brightly colored costume and fights supervillains. I think somepony is in denial.”
Thunderlane shook his head as he thought about the events of the day. The day.
Thunderlane just realized that he hasn’t been the Avenger’s liaison for more than a single day! And yet here he was, downing shots with one of the greatest heroes of Equestria, as well as a member of the royal family, as if he were an old college roommate.
“I want to thank you.” Thunderlane said to the prince. “For being so quick to accept me into the mansion.”
Blueblood merely shrugged. “You were chosen to be our liaison by my auntie Luna. A princess of Equestria. You were coming here whether we wanted you to or not. I wasn’t going to make things easier for anyone involved if I treated you like dirt just for being affiliated with S.H.I.E.L.D.”
Blueblood placed a hoof on Thunderlane’s shoulder. “Aside from that, you’ve more than proven to be an ally today. From here out Thunderlane, you can consider yourself a friend to the Avengers.”
Blueblood smiled as he poured the two of them one last round. “...And to me.”
Thunderlane accepted the glass from Blueblood as he held it up for a toast. “Here’s to the Avengers.” the pegasus said.
“And to our new liaison.” Blueblood finished, clinking his glass to Thunderlane’s.
But before they could bring their glasses to their muzzles, a loud, booming sound echoed throughout the mansion. The vibrations that followed made Thunderlane drop his shot glass as it shattered on the workshop’s floor.
Blueblood paid the broken glass no attention as he focused towards the direction the sound came from.
“Was that an explosion?” Thunderlane asked.
Blueblood made his way to a terminal on one of his workstations. “Bring up external security camera.”
Responding to the vocal command, the terminal fizzled to life as an image of the courtyard just outside the mansion appeared in front of the two ponies.
Sure enough, they saw the source of the explosion, as well as more explosions following it, was from the repulsor weapon of a pony in green and white armor.
“Is that the Titanium Pony?” Thunderlane asked, not believing what he was seeing.
“Three guesses as to who the pilot is.” Blueblood said. The prince turned away from the monitor as he made his way towards the red and gold armor of the MkII.
“Stay here. The mansion if heavily armored, the workshop most of all. It will take him a while to blast his way in.” Blueblood said to the worried Sergeant as the armor opened up to welcome its master. Metal plates folded over the white unicorn’s body and snapped into place with a chorus of hisses and whirring.  “And I don’t plan on giving him that long.” He said as the armors faceplate came down. Without another word, Blueblood activated the thrusters underneath his hooves as a panel in the ceiling opened up above him.
Flying straight up, Blueblood emerged out of the tunnel into the courtyard outside the mansion.
Titanium Pony ceased his assault on the mansion when he noticed the company he now had.
“Am I correct to assume that’s Steel Hammer in that suit?” Blueblood said through the filters in his helmet.
The green and white faceplate opened to reveal the snarling unicorn underneath. “Blueblood! You’ve ruined me! Destroyed everything I built! Hammer Industries was a beacon of my genius that would shed light across Equestria. But then you mutants came in and darkened it all.”
Blueblood folded his forelegs across his chest. “Quit blaming mutants for all of your problems. You stole my tech! You copied my schematics!”
“What else could I do!?” Hammer screamed. “Because of your mutant intelligence, normal ponies like me can’t even keep up. Where is my recognition for all the hard work that you never bothered with!”
“I’ll tell you where.” Hammer said with a wicked grin as his faceplate came back down. “RIGHT HERE!” With that, Hammer raised his hoof and fired a repulsor blast straight at Blueblood.
Flying back from the force of the blast, Blueblood stabilized himself in the air before flying straight for Hammer, dodging his volley of blasts. As Blueblood collided into Hammer, the prince pushed his adversary straight down towards the ground.
Hammer felt a gasp of pain escape his lungs as the impact left a small crater in the courtyard.
Blueblood stood over the gasping villain.
“Enough of this Hammer. You know your knockoff armor can’t beat mine.”
