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When the humans start attacking, it's only then that the royal guards, as well as the wonder bolts stop being the butt of every joke. What if they don't want to defend the ponies who ridiculed them?
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		Chapter 1



Arrow Charge stood in front of the palace walls, keeping sentry like the " good bitch" he was. His thoughts turned dark at the remembrance of the comment. Sure it was made by a group of drunks at the bar last night, but that did nothing to stop the truth behind it.
Charge mentally shook himself out of his thoughts, seeing as the sunset was approaching. He internally smiled, knowing that he could finally go back home. He pictured his fireplace lit living room, with his chair and radio. 
He looked to his left, relieved to finally see a unicorn with a dusty coal colored coat. A night guard. He marched over to the young colt. He was shocked at this, he almost never saw anyone younger than twenty-five in the royal guard. 
He looked to be right out of training, lithe build, dark amber eyes. Charge put up a mental sticky note to look for him in the mess hall, he had always liked to talk to the new cadets. Everyone else liked to tell them that they should just quit, not waste their time. Charge on the other hoof, he liked to encourage them to stay. He'd tell them that it wasn't that hard or dangerous, plus it paid the bills.
Charge handed his spear to the young guard. He looked him in the eyes. He saw something he hasn't seen in a guard's eyes in months. Conviction.
"May Luna's moon guard you tonight," Charge bid the young sentry. It was custom to say such as a guard was leaving to the one taking their place. The young colt's eyes lit up at this. He nodded at Charge, a small smile present on his lips.
"Thank you, sir," The black coated colt said to him, excitement very present in his voice. Yep, he was definitely new. This made Charge all the happier. New recruits were a rarity these days. Ever since the elements came around... He pushed those thoughts back, not wanting to ruin his pleasure.
"Hey, kid," Charge spoke to the young colt, dropping his emotionless voice for his natural voice. The new recruit's head popped up in surprise, his eyes were wide as he gulped down air.
"Sir?"
"Relax, keep vigilant, but relax. If you have adrenaline pumping right now the time you need it you'll have started to grow weary from the previous adrenaline drop. Also, barely anything happens on this side of the castle at night, or so I've been told."
"Uh, thanks," The young colt said, eyes growing wide at his slip up. He straighten his posture and cleared his throat before correcting himself with a, "I'm sorry, I meant, thank you, sir."
Charge had a smirk plastered on his lips. He remembered being that careless at his age. By Celestia, he was only twenty-eight, what was he saying? He nodded at the young sentry before heading on his way back home.
The streets were mostly quiet at this time of day, everypony winding down. He saw the occasional mare or stallion here and there. Sometimes a romantic couple, both dressed up to the nines. He would have to bite his lip every time he saw an exceptionally lovely mare, repeating the mantra "You're in a relationship with a wonderful mare. You're in a relationship with a wonderful mare. You're in a relationship with a wonderful mare."
Charge approached a store, the only one in Canterlot that offered royal guards a significant discount. He gently pushed open the glass door to the small shop and was greeted with the smell of fresh, crisp, mouth-watering good bread and other fresh baked goods.
"Hey, Charge!" Said a young mare behind the counter. She had a plumper body than most mares her age, but she wore the extra curves well. She had a near stark-white mane and tail, with a subtle light blue sheen. Her coat was a light brown, with the exception of freckles on her face the same color as her mane. "Am I right in expecting you want your usual?"
"Actually, Sugar Cube, I'm looking for a present for Prism," Charge told the young baker/cashier of the establishment. Her eyes lit up more than they already were, if that was even possible, at the mention of his fiancé's name. He could hear her suppressing plenty of giggles. 
"So, what I'm hearing is P's back in town?" Sugar Cube asked him in the most innocent voice she could muster. Charge knew where this conversation was going and nipped it in the bud.
"Yes," He said reluctantly. But he then shot the young mare a killer look. He put his right hoof on the counter and tapped on every syllable."But the future husband gets first dibs on hanging out with his wife to be."
"No fair!"
"I'd say it's totally fair," Charge said, a victorious smile playing on his lips. Sugar Cube rolled her eyes but went to the back of the kitchen, knowing exactly what to get. Charge stood next to the counter top, pondering whether or not to get some groceries while he was there. He felt a small itch on his scalp. He hated this Celestia-forsaken helmet, it was nothing more than an inconvenience to him, just something for show. 
