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		Description

The enclave has fifty four cloud ships that have served well for them over the last two hundred years, but what with war brewing below, there may come a time when the pegasi require more then just that fifty four. Its time for one engineer to shine as he tries to solve this problem. But things are not always as they seem below, as we all will soon find out. Two hundred years of mystery and cover-ups stand in the way of Wink and his destiny.
	
		Table of Contents

		
					Chapter 0 Prologue 

					Chapter 1 What goes up

		

	
		Chapter 0 Prologue 



PEGASKIES CORPORATION M29 OPERATING SYSTEM 
COPYRIGHT 2015-2015 KILODEL
-Fallout Equestria: The Mare Behind the Curtain-
FoE: TMBC: Chapter 0
----------------------------

“We have some bad news everypony. Luna’s school for gifted unicorns was assaulted today in an atrocious terrorist attack by the nation of Zebrica,” a news stallion announces solemnly over a decrepit radio struggling to broadcast the news it receives for the ponies some 200 years dead.
“Six elements, six ministries, six ministry mares; This is Luna’s new plan, but is it a good one, can our nation truly be trusted to this princess of the night?” the mare’s voice questions her audience of ghosts.
“And that’s one small step for Mare, and one large step for-OOF!” The recording of an astronaut tripping out of the module locked away in a museum surrounded by a toxic cloud of pink.
“Ministry Mare Twilight Sparkle and Apple Jack sign on hoofing over all shares in the Equestrian Lunar Space Accusation E.L.S.A. to the Pegaskies Corporation for 470,000 bits in a deal that they produce rockets should the war effort require the need for such weapons,” an economist reports as he counts his now worthless bits and tosses a fortune of bottle caps into the recycling bin.
“This just in! Cloudsdayle, and Manehattan have been hit! We are still awaiting confirmation on Splendid Valley, reports on a detonation in Vanhoover are also coming in. Oh the equinity!” the panicked reporter cries over the end of the world, as his words outlive him and all he knows in the radio waves.
Beep. Beep. Beep. “This is an emergency Stable Tech Broadcast, any and all unsealed stables will be sealing in thirty minutes. All registered personal are to go immediately to their assigned stables. May the sisters have mercy on our souls,” a pre-recorded interrupts the whales of reporters. There is a click as an ancient computer reaches the end of its tape real. It rewinds and scans for any new news, none. The news stopped coming to this station two centuries ago. A procedure activates and a subroutine reads the weather and other data from damaged antennas. Its synthesized voice speaks out the only new news this station has to offer.
“And now for your local Neighagara Falls weather update. Temperature: negative twenty six Celestius, negative fourteen point eight Faustenheit. The wind is currently at: error antenna malfunctioning. Last recorded wind speed was: 1026 meters per hour. The sky is currently: overcast. The current humidity is: error antenna malfunctioning,” the choppy techno mare’s voice cuts out and the computer prepares to recite its record of news, unfortunately most of it has degraded and been cut from the listing leaving only about six broadcasts in its line up, “And now for the news, Pegaskies apologizes for the lack of any updated news to broadcast, but no new is good news,” and so it begins the 4204800 iteration of the looped news broadcast depicting the end of Equestria’s reign of peace.
“We have some bad news everypony…”
------
Along time ago in the magical world of Equestria, a utopia fell to its knees as it choked to death on its own fear and hatred, a hatred that was perhaps vital to its survival as some thing, well some things, cannot stand the taste of hatred. So while Equestria burned and its skies closed it was essentially burning the ground before the wild fire could reach it.
They say time heals all wounds, and if so, then the fields of Equestria have been growing green once more, and with it comes the threat of the wiled fire once more burning through. After all, the best hunters are patient.
------
“I can’t believe you did it, you convinced them to go forward with the mission,” the euphoric pegasus engineer says to the unicorn clad in an enclave officer’s uniform as they are bumped around the armored skywagon, “Commander Ruse I owe you big time.”
“Yeah, I know, I heard you the first twenty times you informed me, and Wink, you don’t owe me, you owe the Enclave Navy. This whole mission is about them after all.”
An older pegasus mare wearing scientist uniform minus one radiation shielded helmet, speaks up, “Well if so, why am I here. I’m a biologist. If our mission is all about salvaging new military ships then why have a pony who works on, well to put it plainly, ponies. I’m telling you there is more then meets the eye with this operation.”
“You are here to ensure we all can fly back up from this operation miss Mirage. We are going to a land filled with ponies what want nothing more then to eat us for brunch. Your job is to keep us alive, and my job is ensure they are not,” an armoured pegasus guard reputes the biologist before returning to an at ease stance, earning him a stern glance from Ruse.
“Well, if you must know, we believe their may be a chance that we have to go to war with the surface, that is if the volunteer bureau fails in its peace making charity. And I’m sure you all can remember how the last peace organization betrayed us all,” realizing he was getting side tracked Ruse got back to his point, “with war comes the probable damage of our assets, and without the factories of old, the Enclave will not be able to make more cloudships. Therefore we have been dispatched to solve this problem.”