Despite the pain, Hammer forced a chuckle. “There’s one thing my armor has that yours doesn’t.” With that, Hammer thrust his forehoof straight towards Blueblood’s Core Diamond. While Blueblood jumped away to avoid the punch, merely punching the diamond was not Hammer’s plan. Fast as a blink, a series of cables shot out of the Titanium Pony’s hoof which grafted themselves onto the Iron Pony armor, focusing primarily on the Core Diamond.
Before Blueblood could even react, a blinding pain came over him as felt himself being drained. The HUD in front of him showed that his magic was being depleted and fast.
Merely seconds passed before Blueblood was on his knees and Hammer was back on his hooves. “A gift from our mutual ‘friend’ the Fixer.”
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Thunderlane was watching the whole fight from within the workshop. He winced as he saw the weakened Iron Pony get kicked around by Hammer who was laughing cruelly at the prince’s pain.
‘There’s gotta be something I can do to help!’ Thunderlane looked around the workshop, trying to find anything that could rejuvenate Blueblood and get him back into the fight.
After a few moments of frantic searching, Thunderlane found what looked to be a cache of gems pulsating with magical energy. ‘He must use these to power his inventions. If I can get these to him, maybe he could recharge or something.’ Thunderlane thought. He admitted to himself that it wasn’t exactly the grandest of plans but time was of the essence.
‘The only problem is if I go out there, I’ll be blasted to bits. I need some… kind of… protection.’ Thunderlane’s thoughts trailed off as his eyes landed on a certain device that would make bringing the gems to Blueblood much easier.
With no real plan in mind other than ‘Help my new friend’. Thunderlane walked up to the black and silver prototype armor. “Hang on Iron Pony, help’s coming.”
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Blueblood rolled a good few feet from Hammer’s last hit. “I can’t believe how easy this is! One little drain of your magic and you’re completely helpless!” Hammer gripped Blueblood’s head in his hooves. “This just goes to show. There is no true intelligence in that head of yours. Just a gift from your auntie that you took for granted.” Hammer started to squeeze Blueblood’s head in between his hooves. “I may have stolen your tech but you stole my future. You stole your genius when you should have earned it.” Hammer laughed as he continued to press Blueblood’s head. “Say goodbye to your filthy mutant brain Blueblood!”
Blueblood winced in pain from the pressure. It would take too long to recharge his magic to counterattack before his head would pop like a grape. ‘Have… too... hold… on!’
Hammer was so focused on ending his rival once and for all that he failed to notice the black blur barreling towards until he already felt the impact of something large and heavy hit his side. Relinquishing his hold on Blueblood’s head, Hammer flew fast and hard into the walls of the mansion.
As Blueblood tried to regain his wits, he looked up to see who his savior was and was surprised by what he saw.
Standing tall and proud was the gargantuan War Machine armor. Easily beating the Iron Pony in height by at least two feet, the black and silver armor was decked with a shoulder mounted minigun and missile launcher. Each forehoof possessed a fetlock mounted repulsor cannon with about three times the kinetic force of a standard repulsor gem.
As Hammer stirred himself back to consciousness, he saw the intruder in full for the first time.
“What’s this? Another Copy?” Hammer said.
“No” The newcomer said. “I’m the War Machine.”
With that, War Machine lifted his giant hoof and blasted Hammer with a massive payload of repulsor energy. Hammer was drilled through the walls of the mansion and buried underneath a good sized pile of rubble.
However, Blueblood and his new ally saw that Hammer was already working his way out of the rubble. With little time to act, War Machine turned towards the weakened Avenger and dropped a number of gems in front of him.
“Use these to replenish your magic. I’ll keep him away from you for as long as I can.”
Blueblood looked up at his prototype, the armor he never managed to get working, as he recognized the voice coming through its speakers.
“Thunderlane?”
The mech gave a salute as it flew off to meet Hammer who had just finished digging himself out of the remains of the mansion’s walls. Hammer had only a scant few seconds to react as Thunderlane charged into him, the silver mech gripping the green armor around the midsection.
Hammer once again felt the wind get completely knocked out of him as Iron Pony’s gargantuan cousin lifted him high into the air. Hammer managed to break free from the War Machine’s grip only to find himself directly in the sights of the mech’s minigun. The Titanium Pony armor managed to protect Hammer from the hail of concussive pellets but the force behind the projectiles still managed to knock Hammer senseless.
