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		Description

On the edge of the badlands, griffon and pony live on opposing sides of one of the few areas still worth fighting and dying for. With desert wasteland to the north and deadly swamp lands to the south, factions have sprung up intent on gathering whatever power remains to end this stalemate.
One unicorn finds herself tossed from her life-saving stable into the harsh wilderness and, protected by a griffon on the run, finds herself trapped in the middle of the factions power plays. Together they must eek out a small living and try to find someplace, anyplace, where they can feel safe again.
*Collaboration work with Duelist925. This story would be no where near as good without his help.
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		Chapter 1: Hoof meets Wing



	The smallest things, no matter how inconsequential they seem at the time, have the potential to alter the lives of hundreds, sometimes even thousands.
A mare decides to visit with her friends one night. She had no way of knowing her coltfriend had been planning a surprise visit for some time. Nor that he would try to get ahold of her for hours, halfway between jealousy and worry. This event led to their first fight, which led to the stallion calling in sick the next day, simply too drained to go to work. 
The stallion worked at a weapons and ammunition manufacturing plant, which was now short one pony. This might be a minute disturbance most days, but this is also the day that a special contract from Stable-tec was awarded to the company. The resulting chaos led to a bit of oversight in the quality assurance procedures—a single batch was not inspected properly, with nopony realizing the error as it shipped out.
Now, this single test batch was not overly important in the grand scheme of things. None of the bullets were meant for an assassination attempt or for the protection of anypony important. No, they were simply shipped into a stables armory, and found their way into the magazine of a pistol wielded by a former resident of that stable.
One by one, they were sent from the guns barrel, harmless flying past the three ponies that chased after the guns wielder until only one was left. The former stable resident, a mare taking cover behind a boulder and surround by bare dirt and weeds, sobbed brokenly as what little hope she had turned to dust. She pressed the gun against her temple, squeezing her eyes shut tight and pulled the trigger. 
A bullet did not fly forth from the barrel. Small fragments of metal shot out, searing into her skin, but aside from some painful burns, didn't come close to killing her. Rather, the side of the gun had blown out in an explosion that left the nearest ear ringing painfully. She stared down at the mangled gun, her one chance to escape taken from her. Tears fell from her eyes before she dropped it and looked to her pipbuck, a small device on her hoof. It showed three red lines behind the rock, quickly coming around.
She closed her eyes and tried to ignore the three ponies, an action not made easier by their laughter and lewd shouts. When she leaned back against the boulder, she failed to see the single yellow blip coming behind the red.
------ 
The earth ponies held their guns in their mouths, bloody straps of leather armor molded to their dirty hides. The mare wasn’t shooting anymore and they could almost taste the sick pleasure they’d be taking from her soon. They galloped forward, just turning the corner to gaze on the unicorn who had her back to the rock and hooves covering her ears. An ear piercing shriek that filled the air stopped them before they could advance further—rather, the short scream of the pony in the back stopped them.
The second earth pony just had time to turn before the blood covered, razor edged monster crashed into him. The last, furthest from the beast, just had a second to see it and shoot, the bullet going wide before he died.
------ 
The mare kept her head down, trembling as something wet splashed across her coat. Her hooves covered her ears and she kept her eyes closed. “Go away go away go away...” she whispered, as if the raiders were foalish nightmares that would go away if she just focused hard enough. Something grabbed her shoulder and shook, though she refused to acknowledge it, praying they'd just shoot her and be done with it. All of the horror stories about the outside world flooded her head as she tried to keep from crying.
Instead, her hooves were yanked away “Open your damn eyes!” an harsh, angry voice said.
She did so, and screamed. Looking down, her coat was streaked with blood. She looked up at the creature in front of her and screamed again. It was a mass of feathers, blades and claws, all coated in gore—mostly fresh. She screamed and screamed, pulling away. The monster released her abruptly. “S-stay back! Get away, go go go away!” She reached for anything to throw, but there was only dirt.
The creature’s beak twisted in a sneer and it lunged forward faster than the mare could see. It’s claw wrapped around her throat and she shoved her down, pinning the pony to the ground and driving a single bloodshot eye close to her face.
“I save your life and this is the thanks I get? Worthless little grass eater. I should have let them kill you first.” It growled. Droplets of blood dripped from its plumage, splattering against the pony’s body.
The mare let out a whimper, bringing her hooves up as if to protect herself, tears flowing down her face as it released and stood above her. The creature looked at the digital device on her arm, then up at the mare's mostly clean mane and clean white coat. It pulled back and let go. “You're a stable dweller, aren't you?” It's voice, which the mare thought sounded vaguely female in a smoky rasping husk kinda way, sounded less angry and now seemed almost amused. “What in the nine hells are you doing out here, you little bitch?” A claw reached down again, but this time it grabbed the mare's shoulder and pulled her to her hooves with the same ease the filly would have picked up a cup. “Hell, how the fuck did you get out here? You lot never leave your little heavens. Didn't think there were any here left in this territory.”
The mare gulped and nodded, quickly babbling at the terrifying creature. “Y-yes. I am a stable dweller, or I was. My name is Tainted Silver. I... I messed up and I was banished for... for...” Her eyes looked down at the small set of saddlebags she had been wearing moments ago. It lay on the ground at the base of the boulder she’d hid behind, strap broken and sitting in what was now a damp bit of dirt as water soaked through the fabric. 
“Wait here. Don't move,” the creature ordered before walking to the bag and pulling out what was salvageable. Two water bottles, both riddled with holes, were dumped on the ground. A small, thin blanket, now soaking wet, was tossed to the mare. “You're a lucky little bitch. Not a wound on you. Your supplies weren't nearly as lucky.” She then began going through the raiders remains, stripped them of their gear. She tossed a few bullets, one of their guns, two strange brown clumps and a single grimy water bottle at Silvers hooves. “You can have this, I'm keeping the rest.”
Silver stared down at the supplies, her hooves pulling the soaked blanket close and hugging it. After a few moments of trembling, she looked up at the creature. “W-what can I do with these? I-I don't even know where I am! Where anything is. I don't even know what you are. Some kind of mutated pegasus, right? You have to be, you seem intelligent enough to speak. Unless you have an advanced form of mimicry. Perhaps some kind of experiment? Do pegasi normally have-- ahhhh!”
The creature had wrapped its talons around her throat, moving disturbingly fast yet again. “I’m a griffon. Name's Kree. Understand?” she asked, a low growl in her throat. “You take it. Water, food and a weapon. Better odds than most out here, and way better than a lot would give ya. Worse comes to worst, use the gun on yourself.” She then shoved the mare back. “I take the rest. If you don't want it, then leave. You are annoying little bitch of a pony.”
Silver nodded rapidly, trembling as she got to her hooves and gathered her new things. “Y-yes ma'am, right away ma'am.” She put everything in front of her in a small pile. Her horn glowed and all the dirt, grime, oil and blood disappeared both from her and her supplies, which rather caught the griffon's attention.
“How the balls did you do that?” Kree asked, staring at the now spotless mare. She then glanced down at her own wings, the attached blades and feathers almost solidly caked in blood and dirt. “Can you do that to me?” She held out her wings.