Charge sat down on his rump and pulled off the stupid piece of metal. He stared at it afterwards, or rather the stallion reflecting at him. Except for a select few ponies, he was just the butt of a sick joke to everypony. They hadn't had barely any new recruits in years. Ever since those damned elements showed up.
He didn't blame the bearers of the elements if anything he felt bad for them. Being forced into a position of high authority without their being able to choose, it must have been hell. He couldn't really blame princess Twilight either, he'd actually been at her coronation, she was a normal unicorn with wings in his opinion. 
He couldn't really believe it, but he actually blamed Celestia, and to a lesser extent Luna. They always forced them to sit back and just watch the elements take care of everything that was theirs to battle. They would just make them protect the nobles and themselves. Yeah, protect the gods instead of the innocent civilians, makes perfect sense!
"You hoo! Hey, Charge, buddy, you're spacing out on me," Sugar called from the counter top. Charge looked at the brown earth pony, heart still in his stomach. He raised one hoof to mess with his natural strawberry blond mane. Some fillies and colts thought that the feathering on his helmet was his actual mane, so they were shocked to see that they had different color manes. He stared at Sugar Cube for a minute, not really sure what to say.
"Sorry," He mumbled under his breath as he stood up. Sugar gave him a sad smile, not wanting to pressure him into telling her what was going on. She then turned to a table behind her, grabbing a little brown bag with her teeth. She the set it on the countertop. Charge stared at it for a minute. "What is it?"
"A timber wolf," she said, picking up the bits that Charge had abruptly set on the counter. Charge had had enough for one night, he just wanted to get home. He double checked with Sugar Cube that he'd given her the correct amount of bits then exchanged goodbyes with the mare before leaving the mare to her own business.
The streets were almost completely abandoned art this point, most everyone in Canterlot were early birds so few people would be out at night. And if they were out at night, they'd be at a club or at a bar. 
A bar. That sounded good to Charge. Just a quick drink then back home before Prism got home. Charge changed his route to run past one of his favorite bars. It wasn't exactly a nice place, but it was cheap and it had his favorite hard cider.
He could see the little tavern after just a few blocks. A small smile danced across his lips, he could practically taste the cider from where he was standing. He picked up his pace ever so slightly. He looked around, absent-mindedly. Just taking in the calm of this night.
He then heard something wrong. He could swear that he heard a stallion huffing and grunting. As if he was having... Charge walked up as quietly as he could to the next alleyway. He knew what was happening now, it was obvious if you knew what it sounded like. Charge peered around the wall to see what he knew he'd see.
He saw what looked like a stallion with a dark green coat was standing over... A filly. Charge felt his blood boil as he watched the horrid scene. He could see the stallion pumping himself into the poor filly, who was obviously drugged up. 
"Hey!" Charge Called out at the stallion. He could see the stallion go visibly rigid. Charge ran up to the stallion, not wasting a moment in catching the sick motherbucker. 
The stallion abandoned the filly, not wanting to face the consequences of the horrid sin he'd just committed. Charge took flight and easily pinned the, he could now see that he was an earth pony, to the alleyway concrete.
"Let me go!" The stallion said struggling underneath Charge's grip. "Let me go you damn princess pet!"
"You just raped a poor filly!" Charge shouted at him. Fury dripped from his words. He stared at the stallion's brown eyes with his own hate filled violet eyes. "Did she tell you to let her go?! You sick bucker, did she?!"
The stallion said nothing.
"W-what d-d-did he do?" Charge heard a small voice cry from behind him, followed by sobs.
~~¤~~
"Hey, babe," Prism called out when charge entered the home. Charge had long since shed his armor, getting fed up with the damn thing. Charge set down his saddle bags and trotted over to the couch. He then proceeded to flop down on it with a groan. His fiancè perked her head through the kitchen door, her eyes settling on the stark white Pegasus she called her lover. "Rough day?"
"Rough hour," he replied.
"What happened?" Prism asked as she tried to her soon to be husband. She blew a few loose strands of lavender hair out of her face before proceeding to pull up the ottoman. She sat there quietly, not going to pressure him into hurrying. Charge looked at his girlfriend, now fiancé, a small smile playing on how lips. The same happened for Prism. Charge sat upright, still feeling like just laying down.