As the Titanium Pony drifted aimlessly in the air for a few scant seconds, Blueblood went to work in siphoning the magical energy from his battery crystals into his armor. While he still wasn’t at full-power, he had enough to aid his newly armored ally.
‘But I don’t understand.’ Blueblood thought. ‘How is the War Machine armor even active? I was never even able to keep it on for more than a few seconds.’
Blueblood shook these thoughts from his head as the last bit of magic was absorbed from the crystals. ‘How?’ and ‘Why?’ would have to wait. Right now, there was a power armored menace fighting his new friend.
Not a second after regaining his senses, Hammer shot a blast of energy straight towards War Machines Core Diamond. Lacking time to perform the surgical process of grafting a Core Diamond into his chest, Thunderlane was forced to use a weaker Core Diamond Blueblood kept as backups in case his ever failed. Because it was not an actual part of his own magical field, Thunderlane couldn’t regulate the energy as it blasted him almost to unconsciousness.
Still he held out as he launched another blast from his repulsor cannons at Hammer. Unfortunately, this was the point Hammer figured out one of the key differences between the Iron Pony armor (and by extension, his own armor) and the War Machine: Speed.
Hammer turned his thrusters at full force as he easily dodged the blast, sending his own volley of energy towards Thunderlane.
Thunderlane learned from the last blast and did what he could to protect his Core Diamond. But the hulking size of his armor meant he could not avoid all of the blasts as they pelted his armor leaving black smoky scorch marks all over his chassis.
The HUD in front of Thunderlane showed that his armor’s integrity was about to fail. If this volley of repulsor energy didn’t stop soon, they would eventually pierce the armor and Thunderlane’s position as the Avenger’s liaison would end much faster than he thought it would.
Suddenly the barrage of energy stopped. As Thunderlane looked up, he saw the iconic red and gold of the Iron Pony armor surrounded by a violet energy shield. With Iron Pony’s shield protecting them from the bombardment of energy, Blueblood turned his head towards Thunderlane, straining to keep the force field up. “He has some kind of magic-draining cable. I don’t know where he got the tech but I think we can use it against him.”
“When I drop my shield…” Blueblood began, knowing his shield was going to drop soon regardless of his desire. “I need you to keep the pressure on with your missiles. You need to let me get in close.”
Thunderlane nodded as he prepped the launcher on his shoulder. “On my mark!” He shouted.
Blueblood nodded as he waited for Thunderlane to lock his sights on the Titanium Pony armor.
“NOW!”
In the span of a second, Blueblood dropped his shield and cut the power to his thrusters. As he dropped, Hammer’s blasts sailed over him towards Thunderlane. The pegasus risked a couple shots hitting him as he let loose a salvo of missiles. The rockets flew straight towards their green and white target as they bombarded Hammer with explosive force.
Not wanting to give Hammer the chance to recover, Thunderlane fired another salvo, and then another and another.
Countless missiles flew towards the Titanium Pony and kept him pinned down, unable to counter or evade in any way. Hammer’s HUD told him his armor’s shield was doing an admirable job stopping the non-energy based weapons from severely hurting him, but the force from the explosions were keeping him from really doing anything.
Thunderlane was getting worried. The HUD in his helmet was informing him that his launcher’s supply of missiles was running low from the constant salvos. Whatever Blueblood planned to do, he needed to do it quickly.
Fortunately, Blueblood had just finished recalibrating his shoulder’s repulsor gem. With careful aiming, Blueblood fired an extremely narrow and precise beam of energy towards the Titanium Pony.
The white-hot beam sliced through the metal on the Titanium Pony’s back as the wiring underneath sparked and crackled. Blueblood smiled as Hammer seemed to not notice, distracted as he was by the onslaught of missiles.
Sadly, the distraction was over as War Machines supply of missiles was now completely used up. Thunderlane looked towards Blueblood as the red and yellow suit of armor nodded, giving the signal that it did what it needed to do.