“It's a spell,” the mare muttered. “After you called me a bitch, I don't see why I should--” She glanced down at the mutilated corpses a few feet away and gulped. “--n't. As uhhh, thanks for saving me and being generous enough not to kill me.” She took a step forward and tapped the griffon twice with her glowing horn.
Kree glanced down at herself and smiled. She was spotless! Everything, even down to the base of her wings were completely clean. All the dead skin, dirt, blood and grime, just gone. She felt two pounds lighter and even with a dozen storms she doubted she could do it quite as efficiently. She spread out her wings and started to preen them. “By the gods that feels amazing. I haven't been this clean in years.” She then moved to the last corpse.
“Yeah, I imagine you haven't,” Silver said, before quickly changing the subject. “So, what's a griffon? I haven't heard about your kind.”
“What's that supposed to-- oh, it's not crap!” Kree said happily as she tore apart some of the raider's gear, pulling a knife free. “Sharp too. And I'm a griffon. We're cat, bird and bad ass.” She tossed the knife in the air a few times, feeling the heft and balance.
“W-wait, we? There are more of you?” She shivered as visions of blood covered, feather coated beasts of destruction wandering through towns, leaving death in their wake. “So... you're not a type of... pony then? Or an experiment?”
“No. We're not. Not too many up here any more, but head far enough south-east and you'll be in our turf. If you live that long.” Kree slid the blade under one wing, hiding it from view, and glared at the pony. “There are a ton of us. We're far better than anything you ponies could ever dream of.” She flared out her wings dramatically, causing the blade to fall out of its hiding spot and stab her talon, pinning it to the ground. She looked down for a moment before swearing and yanking it out with a grumbled, “Ow.”
“That... that looks painful.”
Kree held up her bleeding talon, examining it closely. “It looks worse than it is. You any good at that medical stuff? I'm out of healing potions, and I didn't see any on those fuckwits.”
“N-no. I don't... here.” Silver's horn glowed, and one of the filthy rags masquerading as raider clothing tore itself into a long strip. She quickly cleaned it with her spell and wrapped around the wound. “It's not sterilized, but it should stem the bleeding. You'll need to get a proper medical professional to look at it, otherwise it might get infected and you could possibly lose it.”
“Heh, thanks. Ain't a lotta doctors out here. So, what are your plans, kid?”
“I... I don't know. I can’t go back to the stable, even if I thought I could find the entrance again. I thought... what were these ponies? I just greeted them and they started shooting and chasing me!”
“Raiders. Gods, you stable dwellers are sheltered. They're murderous rapist bastards who'd slash off your hooves just to watch you crawl on glass. That's on a good day. How long you been out here? Hell, where is this stable of yours?”
Silver glanced at her pipbuck. “About…uh. Ten, twenty minutes that way?” A slight pause before she added, “Ten minutes before I met those raiders. Twenty minutes running for my life after that.”
“Well, don't you have all the luck? Ten minutes and already meeting raiders.” she looked the pony up and down a few times before sighing. “Come on, you're coming with me. You're too dumb to wander out here alone, you'll be dead in a week.” She glanced at her talon and smirked. “Besides, you might be useful.”
“Come with you? You're terrifying!” Silver squeaked. A series gun shots rang out in the distance, sending the mare cowering against the boulder. “O-okay. I'll come.”
“Good. Name's Kree, don't forget it,” she started walking away.
Silver sighed and took out one of the water bottles, downing a mouthful before spitting it out, holding out her tongue. “T-that's disgusting! How can this be called water?” She took a closer look, her eyes going wide in horror. “Its full of dirt and grime!”
“It's raider water. You'll be lucky if there's only dirt in it.” Said Kree. “Come on. We got a lot of ground to cover.” She paused before chuckling. “And I hate to break it to you, but that's probably the cleanest water you're going to get for a while. Just think of it as flavor.”
“What? But how do you shower? Bathe?”
“The hell makes you think I've showered before?” The griffon said with a confusion expression. “You wanna get clean, you wait for a heavy enough storm. Not many of those, though.”
Silver groaned, following besides the creature with a sad whimper. She cast her spell on the water, managing to remove at least some of the 'flavor' before drinking. “I never should have panicked...”
“What was that?”
“Nothing. How about... food. Is there anything decent to eat?”
“I gave yah some things. Cooked bloatsprite, it's a specialty out here.”
“Those... brown things?” she asked with a shake of her head. “How about apples? Berries? Fruits? Even lettuce?”
“I have no idea what you're talking about.” The griffon said, giving her a blank stare as they walked.
“You know, fruits, vegetables! Colorful things, usually green!”
“I've got cake,” Kree said, before pulling out an old, dusty box from her pack. “Some of it's green.”
“Ohhh, is it fresh?” The mare imagined some of the cakes from back home...
The griffon just stared at the box for a moment, so old the words had long faded, before shrugging. “Sure, why not. Help yourself.” She held it out.
Silver opened it and stared. The weird yellow tint made her suspect it wasn't quite as fresh as the griffon said. She took a small bite, and became quite certain. Still, in the absence of real food, it would have to do and she was hungry enough to ignore most of the flavor. “It tastes stale.”
“Stop bitching, or you can just eat bloatsprite.” She eyed the pony, swiping the treat back once it was half gone and closing the box. “That's enough. The rest is mine.”
“I think I'm going to be sick,” Silver mumbled, a hoof rubbing her stomach before she let out a nasty tasting belch. “There has to be... something real to eat here, right? Some proper plant life?”
“Go ahead,” Kree said before motioning to a nearby tree, the bark and branches warped, surrounded by brittle looking brown grass. “Try not to choke.”
Silver sighed and hung her head, trotting behind the creature. “Back home we had proper meals. They had entire--”
“Well this ain't your stable home!! Why didn't you eat before you left if it was so damn important!” Kree snapped, shaking her head. “Skies and storms, Most things out here would have raped and cooked you by now, so shut your mouth.”
“C-cooked me? But... but...”
“Meats the name of food around here, bitch. You'll learn to like it if you--”
“Y-you eat pony?!” Silver asked with a shriek, dropping down on her stomach and cowering. “P-please don't eat me. I-I'll clean your feathers every day, massage your talons, do whatever you want!”
A flash of anger twisted the griffons face. “I don’t eat pony.” She growled at the mare. “So relax. Out here, you kill what you want to eat. If you’re feeling fancy and want to waste some flavor, you cook it. Now, c’mon. Theres an outpost a few hours north east. They might be able to take you in. Maybe you can get down to Equality. Somepony like you would probably live longer there than anywhere else.”
“Oh? Somewhere safe and with a nice, warm bed?”
Kree chuckled then, shaking her head. “Well, you'll get one of those if you're lucky, but it won't be the bed. Might get some straw if you're lucky, about as clean as that water.”
“But the water's not clean...”
“Kinda the point. This is the wasteland, honey. Ain't princess pamper land.”
Silver nodded, keeping her head low and trying to keep calm as she felt more panic bubble up in her. She brought a map up on her pipbuck and to her delight it seemed to be able to (slightly) map the surrounding area. “Can you point on here where it would be?”
Kree looked down and chuckled. “That's pretty useful. Right there.” She lifted a talon and pointed to the east, a short distance from a mountain. Presumable, one of the mountains looming in that direction. “About there.”
“Oh, ummm... we’re going the opposite direction though.”
