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		Description

My name is... well I don't remember, I don't remember much of anything, actually. However, there are a few things I know. I know there was a war 200 years ago that left Equestria nothing more than an irradiated pit. I know the Equestria that's left is filled with dangers. And I know I'm going to need help to find out who I am. This is a world I'm going to have to go out into. 
I am going to find out what happened to me, and why it happened. Then I'm going to make whoever did this pay. That is, assuming I live long enough to find a clue... 

A story inspired by Kkat's Fallout Equestria, recommended to read that one first.
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		Chapter 01: Unknown



	Buzzing. That’s the first thing I notice, a constant buzzing all around me. It’s almost like my head is filled with bees or wasps. What the hell is making all that noise?
I pause for a moment and look behind me to see if I can find it, but all I see are rocks and dirt of the desert landscape. Whatever it is, it must be close if I can still hear it. I look up at the overcast sky, dots of green and brown color the clouds. That can’t be good. I turn back to the task at hoof, deciding to ignore the buzzing until later.
Further off in the distance stands a small town. Quite a few buildings still stand, but are in a state of disrepair. I continue down the ‘path’ toward the town, my head bobbing as I walk. I begin to spot holes dug into the ground everywhere. The holes are easily big enough for me to fit through, if I wanted.
Every-so-often I think I see something out of the corner of my eye. A figure standing on the far off ridge, something ducking down behind a rock, a shadow slipping into a hole. I decide to ignore these as well. Whatever they are they have me surrounded, I’ll get inside one of the buildings then figure out what they are. Don’t run, they might see it as a threat.
I eventually end up on a road, a destroyed one but still a road. Once I get close enough I see that none of the building can be considered salvation either. A few figures move in between the windows or along the roofs. Great, that leaves me with taking my chances at trying to find an unoccupied building or go into one of the holes. There’s also plan ‘Z’, I can try fighting them where I stand, I doubt I’ll last more than five seconds. Buildings it is!
I reach the edge of the town. I nervously look around, some of the beasts are no longer trying to hide. The buzzing must be attracting them. I look around for the source of the noise but still find nothing. Slowly I start heading for one of the buildings. As soon as I move one of the beasts bursts out of the ground and slashes at me with its claws. I didn’t even feel the ground tremble before it came. Come to think of it, I didn’t even feel the ground the entire time I was walking here…

With a start, I jolt awake screaming, momentarily thinking that my head is gone. Taking a few deep breaths I try to calm myself, I’m still alive and I don’t want that to end with a heart attack. Once I finally calm myself to the point that I’m not hyperventilating, I nearly start again when I hear the buzzing.
The buzzing is different though, more quiet, subtle. Looking up I see a light hanging above my casting a harsh light on everything. I sigh in relief, and start looking around the rest of the room. Metal walls surround me on all sides, even the floor and ceiling are metal. A door stands at the far end, it’s one of those mechanical doors that looks like it can handle an explosion. In the corner near the door is a pale blue saddlebag. A few shelves line and counters the wall to my right, the shelves are covered in scraps of metal.
A protectapony lies in the corner of the room, or at least what used to be a protectapony. The robot is completely cannibalized for parts from how it looks. The entire front armor of the robot is gone as well as a good amount of circuitry from inside. The head is on one of the shelves, the only part left of it is the outer casing.
Looking down I find I am lying on a steel table, rather clean one at that. A dark grey mare stares back, my coat is even darker than the steel walls. A few ribbons of dull red streak down my purple mane. I swipe a strand away from my eye. I go back to looking around the room trying to figure out where I am, and my heart falls.
I don’t remember anything! Nothing! Not where I am, what I was doing, or who I am! Vainly I try to bring forward some sort of memory but nothing comes to mind. “Oh, fuck,” I mutter and start looking around the room frantically. Okay, calm down, there has to be some clues here as to why I’m here or who I am.
The only thing that stands out is the saddlebag near the door. I jump down from the table and walk over, mildly surprised at how well I can walk given the circumstances. Not, injured… So, what else can cause me to lose my memory? Undoing the clamp to the bag I start rummaging through it.
The first thing I pull out is what seems to be some sort of camouflage colored armor, or something along those line. There are two bracers which would cover the lower half of the forelegs, they are made of a either a very tough plastic or light metal. The chest piece is made of the same material, though it only covers between the shoulder and the chest itself. All the pieces are held together with tough, camouflage colored fabric. A hood spans out from the back of the neck and is covered in ‘scales’ of the same material. I place the armor beside me and pull out some other bracers, it takes me a few moments to realize they’re for the hindlegs.
After the bracers I pull out a pistol. It has wire running from the bottom of the grip up the where the barrel is. A plasma pistol… how do I know that? Shrugging it off, I put the pistol on top of the hooded combat armor, then I notice the holster built into the chest piece of the armor. I pull a few spark packs out of the bag next, presumably for the pistol.