Hammer was at his boiling point. Every single missile striking against his armor was a personal insult to the CEO. “THAT’S IT!!!” He screamed. “I AM DONE WITH YOU ALL!”
He turned his attention towards Blueblood, never once forgetting that he was the reason for this attack. “NO MORE GAMES BLUEBLOOD!”
Hammer locked his sights on the Iron Pony armor and channeled nearly all of its energy into the Core Diamond in his armor’s chassis. “UNI-BEAM! FIRE!!!”
With a loud booming noise, a wave of green energy erupted from the Titanium Pony’s chest. With barely any time to dodge, Blueblood watched helplessly as the Uni-Beam headed straight for him. That is until he saw a mass of black and silver appear before him. With a pained scream, Thunderlane took the brunt of the blast hoping against hope that the reinforced metal of the War Machine armor would protect him from the torrent of energy. With the sound of his armor creaking from the pressure of the Titanium Pony’s attack, Thunderlane gritted his teeth and held fast against the barrage.
With barely seconds before his armor would completely fail, the blast started to wither in strength and dissipate as Hammer felt his magic start to wane from the constant taxation of using the Uni-Beam.
Blueblood smiled, both at seeing Thunderlane was still alive as well as Hammer playing right into his trap. “That blast must have taken quite a bit out of you Hammer!” Blueblood yelled towards his self-proclaimed rival.
Hammer huffed as his body was starting to feel the sudden loss of magic yet his eyes were still  filled with rage at seeing Blueblood still alive.
Blueblood floated up next to Thunderlane and spoke to him through a private channel. “How much energy does your armor have left.”
Thunderlane winced in pain as he viewed his HUD, seeing his Core Diamonds energy reserves were only at 52%. “I’m running at about half-strength. You?”
“51% myself.” Blueblood stated. “Between the two of us, that should be enough.”
Thunderlane cast an aside glance at the armored prince. “Enough for what?”
Blueblood kept his eyes on the Titanium Pony, not wanting to clue Hammer into the fact that they were talking. “I’m going to try and get him to use his magic-drain cables on both of us, when he does, divert all power to your Uni-Beam and fire it.”
A look of confusion struck Thunderlane’s face. “Won’t the cables just absorb the energy?”
Blueblood closed his eyes. He knew that if his calculations were even a little bit off, that’s exactly what would happen. Then Hammer would be fully charged and their armors would be running on empty. Still, he steeled himself as he knew this was their best chance for victory.
“Do you trust me?” Blueblood said.
Thunderlane thought the question over. “Do you trust me?” He offered in return.
The question surprised Blueblood, to say the least. What surprised him even more was how quickly he responded. “Yes.”
Thunderlane nodded. “Then I trust you.”
With his own nod, Blueblood turned his external speakers back on. “Looks like we have this fight in the bag now that you’re out of magic.” Blueblood snarked. “Honestly, you’re probably not even worth the effort. We could just get some guards here and they can take of you.”
Hammer’s eye started to twitch. “Not… NOT WORTH THE EFFORT!!!” He screamed as specks of saliva hit the inside of his helmet. “How dare you… you… arrogant… self-centered… overly privileged… MUTANT!!!” With a scream of rage, Hammer launched his cables yet again towards both armored ponies. As the cable’s latched onto their Core Diamonds, Hammer started the leeching process as he already felt his magic being replenished.
Blueblood and Thunderlane winced in pain as they felt their energy being drained from their bodies. Yet, through the pain, Thunderlane did exactly as Blueblood asked as he mentally willed all power in his armor into his Core Diamond.
As Blueblood did the same, the two ponies yelled out simultaneously: “UNI-BEAM! FIRE!”
Twin spheres of energy, one blue and one red, started to shine out of Iron Pony and War Machine’s chests. However, instead of the built up energy releasing into a single wave, the energy was pulled into the cables. The energy travelled along the length of the cables as they entered the Titanium Pony’s armor. Hammer started to laugh as the massive amount of magic entered his armor but the laughter stopped as a loud beeping rang in his ears. His HUD started flashing red as the words ‘ERROR’ appeared over and over again.