"A sicko raped a filly in an alleyway," Charge told Prism, causing her to gasp. She pulled the ottoman closer to the couch so she could rest her head on his chest. "And, no, I'm not talking about a young mare. She was only eight. Her name was Daisy Chain. Ugh, she was drugged up too! She was raped by her older brother in a fricking alley!"
"Hey, hey, hey," Prism said in her most soothing voice. She lifted her head off of his chest and looked him in the eyes. "It's ok, Charge. You caught him right?"
"Yeah," He told her.
"Good, let's just go to bed ok?" She suggested. They both laid down in bed, unaware of what would happen in the near future.
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A sweet smell filled charge's nose. He smiled, immediately recognizing it. Sugar, cinnamon, and his fiance's careful hoof work.
Cinnamon rolls.
Charge pulled back the covers of his side of the bed. He stared at the shallow pillow wall next to him. He smiled at it. Prism had established it once they had moved in with each other. Prism was certainly a virtuous mare, not willing to lose her virginity to anypony, but the stallion she would call husband. 
Charge made the entire bed, noticing his fiance had once again not made her side. It was shocking to most ponies that he did most of the cleaning since it was custom for the wife to do that. He walked by the mirrors, straightening out his mane before proceeding to the room that doubled as their kitchen and dining area. 
"'Morning AC," Prism called to her lover. Charge smiled, happily taking a seat at the table. He cast a longing glance at the oven, seeing that the icy cover bits of cinnamony goodness were still not ready. Prism noticed the glance. "They're ready!"
"Really?"
"Nope." 
"I hate you," Charge joked with Prism. Prism let out an overly dramatic gasp as she put one hoof over her heart. Her wings fanned out, adding dramatic flair. Sometimes to Charge it seemed that she'd be better suited for some kind of improv group than the weather factory. And no, not the kind you want to kill yourself in the middle of, the kind that had real talent.
"Have I not given you all I have?" Prism asked, a heartbroken tone to her voice. She got on her stomach, now committed to the act. She then proceeded to use her front hooves to crawl towards Charge's chair. Once she had arrived she placed one hoof on his leg. "I gave you the best years of my life! As well as cinnamon rolls!"
"Which might be growing crispy," Charge told his mare, fighting back chuckles. Prism gave him a smirk, seeing his cheeks growing red. She got back on her hooves, giving Charge a light peck on the cheek before going and tending to the oven.
Charge genuinely loved his fiance. Then out of seemingly nowhere a thought popped up that made his thoughts turn sour. He remembered meeting her family. His eyes narrowed at the thought of her brother, Storm Gust. The ungrateful boy had said that was just an inside joke with the princesses, seeing how long they'd take being ridiculed by other ponies before they quit. Then there was her mother, Tempest. The unfaithful, sick, bitch had tried to get him in bed with her! Every other relative was just as annoying in different areas of annoying topics. Then her father. Oh, her father. He had said things that would make any self-respecting guard slap him straight across the face.
He, however, was trying to win his blessing, so sadly that wasn't an option... and he could have done it anyways in the end. He highly doubted slapping his future father-in-law would have made him say, "Yes, you have my blessing." 
He tried to get his mind off of them, but as all his thoughts did, it still lingered in the back of his mind. Charge let out a groan of annoyance, wishing he had thought of something else other than that day.
"'Ou 'kay ba'e?" Prism asked, words slightly muffled by grabbing an oven mitt. Charge's mind was now just on the fact she was grabbing the said item. His face lit up as he nodded vigorously. Prism rolled her eyes at this, opening the oven door. The smells of sweet bread, cinnamon, and sugar filled the kitchen, creating a mouth-watering aroma. 
"Oh, hell yeah."
~~¤~~
"Shocking Development!" Shouted a small colt at the corner on the street, a stack of newspapers half his height next to him. Charge sat on  a bench at the border of the park, one of his favorite places to be on his off days. Although the colt was a new touch. "Multiple sighting of strange creatures! Many suspect connections with multiple deaths!"
That was all it took for charge's ears to perk up. Deaths? That just reeked of trouble. 
"Hey, kid," Charge Called out at the small earth pony. He looked up and saw charge coming his way. The colt's face turned sour.
"'Ey, 'ey, 'ey!!!" He shouted at Charge as he came closer. "Get lost, ya aviator! This is MY block! First come first serve! Ya know da drill!"