Finally, at the bottom I find a note.
'I’m sorry.'
“Gee, thanks a whole lot, asshole,” I mutter. Not like you could have told me who I am or where I am. Could have also given me food or water, but I would prefer my memories first. I throw the note back into the bag, and I start to put on the armor. After a little struggle to get the main piece on I go to put the hind bracers on and spot my cutie mark. It looks like a kite shield, a rather heavy and decorated one, though it is hard to see against the color of my coat. The crest of a dragon stands in the middle and large bolts run along the edge of the shield. So, I’m a knight? I think those died out couple hundred years ago.
I push the thought to the back of my mind and holster the pistol, throw the bag on my back and then start exploring the rest of the room. There’s pretty well nothing of value, only scrap really. I do manage to find a few spark packs in the piles of scrap on the counter, though about two thirds of them are empty. After that, all I find are small tools like a hoofheld welder, screwdrivers, and some spark batteries. After a quick double check of the room, because there’s really not much to look through, I head to the door.
“Alright then, nothing to find here. I better damn well be able to find something.” I press the button and with clanking gears and hissing pistons the door retracts into the wall.
The hall outside is dark and grey, the metal walls adding a certain sense of caution. Only a few of the lights in the hall work, and out of those half flicker on and off. Looking out, the hallway goes in two directions then the two halls once again split once they reach the far end. With a sigh I flip my hood over my head and start down the right hallway.
Must be underground, bunker or maybe some type of maintenance tunnel. Reaching the t-section I find that one of the halls has collapsed on itself. That leaves one path that leads down to a small metal door, the kind you would usually find in bunkers or other such underground places. I press the button, nothing happens. Must be locked. I press my ear to the cold metal, to see if I can hear anything. But, the humming of generators and lights block out most of what I can hear. I head back out and toward the left hall.
This one proves more fruitful when it splits off in its different direction. Down the left hall are two doors, one on each side of the hall, most likely heading to rooms. To the right is a large door a bit further down. I decide to search the rooms first. But, as I get closer I begin to hear the crackle of electricity.
Opening the first door, the one on the left, brings me to a crackling generator. Small bolts of energy leap from the coils on the machine. The air smells thick with ozone. I close the door and quickly head to the other one, not wanting to be fried by the chaotic machine.
The next door leads to a room lined with monitors. Buttons flash on the array of consoles and the screens blink and flicker every so often. A few lockers line the back of the room, with a terminal in the middle of the back wall. Still curious as to where I am I take a few steps into the room hoping one of these terminals will hold the answer. I head for the one in the back next to the lockers since it seems to be the main terminal.
I turn it on, but am confronted by a prompt to enter the password. Without the tools, or the password I can’t open it. I quickly move on the the next. This one opens without resistance and gives me a small list of possible commands. The first one is blinking warning, the next two are logs, and the last one is ‘Door override’. With a shrug I click the first one, and a message appears on the screen.
*Warning, collapse detected. All doors have been locked to prevent any flooding or gas leaks. Alerting maintenance teams… no response. Contacting authorities… no response. Advised course of action… Remain in a safe location until authorities arrive.*
Yeah, that ain’t happening. I click on the first log.
Damn, how did I end up down here? I should be on the front lines taking it to the zebra bastards, but instead I’m down here. Get someone else to do this shit! I don’t think stopping a town from flooding in it’s own shit is as important as ending this war.
You know, scratch that. A town flooding in shit is pretty bad. But, she still could have found someone else. Of course she could have, but she put me down here because that whole ‘shooting’ accident. I tell you, the kid came out of nowhere, it has nothing to do with my eye!
… Best get back to work, my partner is calling me. 
Crackshot signing out…
Why do we even have a server room down here?
I groan a little. I’m in a sewer, or at least the maintenance wing. Good thing is that it’s been a few centuries since it was last used. Still not quite a place you would want to wake up without any memories. I move onto the second, and last, log.
Damn it, we have megaspells why not just drop them on the fuckers! They don’t deserve any better.
Just got word my cousin died on the battlefield. All because Celestia is too afraid to end this in one go. Even with thousands of ‘her little ponies’ dying out there, she does nothing! We’re more like ‘her little pawns’.
No, I’m not going to go after her. I just need someone to be angry at, and I’m already too pissed at the zebras. Just that everything is so… grim. I’ve lost three family members to this war, and I’m stuck here swimming through shit.
You know what, fuck it! I’m going over to the front to solve this whole thing. They might not want me there, but they sure as hell can’t stop me. Besides, nopony will notice that a sewer worker is gone.
Crackshot signing out.