Hammer felt the joints in his armor lock up as he saw sparks of electricity shoot out of him. The HUD in his helmet now read ‘SYSTEM FAILURE’. Hammer looked towards the readout that showed his energy levels and saw it hit 100%. But it just kept going.
110%
130%
170%
Finally, with a blinding pain hitting his chest, the Titanium Pony’s Core Diamond exploded.
With all power cut to his thrusters, Hammer started to fall like a rock back towards the mansion’s courtyard. Landing painfully, though not mortally wounded thanks to the armor’s shock-absorption padding, Hammer groaned as he tried to move any part of his body. His attempts were in vain as the armor was completely locked up. He couldn’t even see anything other than pitch blackness due to the HUD in his helmet being off.
Fortunately for Hammer, he did start to see the outside world once again when he felt his faceplate being ripped off. Unfortunately, the faceplate was in the hooves of a smiling Blueblood, still in his armor sans his own faceplate.
War Machine floated down next to Blueblood as his own faceplate and chassis opened up revealing a much smaller pegasus standing on what looked like mechanized stilts. The pegasus dropped down from his harness and looked down at the broken and beaten Hammer.
“Steel Hammer, as a Sergeant of the Royal Guard I hereby place you under arrest… again for the theft and assault of Prince Blueblood.”
Hammer thought about screaming, he thought about raving and ranting, but instead just sighed.
“How?”
Blueblood’s smile widened. “Even if you add a few toys, my tech is still my tech. Any apparatus designed to drain magical energy would need some kind of secondary regulator to keep the armor from overloading since your Core Diamond could only regulate your own magic.”
“All I needed to do was find out the most likely place the secondary regulator would be stored in your armor and destroy it. Without it, your armor couldn’t handle the massive intake of magic.”
Hammer closed his eyes as he thought about this flaw in his armor.
“It’s not fair. You only won because you’re a mutant. How could I possibly keep up with you? How can any of us?”
Thunderlane shook his head in disdain. “Well, I’m not a mutant. And I just kicked your butt.”
Thunderlane shrugged. “Take that for what it is.”
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
“Thank you again for helping me Big Mac.” Twilight said as the two walked towards the mansion. While she could just teleport Big Mac home, she decided to see how the Avengers were doing herself.
“Ain’t nothin’ Twilight. Ah’m just happy to help.” Big mac said.
“Well, you were a big help. Without Mjolnir’s lightning, I never would have been able to stabilize that portal. Now that Scorpan can travel to and from Hala more easily, we can more effectively set up a peace treaty between the realms.”
Big Mac raised an eyebrow. “Are the Halans really trying to justify Tirek’s attempt to steal all of Equestria’s magic?”
Twilight sighed. “Hala’s Supreme Elder has stated that Tirek was acting independently from the Halan military and that he’s been officially labeled a terrorist. They are being quite slow with a formal apology however.”
Big Mac nodded. “Ah imagine they will be.”
Twilight’s face took a grim expression. “For thousands of years, Equestria’s only interaction with Hala was Tirek and Scorpan. Now that there is an entire realm of their people open to us, it’s completely up in the air on whether it’s even possible for peace to exist between us.”
Big Mac placed a hoof on Twilight’s shoulder. “If anyone can broker peace between the realms, it’s the Sorceress Supreme.”
Twilight blushed. “That’s what the princesses believe. Unfortunately, Hala isn’t the only realm with bad blood. Many ponies, especially those in the guard, feel that Tirek was a deliberate attack from Hala and that we need to ‘fight back’. Celestia and Luna are doing all they can to calm them but if tensions get any higher, war could break out before a peace treaty can even be drawn up.”
Twilight sighed. “I would hate to have their job right now.”
Big Mac nodded. “Well, the Avengers and I certainly ain’t gonna pick a fight and cause any more problems. But If the worst happens, we’ll have your back.”
Twilight smiled. “You always do.”
The two continued to walk until Twilight stopped in her tracks. “Is that… smoke?”
Big Mac stopped as well and saw the plume of smoke Twilight pointed out. He also saw it was coming from the same direction as the mansion.