“No we’re not,” Kree said, before quickly turning around and walking back the way they came.
“But there are the bodies of--”
“Shut up.” Kree snapped.
They passed the bodies in silence a few minutes later, Silver trying to keep the cake down as the scent of fresh blood filled her nostrils. Her hooves trembled and she struggled to keep from toppling over. She quickened her pace, slamming into the griffon who came to a sudden stop.
“Shhhh. Don't move,” Kree whispered, her wings slowly spreading out.
“Ahhhh!” Silver cried out, lunging under the griffon and cowering.
It took Kree a few moments to notice before she glanced down. “The hell are you doing?” She looked back up and let out a hiss. “Damnit! It got away!”
“W-what? A monster? Raider? What?” Silver looked at her pipbuck, but saw nothing aside from two yellow marks. “I-I'm taking cover.”
“Get. Out. I am not cover,” she grunted. “I thought I saw a rat. Was hoping for a decent meal.”
“A rat? But they're disgusting! Diseased! Full of... who knows what! They're living creatures, too!”
“I'm a griffon. I eat meat, we've been over this. Besides, that's why I roast it first.” She said, exasperated. Though, she preferred not to. They had much more flavor raw.
“That's disgusting, you're disgusting.” Squeaked the trembling Silver
“You're the one lifting your tail for me,” Kree said, motioning down to the prone pony under her.
“Lifting my tail for... you're a girl! There's nothing for me to lift my tail at!” Silver said defensively, before pausing. “Wait, you are a girl, aren't you?”
“GET OUT FROM UNDER ME!” Kree roared, causing the mare to lock up. There was a moments silence as the griffon stared down at the frozen mare, before nudging her a few times and stepping to one side. “You dead?”
“P-please d-don't eat me, I don't t-taste like rat,” Silver said, staring up with wide eyes.
“I don't eat ponies. I eat bacon, bloatsprites, rat, things like that. Crap that doesn't talk back. I am not a cannibal!” the griffon yelled, stomping a claw down. “Understand? Call me one, hell, imply I'm one one more time and I'll hack off that pretty little mane of yours and make you eat it.”
“Y-yes ma'am...” Silver slowly got to her hooves before looking down. “Ummm... what's bacon?”
“Heaven. You'll... you'll find out. Just stop being dumb.”
Silver froze, her eyes narrowing. She stomped her own hoof down. “I'm not dumb. I just, I haven't had the same experiences as you. Do you know how magic works? Do you understand most of the inner workings of a ponies body and how to tend to sprains and breaks? Do you know how to resuscitate a pony after they've had a heart attack? How about how to best calm a teething foal? How about the basic principles of a spell matrix? Well?”
Kree stared for a few moments, her eyebrows slowly but steadily climbing, before letting out a chuckle. “Well, seems you do have a bit of a spine after all. And no, I don't. I know six ways to snap a pegasus' spine in midair, how to yank a bullet out of my own ass without screaming, and what kinds of cactus to eat to get fucked up. Look, you may not be dumb, but out here you don't know shit. Listen to me, and maybe you won't die.”
“Fine, just don't expect me to eat meat.”
“Don't expect me to hunt plants for you.”
“How hard could they be to find? You have wings and they grow, just fly up an--” the mare stopped midword as her eyes took in the sky and she really grasped its vastness for the first time, before quickly lowering her head and taking deep breaths.
“Yeah, I hear the sky can be a bit of a doozy for you stable ponies. Look around, there's no plants to find. You're going to have to get used to it. Now come on,” Kree said as she started walking again.
Silver sighed and after a few moments to allow her stomach to settle, looked down at her hooves. She walked closely to the griffon, just in case she started to fall up. The wings had to be good for something. “You're going the wrong way again.” She muttered
Kree paused, and pivoted ninety degrees to the left. “Shut it.” She growled.
------ 
The two climbed the last rise and the town came into view. Kree stopped short as her eyes narrowed on a wheeled cage resting outside the perimeter, two ponies with guns guarding it. Ponies, bruised and crying, could be seen within. “Damn it,” she hissed before slowly walking forward. “Stay behind me, they won't try anything in the town.” It took her a few moments to realize the unicorn wasn't following. “The hell are you doing?”
“There's... a-a lot of ponies there.”
“It's a town, what did you expecting? It's called Bloody Tartarus, last town this far north for a damn long time.” She motioned towards it. It was backed up against the mountain, great mounds of trash and refuse creating a wall around it.
Panic began to leak across the mare's face. “I... I need to cover myself. Or, or something. H-hide. I mean, lots of ponies, I, it could, I-I--”
“You want a cloak now?” Kree asked with a roll of her eyes. “Fine, come on. Keep close,” she ordered before grabbing the pony's leg and dragging her along. She narrowed her eyes and did her best to look intimidating, hoping the cage guards would ignore her as more trouble than she might be worth. She ignored Silver's whimpers as the mare tried to pull away from the town and the griffon dragging her towards it. When they came closer, the unicorn's horn lit up and she quickly pulled the now somewhat dry blanket from her supplies, wrapping it over herself.
Creation traits:
Stable Dweller – You were once a stable dweller, why the buck would you leave?
Megaspelled – At least it's not radioactive. 
Kamikaze -- You like to make a mess of everything, including yourself.
Bloody mess-- A really, really big mess.

	
		Chapter 2: Their first job



Silver looked around nervously as they walked. They were drawing a lot of attention, though she imagined it was more from Kree's presence than anything else. Still, she held the blanket tightly around herself and tried to avoid looking anypony in the eye.
The town seemed to be comprised almost entirely of junk. The homes were made of wood, most of which had cracked and broken from years of neglect. Most seemed raised a few inches off the ground, as if there used to be something wrapped under and around them. The road was in shambles, covered in gouges and pits that she had to walk or hop over, though a few showed the signs of ponies making the effort to smooth and fill in. Not very well,  though.
“Fuck!” Kree said before pulling to the side, dragging Silver around with her. “Keep behind me.”
“What is--” The words caught in her mouth as she saw what it was. It couldn't be anything else.
Stepping out from one of the buildings, four robots appeared. They were shaped like ponies, but every inch of them was covered in steel and iron. Guns were strapped to their sides, pushing out past them. She knew next to nothing about guns, but she knew these ones were big and therefore deadly. “W-what... what are those?”
“Steel rangers. Nasty fuckers. Don't draw their attention unless you... don't draw their attention. Stay behind me.”
“Okay,” she said with a pathetic squeak. Unfortunately for her, one of them turned towards the two and started walking over.
“Not very many griffons around these parts. Why aren't you near your settlements?” the thing said when it came close. It sounded like a pony, but the voice was distorted. Its eyes were glowing, too. There was no way that could actually be a pony, could it?
“I like being near our old aviaries. Reminds me of home,” Kree said quickly, glaring down at the thing. “You got a problem with that, metal breath?”
“Who's that?” the steel ranger said, its head turning towards Silver, insult ignored. 
The unicorn froze in place, her eyes being drawn back towards the big guns that were facing them. The other three rangers had stopped as well, turning towards them. “My bitch. Why don't you go hassle something else. Maybe bend over and start shoving those guns up--”
“Lower your hood,” the thing said.
