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		Description

In the underwater city of Rapture, one can start anew with the views of this wonderful city. But everything good soon turns for the worst, as civil war breaks out among the city's two super powers. In a town of genetic splicing and true freedom from the government, this just may be it's finest year.
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		Humble Beginings



“Congratulations Mister or Misses citizen of Rapture! You have been approved to join the Sinclair’s Solution team as a product tester in our home consumer rewards program! Here at Sinclair: The customer knows best! That’s why we would like you to test our home defense products in the field and tell us how you feel! By participating in our D.I.Y clinical trials, you will earn rewards the further you make it! We thought you’d like the sound of that! So get out there and start earning those rewards!” 
.                                             .                                           . 
Sev’s eyes fluttered open. His head pounding, and the sound of his hammering heartbeat ringing in his ears. His eyes closed, as he willed them to stay open again. A puddle of blood, and a broken needle lay cast aside, helped him gain focus to the outside world. Breathing heavily, he got to his shaking hooves, lifting his head towards the television, casting gray light on the walls and floors of his apartment as static filled the screen. The image flickered slightly, as a voice rang out. 
“And now, for a special message, from Princess Celestia.”
The screen lit up with a shaky image of the Princess. 
“ Good evening my friends. I hope you are enjoying your new year’s eve celebration; It has been a year of trials for us all... Tonight, i wish to remind you all that Rapture is your city. It was your strength of will that brought you here, and with that strength you shall rebuild. And so, Princess Celestia offers you a toast.”
The sepia image of Celestia held up a wine glass to prove her point. She rose it proudly.
“To Rapture! 1959! May it be our finest year.”
The image of Celestia hovered for a moment before disappearing into gray static. Sev quickly turned the TV off, shaken by his sudden awakening. He tried to gather his mind as he surveyed the room. A needle lay shattered on the ground, broken after being thrust out of his arm, by the painful injection he gave himself. A large cardboard box occupied the single couch in the otherwise fine living room. It’s content’s included a revolver, and shotgun, alongside a few other items sent by Sinclair’s Solutions. His eyes finally rested upon the large windows that cast the faint blue light that shone through the room. The sea floor, illuminated by the skyscrapers that rose above it. The plant life and animals, coexisting with the man-made architecture and tunnels that crisscrossed for miles, almost naturally. It was true beauty in his eyes, and something he could almost never experience back on the surface. Sev stretched his gray wings out as he yawned. His mind searched for anything to possibly end his night. He wasn't much for festivities and partying, and tomorrow he would need to get back to work. The most logical thing to do would to simply end his night. As if he had anything else to do. A sudden chime from the intercom speaker’s built into his walls, stopped him mid-thought.
‘Attention! There has been an incident at the Kashmir restaurant. All citizens are to remain in their homes until further notice.” 
Sev glanced at the speaker’s concerningly. This news didn't sound good, but it only confirmed his plans for sleep. He lazily shuffled towards the door to his bedroom, when a new sound alerted him. The sharp crack of bullets sounded from outside of his door. He dashed towards it, as the sounds of screaming accompanied the bullets. He slammed his head into the door, his eyes trying to peer through the peep hole in his door. Several shadowy figures rested in front of it, hesitating to go in. His eyes rested towards the door. A unicorn lay on her side, bullet holes riddled through her body, and a puddle of blood leaking out. Sev moved away from the door, the puddle of blood leaking out from under his door. His hooves clenched over his mouth to late, as a small gasp escaped his lips. His door rattled under the sudden pounding, now being thrown at it from the pony’s outside. 
“We can hear you in there! Let us in small fry and maybe we won't kill you!” 
Sev ignored the taunts and immediately crossed his living room towards the couch. He grabbed the revolver from the stiff cardboard box and checked the chambers for ammo. All six holes were occupied by fat bullets. How careless of the manufacturer. How lucky for Him. Sev crossed back over the room, just as the door gave in. 4 colts burst in, carrying large pipes and guns. Sev tipped his coffee table over as a makeshift shield. He fired off several rounds, pinning the nearest colts. Steadying the revolver, he jumped from the table finishing off the last rounds into the next pony. A last unicorn stood, holding a large wrench with his magic. Sev glanced at his revolver. Empty. The spare ammunition lay just out of reach. The unicorn charged, ready to bring the blunt tool into his head. Without thinking, Sev flicked out his hoof towards the enemy. A ball of fire hurtled out and struck the Colt directly. 