“Oh no.”
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
A flash of violet appeared across from Blueblood and Thunderlane as Twilight and Big Mac teleported onto the courtyard of the mansion, Big Mac holding a stick in his hooves.
Big Mac’s eyes widened as he saw Blueblood fully armored, a black pegasus standing next to a giant-sized black and silver Iron Pony armor and a white unicorn inside a battered and broken green and white armor sprawled on the ground.
The mansion’s courtyard was an absolute mess with ceramic pots destroyed, tiles of concrete shattered, scorch marks in the grass. Big Mac even saw a sizeable hole in the mansion’s wall.
“Hello Big Mac.” Blueblood said with a cordial bow. “Glad to see you back safe and sound.”
The prince nonchalantly gestured towards Thunderlane who was trying to make himself look as small as possible. “This is our new liaison to S.H.I.E.L.D., Thunderlane.”
“Personally…” Blueblood said. “I think he’s doing an admirable job so far.”
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
After the Royal Guard came to haul Steel Hammer away (again) and Blueblood gave a much needed explanation to Big Mac and Twilight, the four decided to retreat into the Central Command room. Mostly because Big Mac didn’t want to see what became of his garden during Hammer’s attack.
Spitfire and Caramel returned from dealing with Mandrill near the middle of Blueblood’s explanation but managed to get the context well enough.
And so, all four members of the Avengers plus one Sorceress Supreme and one liaison were gathered around the pedestal as the day’s events sunk in.
“What I don’t understand is why the War Machine armor suddenly started to work.” Caramel said. “Didn’t you say you never managed to keep it on for more than a few seconds?” He asked Blueblood.
Blueblood nodded. “I thought that very same thing myself. Thunderlane? How did you manage to activate the War Machine?”
Thunderlane kept his head down, more than a little intimidated that he was surrounded by the five most powerful ponies in Equestria. “I honestly don’t know. To be honest, I’m not sure why I went for the War Machine since I knew Blueblood never got it to work properly.”
Twilight hummed to herself as she thought this over. “Blueblood, your Iron Pony armors run off the pilot’s own magical field, correct?”
Blueblood nodded, allowing Twilight to continue. “How exactly does the War Machine armor differ from your other armors?”
Blueblood thought the question over for a little while. “Well… It has much more firepower for starters. It’s more heavily armored too. It lacks in speed and mobility and it doesn’t possess a shield emitter crystal but its arsenal and heavy armor is meant to make up for that.”
Spitfire raised an eyebrow at this. “That seems… almost like the exact opposite of all your other armors. Even the Hulk-Buster has a shield and is fast on its feet.”
Blueblood nodded. “True, this was precisely the point of the War Machine. It’s designed to fight heavily armored supervillains. Against those types, speed wouldn’t really matter and the greater amount of weapons could pierce through their defenses more easily.”
Twilight smiled, believing to have found a solution to this conundrum. “But it’s still vastly different from all of your other armors, at least in terms of how you use it.”
Blueblood nodded as Twilight continued. “This is just a theory, but you are all already aware that each pony’s magic is unique to them, correct?”
The assembled ponies nodded at this, even Thunderlane who took some magic classes as per requirement to become a Royal Guard.
“It could be that because Blueblood is not the kind to charge in fast and hit hard, his internal magic was incompatible with the War Machine armor. Whereas Thunderlane, a military soldier trained to strike hard and fast, his magic would be more compatible than yours.” Twilight stated, waiting for Blueblood and the other Avengers to mull over her theory.
“So what you’re saying…” Blueblood began. “Is that Thunderlane ‘fits’ the armor better than I ever could?”
Twilight nodded. “As I said, It’s just a theory. Your armors are powered by magic and even I know very little as to how each pony’s own personal magic field interacts differently than from others.”
Twilight shrugged her shoulders, her large red cape bobbing up and down. “But yes Blueblood. I do believe it is simply because Thunderlane ‘fits’ the armor better than you.”
“I see.” Blueblood said as he got up from his chair. He began to pace around the pedestal for a few seconds before a smile graced his muzzle. “Well then, I see no reason why he shouldn’t keep the armor then.”
