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		Description

It has been ten years since the events of "Ten Little Ponies" and state Equestria has begun to decay. Multiple different factions have begun springing up around the land plotting to take control of the weakened government. Very few remain loyal to what originally was Equestria. However, there is one organization that is holding everything in the balance. 
The Pony Core, created by Shining Armor, is an organization that operates from the Crystal Empire. There, different trained assassins and mercenaries have defected from their nations to help keep the peace in Equestria or what's left of it. Along with the help of some loyal to the crown, they target high profile individuals and take them out before they are able to take control. So far, it has succeed...until now.
It appears that a murderous mole is operating inside the core and is causing the assassins to betray one another. With the entire fate of Equestria in the balance, can the true members of the core stop this mole and keep the peace before the opposing groups fight for control?
The characters are aged up in this story
Reading of "Ten Little Ponies" is not required to read this but is recommended.
Inspired by Roosterteeth's Eleven Little Roosters (Mature Conent Warning!)
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Eleven Little Ponies

Chapter 1

Location: The Canterlot Mountains, Equestria
Time: 02:34
Target: YakYakistani Military Official
Agent: Sweetie Drops

The snow was whirling about at the top of the Canterlot Mountains, virtually blinding anyone unfortunate enough to be outside during this blizzard. The wind howled over the peaks, only causing those below to shiver more. Outside of a top secret YakYakistan base atop the mountain, three figures slowly trudged through the snow towards the two guards standing in front of the door. Two of them, one on either side of the middle figure, were giant burly yaks dragging a much smaller pony in between. The pony, head covered with a burlap sack, seemed to be unconscious, as it was not moving with any of its own power. The yaks also seemed to be carrying a leather saddle bag, presumably from their captive. When they finally reached the two guards at the door, they were waved in out of the cold.
The base was nearly silent, with only the occasional far off voice or clanging metal to disturb the peace. The three found themselves in a dimly lit hallway with multiple locked rooms on either side. Upon reaching one of the rooms, the door opened from the inside and the two yaks dragged the pony inside. Inside the room was a single chair and a table, the typical interrogation setup. There were another two yaks on either side of the table, patiently waiting for the prisoner. The two carrying the pony, tied it to the chair, placed her saddle bag in the corner of the room, and took their leave. The pony was still unconscious as its head slumped against the table with very little movement.
The room was quiet while the two guards watched their captive. After a few moments of waiting, the pony began to awaken. It slowly picked her head off of the table and tried to get a grasp at her surroundings. However, it was startled when the door was thrown open.
In walked a huge yak, easily bigger and stronger than the others. His horns were large and had sharper points than his allies and his coat was a much darker shade. He was visibly enraged, although the pony could only grasp that from his voice.
“GET UP!!!” The yak shouted.
The pony’s head shot back and darted back and forth, as if trying to throw the sack off. The yak continued to the other side of the table and began glaring at his captive before speaking again.
“Now tell us, how you find yak’s secret hideout!?” The yak shouted again.
The pony sat still for a moment before struggling a bit in the binds. As it could tell that escape was impossible, it motioned to each of the ropes and said in a deep voice.
“Untie me, and I’ll tell you.” 
The large yak pondered this request for a moment before motioning to his friends to untie the pony. As the ropes fell to the floor the pony gently rubbed where the ropes had been tied. The pony then gently leaned in towards the big yak and motioned for him to come closer. Awaiting an answer, the yak listened to his prisoner. Once the two were a few inches away, the room was silent in anticipation. 
Then, breaking the silence, the pony said in a rather feminine voice, “Sorry about this.”
The large yak looked rather confused for a moment before the pony headbutted him with all her strength. The yak reeled back in pain as he stumbled away from the table. The pony then balanced herself on the table with her front legs and brought her back legs up off the ground. She kicked the two guards square in the jaw with each leg. There were two loud cracks, as there were some broken bones and the two guards fell back and slammed each of their heads on the back wall. The larger yak, regaining composure got up off the ground to lunge at the pony. However, instead of a pony he was met with a chair to the face, as he too was knocked to the ground. The three yaks groaned quietly in pain, too shocked and injured to continue fighting. The pony, completely untouched, stood back on all fours and took off the burlap sack covering her head. 
Once her head was uncovered, the pony’s pink and navy blue mane fell down by her sides which she took a moment to adjust. As she walked over to her saddlebag on the floor she spoke into a radio watch on her front right leg.
“Special Agent Sweetie Drops to headquarters. I’m in.” Sweetie Drops whispered as she gathered her things.
To her dismay her call was only met with static.
“Dang it! Too high up.” Sweetie Drops mumbled to herself.
Slowly creaking the door open, she scoped out her surroundings. The hallway was empty, and there was no sign of anyone heading her way. Before she ventured out, she turned to the lead yak, still writhing on the ground, and noticed that he had brought a combat knife with him. Sweetie quickly grabbed it and then snuck out into the rest of the base.
Since no other yak knew about her escape, the base was easy to sneak through. There was the occasional yak patrol switching posts, but nothing hiding behind a crate couldn’t solve. She knew the layout of the base from studying it prior to being caught, so she knew where to find her target. After a few more minutes of stealthing around, Sweetie Drops made it to the office of Captain Gruber, one of King Rutherford’s higher-ups. 
Sweetie Drops quietly crept up to the door and put an ear to it to try and figure out what was going on. Inside she heard two yaks talking to one another, however she was unable to make out what they were saying. She decided that this was her best time to strike. Taking a deep breath, she knocked on the door and stepped to the side. On the other side, both yaks stopped talking and one opened the door.
Brandishing the knife, Sweetie jumped out from the side of the door and took out the yak who answered. The other yak went to grab her but she unlodged the knife from the first yak and sliced the other one across the chest. The knife worked better than she expected because both yaks went down immediately. Sweetie then saw her target in the room behind a desk and without hesitation threw the knife across the room, getting it stuck in the figure’s chest. The victim went down and began gasping for air due to his injury.
Sweetie took a few heavy breaths, before standing up straight again. As she walked over to her target she began to talk to him.
“So Captain Gruber, I bet you think you're so clever. Hiding out right behind Canterlot.” She said with a chuckle. “I thought we made it clear that we won’t let anyone mess with Equestria, let alone a small platoon of yaks. So if you could just let me know why you all are-”
“Bon Bon…” The figure said, from the floor.
At this point Sweetie Drops knew something was up. She recognized that voice, and it was definitely not her target. Running around the desk, Sweetie gasped as she realized her mistake. There, lying on the ground was not her target, but one of her allies.
“Flash Sentry?” Agent Drops said in horror.
Flash nodded weakly, before finally succumbing to his injury.
“This is not good.” Sweetie Drops said, staring wide eyed at what she had done.
=====(Cue theme music!!!)=====