Wink sat staring at his white and orange radiation helmet. He was told it would protect him from the majority of the radiation they would encounter. Wink and Mirage were issued one, Ruse was given a gas mask but it would not give him anywhere near the protection the radiation suit promised him. Looking to the guards accompanying them in the armoured sky wagon he considered the new armour they were given. This was a new model, envisioned by the Enclave’s science division purely for surface missions. A simple gas mask was attached to the helmet to filter out any radioactive particles and the regular metallic plates were infused with lead. It made the pegasi fly slower but the other engineers back home believed it was a worthy trade off for the added radiation protection. The final addition was the rad-x injectors replacing med-x.
Wink had been told of how the old earth pony armour made by the ministry of wartime technology was anything but light and had multiple chemical dispensers for medication as well as a spell matrix capable of holding healing spells. The enclave had nothing like this, but perhaps he could get lucky on the surface and find one to brig back up for study. Looking over his own supplies he examined his Geiger counter and tools. Mirage had the majority of the medical supplies as she was their impromptu doctor for this flight. Not many other doctors or scientists were wanting to travel to the war ravaged saving infested surface of Equestria. If he were not such good friends with Mirage she probably would have skipped out on the trek too.
“Mirage, we are getting lower now, I think  its time we seal our helmets,” Wink suggests as he slides his helmet on and twists it. The click informing him it’s locked, reaching back Wink connected the filter hose to his head. Feeling about twenty percent safer he began looking around the cabin. As one of the guards kicked up his gas mask he realized Mirage had not done the same, “Mirage, you don’t want to die do you?”
“Oh Wink,” she spoke with a hint of contempt in her voice, “You don’t believe all that crap the enclave spoon feeds us?” that earned her a disapproving stare from Ruse, “Besides, the area we are going to is not irradiated. The megaspells hit near by, but not directly here. We should be fine for the time being.”
“But the wind, it could carry radioactive isotopes into our drop zone,” ‘was she really not afraid of all of this?’ he thought, “by the way, were is our drop zone?”
It was now time for Ruse to speak up again, “There is a small factory located North Northeast of a military base. We are heading there first. I’ll let you handle the rest,” he muttered glancing out the window.
“Oh can we see it?” scooting in his seat he twisted his body around to peek out one of the skywagon’s windows. Below him was a sight he would never ever forget. A field of rubble, tilled with rows of concrete roads, streetlights sprung up like corn and the crumbling walls of the suburb as grass. Only it wasn't green. It was brown. All of it, brown. He had expected green. Books always showed Equestria as a green paradise, he knew it was not that any more. He knew it was a hell hole but he didn't expect it to be bland. Bland and dull. That’s all it was. Pure unadulterated disappointment. Sighing Wink looked back to Mirage, “Is that all there is to the surface?”
“Probably, I doubt there is much more out there to see besides the depressing view of not-cloud,” looking over at Wink’s belt she piped up again, “You should probably buckle up, while looking out the window you have nothing to hold into.”
“Oh come on what could possibly get us up here, we are flying and I’m not afraid of turbulence,” he turned again to look out the window, this time seeing something he rather forget. The red halo wrapped around a cylinder of an anti-air shell heading right to the sky wagon. ‘Pure unadulterated disappointment,’ Wink thought. And then he blacked out.
------
Footnote level up;
New perk- Sightseer. Your quick few minutes in the Equestrian Wasteland has taught you one thing: keep your eyes open.
+1 to Perception.
------
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“We have some bad news everypony. Luna’s school for gifted unicorns was assaulted today in an atrocious terrorist,” the ancient recording was cut off, finally able to rest its long dead voice. The airwaves though, would see no such rest as new voices came to fill the void.
“Oh shoot. Was the audio-in cable we pulled?” a light female voice echoes over a dozen radio sets across Equestria’s North Eastern cities, “Did we just break the transmitter? Oh no do you have any idea how much trouble we are going to be in if we just trashed the system!” panic seeps into her voice.
“No, no the transmitters fine, its still is broadcasting,” the sound of a deeper calibre, that of a stallion, interrupts the mare, “See, it is simply broadcasting different audio, probably a backup system of some sort.”
“Oh good,” there is a stillness lasting a few moments until the mare’s fresh voice comes on again, “Its broadcasting from this mike. They can hear us can’t they?”
“They what? Then we have to turn it off. This is a need to know operation,” the calm tone of the male gives way to one more agitated.
“We can’t do that, if we broadcast nothing no pony will know to stay tuned or even were to find the station,” the mare pleads.
“Too bad, they can channel serf this ends now,” and with that, the centuries old radio station went dead.
---
Wink could hear the faint tick tick ticking of his old clock as the more annoying alarm continuously chimed announcing the dawn of a new day. The first thing he noted as his conscious mind began rebooting was he had slept in an odd position probably sprawled halfway off his bed. The headache he could currently feel suggested he had quite a heavy night of drinking. He could not quite remember much from the night before, so it was probably a fairly good one. That’s when it dawned on him. Wink owned a prewar alarm clock from the Radiation Queen company, it had a distinctive low buzz to it. It was a very nice clock to wake up to as it was not to harsh on the ears. That was no his clock.