Silver whimpered and looked to Kree for help. “Beat it, we're not--” Her words were cut off by a loud click from the metal monster. The griffon growled before reaching down and pulling the blanket down just enough to reveal Silver's face. She whimpered, but looked at the red glowing eyes. For a few moments she waited, expecting those weapons on its back to start tearing through her.
Instead, the ranger turned away. “It's not her. Move out.”
Kree watched them go, for once not making a snide comment until they were out of sight. “You're a lucky little fuck, you know that?”
“W-why?” Silver asked, lifting the make shift hood back up.
“This little blanket just saved your life. Steel rangers only care about tech, any tech. They'd have ripped that little gadget on your leg clean off.”
“W-what? But it can't come off without the key! I don't even--”
“I never said they'd leave the leg behind.”
Silver had a flash back to that leg that had landed in her lap only hours before. “I think... I think I'm going to be... to be...” The cake in her stomach began to twist and roll.
“What? What are you--” The griffon let out an undignified squawk as she jumped back, away from the vomiting pony. “Damn it, that was some good cake!”
Silver didn't care, she just remained on her knees, emptying her gut across the ground. When she finally managed to stop, she slowly wobbled to her hooves and looked around. Nopony was even looking at her, let alone staring. Her last meal was spread out on the side of the street and the ponies here acted as if it was an every day occurrence. Her horn flashed twice as she cleaned her mouth with her spell. Once to clean it, twice for good measure.
Kree shook her head before motioning towards the building the metal things had come from. “Come on. We're going to see if any convoys are going out.”
“Convoys? Wait! What about...” she asked, motioning towards the mess she'd made. “Shouldn't we--”
“What? You threw up, just leave it.”
Her eyes widened. “But what if somepony steps in it?”
The griffon turned to her, staring as if she was mad. Her beak hung open as if to speak, but for the first time she was left completely speechless. She opened and closed her beak a few times, before just turning and walking into the building. 
Silver looked down at her mess before trotting after her protector and lifting the edge of the blanket back over her head. She really didn't like the idea of being out here alone. Not to mention that without her guardian set of wings, her eyes were slowly being drawn up towards the sky. She pushed open the door, a rickety slab of wood held on by two little ropes on the left wall. The air was hot and humid, with a stench that smelled worse than... well, she sadly lacked the proper vocabulary to describe it. She wanted to compare it to those raiders she'd met, but even they hadn't smelled this bad. At least, while outside.
There were a dozen ponies here, at least, sitting on upside down boxes. She didn't see any horns or wings amongst them, all earth ponies. A bar had been made out of two overturned devices she couldn't identify. They seemed to be some kind of computer, covered in weird pictures of ponies. The place was silent, every eye on Kree. She quickly moved up besides the griffon. “Is something wrong?” she whispered.
“Ain't nothin' wrong,” the mare behind the 'bar' said. Her coat was faded and dirty brown, her mane a dirty red and done up into a small, strange tower like shape. “Everypony just likes bein' nosy whenever Kree comes to town. She ain't like them other griffons, so you all mind your own business,” the earth pony called. There was a few more seconds of staring, before the ponies looked away. “What brings you here, feather butt?”
“Looking for some information,” Kree said before dropping a few small bottle caps on the counter. Silver couldn't even begin to understand what that was about.
“Three caps? It better not be anythin' important,” the woman said before sweeping the caps into her hoof.
“It's about this.” Silver let out a yelp as she was pushed forward and the hood was dropped down. “Need you to see if you can...” The words caught in her throat.
“What? Looking for work for your little stallion friend?”
“It... but... Silver?” Kree asked softly.
The stallion gulped and then looked up at the griffon. “We... we should talk.”
“I'D FUCKING HOPE SO!”
The mare just looked between the two of them. “You need the back room for a second?”
“Yeah,” Kree said with a nod, not taking her eyes off the stallion.
“Five caps for an hour.”
“Add it to my tab!” the griffon yelled, before grabbing Silver and hauling him towards the back. The unicorn let out a little yelp as he tried to keep up, but was mostly dragged along the way. She slammed open the door, only to slam it shut a moment later. “Okay!” She turned on him. “This is magic, right? Some kind of fancy unicorn magic. You're a... a...”
“A stallion now,” Silver said softly. “It's... not quite what you think, I swear. I don't really control it.” His eyes were focused on those very nasty talons at the end of those very thick, powerful arms that looked ready to claw him in half. He instead tried looking up, which was his next mistake. Kree's eyes had turned a lot redder than he remembered and that beak looked as sharp as any blade. He backed away quickly. “It's o-one of the spells, the megaspells! My stable, they test spells there. Matrixes, megaspells, all kinds of magic. Designing and creating t-the most powerful spells in existence! Ones that could... fix the world,” he said softly as he lowered himself. “O-or they will, one day.”
“That. Explains. Nothing,” Kree said, the venom in her eyes almost enough to kill the stallion.
“I-I served one purpose. M-morale,” he squeaked softly. “E-entertainment. The spell was perfected two generations ago. It... it's all superficial. I-I just... I just look male. I look like whatever... my companion for the evening wants me to look like. When I got close to your friend, she likes males, so I look male!”
Kree just kept staring, though the red in her eyes began to dim. “So you are a mare?”
He looked uncomfortable then. “I... I don't really... know?” he squeaked and cowered again. “The spell has been on me since I was just a child, it was a long, long time ago, before I started my training. I swear.”
Kree reached down and then picked the stallion up by the throat. She looked contemplative for a moment, before dropping him again. “So why doesn't it change for me?”
“It probably only triggers for ponies. It was designed by ponies, for ponies.”
“What other kinds of... spells are there like this? On you?”
That made him cringe and his gaze lowered even further. “There... are a few. I was chosen for this one because I wasn't... capable of the other spells. I wasn't smart enough or... strong enough to host the transfers.” He shivered. “But they have magic that can do anything. I'm not—wasn't allowed to see all of the spells, but I've seen some of what they can do.”
“And they just tossed you out here?” She reached down and put a claw under his chin, making him look up. “Just what did you do?”
Silver let out a soft whimper, feeling the claw dig into his skin. “I... made a mistake. A huge, horrible mistake.” The claw was removed and he lowered his head.
“Just what kind of mistake could an entertainer make?” She then shook her head, before lifting the hood back over his head. “At least you didn't change much. About the same size.”
“I don't change that much. Though... I can... appear different.”
“How?”
“I was tasked with entertaining all, including the elderly and fillies. When playing board games and the like, they often preferred ponies who at least appeared closer to their age, so the spell was--”
“Enough,” Kree said with a shake of her head. “Still, the rest of your stable seems quite interesting.” Her eyes widened. “Wait, you were talking before about food. Fresh food. They have magic for that?”
Silver nodded. “Of course. Growing plants in such a...” He paused when he realized his comrade was drooling, slightly. “It's... no point. You'll never find the stable. Even if you could, you'd never get in.”
“What?”
He lowered his gaze. “The most powerful spells in existence. I was tossed out of the stable, but once the door closed I'd have never found it again. It's... hidden. You'd never tell it from all the other rocks. Nopony could.”