I sigh, the logs having proved to be fruitless. One last option, I click it and wait for something to happen. The only thing that happens are two words appear on screen.
Doors unlocked.
“Of course,” I mumble. I get up and head back out into the hall. There’s more pressing issues now than exploring. Firstly, I need to get out of here and figure out what’s going on. As I walk down the hall I start making a list of things I can remember.
I know there was a war over two hundred years ago which has left Equestria as a radioactive wasteland. Odd how I remember a vague date. The Wasteland is not a friendly place, you’re more likely to be shot than helped. I know there are places called Manehatten, Ponyville, Trottingham, Friendship City, but I can’t remember anything specific about them. I clearly remember weapons and armor, or partly about the armor.
I press the button to the door, with a mechanical hiss it opens revealing a dark tunnel ahead. At my hooves is the skeleton of a pony, he was reaching for the door when he died. I whisper a quick prayer to Celestia and walk around the corpse into the tunnel beyond. I can’t see far in either direction, the only light in the tunnel is the one coming from the hallway I just came from.
Long cracks run along the surface of the sewer tunnel. Even a few piles of debris line the wall. Looking down at the skeleton I see a flashlight at its side. Seems fate smiles upon me. I click the flashlight on with a smile. The smile instantly dies when the flashlight does nothing. Yes, fate smiles upon we as it kicks me. With a sigh I shove the thing into my bag and head back down into the maintenance tunnel. Maybe I can fix it.
I go back to the room I woke up in and put the flashlight onto the table. After a little scrounging around I find a few parts I can use. With the tools and pieces I fix the cracked casing, replace a few wires, and insert a new spark battery. This time it flickers to life when I click it on, the beam is dim and weak but better than nothing. As an afterthought I fashion a way to clip it onto my armor so I don’t have to carry it in my mouth, considering where I found it probably a good idea.
I flip on the hood and clamp the light on it at about eye level. After finding I have a talent at fixing, I decide to throw some of the tools into my bag. For a moment I wonder if there is anything else I can try making, but quickly decide I’m best getting out of here and figure out where I am.
Heading back into the hall I glance to the right. I never actually checked that locked door, there might be some clues. With a groan I head down the hall and over to the door. I draw my pistol and inch over to the button that opens it. Taking a deep breath I press the button and with mashing gears and the sound of metal on metal the door slides open.
I yelp and jump back when a skeleton fall to the ground by my hooves. After realizing that nothing is after me I holster my pistol and walk around the skeleton into the room. The first thing I notice is that the air seems a little thicker and looks almost like I’m underwater. Gas, good thing I didn’t shoot I guess. Can and empty soda bottles litter the ground, most of them near the door. Aside from that there are two sets of shelves with several metal boxes on either. All of them are open.
A quick search gets me a rad-away, a health potion, and another spark battery, but no clues to who I am. I pack away the few things I found and go back out into the hall and head back to the sewer entrance. So, no clues, no clue who I am, where I am or what the hell I’m doing here. As I walk into the sewers I click the flashlight on and draw my pistol.
The beam of light doesn’t illuminate too much, certainly not enough to see the end of the tunnel. But, at least I can now see where I put my hooves, not great but an improvement. I glance back at the light coming from the maintenance tunnel, am I really about to leave, there could still be something in there. Quickly I push the thought to the side deciding it’s better to know where I am before I do anything else.
After a few minutes of walking the light from the maintenance tunnel is all gone leaving the only light from my little flashlight. Skittering noises echo through the darkness, making me constantly check over my shoulder. Every-so-often I can hear the boom of thunder from the outside. I need to get out before the rain starts washing through the sewers. My light flickers, and I pause for a moment, hoping that the flashlight doesn’t die. While I do have a replacement battery, I would rather not be in the pitch black for even a second with the noises around me.
A little further down the tunnel I find a ladder built into the wall leading up to a manhole cover. I quickly make my way up hooking my hooves around each rung to climb. I brace myself up with my hindlegs to free up my forehooves to push the manhole cover off. The rusted metal screeches as it comes out with a surprising amount of ease.
I take a deep breath of the ‘fresh’ air as I climb out. I let out a sigh of relief, happy to finally be out of there, but only lasts until another crash of thunder shakes the very ground under my hooves. The swirling green and brown clouds above flash with lightning. Maybe I should get out of the open, I think then I start looking for some shelter.
The manhole had come up into a small decrepit town, as most towns in the wasteland. Most of the houses are broken in some way or another, though still standing. If the houses ever had paint it doesn’t show, instead they are dirty and dull. Trees dot the area in between the houses, with yellow and brown grass growing around them. Well… still no clue where I am.
I pick a small house and head for it. I pause for a moment as I remember the dream I had, taking another look around I reassure myself that it’s not the same town. Another boom of thunder snaps me out of it and I start heading for the house again… that is until I hear someone behind me.