“Ohhhh,” the voice of a mare cooed, “Wink, are you alright?”
‘Okay,’ Wink thought as he struggled to get himself of the floor, ‘You had a party, hooked up with a nice girl, and are now at her house. Play it cool,’ upon opening his eyes he realized one of the wonderful facts of life. Sometimes no matter how sound your theory, and no matter how well it fits with evidence. It can still be oh so wrong.
Wink found himself in a pile of ammo creates in the aft section of a very damaged sky wagon. Struggling to get up he heard the sound of glass breaking, looking down he saw the shattered dome of his radiation suit’s helmet and a ticking geiger counter.
“No,” panic leaked into Winks voice, “Mirage, we are in an irradiated area and my containment suit is compromised! I am going to turn into a hideous monster and die!” 
“Then here, have some ‘Anti-hideous-monster’ pills,” Mirage countered tossing a container of Rad-X his way, “Take two,” looking around the wreckage she makes her way over to a guard to help him up as a few other’s on their team collect themselves.
Looking around the damaged wagon, wink paces as rads slowly click on, ‘I am a Pegasus, I fly. I soar,’ “I’m Meant To Fly.” Just then an awful sensation washes over him, a feeling like the entire planet is creeping up his legs. The feeling of solid ground. Living in the clouds the floors Wink was used to standing on always had some sort of give, and the few solid things his hooves ever made contact with, like the sky wagon’s now very mangled frame, were thin and floating. This sensation, of that him being firmly mounted on a fixed foundation, made Wink feel like he was going to be squished into the ground and flattened. Least to say he panicked.
“This is too too much,” shouting to Ruse as his wings beat his tired form into the sky above the crash sight, “I’ll go scout around. You know look for supplies,” ‘Anything to get off the ground.’
Big Mistake
You know when you do something that seems like such a good idea at the time but it isn’t? When you are so shaken up you do things without thinking? Well now would be one of those moments. That’s what our dented environmental suit clad engineer thought as he gazed from the sky down on a sizable group of six or seven happy looking ponies. “Spiky happy looking ponies,” he said under his breath.
One of the many technological enhancements given to enclave troops via their power armor would be hearing. So it was no surprise to see the guards look up to Mirage as he said this. No the surprise came when he was shot.
The feeling of being on the ground now seemed about %20 better then the feeling of bullets tearing through him. “Help! Backup! AAHHH!!!” Thud.
“GET HIM!” one shouted running around the buildings to get a clear shot at the group, as the enclave troopers scrambled to form a defensive line around the crash site.
“It’s more of those Pegasi Punks!” a fifthly earth pony dressed from head to hoof in leather called. It was swinging an axe running for the group. Bullets fired and the odd rock was hurled at the pegasi guards. Resulting in several tings and taps off their armor. Shrugging the three of them opened fired with twin laser battle saddles crimson light streaming towards the not too nice greeting party.
“Wait! What are you doing!” Mirage could not believe it, yes these ponies shot him, and yes he did feel like he would die at any moment but they where so under powered. It wasn’t a fair fight. “Stop Stop!” he shouted as Ruse gave him the most ‘are you mad?’ face he could. Then one of the rocks exploded. Then another, then there were two guards left. “Never mind! Don’t Stop!”
And they didn’t. Bullets flew left and right, ‘they can’t aim very well can they?’ but the lasers stayed true. Within minutes the battle was over and the party crept toward the now dead ponies. Mirage crept out and meandered toward them with Ruse and Wink rushing to the fallen troopers, side. Or at least most of it, Mirage didn’t want to think about that, no he wanted to think about the ponies that downed him, and his wagon.
The first pony he came to had a gasmask on and what looked like a cross between a gardener’s uniform and hoof ball gear He slowly pushed the pony over to get at its gun. “Okay it definitely is a gardener’s uniform and hoof ball gear,” he rolled his eyes at that. “Eww.” The thing was caked in burnt blood lifting the obviously repaired fire arm Mirage popped open the magazine. “Yep.” He said pulling out a few rounds and looking at one of the shells. “I’d know these anywhere.” Looking to one of the remaining pegasi guards he tossed the small munitions to him. “Cullen, Do you know what this is?”
“It’s a 9 mm,” Cullen retorted trying to catch the bullet but failing as the bit to his battle saddle got in the way. It wasn’t of any use to him any ways, its not like it was a battery.
“No its not. It’s a bullet,” Seriously, he is part of the military and he can’t tell the difference between a maretric measurement and a bullet? How have they survived all these years?
“Facehoofing Cullen and the other guard took to the sky, ‘They can do that because they have armor. Armor I don’t have. And in speaking of things I lack,’ Mirage slowly removed the gas mask from the pony and inspected it. “My helmet might be damaged but I can improvise, the earth pon- uh never mind,” slipping the gas mask on was harder then he guessed, it took three tried before his ears and eyes felt comfortable beneath it.
‘Now to repair our wagon,’ he tried to say, although what he actually said was, “Mmoow mo uair dur ummmmrum.” Turns out ventilators filter sound and radioactive particles.
“What?” Winked asked.
“Ummur do urrrair ohmmm errmun”
“You’re going to have to run that by me again.” This was going to be a long day.
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