Kree stared at the stallion before face clawing. How could she fucking have THIS kind of luck? Had she been one of the launchers of those mega spells in a past life? How did she manage to meet and save the ONE PONY IN THE ENTIRE FUCKING WASTELAND who not only managed to come from a place that was LITERALLY heaven, and yet somehow managed to be completely useless and not know a damn thing about how to get into it or how to copy it? She was a good griffon, she... well, okay, she was a horrible griffon. But there was still no excuse for this. “You have to know some of the spells, some way to access it though, right?”
“If I was capable of that, I wouldn't have been chosen as an entertainer.”
Kree turned to the wall and banged her head against it a few times, before sighing. She then turned towards the cowering unicorn and sighed. “Well, the way I see it, I'm no worse off than I was before.” Her heavy breathing and glares revealed that to be a lie. “You, on the other talon. How do you... stop that?” She gestured towards all of him.
“I can't. I told you, I'm not... I don't cast the spells, organize them or even see where they're stored. I can't even begin to imagine the punishment I'd receive if I tried to alter the spell.” His face managed to somehow turn whiter.
“Wonderful.” She pulled the blanket back over his face. “Just... keep your face hidden for now. Damn it. Damn, damn, damn it,” Kree muttered as she turned and walked back towards the door. She wished they'd developed a whole new curse word that she'd never heard of for a situation like this. Damn and fuck just didn't cut it.
She pushed the door open and more eyes followed them. But nopony was besides the door. Though she did notice the bar mare had a shotgun on the counter, polishing it with a casualness that seemed…staged. She guessed a few ponies were looking to listen in, but that was why she paid caps for the back room. It came with its own variety of sound proofing. 
Kree sat down and glanced to the bartender. “Okay Shots, I need to know if there's a caravan coming through here towards Equality. Something where a useless, pretty face could get work cleaning stuff, without any questions asked.”
Silver giggled a little. “Shots?”
The tender glanced up and glared. “Yah got a problem with mah name?”
“No ma'am!” the stallion said before taking cover behind Kree who stiffened. 
“I told you already. I'm. Not. Cover.” She shoved him aside.
Shots hummed. “Ah might know a place. So long as it's not your face you're hopin’ to sell.” Kree merely glared. “Yeah, your pretty boy might be able to help. He one of them stable colts?”
“Is it that obvious?” Silver asked softly.
“Honey, nopony looks that clean after they've been out here a week,” Shots said with a snicker. “Kree, you know there are some slavers just outside the town, you could make a pretty pen--” She quickly went silent at the glare she received from the griffon. “Just a suggestion. Not expecting any trade for at least a month, you just missed the last wagon out two days ago. But when they get back, you should have no trouble gettin' with them. Now, you might be able to find an' escort if you're in a hurry, but that'll cost yah a lot more. You think he'll be good to work an' pay?”
Kree looked down at Silver. “So, slavers? How much you think he'd be worth?”
“What?” Silver asked. “Kree, please--”
“It was a joke,” Kree said before slamming a claw down on his head, ruffling it. “How about work here? It's no Equality, but there should be a few caps in it.”
That made Shots' eyes narrow. “Kree, ah have enough stallions. Ah don't need some pretty stable bitch comin' in on my turf.” Her hoof went down to rest on the shotgun.
Silver looked between the two, the glares feeling like they might make his blanket burn to ash at any moment. Finally Kree sighed. “Fine. No back work for him.”
“Why don't you just take him yourself?”
“Through that hell hole?” Kree shook her head. “It'd be hard enough getting myself through it. No way I could keep this idiot alive.”
“Then looks like you'll need a guide. Ah can put the call out, but it'll take a while and...” she considered for a moment, tapping a hoof on the bartop. “Twenty caps. Least, if you want one anytime soon.”
Kree glowered. “Twenty caps? That's robbery and you know it.”
“Ten, if you'll tell me what you two were fightin' about.”
Kree grumbled, before slowly tossing a claw full of bottle caps onto the counter. “Just see what you can find. Somepony good. And cheap.”
Shots chuckled and took the bits, before looking up. “Some advice, free. Those ponies outside town? Part of Perpetual's herd. I'd wait until they're out of town 'fore yah go.”
Kree nodded. “Thanks dirt kicker.”
“Of course. You ain't bad for a griffon, I'd hate to see yah get shot or enslaved. Besides, for twenty-eight caps I'd sell yah the location of my mother, if she were still around. Hell, I'd tell yah where we dropped the body.” She paused. “Wait, how desperate are yah to make some caps?”
Kree stopped and glanced back. “Why?”
She motioned her over. “Ah... might have some work for yah. Your lil pretty boy might be useful too, assumin' that horn of his works.”
The griffon trotted back to the bar and leaned against it. “What you have in mind?”
“Mines behind the town. Some foals got themselves killed tryin' to find somethin' valuable. Here's the kicker, they did find somethin', judgin' by the one that made it to the doc 'fore croakin'. A mana gem. A workin', nearly fully powered mana gem. Said they got ambushed by...” Her eyes shifted to Silver before going back to Kree. “You know. Probably inside one of them old machines, you'll need a unicorn to dig it out. But if you can, I'll make it worth the trouble.”
Kree's eyes widened. “A mana gem? Really? Something like that--”
“Would be worthless to most ponies unless they know the right buyer,” Shots said with a grin. “But ah know the right buyer an' yah need some caps. So how about this. Yah get me the gem, I'll see about makin' your wallet a bit heavier an' gettin' yah the escort you need.”
Kree stared at the earth pony for a few moments before nodding. “A lot heavier.”
“Of course,” Shots said before spitting into her hoof and holding it out. Silver cringed as Kree did the same with her talon before the two shook. She then turned tail and started trotting back towards the exit.
Silver trotted after Kree. “What, err, what now? And what's 'you know' supposed to mean?”
“Now? We have a job,” she grumbled before glaring down at him. “Twenty eight caps. You're an expensive pony. But if this works, it won't be a problem anymore. You won't be my problem.”
Silver opened his mouth to object, but quickly shut it. “I'm... sorry.”
“If this works out, you won't have to be. Probably more bits than you'd be able to earn otherwise, aside from on your back.”
He nodded. “I could... clean things? My spell is good for... errr...” The look she gave him shut him up quickly.
“Is that really the only kind of magic you know? 'Cleaning'? That's pretty pathetic.”
“Well... I... also know how to numb ponies. I've only ever used it on foals when they were teething, though. Well, and on Golden when he tripped and broke his leg, I had to assist until the medical ponies got there. It didn't have as much an effect on him, though. I... almost learned a healing spell. But... I didn't get a chance to really... finish learning it.”
“That's... actually that might be useful. Eventually. Come on, I want to pick up some shotgun ammo before we go.”
Silver nodded and followed behind the griffon. He couldn't begin to imagine how she navigated the place. She moved through the town as if she'd been here a hundred times before, but ponies kept glancing at her as if they'd never seen her. Some at least talked to her, though. More caps were exchanged, along with little boxes with which he assumed were bullets. He was beginning to understand what the caps were for at least.
“How long have you lived here?”
“Don't know. A week, a month, a year. Time flies when you're having fun,” Kree said before looking down to Silver. “You keeping up okay?”
“Yeah...” he said suspiciously.
“You aren't scared of narrow spaces, are you?”
Silver had a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach. “Errr...”
“Are you more or less scared of narrow places than you are of me?”
“Less,” the unicorn said without hesitation.