“Hey boys, looks like we got ourselves some new meat!”

Footnote: Level Up
New Perk Added: Toaster Repair Pony-- You gain +5 to Repair and +5 to Science.

			Author's Notes: 
This is my first Fallout fic, as if that was hard to tell... Please mention if you have some constructive criticism, I still think I'm a new writer and I could use the pointers. Anyways, hope you all enjoy this story. Until next time,
-Sphinx


	
		Chapter 02: The Aether



	I yelp and spin around on my hooves to face a dull yellow earth pony. He has little mane or tail to speak of, only strands of brown hair. His armor is covered in rough spikes and caked in blood and mud, the rifle on his battle saddle gleams in the darkness. He grins at me with his yellow and rotting teeth. I quickly draw my pistol out of the holster. Great, raiders… well at least I know what raiders are.
“Oh, and she’s a lively one!” the raider shouts. Two more come from around a corner behind him. Out of the corner of my eye I spot another or two between the buildings. I glare at the main one and hold my ground. I quickly glance at the manhole cover, too far away for me to get there before they do. He licks his lips. “I’m going to have so much fun with y-- AH!” He falls to the ground screaming in pain as a bolt of green plasma carves a groove into his head just above the eye then vaporizes his left ear.
“Yeah, fuck you too!” I shout around the grip. Quickly I aim the pistol at the other two behind him. Two gunshots ring out from my right, one of the bullets slams into my armored hood sending a wave a pain through my head and clouding my vision. I feel something hit my plasma pistol followed by the sound of something shattering.
I stumble backwards, panic starting to grip at my throat. I might have stood some chance before, but if my gun is busted… Once my vision refocuses I see that my fears are realized. The barrel of my plasma pistol is gone, only jagged and cracked metal and plastic left. Okay, my only weapon is busted, now what?
Before I can think of what to do one of the other raiders charges me. He tackles into, but I barely move an inch. I turn causing him to stumble forward, and I bring my hoof down hard onto his shoulder. I cringe at the loud snap that follows, but judging by the screaming raider it wasn’t my bone that snapped. More gunshots, this time from the direction of the main raider and the two others.
Most of the shots strike the ground near my hooves or just ricochet off my armor. I turn to face them only to find one of them far closer than what I would like. I don’t have time to dodge the baseball bat she swings at my head. I stumble backwards again and my vision starts to fade, but somehow I remain conscious.
I blindly swing at where the raider was, but the vain attempt at getting back at her only makes me lose my balance further. The baseball bat connects with the back of my head this time sending me to the ground. Slowly I start getting up, but the raider smashes the bat into the side of my head, plunging me into darkness.

I look around at the red stones that make the cliffs that surround me. Inwardly, I groan as I recognize the setting of my last dream. Holes dotting the landscape, small town on the horizon, and the same omnipresent buzzing as last time.
Great, just like the sewer all over again, no clue where I am or why I’m here. Well… I can go out into the middle of nowhere, or I can go toward the town… again. I look back over at the town, there’s something about, something that’s pulling me toward it. Not sure what it is, but there’s something there that I have to see. Deciding on my course of action, I head for the town, hopefully nothing’s going to jump out of the ground and kill me this time.
After a few minutes of walking I start noticing a few things I managed to overlook on my first ‘visit’. The most prominent one is that I’m not actually walking. There is no clopping of hooves or even the feeling of my hooves touching anything. I can’t even feel my hooves, actually I can’t see them either. Looking down there is nothing but the red sand and a small round shadow. I’m a floating head… great.
The second thing, is the buzzing. While I always hear it, it becomes louder or more quiet as I move or stop. Leaving me with a bit of a trade off, either I can try to get to the town as quickly as possible but have the buzzing throbbing in my ears. Or, I can move slowly and have it stay nice and quiet, but listen to it twice as long. I choose the first option.
Before long, I start seeing the figures moving along the cliffs once again. Great, surrounded for the third time. For a moment I think about trying to get into the town from another direction other than the road, but since they already know I’m here it would be rather pointless.
I stop and watch a few of the figures duck down behind a couple of rocks. They run along on four legs, though some of them are standing on their hindlegs. They’re twice my size, why are they hiding? “Come out and face me!” I shout at them with a metallic ring in my voice. 
I pause trying to listen to my voice a little better. “Hello?” Again, there is a sort of metallic quality to my voice. Okay… I’m a floating, buzzing head that sounds like a robot… I know this, I think, I’m a… a bloatbot… no. That’s it, a Sprite-bot, I’m a Sprite-bot. Wait, why?
Before I can question it any further I spot a flash of red. I recognize it as a beam from a laser weapon, sadly that doesn’t stop it from disintegrating me.