“AHHHHHHHH! OH SWEET CELESTIA! SOMEPONY HELP! AHHH!” 
The unicorns dying screams filled Sev’s ears as the creature fell to the floor, writhing in pain. He struggled under the intense pain, his shouts filling the apartment, bright crimson flames covering his entire body. He fell silently after a few seconds of hopeless struggling. The small flames dieing on their own. Sev thought quickly, and began to drag them out of his room, piling them into the hallway outside. He finally dropped the charred remains of the last colt out of his room with a sickening ‘Crunch’ as he closed the door. He slid down the now closed door, resting his back against it. His mind drug thoughts together and pieced them together, after that small episode. It wasn't the first time he had killed somepony. Nor was it his last. Sev sighed quietly out loud. 
“It’s going to be a hell of a night.”
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A thousand dark tunnels... The constant sound of screaming and pain... Darkness and sadness washing over like waves... No hope... The loss of everyone close... A single bullet shot... Death... 
.                                    .                                                      . 
Sev awoke screaming from his nightmare. He breathed heavily, his chest throbbing from the lingering emotions. He sat up in his bed clutching his head. It was all a dream. His head swiveled on automatic to check his clock. The small alarm clock’s arms rested at the 9 and 12 of the circle. 9:00. His mind went frantic. He was late for work! He jumped out of bed quickly, throwing on the simple clothes that lay cast aside on the floor. He galloped through his Living Room towards his door without thinking and thought it open. His foot caught halfway though and he fell with a sudden squish. Sev lifted his face from the ground to see what had tripped him. The charred body from the night before clutched onto his foot like a lost filly. He kicked the mass away from him, and picked himself off the ground. Carefully breathing through his mouth, he stepped over the bodys and puddles of blood, then when felt it was safe, dashed away from them as fast as he could. He gasped in cool air as he neared the single elevator in his apartment building. He slammed the button to the door angrily. He had promised himself, not to kill anymore, not to get caught in anything like that. Not after what happened that day... So long ago.
.                                            .                                             .
Sev ducked his head as a volley of bullets flew over his makeshift cover. The recently flipped car might have survived small arms fire, but anything more and it might blow. Sev flinched from the explosions ringing in his ears. He looked up in fear at Canterlot castle, looming over head. Canterlot had become their last refuge, the war against The Changeling swarm had escalated quickly, as their forces now poured onto the streets of Canterlot without a warning. 
“Get your bucking head down!” 
Sev was shoved down as rockets soared overhead and detonated against a nearby building. Sev rolled out of the way of the debris. He looked up to the one who had moved him. Kingsly, his leader, and friend. Tossing his rifle to Sev, Kingsly quickly raised his revolver and sent forth several cracking shots towards the approaching army.
“It’s no good! Retreat to the castle! We will not fall!” The dark colt bellowed. 
Sev stumbled backwards, raising his rifle and firing into the sea of black. A hail of bullets greeted his assault, and sent him scurrying backwards yet. Getting to his hooves he dashed back towards the line of guards, being pegged off by stray bullets. Making it behind the wall of shields he breathed a sigh of relief. A sudden whistle from above brought his attention. A cluster of mortars sliced through the air, there arc bearing down on them. Sev shut his eyes for the imminent impact... 
.                                          .                                                    . 
The small train shook as Sev snapped back to reality. He had let his mind work against him, and had let in horrible memories once again. He sighed sadly as the train slowed to a grinding halt. His frown quickly vanished as he was bombarded by the image of his favorite place. Posters and advertisements screamed for viewers to buy their products over others, and the thick scent of earth could be smelled, even through the thick haze of smog being pumped out by the train. Arcadia. The one place in the entire city that could support so much plant life. The entire place made his heart flutter with joy. Though the job of tending to the plants was usually kept to earth pony’s, his wings allowed him to be able to tend to the higher trees. He smiled as he walked through the gates, as if nothing wrong could possibly happen. But his thoughts of happiness quickly disappeared as he walked through the grand gateway to the gardens. He gasped in horror at the sight that unfolded in front of him. 10 dead ponies. Their entrails creating a pentagram, dangling from the columns that made up the lavish arcs that had once stood their. Now a bloody altar...
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