“Good, you're smarter than... some rocks I've met. Come on.” She led the stallion towards the back of the town. When they got there, he could see that the place wasn't just built against the mountain, part of it was built in the mountain. Tunnels were dug into it, most of them having seemingly collapsed, though a few still stood. A few earth ponies were set up outside one in particular, holding shotguns. The wood holding it up was old and housing a few cracks. The 'guards' gave the two a look, but didn't impede their way. His pipbuck began to make a soft clicking sound and he looked down at it.
“One of the dials is going off.”
“And?”
“I... don't know? I was only barely briefed on... oh, hold on.” He tapped a button. “Rads? Why wou--” His tail and mane nearly stood on end. “Radiation!” He looked at the caves with new found horror. “They're filled with radiation!”
Kree looked down at the device. “The little dial thing is barely moving.”
“It's a very low amount of radiation, but it's radiation, it's not safe!”
“The water you drank earlier had more radiation than that.”
Silver turned up, staring at the griffon with newfound horror. He couldn't even speak. Unfortunately, Kree took that was the perfect opportunity to start hauling him into the cave. It was dark, but the ticking stopped once they were a few feet in.
“Your lil device has a light, doesn't it?”
“W-what? Oh, right, ummm, yes,” Silver said, flipping it on. He then glanced back towards the entrance. What had caused the radiation? His eyes fell on a small, muddy puddle of water. “There's... water here.”
“Of course there is. Supposedly there's an entire ocean on the other side of these mountains. It filters into all these caves a drop at a time.”
Silver whimpered and gave a nod. Occasionally little ticks would come from his pipbuck and they'd find small puddles of water. He kept close to Kree, trying to avoid them as best he could.
“You should stop complaining. If you wanna see a real radiated body of water, should see the river heading to Equality. In some places it even glows at night.”
“But this water... it's...”
“I've drunken worse. Before you know it, you probably will too. If you're lucky, it won't be out of a toilet.”
He whimpered and moved a little closer to her.
Kree glanced down and sighed. “So... you really don't know what you are?”
“Huh?” he glanced up, the makeshift hood falling off his head.
“You said you didn't know. Was that just panic or...?”
“I don't. It's not... the magic is...” He shrugged. “My magical aptitude wasn't set for... the right amount. The right synchronization. The right... anything. I couldn't be a researcher. But I was a unicorn, so they wouldn't put me in the mundane duties, like the earth ponies and pegasi. So they made me an entertainer.” He said. “It wasn't bad, though! You get good food, you spend a lot of time growing up amongst the important ponies. I loved taking care of the foals, too. They were absolutely adorable. As long as you serve correctly, it's amazing.”
“How many ponies were with you? With the same spells?” Kree asked as she dipped low. The tunnels they were in were small, built for a pony. A lot of the wood holding them up was showing signs of rot and she didn't want to think about what might happen if she accidentally knocked something.
“Like me?” He shrugged again. “I... don't know? I know there were a few, sometimes I'd see them when I helped with the foals. Oh, and the pony who trained me. Her name was Silk, she was nice. We didn't meet each other often, though. We were trained to entertain the important unicorns, not ourselves.”
Kree nodded. “Oh? Tell me about the lessons.” They walked right by a puddle and the unicorn didn't notice. At least his cluelessness was helping her for once.
“The most important one was obey your betters. I spent months on that one. N-not because I didn't get it, I mean, it's an easy one to remember. But she said it was very, very, very important that I learn it.” A dark look fell over his face and he looked ahead. “I... still didn't learn it.”
Kree shrugged and kept walking. Depressed Silver was at least not stupid nearly getting them killed Silver.
“Are there a lot of other stables out here?” he asked.
“What?”
Silver looked up. “The ponies... they knew I was from a stable. You did too. How many are there out here?”
Kree sighed. “A few. On the west side I don't think there are any left. The griffons... well, they don't like ponies. Any stables there that were found wouldn't have survivors for long. On the east side? I've heard of a few. There's one right by the swamp, but nopony has gotten in as far as I know. Even the swamp creatures don't go near it. I heard rumors of somepony coming out of it every few months, but I don't know if any of them are true.”
“And others?”
Kree shrugged. “Those little heavens are pretty well hidden, there's no telling how many are left. But every so often some stupid little stable dweller comes running out, but most get killed. You don't all get lucky enough to run into bad ass griffons who then save your ass.”
Silver nodded and gave her a little nuzzle. “Thank you. For everything. I... I'm sorry I can't be more useful. I wish I was... I wish I knew how.”
The griffon shook her head. “Be thankful, but don’t worry about it. You ever get the chance to save my ass, then do it.” She snorted. “Though I doubt that'll ever happen.”
“Is that why you're helping me? Because you think one day I'll save you?”
Kree glanced down before shaking her head. “No. You're more like... a pet. I found you, I want to at least get you on the right track before you inevitably get yourself killed.”
Silver stared up for a few moments before turning aside. He had a sneaking suspicion there was more to it than that. He just had to figure out the best way to find out. “There's more to it than that, isn't there?” Nailed it.
Kree rolled her eyes. “Maybe I just like being clean for once in my life. You have any idea how long I've been trying to get some of that much out of my talons? I swear, I think you even cleaned the wax from my ears.”
Silver giggled softly. “It's a very useful spell. Whenever there were issues at the lab I could spend an entire day just cleaning everything until it glowed. Or stopped glowing. I got very, very good at it.”
“It's the most useful useless spell I've ever seen.”
“Thanks, it--” The words caught in his throat and then he glared at her. “That wasn't very nice.”
Kree rolled her eyes, before stopping. She grabbed his collar and pulled him to a stop. “Do you hear that?”
“What?”
“Something's out there,” Kree whispered.
“Don't be ridiculous, it—” Silver froze and stared at his pipbuck. Ahead of them, three red marks had appeared as markers. “T-there's at least three.”
“If you have that, why didn't you warn me earlier?”
“I wasn't looking at it,” Silver hissed back, his eyes being drawn forward. Whatever they were, they weren't moving much. Or they were coming straight at them. They were straight ahead, at least. A light clicking could be heard. Not like the rad warning, but like talons against stone. “What... is it?”
“If I had to guess? Probably bloatsprite,” Kree lied before reaching back and drawing her shotgun out. “Stay besides me. I need the light.”
“B-but it's... what if...”
“I wouldn't have come down here if I didn't know I could handle it,” Kree snapped. “Just keep the light up and I'll--”
A high pitched shriek filled the air and something lunged from the darkness. It looked like a mass of flesh and feathers, its warped beak lunging out at them. It didn't lunge for long, a single blast from Kree's shotgun dropping it to the ground. “They're coming!” Silver shrieked as two more shrieks filled the air. Kree cocked the gun and as two more of the things stepped into the light, her gun went off instantly, blowing their faces off.
Silver just stared, her eyes widened as she looked at the three things in front of her. They were covered in melted feathers and flesh, with stubby, melted wings and legs. At the end of the legs were melted talons. They barely came up to her knees, the beaks seeming to make up most of their mass. “They're griffons! Little griffons!”
“Ghouls,” Kree said quickly, before nudging one with her talon. “That was easier than I expected. Small ones usually are, I guess.” She then slammed the butt of her gun down on their heads, for good measure.