Location: Ponyville, Equestria
Time: 11:47
Target: Breakfast
Agent: Ditzy Doo

It was an average day in Ponyville. All of the citizens were bustling around, greeting one another, doing their daily tasks. At this time in the day, no place in town was busier than Sugarcube corner. The entire town knew that the cakes made the best breakfast pastries around, and with the recent loss of their prized baker, ponies thought it best to help out anyway they could. Especially if that meant stuffing their faces with sweets.
This morning, a visitor from out of town strolled into Sugarcube corner knowing exactly what she wanted. She waited patiently as the line went down. The staff was hard at work, the two cake twins, still young, frantically keeping up with the orders while Mr. and Mrs. Cake prepared the food in the back; so the line moved quickly. After a few minutes of waiting the visitor finally reached the front of the line to place her morning.
“Good morning Ms. Hooves!” Pumpkin Cake said in a peppy tone. “What would you like this morning.”
The wall eyed pegasus gave a cheerful smile and then replied.
“Hello Pumpkin! I think today I’ll have a blueberry muffin and a chocolate muffin.”
“Miss Derpy,” Pumpkin’s brother chimed in. “We have a special on muffins today, buy two get one free!”
“Oh thank you! In that case two chocolate!” Derpy replied.
Pumpkin grabbed the three muffins from the display case, put them in a bag, and handed them to Derpy who took them happily. 		Handing the filly bits for the muffins including a generous tip, Derpy headed outside to a table. 
She was not more than halfway finished with her first muffin before her radio watch began to buzz.
“Ditzy Doo, come in Ditzy Doo, do you copy?” said a masculine voice.
“Doctor, how many times do I have to tell you to just call me Derpy?” Derpy replied to the voice.
“I would Ditzy,” Her friend replied. “But you know the rules. TPC guidelines instruct that all radio communications use proper code names.” The stallion replied.
“Time Turner, since when have you followed the rules?” Derpy replied in a suggestive tone.
“That’s Doctor Whooves to you Derp- I mean Ditzy.” Doctor Whooves replied sharply.
“Whatever.” Ditzy said with a chuckle, continuing to munch on her breakfast. “So what’s up?” 
“First, I called to remind you that you have an upcoming meeting with the core later today.” Dr. Whooves said with a exasperated sigh.
“Is it already the end of the month?” Ditzy asked curiously. “Time does fly.”
“Yes, so you have that coming up, and I also called to let you know that we finally found you a personal communications operator.” Doctor Whooves continued.
“Oh, goody. Are they on now?” Ditzy asked excitedly.
“No, he starts tomorrow.” Doctor Whooves replied. “He’s a bit of a rookie. Complete stranger as well.” He explained. “He’s finishing up training today. But don’t let that fool you, I hear he’s a dedicated worker.” Doctor Whooves said reassuringly.
“Well that’s good to hear. I look forward to working with him.” Ditzy replied, scarfing down the last of her muffins. “Well, I’d better get going.” She continued, standing up and looking towards the horizon. “The Crystal Empire is a long way away.”
==========