"Kid," Charge said, going into the poker face he had to use at the castle. Charge them pointed at the stack of papers. "I just want a paper."
"Oh," The colt said, his face growing slightly warm. He grabbed the top paper with his muzzle, hoofing it over to Charge. "Four bits, please."
"Here," Charge said to the colt, fishing the bits out of his saddle bags. The colt happily took it the bits from the pegasus. Charge smiled at the small colt, remembering how it was to be a small foal. Charge remembered playing "The Knight and the Dragon", with his older brother. He'd always beg to be the knight but seldom got to play the part. He could also vividly remember his first special somepony, a red-haired unicorn filly. She had been really nice, but she'd moved away a few months later. Then he remembered doing what this colt was doing right now.
"I'm real sorry for yellin' at ya, sir," The colt said in an embarrassed tone. He shuffled on his hooves, seemingly nervous. He let out a groan of annoyance. "Ya see... this dumb adult who looks kinda like ya, he keeps kicking me outta different corners. He seems to be following me like a shadow!"
"Looks like me how?" Charge asked, curious now.
"He dyes his mane every other day and he has a white coat and near same build as ya. It really was a mistake, sir! I'm sorry!"
"Don't worry about it," Charge told the colt. Charge leaned down closer to the colt and whispered, "I had my own version of your guy when I was a kid."
"What?!" He shouted at Charge, his eyes seeming to grow bigger by ten fold. "But... Ya so big!"
"Not always. And you're an earth pony, you'll probably get even bigger than me!"
"Wha... Really?"
Charge nodded at the small colt who was simply beaming. Charge started on his way back to his home, waving goodbye to the colt. Charge arrived at his front door in a matter of minutes before it hit him.
He'd never learned the name of that colt.
~~*~~
Lightning Twister was mad as hell.
"Fuck life!" She screamed into her roommate's pillow. It was the closest pillow to her, she didn't grab it knowing it wasn't hers. "Fuck Celestia, fuck the wonder bolts, fuck those ungrateful bastards!!!"
As you can probably see, Lightning was very upset.
She had just come from standing at a desk all day for wonder bolt tryouts, no one had shown up. At least to try out. The ones who did either asked for a bathroom, directions, tried to flirt with her or made, what to the one telling them, what were hilarious jokes. All in all, it made her fear for the military's future, but she was too fed up with the stallions that had made fun of her to care at that particular moment.
Lightning threw the pillow in her hooves against the wall with all her might. It just made a hollow 'thump!', and fell to the floor. She then stopped flapping her wings all at once, abruptly falling onto the couch below her.
She hated her job. Not to mention her life.
Spitfire had disappeared to her knowledge earlier that day. She had requested to go and help search for her, but no dealing with cat talking stallions and no actual tryouts was so much more important. She was just happy to be back home, alone. 
She got off of her coach and started trotting towards her shower. She relished the clip clop of her hooves on the tile flooring, filling her ears with a steady beat. She stood in front of the door to her bathroom, and expressionless look on her face. She opened the door, feeling rather fed up with life. 
Lightning slowly opened the cabinet which held her towels. She picked one that was blood red. She then pushed back more towels, revealing a bottle filled halfway with vodka. She then closed the cabinet, setting the vodka on the counter top. She then got on her bathroom floor, feeling the cool tiles penetrate the blanket around her that was her fur. She opened the two small doors that lead to what was mostly the pipes of her sink, but she saw something glistening in the back. She instantly knew what it was.
As she stood up in her muzzle was a knife. Ment to be used by Griffins for things like the steak that they ate and other meats. In this case it would be used for cutting pony flesh. 
Lightning draped the towel across her bathroom counter top, smoothing it out as she do so. She then sat down on the toilet, vodka in hoof. She took a long, long swig of vodka. She felt it burn her throat, it felt like pure pleasure. Pain, the only thing that made everything else seem numb. She then closed the vodka, saving it for afterwards. 
She laid her left fore leg across the counter. The knife in the other. You can guess what caused the scream as more blood spilled across what used to be a white towel.
~~*~~
"Charge!" Sugar Cube called, trotting at full force towards the white pegasus. Charge Looked back at the Earth Pony, happy, but confused. He turned around, facing her.
"Hey, SC," He said, a smile on his face that was mixed with confusion. "What are you doing here? Who's running the bakery?"