I jolt awake with a scream, jumping back in the process. I hear the clanking of a chain a moment before something pulls down on my neck. The sudden force bring my face smashing back into the floor. I don’t bother moving, instead I just lie there and try to calm my nerves. I try to ignore the smell as I take a few deep breaths.
Just the smell of the place is horrible. It’s almost makes the sewer seem like a flowery field in comparison.
From the sounds the storm must still be raging on, even worst than before. Thunder and lightning still crack the sky overhead, but now they’re accompanied by the sound of rain hitting the roof. There is even a hole in the ceiling which the rain pours in through.
This time, the room isn’t quite as nice as the last one I woke up in. Quite frankly, I’m not sure if I prefer here or the desert from my nightmares. The walls are covered in crude graffiti of murder, rape, and death. Long cracks run along the wall itself, with a rather large hole about halfway up. The wall to my left has a boarded-up window with more graffiti covering it.
Strapped tightly around my neck is a collar, attached to it is a chain that runs to a bolt in the floor. At my hooves is an old dirty mattress, cover in blood, urine, and feces. I quickly back away from it, only to trip over my hooves, or rather the shackles that chain my forehooves together. I jump back onto my hooves.
I hear the shifting or chains over to my right. A young unicorn mare, chained to the floor as well shuffles further into a corner away from me. Her dark blue coat is covered in blood and dirt. Her cutie mark is an image of a purple flame. She has a long vibrant red mane with a long streak of purple running down the back. I stare at her for a minute, mainly trying to figure out what to say rather than anything else.
“Uh… hello?” Ah yes, a greeting is always a good place to start, but I think there are slightly more pressing issues at the moment. “Who are you?” I ask.
She comes a little closer, not by much but enough for me to see the bruises on her thigh. I also notice her hooves aren’t shackled together. After a few minutes of staring at each other she eventually answers. “I’m... Aether Blitz,” she replies. “Are you okay? You were unconscious when they dragged you in.”
“I’m fine, just a little headache.” I give the chain a quick tug, the board it’s attached to creaks and bends slightly but holds firm. “Where exactly are we?”
“We’re in Ponyville. They ambushed a slaver caravan, that’s--” She stops when we hear something moving around downstairs. We wait a few moments and don’t hear anything else. “That’s how I got here. I heard the fighting outside yesterday just before they dragged you in,” she continues in a more hushed tone. She arches one of her eyebrows. “Actually, why did you come here, and who are you?”
I freeze in place once again coming to terms with the fact I have no name. I don’t know her, for all I know she’s the one that got me into this mess. There’s no reason for me to tell her anything… yet. “Uh, t-that’s not important right now.”
Aether snorts and rolls her eyes. “Well, you were the one who asked first, and I already told you mine.” There is another clatter downstairs followed by a muffled conversation. We wait a few minutes then we hear the door open. “Besides, it doesn’t look like we’re going anywhere any time soon.”
“We’ll see about that,” I mutter and turn my attention to the chain around my neck. I start backing up until the chain goes taut, out of the corner of my eye I spot Aether watching me curiously. Once the chain is as taut as it will go I pant my hooves firmly on the ground and keep trying to back up.
“It won’t break.”
“Not trying to break the chain,” I say through gritted teeth. Quickly I rear back onto my hindlegs. The chain tugs back with equal force, but fails to bring me back down. I open my eyes a sliver to see the board the chain is bolted to warping and bending in ways that threaten to snap it. Soon there is a snap and the chain around my neck slackens a bit. I land back down onto my hooves and take a little breather.
A crack runs along the top of the board. Didn’t snap it right off, a few screws still hold it into the floor, but at least it’s missing the top few.
“The fuck is going on up there?!” someone shouts from downstairs. From the sounds of someone running to the stairs, I guess she doesn’t really care for an answer. I quickly glance at Aether to find her trying to hide in the corner again. The door to the room bursts open and dull yellow earth mare walks in. She quickly aims her pistol at us. “The hell are you two doing?”
“We’re uh… trying to redecorate?” I try to shrink back from the glare she gives me clearly not fooled.
“You think you’re funny?” she growls at me and takes a few steps forward. I try to back up a bit further, but the chain stops me. “How ‘bout I decorate this room with your blood, would you like that?” She stomps her hoof down onto the chain forcing me down the ground. She stands a few inches away from my face aiming her gun straight between my eyes. “You know, after what you did I’m sure Skull would love to have a minute with you alone. That is, once I’m done--”
I lunge forward, to headbutt the mare, but I slam into the barrel of her pistol. The impact forces the gun to slide further into her mouth. She reels back hacking and coughing as she tries to dislodge the gun from her throat. With a final cough the pistol falls to the floor and she gasps for air. Her relief is short lived though as the sound of clattering chains draws her attention back to me as I rear back onto my hindlegs. Her eyes go wide and she tries to get out of the way, but my hooves crack down onto her head.