Location: The Crystal Empire, Equestria
Time: 16:24 
The Pony Core Headquarters

In the center of the Crystal Empire castle a large group of ponies was gathered around a large circular table. They were quietly chatting amongst themselves and catching up since the last time they were all gathered. At one point, the main doors to the room were flung open and a very odd figure came marching into the room.
“Attention!” A tall draconequus in military uniform called out. “This meeting of the Pony Core will come to attention!”
With that, all of the chatter died down and all members turned their attention to their Colonel.
“First item of business: Roll Call.” Discord said, creating a clipboard and a set of reading glasses out of thin air.
“Ditzy Doo of the Cloudsdale Espionage Association.”
“Here!” Derpy replied, sticking a hoof in the air.
“Commander Spitfire and  Captain Soarin from the The Wonderbolts Academy of Defense.” Discord continued to read.
“Yes Sir.” The two responded in unison with a salute.
“Talon Claw of the LGA.”
“That’s me.” Gilda replied, raising a few of her talons.
“Crusader Scoots, Crusader Sweetie, and Crusader Bloom: Cutie Mark Crusaders.”
“We’re here.” Apple Bloom replied, with her friends standing on either side of her.
“Sheriff Braeburn, head of the Appeloosa Law Enforcement.”
“Yeehaw!” He replied enthusiastically.
Discord went to read the next entry on the list but before he was able to a yellow stallion with brown hair ran over and whispered something into Discord’s ear.
With a roll of his eyes and a groan Discord continued and said, “And introducing… Miss Melody, Countess Coloratura, DJ-Pon3, and Weird ‘ol Sandwich. The Independent Musicians of Equestria.”
Suddenly, club music started playing and Vinyl Scratch, Octavia, Coloratura, and Cheese Sandwich came dancing into the room.
As the music stopped Discord muttered under his breath, “ugh, musicians.”
Gaining his composure, Discord continued. 
“Fantasia Pantaloni, a member of the Canterlot Elite Society.”
“Present.” Fancy Pants said elegantly.
“Daring Do from the Everfree Forest Defense.”
“Here.” She said with a tip of her hat.
“And finally, Agent Sweetie Drops of the Ponville Assassins Agency.”
Bon Bon gave a sheepish nod before taking her seat.
As the rest of the group sat down, everyone gaze turned towards Sweetie Drops. She sunk lower in her chair as she could sense their judgemental glares staring her down.
“No good traitor.” Crusader Scoots said under her breath to the two of her friends. 
Those nearby nodded in agreement before mingling with the other assassins. 
“Hey, you four.” Sheriff Braeburn said, motioning to the four musicians. “Y’all did a darn good job when y’all came to Appleloosa. Mind givin’ a fan of yers some free merchandise?” He asked with a confident grin.
“Sorry, we don’t give out free merchandise, part of our policy.” Wierd ‘ol Sandwich said with a dismissive wave. 
“Dang it.” Braeburn said, hitting the table with his hoof.
“We would make an exception for you of course Commander Spitfire.” Weird ‘ol Sandwich added with a big smile and a wink. 
Spitfire simply rolled her eyes in response.
Suddenly, trumpets began to play as the group looked over and saw a quartet of four Discords playing and one Discord with a scroll and monocle.
“Hear ye! Hear ye! Please welcome, as always, the leader of The Pony Core, The Chief!” The Colonel said with a bow.
As the two main doors opened, Shining Armor made his grand entrance wearing his suit of armor as usual. He carried with him a simple manila folder with a few files sticking out the sides. Everyone in the room stood at attention and watched as their leader took his place on his throne.
“At ease.” The Chief said, as everyone took their seats again.
“Now, onto our first order of-” The Chief began.
“Wait! Don’t forget me!” Shouted a voice from outside the room.
Everyone at once turned their attention to the door and groaned simultaneously.
“Ugh, not her again.” The Chief grumbled under his breath.
At that moment the doors flung open and there was a puff of smoke concealing the pony on the other side. 
“You didn’t think that you could forget me did you?” The voice exclaimed from beyond the smoke.
Just then, Trixie ran through the smoke and struck a triumphant pose for everyone.
“It is I. The Great and Powerful Trixie!” She said with a big grin on her face.
The room replied with blank stares silence.
“For the last time,” The Chief said, hitting his head with his hoof. “You are not a member of The Pony Core.”
“I am too!” Trixie shouted in reply, sliding over a chair from the side of the room. “If I wasn’t then why did nobody stop me on my way in here?”
“That is because this is your 15th time breaking into one of our meetings, the guards gave up after 12.” The Chief said with a sigh.
“They did seem a bit grumpy when I got here.” Trixie replied.
The Chief let out a small sigh of defeat before continuing his briefing.
“As I was saying, onto our first order of business.” The chief said grabbing a file out of the folder in front of him.
“I regret to inform you that one of our agents, Flash Sentry, was killed this morning.” The Chief said, grabbing his file photo out of the folder.
The group gasped in shock and began quietly panicking over the situation.