"Oh, you think I never take a day off?"
"Kinda?"
"Ugh," She said, raising her right hoof to rub the bridge of her muzzle. "Well, for the most part, you're right, but today's a "me" kinda day." 
Charge rolled his eyes at her. She was a very strange pony. He continued on his way to the boutique that Prism had requested him to visit for her. what was it again? Canterlot Carousel? It was supposed to be the next big thing, for fewer bits than normal Canterlot shops too. He just hoped he was going the right way.
"The fashion district?" Sugar said from behind him. Charge was startled that she was still there, but he wasn't gonna let her know that. No way in Tartarus. He looked back at Sugar, who was giving the weirdest looked that the mare had ever given him. She slowly walked up to him, as if she was afraid to scare him off. When she was close enough she booped him on the nose.
"Sugar...," Charge said, his voice unsteady. What kind of alien had replaced her with a clone that didn't understand social cues? "What are you doing?"
"I've heard that changelings have extremely short tempers," She said, now poking his chest repeatedly, each time getting a little bit harder. Charge's normal temper wanted him to slap her hand away but after years of being in the royal guard he resisted the urge. She then stopped after a few more pokes, her face now just confused instead of angry confused. "Huh. Didn't work... Maybe I need a shovel."
"OK!" Charge said as he moved away from the crazy little maniac he called one of his best friends. "I draw the line at shovel! Sugar... Just ask me questions like any normal pony would."
"Hmm... My birthday."
"July twelfth."
"The first time we met what color icing hit your face by accident?"
"Icing? I don't remember icing... Was it red?"
"Ha, it was a bit of red velvet batter! Charge would have remembered such an important detail!" She said flailing her hooves in the air to make her point. 
"Only you care about baking that much to remember that detail."
"Not true!"
"So true!"
"Not true times two!"
"So true times infinity!"
"Charge-y!" Sugar shouted as she flung her arms around the pegasus. Charge struggled for breath in her python-like grip. What, was this girl part hydra? Her hugs were deadly! When she did charge was struggling for breath. Sugar Cube looked at him, trying to fight from bursting out laughing. "You ok?"
"Yeah. But... Dear Luna! I've met royal guards with weaker tackles than that!" Charge said, laughing as he did so. Every word he said was sadly true. The guards hadn't had any real training in months. They were growing weak. But he pushed the thought aside. "How do you have such a strong grip?"
"I'm one of the only workers in the shop," She said as they resumed walking down they sidewalk, which was now becoming more and crowded. With snobs no less. The higher society ponies gave them curious looks as they made their way down the sidewalk.
Charge didn't really care if they gave him weird looks, but he sure as heck cared if they gave Sugar a disgusted look. They acted as if she had the plague. She was just an Earth Pony, for Celestia's sake! What? Were they afraid it was contagious? 
"Either way," Sugar continued on with her story, not giving the spoiled unicorn snobs the satisfaction of hurting her feelings. "I have to unload, like, everything! You tend to build up a little muscle lifting two hundred pounds of flour. Per private bulk order."
"By yourself?" Charge asked, shocked that he didn't know this fact. Sugar gave him a small smile, using her hips to knock him a few inches over. Normally he would have called this out as flirting, had it been any other mare, but it was only SC. He was safe.
"Most of the time."
"Well, you can always call me for help when I'm off, ya know."
"Yeah. Thanks."
"Ok, on a different note. A Changeling, really?"
They continued this way for the remainder of the walk. Talking and joking about the weird things that could happen at their jobs. Admittedly Sugar won at the weird stories contest. She had to deal with some weird shiz. They also continued to complain about their jobs, sadly Charge won that one. 
He complained about the nobles that always complained about them when they were in the room. At least he had the decency to do it far from their prying, gossip seeking ears. They also knew that they could do just about anything to them. Once one had spit on his hooves when he was assigned to be a private guard for a week to a spoiled dukes son. The arrogant little brat had been lucky he'd been warned about him or he would have been shocked, giving the colt the satisfaction of success. Sugar's horror continued to grow with each story. Until he read the sign of the shop they were passing.
"Oh! Hold up. I'm at my stop."
Suddenly a tall blue coated unicorn mare burst out of the front doors, wearing a very... Snug... Sexy... little black dress.
"Welcome to Canterlot Carousel!"

	