There is a sickening snap as her head smashes through the floorboards and her body goes limp. I sit back with my eyes closed as I nurse the headache that sprang up. Great idea, headbutt someone while you have a concussion. “Was that your plan?” Aether asks. I hear her moving closer. After a minute the dizziness subsides and I can once again focus, or as best I can.
“Uh, yeah, completely my plan.” I turn back to the dead raider. I kick the gun away from her then start searching through everything that was on her. All I find though are a few bullets, presumably for the pistol, four bottle caps, and an empty inhaler, but no keys. Out of frustration I stomp my hoof onto the floor. Right, going back to the original plan.
“No keys?” Aether asks. 
I start walking backwards until the chain goes taut again. “What do you think?” I grumble. She deflates slightly, but still watches me. I plant my hooves into the floor again and throw my weight back as I rear up. The collar digs into the back of my neck, but I can hear the floorboard cracking and groaning. With a final push the board snaps out of the floor, it skips across the ground a few times before coming to a rest at my hooves. 
Aether jumps to her hooves. “Right, your turn,” I say taking a half-step toward her, because it’s all the shackles allow. 
She back up from me and shakes her head. “Don’t bother, you’d break my neck before you break the chain. Just go downstairs, get our stuff, get the key and come back for me.” I go to argue it would be faster to break the chain, but a look back at the raider quickly convinces me that she’s most likely right. I grab the gun off the floor and nod. “Oh, and if you try to leave without me I’ll scream so loud every raider in the area will hear,” she says as I head for the stairs.
Thanks for the vote of confidence. Eventually I make it to the stairs, tripping and stumbling over the shackles the entire way there. I look down the stairs taking a deep breath and start to walk down. Sadly, my shackles pulls my other leg out from under me, and I end up tumbling down.
I slam into the ground face first. I quickly scramble to get my pistol after it had been knocked out of my mouth, the blurry vision from the fall making all that much harder. “Are you okay?” Aether calls from above. I sit back and rub my head to clear my vision, or at least try to. Real stealthy, I bet no one noticed your very stealthy faceplant. 
“Yeah, I’m fine, I think I hurt the stairs more than myself.” I blink a few times and I can take a clear look at the room I fell into. A bookcase stands next to the door, though it no longer holds any books, instead skulls and bloody rags fill the shelves. In the middle of the room is mattress with what looks to the torso of a stallion chained to it. Opposite to the stairs is a ruined couch and table.
I shuffle closer to the table hoping the keys might be somewhere in the mess that covers it. As I get closer I notice that my bags and armor are on the bottom shelf of the bookcase. On the table is the remains of a card game where they had been bidding with bottle caps, drugs, cigarettes and ammo. On the corner is an open first-aid box with its contents now presumably dumped across the table. There is a sawed-off shotgun on top of the box. I spot the glint of something metal on one of the chairs. Bingo!
I drop the gun onto the table and pick up the the keys and get to work unlocking the shackles. Soon, the chains are lying on the ground next to the table and I’m over by the bookcase putting my combat armor back on. I sigh as I put the last bracer on, finding an odd amount of comfort with the armor on. I shrug off the feeling and flip my bags onto my back. With that, I head back to the stairs, stopping for a moment to holster the pistol and put the shotgun in my bag.
Aether glares at me as I walk into the room. “So, you took the time to get dressed while I was stuck up here?” I look down at my armor and give her a nervous smile.
“Sorry, kinda figured I should get ready in case--”
She shifts impatiently and cuts me off. “I don’t care, just get this thing off of me.”
Oh yeah, no need to be thankful that I got the fucking key in the first place. I slide the key into the collar, with a quick twist there is a click and it falls to the floor. As soon as she’s free, Aether pushes her way past me, shoving me to the ground at the same time and bolts for the stairs. “Wait!” I shout as she disappears beyond the door. She’s just going to leave me here! She might know something about me, I can’t just let her leave, or risk her dying at the hooves of those raiders.
“Those fucking bastards!” Aether shouts, snapping me out of my slight panic. I jump to my hooves and run for the door. I get to the bottom floor, expecting a gang to ponies to be standing at the door, but instead I find Aether desperately looking through a pair of saddlebags. She lets out a frustrated roar and throws the bag against the wall. She walks over to the table and starts shifting through the mess. Her ears perk up for a moment and she picks up a Dash inhaler, but a moment later they fold back against her head and she smashes it into the table.
“Are you okay?” I ask.