“By another agent seated at this table.” The Chief continued, turning his head to Agent Sweetie Drops.
“I reckon that we need to do something about this traitor.” Crusader Bloom said standing up at her seat. “Agent Sweetie Drops!” 
The rest of the assassins cheered in a agreement. Bon Bon shrunk back in her seat, afraid of what would happen next.
“Enough!” The Chief shouted in an effort to quiet the crowd.
The room went silent as the assassins sat back down.
“Our records show that Agent Sweetie Drops was on a mission.” The Chief continued. “After reviewing her case file, we have discovered that the assignment was a forgery. The only way that someone could get forged mission assignments onto our records was if they were seated at this very table.”
The group quietly looked around the room at one another in suspicion.
“Our numbers are thinning.” The Chief continued. “When I began this organization, I recruited you all to help keep the peace in Equestria, since it no longer had official rulers. Since then, neighboring nations have tried countless times to take over this weakened country, all stopped because of us. However, I fear there is a power struggle beginning. Someone in this room is a double agent, working for someone on the outside.They want to see someone else take control of this land. If the Pony Core falls, Equestria will be plunged into chaos.”
“Did you say chaos?” The Colonel said with a grin.
“Not now.” The Chief rebuked sternly.
“I want you all on your guard until this situation taken care of.” The Chief said to the core members. “Also, Agent Sweetie Drops’ position in the Core has been terminated effective immediately.” The Chief said dismissively.
“Wait what?!” She asked in utter shock.
“Now, I understand that you killing Flash Sentry was a mistake. However, we cannot take the chance of you running around without consequence.” The Chief replied calmly.
“You can’t get rid of me! If you take away Ponyville’s seat then the traitor only gets want they want.” She continued to protest.
“Calm down agent.” The Chief said sternly. “I’m not taking away Ponyville’s seat in the Core, just yours. Meet your new replacement.”
With that, the Colonel walked over to the doors and opened them for the new guest. As they opened, a green unicorn with white and turquoise hair stepped into the room.
“May I introduce to the Core, Agent Lyre Strings.” The Chief said proudly.
“Hello everypony!” Lyra said cheerfully.
“Lyra?” Sweetie Drops said, completely stunned.
“Hi Bon Bon!” Lyra said with another smile.
“How did you get into the Core?”
“They just came to Ponyville and asked around. I told them I knew you.” Lyra replied simply.
“All right everyone. Your missions will continue as normal, but as of now we are on high alert until this killer is found.” The Chief commanded. “Pony Core, dismissed.”
Then everyone got up and went their separate ways, all equally as unnerved. As many were leaving the room, a lone Zebra walked in and approached Daring Do.
“Sorry I missed the Core meeting, I lost track of time while I was eating.” Zecora said to her friend.
“No worries, I’ll fill you in.” Daring Do replied. “Apparently, there is a defector in the Core killing other assassins. I say we head back to Everfree and lie low for a while.” 
Zecora nodded and the two assassins headed on their way leaving only Agent Sweetie Drops in the main room to ponder the situation. All of a sudden a voice from thin air spoke to her.
“I bet you want to solve this mystery don’t you?” The voice of the Colonel called out.
“Discord I am not in the mood, show yourself!” Sweetie Drops said bluntly.
“Please, call me Colonel. But enough about me, I know you want to get to the bottom of this. I can help.” Discord said smugly.
“How?”
“Do you remember the event that started this Core, the Ponyville Massacre?”
“Yes, I was working for Canterlot at the time and was sent to investigate.”
“There was a survivor.” Discord said with a grin. “A...I guess I would say friend of mine. Applejack, of the Apple family.”
“How come I didn’t hear about this?” Sweetie Drops asked.
“Because she didn’t want you to.” Discord replied. “After the event she went into hiding and devoted her time to solving mysteries like this. Her own sister doesn’t even know. But I bet, if you contacted her, she would be willing to help you out. Here’s her business card.” Discord said pulling a card out of thin air.
“Wait so she’s a secret detective but has business cards?” Sweetie Drops asked in complete confusion.
“You ask too many questions. Just contact her and solve this mystery. You’ll probably be reinstated, maybe even promoted.” Discord said walking out of the room. “Good luck.”
Sweetie Drops looked at the card in her hoof and contemplated her next move. Reading the card she saw a location that Applejack could be found. Sweetie Drops remembered that location. It was Fluttershy’s cabin on the edge of the forest. Obviously not in use since its owner was gone. The perfect place to hide. Standing in silence for a moment she thought about her options.
“You’ve messed with the wrong mare you no good murderer. Now, you’re gonna pay. I’m on the case.” She said to herself as she headed out to the address on the card.
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Chapter 2