Thunderlane’s head shot up upon hearing this. “What?!”
Thunderlane wasn’t the only one confused by Blueblood’s statement, the other Avengers were also flabbergasted by this.
“Are you kidding? We hardly know this guy and you want to just give him one of your most powerful suits?” Spitfire said.
“I know what Twilight said about how he can use the armor but that doesn’t really mean he has to.” Caramel stated.
Big Mac looked back and forth between Blueblood and Thunderlane before letting his own voice be heard. “Why do you want to give him the armor in the first place?”
Blueblood’s smile never left his face as he answered Big Mac’s question with utter honesty. “Because I trust him.”
Spitfire and Caramel merely looked at each other with raised eyebrows as Big Mac took in Blueblood’s words. Twilight was watching the whole thing with bemused curiosity.
Blueblood shrugged his shoulders. “Of course, I’m not offering him a position within the team. Not right away at least. If he wants to be an Avenger, he’ll have to go through the Initiate Program just like everypony else. But should we ever need the War Machine armor, I would be much more comfortable knowing that there is somepony I trust who can pilot it.”
Blueblood turned his attention towards the object of their discussion as Thunderlane took all of this info in. “This is all, of course, if you even wish to continue wearing the armor.”
Thunderlane thought of every word spoken in this room since they came in. He thought of how close he came to death fighting the Titanium Pony in that armor. Then he thought of how close Blueblood almost came to death if he hadn’t put the War Machine armor on. And despite himself, Thunderlane thought of  Luna’s desire to get all of her soldiers into their own Iron Pony armors.
Blueblood was vehemently against the idea and yet here he was offering him exactly what he denied the other guards.
Why?
Because he trusted Thunderlane.
Thunderlane smiled as he looked expectantly at the other three Avengers. “If… If it’s alright with the rest of you.”
Big Mac was silent but eventually nodded, deciding to trust his fellow Avenger. Caramel followed shortly afterwards. Spitfire came the closest to actually verbalizing another complaint but instead sighed and nodded as well.
Blueblood smiled as he placed a hoof on Thunderlane’s shoulder. “You’re still a long way from getting your own chair, but I’d say you’ve officially taken your first step… War Machine.”
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
One month later
“So how does it feel?” Blueblood asked. Rarity was beside him hoping her latest design did what it needed to.
Thunderlane moved around in his armor. The massive frame of the War Machine was responding to his movements much more smoothly now and Thunderlane didn’t feel as much of a tax on his own body.
“It feels a lot more natural now. Used to be just moving around was extremely tiring but it’s much easier now.” Thunderlane said within the mech.
“Good. Why don’t you come out so we can get the final measurements.” Rarity said.
Thunderlane nodded as the cockpit for the mech opened up, allowing the pegasus to hop down.
Now that he could see his own body again, Thunderlane gave another look to the suit Rarity and Blueblood designed for him. It was a skintight gray bodysuit with a network of glowing blue wires placed all over it. The wires themselves were connected to a Core Diamond located on Thunderlane’s chest.
This ‘Magi-Suit’ as Rarity called it was designed to connect the Core Diamond to Thunderlane’s own magical field without actually implanting the diamond in his chest. Something Thunderlane was very grateful for.
“Not to sound ungrateful Rare’ but I think you got my size wrong. It’s a little tight on the haunches.” Thunderlane said, tugging the fabric on his flank for emphasis.
“Classy.” Blueblood said with a snicker.
Thunderlane wiggled himself out of the suit and placed it into the basket Rarity was holding out for him. “Don’t worry darling.” She said. “Come back to my boutique sometime later today and well see if we can’t fix it.”
Thunderlane nodded. “Thanks Rare’. I’ll see you guys tomorrow.” With that, Thunderlane turned towards the door to the workshop, leaving Blueblood and Rarity alone.
“He really has improved with the armor.” Blueblood said. “Yesterday, Caramel told me he’s started the ‘Veteran’ class simulations in the Danger Room and he’s doing rather well.”
Rarity smiled, glad to know the sergeant was on his way to becoming a full-fledged Avenger. “It’s only a matter of time before he’s flying alongside you during missions.”