“What's a ghoul?” Silver asked softly as he stepped around them. “Wait, I knew it! Griffons are just mutated pegasi!”
The griffon gave another withering glare. “Ghouls are dead things that haven't had the sense to stay dead. They aren't mutants or anything else. Just walking corpses. If you're lucky, these are the only ones you'll see, it--” She stopped and looked around. “Did you hear that?”
“What?”
“I thought I heard a... rumbling,” Kree muttered, before shaking her head and continuing on. “It's nothing. There's probably a few more of them. If it comes down to it, shoot to kill. You have that gun I gave you, right?”
Silver nodded and slowly drew it in his telekinesis. “Y-yes. But... I've never used it before. I ummm... don't... know how.”
“Aim the hole at the thing you want dead, then pull the metal thing under the barrel. It goes boom,” Kree said sarcastically, eliciting another glare from the unicorn. The tunnel they were in suddenly opened up into a chamber supported by a few damaged boards and plenty of already broken ones. Silver gagged slightly from the smell, before gagging fully from the sight. The lights revealed almost a... he couldn't even count them. All that remained were the bloody remains and bones, cracked and shattered across the chamber floor. Interspersed with the remains were the dead remains of other tiny griffons. The ghoul ones, Silver hoped. He moved closer to Kree, only pausing to look down when he felt something sticky underhoof.
It was blood.
He inhaled sharply and prepared to scream. A blood covered talon covered his mouth. “Shut. It,” Kree whispered firmly. “I know you want to scream, but don't. Most of these tunnels were made before the bombs fell, too much racket and you'll bring the whole thing down on us. Besides, you don’t want to wake anything up.”
Silver whimpered, retching against the talons as the smell of old blood flooded his nose. “If I let you go, are you going to scream?” He shook his head and the talon was removed.
He didn't scream, but he did lean over and nearly threw up. If there had been anything in his stomach, he would have. Instead, he dry heaved, the light illuminating the melted beak of the griffon ghoul corpse in front of him. He couldn't move, all he could do was try to throw up, the sights and smells too much for him to handle. He felt something dragging him away and he was soon facing the tunnel. The wonderfully empty stone tunnel that only had dirt and wood.
“Use your cleaning spell, it'll make you feel better.”
Silver listened to the voice, his horn glowing and sending the blood away. It helped with the smell, slightly, but most importantly he couldn't feel it any more. He could almost pretend that the smell was something else. Anything else. Rotten tomatoes. Yes, that was it. Just a hundred pounds of rotten, moldy tomatoes that had been abandoned. Slowly he stood up and moved to Kree's side, his horn glowing as he cast the spell on her.
“That won't help,” Kree said.
“It will for me. I'm not looking at anything but you. Nice, clean, living, non-bloody griffon.”
She rolled her eyes. “You dropped your gun,” she said, holding it out. It was covered in blood as well, making him close his eyes. A quick spell cleansed it. He stumbled a bit and shook his head. “Are you okay?”
“Used the spell too much. It--”
“Are you really so useless that you knock yourself out CLEANING yourself?” The angry yell sent off an echo through the chamber, making her cringe and ready her gun. “Take it,” she ordered.
He nodded and quickly took the gun, though he put it back into his bag. “You... know, I think your gun is more likely to ummm... bring this place down than our yelling would.”
“Shut it,” she warned.
“Why did you even need me for this?”
“Telekinesis. So try not to tire yourself out before we get there,” she muttered with annoyance.
“There have to be other unicorns who could do this, ones more useful?” he muttered.
“Gods, do you ever shut up?”
He sighed and kept walking, staring at her feathers. They were much nicer than the ghoul's, though quite a few of them were in desperate need of being plucked. He hummed for a moment before his horn glowed.
Kree snapped to attention and gripped her gun tightly, whipping it around and aiming it at Silver. The unicorn eeped and held up the plucked feather defensively. “Just what do you think you're doing?” she managed to both whisper and yell at the same time.
“P-plucking the bad feathers. L-look, it's so damaged it--”
“Don't touch my feathers,” she snapped.
“But I used to--”
“Don't. Touch. My.” She knocked the edge of her gun against the unicorn's horn, making the telekinetic grip falter. “Feathers.”
He nodded quickly. Satisfied, she turned and started walking again, occasionally glaring back at him. He kept his eyes on her feathers until finally they made it to the end of the chamber and back into another tunnel. He let out a sigh of relief. “Finally, out of that hole,” he muttered before looking ahead and then down at his pipbuck. Another soft squeak escaped him. “There are... more of these. I mean, them. Red marks. Some ahead, but a lot more to the right.”
Kree nodded and readied her gun as they stepped forward. The light illuminated the tunnel, soon revealing a split in the path, a steep incline on the right. His pipbuck began clicking wildly as they passed and a quick look at it revealed at least a dozen red marks in that direction. Kree ignored it, though, and kept going down the tunnel.
“What's up there?” Silver whispered before glancing back towards the split.
“Probably connects to the aviaries. It's where those griffon's are born. Were born.”
Silver nodded, glancing ahead again. There were still four more ahead of them. He slowly drew his gun and took a deep breath. “We're almost to them.”
“Turn off your light.”
The unicorn looked confused, but did as he was told. To his horror, there was a low green glow ahead of them. “Is... is that...”
“Is your little sensor going off?”
Silver looked down at it and, to his surprise, it wasn't. He held it out towards the glow, but it wasn't making a sound. “No.”
“Then shut up and let's keep going.”
Silver nodded and followed after the griffon, his eyes low. The tunnel opened up a second time and his eyes widened with horror.
The source of the green glow was a puddle of slimy green water, something inside it was casting the light. Dangling over the pool was a large machine. It was covered in mold and rust, though in the glow she could make out weird appendages and a metal drill. A heavily decomposed sign was on the side, with the only legible text being “-Tec”. It took him a few moments of twisting his head to try and read the sign to realize the entire machine was upside down, its hood flapped open.
However, that wasn't the terrifying part. When they stepped into the room he realized his pipbuck wasn't showing only four enemies, just that they were so bundled together that it looked like four. The light revealed at least a dozen of the creatures, bathed in the glow. Most surrounding the little pool. “That's it, isn't it?” he whispered softly.
Kree nodded, her eyes never leaving the sleeping creatures. “Can you get it? You've got telekinesis, don't you?”
Silver nodded slowly.
“Well? Grab it and let's get out of here. I'll cover you.”
The unicorn took a deep breath and slowly moved closer, his gun moving back into his bag. He told himself that it was too dark to see all the little ghouls in the room. That there couldn't possibly be that many, they probably just looked like more because he was terrified he was going to die. If they woke up, Kree would shoot them. Before they got to him. Probably. Maybe. Oh, he was going to die.
He held his breath as he came to the edge of the herd, his horn glowing as he tried to grab whatever it was in the water. The sludge rippled a bit, but he found it refused to come up. He leaned a little closer, allowing himself just a tiny bit more grip. It was no use. He was too far away to reach it with his magic. He looked down at the sleeping creatures and took a deep breath. They didn't move or breath. So maybe they were already dead? He narrowed his eyes before taking a step, his hoof moving between two of the creatures. A melted feather rubbed his hoof, sending a shiver through him, but it didn't move.