She turns her anger filled glare at me. “No I’m not okay! They took it all, there’s none left!” She grabs another Dash inhaler in her hooves before shattering it against the wall. All this because of some Dash? Lovely, she’s a junky!
“We don’t have the time for this, we have to get out of here before the others come back.” I head immediately for the bag she had been looking through, assuming it’s hers. I toss the bag over to her but she just ignores it. I watch her shuffle through the mess for a minute until I notice something peculiar. “Why don’t you use you magic for that?” I ask.
She completely freezes and stares off into space. She stays that way for a few minutes, then shakes her head and goes back to searching for drugs. “They drugged me, I can’t--” Before she can finish she gasps and grabs another inhaler. She stares at it for a moment then hugs it tightly. “Okay, there’s some left… some…” It falls down into her bag and she sighs. “That’s not going to help me much…”
“Forget about the drugs! Just get your stuff and let’s get out of here before somepony shows up!” She turns and glares at me, then she looks down at her bags then to the door. She turns back to the table and dumps a small pile of caps, ammo and cigarettes into her bag.
“How about you go search for some weapons so we don’t die the second we set hoof outside that door, and I’ll stay here and look for something useful.”
I set my bag on the ground and start digging through it. I quickly find the shotgun and  take it out and toss it to her. “There, now let’s leave.”
She stares at the shotgun, after a moment she sigh and puts it into her bag. Before she picks up her bags she sweeps a pile from off the table into them. “Fine then, let’s get out of here.”
I pull out the pistol and take a position near the door. Finding a hole in the door I peek outside. The storm makes it impossible to see more than a few feet ahead of me. The only lights are those from spotlights dotted around the raider town, and the occasional crack of lightning that arcs through the clouds. “I don’t see anyone,” I say opening the door slightly. I look back to find Aether going through the junk on the table again. “Are you coming, or am I going to have to leave you here?”
That catches her attention and she looks over my way. She looks from me to the table and back again. With a groan she pulls the shotgun out of her bag and follows me out into the rain. I take a moment to close the door behind us, to make it seem like nothing is amiss.
“So, now where to?” Aether asks looking out into the darkness. She wipes some water away from her eyes to try and see better.
I look around blindly as well, though it wouldn’t do much since I no nothing about the area around Ponyville anyways. “Don’t know, but how about we focus on getting out of the town first,” I say lowering my voice so it’s barely louder than the rain.
“We should head south-west. I know a settlement down that way,” Aether says.
I start making my way along the wall until I get to the corner of the house. Peeking around, I see nothing. Right, pointless to be cautious when I can’t see anything. At least no one can see me. “Good plan, just tell me when you figure out which way that is,” I say taking a step out of cover.
She stops and looks up at the pitch black sky. “Fine then, we get out of here then we figure out which way it is,” she says following me again as we cross the clearing.
We continue in silence as we walk through the large puddles that cover the ground. For a moment I wonder if I should be worried about the water, seeing as to how the clouds are greenish-brown, but I push the thought to the back of my mind. A few lights move through the darkness, though it’s hard to tell how far away they are.
A quick flash of lightning lights up the area. I see a small line of houses further off in the distance. I think I see a few ponies walking near them, but before I can be certain the area in once again plunged into darkness.
I stop and start looking around for a different direction to take. “Something the matter?” Aether asks from off to my side. I barely manage to hear her over the storm.
“Thought I saw someone over that way,” I say motioning my head is the vague direction of the houses. There is another flash of lightning, I see basically only houses around us. Seems like we’re going through the middle of what once used to be a park. Damn, which way is the quickest way out?
“Hey, who’s out there?!” someone shouts from up ahead. Turns out, standing in the middle of the open is a rather bad plan.
“I think we should get out of here,” Aether says. I can hear her backing away slowly. I turn and start running away from the raider.
Three gunshots crack through the storm as we start running. The first one hits me, but just bounces off my armor while the other two shots miss. The raider shouts at us and a few other voices join in as they give chase. I hear a few ponies shouting up ahead.
“Stop right there!” a stallion shouts in front of us. I can make out the faint shape of two ponies, though not much more. Aether skids to a stop and, even though she’s a little further than ideal, she fires her shotgun. The pellets shred through the shoulder of one of them and peppers the wall of the house behind them.
The other raider fires off a volley at us, but I get between him and Aether. The bullets do little to no damage to my armor. I stand there and take the brunt of the volley as I wait for an opportunity to strike back. Eventually his clip runs dry giving me the opportunity I wanted. I charge at the area where the bullets had been coming from. I find him quickly enough as he tries to reload his gun. My hoof connect with his muzzle, and the force of my punch send his head snapping back.
Before I have time to bask in my victory, Aether jumps over me and curls into a ball. I give her a questioning glance and look back out toward the park to find a pack of raider lined up much like they would if they were a firing squad. The raiders open fire. I brace myself against the storm of bullets as my armor weathers the barrage. The bullets rip and tear through the wall of the house, and several bite into my flank and hips.