Location: Appleoosa, Equestria
Time: 11:59
Target: Equestria Defector
Agent: Sheriff Braeburn

The little town of Appleoosa was quiet on this sunny day. The wind kicked up dust and dirt as it travelled across the desert. The main street was void of all life, with only a few stray tumbleweeds to roll across the road. The sun beat down on this cloudless day with a heat that would most city folk inside.
Braeburn stood inside his sheriff’s office, staring out across the town. Looking down at his pocket watch, he saw that it was a minute before high noon. His most recent mission from the core had him tracking down an Equestrian citizen turned spy who had been last seen in Appleoosa. It was unknown who they were working for, but it wouldn’t matter once they were dead. Braeburn had been searching for them for nearly a week and almost gave up hope. Luckily, a mysterious note appeared on his desk the night before, stating that the spy was planning to leave the next day and would give him one shot to catch them at high noon.
Looking back down at his watch again, braeburn counted down the final seconds to noon.
5...4...3...2...1...0.
 At that moment the town’s clock tower began to chime, signalling the new hour.
Showtime. Braeburn thought to himself as he walked out into the street.
The clock chimed once more, echoing through the town creating a somewhat eerie scene. As Braeburn stood at the end of the road in front of his building, a cloaked figure walked around the corner at the other side of the road. Braeburn glared at the mysterious figure as he reached back for his pistol.
“Why the heads up partner?” Braeburn asked, cautiously inching forward.
“I figured I’d have myself a good ol’ fashioned showdown before fleeing Equestria.” The figure chuckled in a deep raspy voice.
“Who ya working for?” Braeburn inquired.
“That don’t matter none.” The stallion quipped. “I heard you got bigger problems anyways.”
“How did you know about that?” Braeburn asked, slowly pulling his gun out of his holster.
“Are ya kiddin’, everyone on the outside knows about the traitor. We just don’t know who it is.” The stallion replied with a laugh. 
“Too bad.” Braeburn said, lining up a shot. “I could’ve used the info.”
As Braeburn drew his weapon a shot rang out from the stallion’s gun. At first, Braeburn thought that he’d been shot, but realized that he wasn’t the target when he looked to his left. 
The front wheel of a wagon full of barrels had been blasted by Braeburn’s opponent and creaked under the weight of the cart. By the time Braeburn could react, the cart toppled over and he was knocked to the ground by the bunch of barrels. As he sat, dazed from the fall, Braeburn heard his adversary making his escape.
“Better luck next time partner! Hahaha!” The stallion shouted running off into the distance. 
Braeburn struggled to get his gun for a parting shot but was stuck underneath the barrels. Discouraged, his head flopped back onto the ground as he let out a disgruntled sigh.
=====(Theme music!!!!)=====