Another step. Still no movement from the creatures. Another. Now all four of his hooves were in their midst, surrounded by them. He tried to stop shaking, but he couldn't. His horn glowed as he grabbed the object. Slowly it began to stir. It lifted, gently, out of the water. It broke through the sludge and he grinned at it. It was a completely white gem, shedding a gentle glow over the room. He took one small step forward.
“Tick tick tick tick.”
It took him a second to realize the ticking was coming from him and he looked down at his pipbuck, which was warning him of the radiation ahead. In the silence it might as well have been a gunshot. He pulled his hoof back and the ticking stopped, the gem flying through the air towards him. He jumped back out of the mass as the melted feathers started to stir and a great shriek filled the air. Kree's shotgun went off besides Silver's ear, deafening him and making his grip on the gem falter. It flew through the air, hitting him square in the face. “Ow!”
He shook it off and looked ahead again. The creatures were probably making more shrieks, but he couldn't hear it over the ringing in his ears. He grabbed the gem in his magic and turned tail to run.
He spared only a moment to look back, the sight making him freeze in his steps. Kree had fallen back towards the door, unloading her shotgun into the air, though every blast was silent. The ghouls only seemed slightly deterred, coming at her from both sides. The trigger was pulled again and again until  there was nothing, no flash of light from the barrel. Kree turned tail, racing after Silver. She gave him a quick shove when she ran back, making him start gallop again. The gem illuminated the way and, thankfully, he was too deaf to hear the things running behind them. Though he swore he could feel their breaths on his flank. Then he remembered they didn't seem to breathe. He ran faster.
They made it to the next chamber and he spared a moment to glance back. The creatures were right behind them, their stumpy little legs and useless, melted wings flapping desperately to keep up. They had a lead, but not much of one. Silver looked towards Kree, then ahead. The tunnel at the end was standing, a beacon of hope. Sure, the trail to it was covered in blood and bodies but right now he found it a far less distressing thought compared to what was following them.
More importantly, his eyes caught sight of one of the big, mold covered posts that were near the entrance. It was one of a pair, though its twin was laying on the ground, having long since crumbled. He leaned forward as he ran by it and kicked out, his hooves hitting the wood and sending it crashing back.
“THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING?!” Kree screamed. Oh, hey, his hearing was back. Well, some of it. He heard a rumbling above and didn't look up, just doing his best to run after the griffon.
He wanted to scream, yell, holler, but instead all he could do was gallop as hard as his hooves could take him, dashing into and down the tunnel after Kree. To his surprise, he found himself actually passing the griffon after a few moments. He could see the light at the end of the tunnel for only a few seconds, before darkness enveloped him. He struggled to breath as dust and dirt swirled around him, filling his lungs, but he couldn't stop. He could hear the rumbling behind him. He was going to die, he knew it.
He ran into something slightly softer than stone and toppled back, a gun shot going off behind him. “It's got me! Shoot it, shoot it!” something under him screamed.
“Don't shoot it, don't shoot it!” Silver shrieked as she rolled off the startled pony. Hey, she was a she again.
The dust began to clear and she took a few breaths of clear air, before hacking and coughing out what felt like her lungs. When her head rose again she was staring down the barrels of three pairs of shotguns. She gulped and lightly held up the gemstone in her magic. “I, uhhh, found this?”
“SILVER YOU BETTER HOPE I DON’T GET OUT OF THIS OR I WILL KILL YOU!”
The unicorn turned towards the mineshaft and cringed. Rocks were spilling out of it. Kree had... managed to mostly make her way out of the drop zone, but her lower back half was under the wood that had held the entrance up and quite a few of the rocks.
Silver's eyes were drawn down to the small trail of blood that was flowing out as the griffon tried to pull herself free. “O-oh...”
------ 
“I'm sorry,” Silver said softly as she gave her most gentle smile towards the griffon.
Kree did not look amused as she laid on the(freshly cleaned thanks to Silver) table. An earth pony walked around, aligning bones and tissue into place. Most of the feathers on her back half had been removed, many of her bones had been broken and deep lacerations had been gouged into her back side. Once the adrenaline had gone away, it had taken three injections of med-x to move the griffon without her roaring and two more once she'd arrived at the doctor. A small trail of healing potions were lined in front of Kree, but none of them could be taken until the stallion had finished aligning the bones properly. Otherwise he'd have to start all over. The griffon let out another hiss of pain as the doctor was forced to cut into her.
“I'm really, really sorry,” Silver said again, staring up at Kree. “I... I got the thing though. The thingie we needed?”
“The gem? Yes, you did,” Kree said with a growl. “And you almost got me killed. Now the caps will barely cover the-- OW! CAREFUL BACK THERE!”
“Sorry,” the pony mumbled.
“Barely pay to get all this fixed!”
Silver gulped and slowly nodded. “I... I'm really, really, really sorry. I-I just thought...” She gulped. “D-don't hurt me, I'm just going to help. O-okay?” She slowly inched forward, wary of the griffon's claws. She tapped her with her horn, a low spark flickering.
Kree blinked and relaxed. “That's... mildly better.”
“Enjoying yourselves?” a voice said from the door. The two looked around to see Shots, standing in the frame. She looked less than pleased. “Happy you almost got the town destroyed?”
“What? We only destroyed the mines! Well, I only... sorry,” Silver said, her gaze lowering as she moved away from the mare's glare.
“Could have brought half the mountain down on our heads,” Shots said bitterly. “If we had wanted it destroyed, we would have done it ourselves.” She then sighed before reaching a hoof back and pulling out the gem. “But, let it never be said I ain't a mare of my word. Yah got the gem, so I've agreed to pay for all the damages you’ve done. Keep you out of trouble, at least for a bit.”
Kree cringed as there was a popping sound from her other half. “And? What's the catch?”
“I want yah two to stay out of town for a bit.” Shots moved closer, turning another glare towards Silver. “Well, I want you to. Don't bring him... Wait... weren't you a...” She looked confused, before shaking her head. “Don't bring... him with yah again. Come back in a week an' I'll see what I can scrounge up for yah. Get you that escort.”
Kree sighed nodding. “Fine.”
“Good. Now... the slavers left. But my advice is you make a stop with them. Drop off your dead weight, forget the escort.”
Kree glanced to Silver for a few moments and the mare gulped. But then the griffon shook her head. “If I was going to visit them, it wouldn't be to sell.”
Shots nodded. “Fine. If ever a pony deserved it, though. One week. Don't show your ugly beak here before then.”
The griffon gave a grudging nod and the mare turned away, walking off. Silver smiled weakly, but she didn't even look back. Dejected, the unicorn got to her hooves and trotted out from the medical room, cringing as there was a light crunch from the griffon's backside.
The waiting room, if it could be called that, just had a single smelly, partially rotten couch and a few old books, missing plenty of pages. She sighed and ruffled through them until she found one with a green cover and a little red cross on it. A low burst of guilt flooded through her and she sat down, pulling the book in front of her and began to read. It was probably going to take hours before Kree could walk again. Probably hours before Kree would even LOOK at her again. At least she could try to find something to help relieve some of the suffering.
Level up!
Perks gained: 
Silver:
Additional spell count: Because one just isn't enough.
Kree:
Toughness: Your skin ain't thin.
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