After a few seconds of continuous fire they start depleting their guns as well. “Move!” I shout at Aether once it’s only a few of few of the raider that are shooting. I draw my gun and start firing blindly into the group as we start making our way down what used to be a road. We turn the corner of the house and start running again. A few shots whiz past us as a couple of raider try getting a few potshots on us.
I turn in a full hundred-eighty degrees and start firing back a the as I continue walking backwards. This is bad, if we don’t start putting some real distance between us and them, we’ll be swarmed by them. Over the firefight I can just make out Aether shouting, “Look out!” 
Too late, I put my hindleg down, but it doesn’t connect with anything. I scream as I fall back and find myself in more darkness than before. I begin to wonder how painful it’ll be when I hit the ground, but I don’t get long to dwell on it as I plunge into water. It rushes past me in a powerful current, though it doesn’t quite carry me away. I come out of the water gasping for breath and find myself somewhere familiar.
Great, back in the sewers. I look down into the water to see if I can find my gun, but the black water conceals it. And, the gun’s gone… this just keeps-- Pain shoots through my shoulders and neck and I find myself back under the water as something lands on top of me. I see a shape moving above me, but I can’t make it out because of the water and darkness. I burst out of the water with a shout as I pin the pony to the wall.
Aether slips out of my grasp before I can pin her and she delivers a quick punch to the side of my face that does nearly nothing. “Watch it!” she shouts at me.
“The hell did you fall onto me for?!”
“Why didn’t you move?”
I go to retort, but a small round object splashes into the water behind her. It takes me a moment to recognize it, but once I do I grab her and pull her away. The grenade explodes sending a shockwave down the tunnel that sends me and Aether flying. My vision fades and my mind feels like water as pain surges through my body. We land in the water a few feet away, my ears ringing as if there’s a bell next next to me. I fight to stop myself as the current pushes me down the tunnel some ways. Eventually I manage to get a hoofhold and lift myself out of the water. 
I spot Aether getting up further down the tunnel. She looks over at me and starts shouting something, but I can’t hear it over the ringing in my ears. She points behind me, I look just as a few raiders jump into the sewers with us. “Run!” I shout, though I doubt she actually hears me.
Completely forgetting about my gun I take off in a sprint, or at least as fast as I can go when I’m up to my knees in water. Me and Aether turn down at a junction so the raiders can’t shoot at us. It doesn’t take long before I notice Aether lagging behind slightly. I glance over, to see her struggling, each step sending a wave of pain through her. However, we don’t have the time to stop see how badly injured she is.
The group of raiders turn the corner and start firing again. I hear a scream of pain from Aether, but she keep pushing on. We turn as soon as we come to the next junction, but it won’t take long for the raiders to catch up with Aether in her condition. We get halfway down the tunnel before Aether collapses into the water. I skid to a stop and try helping her up, but I can see her back leg is broken. She tries standing, but she just collapses again with only enough energy to keep her head above the water. “We have to keep going,” I tell her.
“I-I can’t… the explosion.”
I frown and look down the tunnel at the way we came, I can hear the shouting of the raiders as they get closer. “Fine, we fight,” I say as I grab her shotgun. I pause for a moment as I catch a wiff of something odd, but I ignore it.
“We only have one bullet!”
Well, I sure as hell ain’t getting caught again. I aim the shotgun down the tunnel and wait for them. Luckily, I don’t have long to wait. They come rushing around the corner and skid to a stop when they see me. Bring it. Time seems to slow down as I pull the trigger. Flames spill out from the barrel as the pellets shoot out. The shot hits the water in front of them. Fuck. For a moment there is nothing but crushing hopelessness, but then I wonder why fire is still coming from the barrel of the shotgun, then I recognize the smell.
The gas that fills the tunnel ignites sending a wave of fire down the tunnel. I scream and jump into the water, also forcing Aether head under the water as well. The water trembles as the explosion blasts down the sewers. For a moment the air above the water becomes a blazing light, in stark contrast to the darkness we had been in. And, just as quickly as it came, it leaves. I burst out of the water, bring Aether back up with me. 
A deep rumbling resonates through the stone floor followed by a loud cracking. As I know it, the sewers start crumbling around me as the ceiling above starts to fall in. A large section of the ceiling over at the junction falls away and a torrent of water start to pour in from the opening. The wave of water fills the sewer entirely and slams into me like a train. I tumble backward through the dark water until my head hits a rock or the wall and I’m plunged into complete darkness.

Footnote: Level Up
New Perk Added: Horse Sense-- You are a swift learner. You gain an additional 10% whenever experience points are earned.
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