Location: Appleoosa, Equestria
Time: 14:12

Later that same day, a discouraged Braeburn sat alone at a table in the town saloon. Due to the earlier engagement, the place was nearly empty as most ponies wanted to be safe in their houses. There were a few stallions making small talk with the bartender near the front of the building, and a couple talking in hushed tones at the back. An elderly pony played a slow song on the piano, offering a bit of ambient music. 
Drowning out his sorrows, Braeburn took another swig of cider before dropping his head to the table. After a few moments of wallowing he heard the front door to the saloon swing open and a pair of ponies make their way to the table right behind him.
“Psst, Braeburn,” The pony behind him whispered. “It’s me, Bon Bon.” Agent Sweetie Drops whispered.
“And me too!” Agent Lyre Strings said loudly.
“SHHH! Quiet.” Sweetie Drops said in aggravation. “I got your call. What’s up?” She asked Braeburn.
“Oh Bon Bon, I dun messed up again.” Braeburn whined.
“What happened?”
“I was on assignment.” Braeburn said, stealthily passing her his mission file. “I was sent to get that there scoundrel, but he got the best of me and ran out of town.” He said, continuing to bang his head on the table.
“Why didn’t you go after him, you have jurisdiction outside of Appleloosa?” Sweetie Drops asked, looking over his file.
“What’s the point? I’ve failed every mission that I’ve been given.” Braeburn said throwing his hooves up in the air. The only reason I’m still in the Core is because you bail me out every time.” Braeburn said, turning to his friend.
“I only do it because I care.” Sweetie Drops said, placing the file on the table. “Besides, you’ll complete one someday.” She said, placing a hoof on Braeburn’s shoulder.
“This mission you were on,” Lyre Strings began to say, picking up the file. “How can we be sure that it’s real?”
“The target wasn’t one of us.” Braeburn said reassuringly. “Besides, why would the killer trust me to kill anyone?” 
“How can we be sure you’re not the killer?” Lyre Strings said, staring at Braeburn.
“You think I could have come up with the plan to kill Flash?” Braeburn asked.
“Plus, if he was the killer, he wouldn’t be able to kill the last agent anyways.” Sweetie Drops added.
Braeburn responded with a slightly upset look.
“Sorry.” Sweetie Drops said, realizing her mistake.
“It’s alright.” Braeburn said, standing up from his chair. “But it’s true, I’m not the killer. Now, if you two would excuse me, I have to go report my failure to the Core...again.” 
Downing what was left of his cider, Braeburn made his way out of the saloon. Leaving Agents Sweetie Drops and Lyre Strings alone.
“Dang it. I thought we were making progress.” Sweetie Drops said, closing the mission folder.
“It’s ok. C’mon, let’s go see if anypony else knows anything.” Lyre Strings said skipping out of the saloon.
Sweetie Drops rolled her eyes and begrudgingly followed behind.
==========