Blueblood’s smile faltered a little but didn’t leave his face. “Very true. But… I do hope he won’t be the only one flying beside me.”
Rarity raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?” 
Blueblood glanced aside as he thought of how best to tell his fiancée. “Rarity… Could you make another of those Magi-Suits?” 
Rarity was still confused but nodded. “Yes, but I don’t see why you would need one. The whole point of a Magi-Suit is to connect a pony to a Core Diamond. Considering your Core Diamond is inside your chest, you really can’t be anymore ‘connected’ than you are right now.”
“It wouldn’t be for me.” Blueblood said. “Come here, I want to show you another project I’ve been working on.”
Rarity shrugged as she followed Blueblood to one of his workstations. She saw that whatever was on the table was covered in a thick tarp. Blueblood grabbed the corner of the tarp with his magic and pulled it away causing Rarity to gasp at what she saw. “Blueblood… Is… Is this what I think it is?”
Blueblood nodded. “Thunderlane taking the mantle of War Machine… It’s got me thinking. While I will never go as far as to mass-produce my armor for the military, It has opened my eyes to... other possibilities.”
Rarity shook her head, as if she was almost afraid of what was in front of her. “But Blue this is… this is…”
Blueblood raised a hoof to calm his fiancé. “I’m not going to force you to do anything, and if you ask it I will destroy this machine right now. I just feel it would be best that if something ever happened to me, I would feel better knowing that there is somepony…” Blueblood turned towards the door. “Who could come to my rescue.”
Blueblood left the workshop, leaving Rarity alone with the new suit of armor Blueblood designed. The armor was violet and white and covered in cyan gems. But what Rarity noticed almost immediately was that it was far too small for Blueblood to wear… but it would fit her just fine.
“...Rescue…”
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
“Captain Howler.” Luna said, seeing the S.H.I.E.L.D. agent walk into her quarters. “I assume you’re here to give me the report on our scientist’s progress.”
Howler nodded. “Yes Ma’am, an’ Da eggheads seem ta’ think dat we can get da salvaged Eq-Droids workin’ better than Hammer ever did.” He said as he passed the manila folder to the princess.
“Good.” She quietly said, more to herself than to Howler. As she perused the folder of its contents she noticed that Howler was still standing in front of her keeping a respectful silence.
“You have something on your mind Captain?” She asked.
“Forgive me if’n I step outta line Ma’am but… Da Eq-Droids are based on Prince Blueblood’s Iron Pony tech, Correct?”
“Mm-hm.” Luna nodded, her eyes barely leaving the folder.
“Well…” Howler started. “Won’t he be… a little angry dat we’re using his tech behind his back?”
Luna raised her head at this and gave Howler a hard stare. “He would be if we were going to use the Eq-Droids as they are. But I have something… different in mind for them than Hammer or even Blueblood did.”
Howler raised an eyebrow. “Different?”
Luna nodded. “In short Captain Howler, what my nephew doesn’t know won’t hurt him. Understood?”
Howler knew better than to pry deeper than he already had. S.H.I.E.L.D. was an organization built on secrets and to unravel too many would weaken the organization. “Yes Ma’am.” He said with a salute.
“Good.” Luna said, handing the folder back towards Howler. “Tell our scientists the research phase is over. It’s time to initiate Project L.M.D.”

			Author's Notes: 
Just for fun, a little extra Thunderlane/Blueblood bromance. It's up to you whether this is canon or not.
----------------------------------------------------------------
"Thunderlane..." Blueblood began, already reaching for his bourbon. "What in Celestia's name did you do to your armor?"
Thunderlane looked himself up and down, reminding himself that his armor has been re-painted the same gold and blue of the Royal Guard.
Thunderlane sheepishly rubbed his hoof against his neck. "Princess Celestia thought a name like War Machine was too... violent. She thought it would send the wrong message to the civilians. So... she wants me to call myself Iron Guard now."
Blueblood blinked. "...That name is stupid."
"Yes. Yes it is." Thunderlane said with a sigh.


	