Location: Ponyville, Equestria
Time: 15:12

It was the middle of the afternoon and in Ponyville and the sun was still high in the sky. Fillies and colts ran through the town cheering and laughing, playing games outside. Couples took long walks through the park enjoying the wonderful weather together. At Sugarcube corner, families gathered to have an afternoon snack of ice cream, cookies, or other such pastries. Yet, unbeknownst to most civilians, a meeting of utmost importance was happening in a corner of the establishment.
“Gosh, this lemon tart muffin is amazing!” Ditzy Doo exclaimed, scarfing down another bite. “Are you sure you three don’t want any?” She asked the group of younger mares seated across from her.
“N-no I think we’re good.” Crusader Bloom responded awkwardly, looking over at her partners.
“Oh fine, more for me!” Ditzy Doo said with a grin, picking up another muffin. “So, what did you three want to talk to me about?” She asked the trio. 
The three ponies subtly looked around them to see if they were alone. Crusader Sweetie motioned for Ditzy to come closer.
“We want to know if you have any information on the traitor.” She whispered. 
“Information?” Ditzy repeated to no one in particular.
“Careful Ditzy, we need to know if we can trust these agents.” A voice said from her earpiece.
“I know Operator Wing, but what if they can help us?” Ditzy said to her assistant.
“That isn’t worth sacrificing confidential information, or worse yourself.” Glass Wing responded. 
“Fine” Ditzy said with a chuckle, “I’ll be careful.”
“Who are you talking to?” Crusader Scoots interjected.
“Nobody.” Ditzy said, turning off her communicator’s microphone. “So, information…”
The group sat there for a moment as Ditzy pondered over the situation in her head. After a while she continued.
“All I know is that the traitor has to be one of the core members. They were able to infiltrate classified documents and replace them with forgeries. They were then able to convince two different agents to be on the same mission at the same time. One as quarry, and one as killer. My guess is that after it gets down to the final two representatives, the traitor will either flee the Pony Core, leaving the other to take the fall, or take care of them themselves.”
“Do you know of anyone who got a mission lately?” Sweetie asked Ditzy.
“If I remember, Sheriff Braeburn was hoping to complete his latest mission today.” Ditzy started.
“Pfft, as if.” Scoots muttered under her breath.
Ditzy looked at her with a bit of disappointment before continuing.  
“Be nice, he is trying his best.” She pleaded. “Anyways, along with Braeburn, I believe Pantaloni is on assignment in Las Pegasus at the moment. That’s the only one’s I can think of.”
“Thanks for the heads up.” Crusader Bloom said standing up from the table. “I say we all keep a sharp eye and note anyone else going out on assignment. If there are any agent casualties, we need to know where and by whom.” 
With that the Crusaders left with a small salute to Ditzy who waved back cheerfully. She turned on her communicator’s microphone before scarfing down more muffin. 
“Are you sure you know what you are doing?” Glass Wing asked nervously. 
“Rookie if there’s one thing you need to know about me...” Ditzy said confidently as she stood up and gathered her things. “...It’s that I never know what I’m doing.”
With that, she donned a pair of sunglasses, and headed out the door.
==========

Location: The Pony Core Headquarters
Time: 17:35

Sheriff Braeburn sighed as he slumped down in his seat at the Core table. It had been a long day and another failed mission for him. He was so sick and tired of coming back to the core a failure leaving others to pick up the slack. While he appreciated the help that Agent Sweetie Drops, Ditzy, and a few other agents had given him over the years, he wished he could complete his missions all on his own. At a time like this, he just wanted someone to talk to who would sympathize with him and give him words of encouragement. 
“Tis I The Great and Powerful Trixie!”
Clearly it was not that time. 
Trixie walked into the room as she walked into any room, with style and flair, hoping to impress anypony who might see her walk in. However, rather than see a crowd of people cheering her on, she saw a sad and lonely Sheriff Braeburn who was lying face down on the Pony Core Table. 
“Cheer up friend! For today is your lucky day!” Trixie said triumphantly, tossing a hooful of confetti onto Braeburn.
“Could ya please...jus…not now.” Sheriff Braeburn sighed.
“Alright.” Trixie said in aggravation, sitting down next to Braeburn. “What is it this time?”
“Pony Core stuff, ya wouldn’t understand.” Braeburn said sadly without looking up from the table.
“Oh please, I’ve eavesdrop- I mean, listened in on enough Core meetings to practically be on the team.” Trixie said putting an arm around the depressed stallion.
“Okay, well, first off no.” Braeburn said lifting his head and raising an eyebrow at Trixie. 
“Second off, just tell you most loyal friend Trixie what is wrong.” Trixie said, trying to look as innocent and kind as she could. 
Braeburn was about to tell her off again but sank low in defeat when he realized just how futile that effort would be.
“Ah failed another mission Trixie.” He said, hanging his head once again. “I just want to be a respected member of the Core, but I can’t even do ma job right. And now there’s a mole in our respected organization! Ah just feel like Ah couldn’t help if Ah wanted to.”
Trixie watched as Braeburn lightly banged his head on the table below. She was about to respond before something caught her eye lying on the other end of the table.
“Is that the mission briefing over there?” She asked, motioning to a manila folder lying by itself.
Braeburn lifted his head and saw what she was talking about.
“No, Ah gave my file to Lyre Strings and Sweetie Drops.” He said as he stood up, and began walking to the folder. 
It was a mission folder, but not one that Sheriff Braeburn had seen before. Flipping it open he saw the details of the mission and the requested target. Upon searching for the name of the organization and operative assigned, he discovered that its blank.
“Huh.” Braeburn said, examining more of the file.
“Wait!” Trixie exclaimed reading the mission as well. “What if this is fate giving you another chance?” 
Braeburn simply looked at her with a blank and confused expression.
“Think about it Sheriff. You failed all your past missions. Then, just as you lose hope, this mission gets left here unassigned! It’s your chance.” Trixie said excitedly hopping up and down.
Thinking over the situation for a moment, Braeburn’s face began to light up.
“You’re right! This is another chance!” He said, quickly gathering his things.
“I have to get goin’, I gotta be halfway across Equestria in just a few hours!” He said, running out the door. “Oh and Trixie.” Braeburn said, poking his head back into the Pony Core mission room. “Thanks.” 
As Braeburn left in a rush, Trixie let out a confident smile, if Braeburn was successful, she could say that she helped a member of the Core complete their mission. Then they would have to let her in. She then trotted off to see if the Colonel was in the building. If there was anyone she would enjoy bragging to, it would be him.
==========

Location: Las Pegasus, Equestria
Time: 20:47
Target: Mob Boss of the Diamond Dog Gang
Agent: Fantasia Pantaloni

Las Pegasus was lively as always as Pantaloni strutted into one of the finest casinos in Equestria. As a high class individual he would have no issue blending in with the normal crowd. The finest clothes, the most expensive accessories, and the confident attitude to match, he was totally unsuspected. He was especially haughty tonight as he felt this was what being in the business of espionage was all about. Finding a target and infiltrating beyond their protection, eliminating the threat, and getting out unseen all while ordering martinis and other cocktail foods. Fancy Pants never felt more at home.
Stepping into Flim and Flam’s casino, Pantaloni saw that the place was just as busy as ever. He often would stop by after one of his assignments to make a quick bit or simply relax with like minded peers. However, this time was no time for small talk. His mission debrief said that there was a well known mob boss trying to rig the games at the casino in order to rob them blind. Pantaloni had been sent there to find him and take him down before he made his escape. 
Pantaloni figured the best course of action would be to scout out the many table and games to see which ponies had been getting extra “lucky” that evening. Ordering a few drinks, Pantaloni looked out over the sea of faces to try and pinpoint a suspect. Time went on and, after a few hours, Pantaloni thought he saw someone who met the few descriptions given to him in the mission folder, and who had also been making quite the earnings that night. 
The stallion was a shorter, stocker fellow. He was dressed in a dark blue suit and had a black main slicked back over his orange fur. Pantaloni had noticed that he had been drifting from table to table, only staying a few rounds to win a bit before moving on. Most ponies would never notice it, but Fancy Pants had a keen eye for this sort of thing. Getting up from his table, Panataloni took off his tie clip that he got from the Pony Core. To many, it was a simple clip when, in actuality, held a spring loaded blade that could be activated with a flick of the hoof. Putting the clip in his left pocket, just in reach, he headed over to the table.
Walking up to the table, Pantaloni saw it was a blackjack table and his target had already amassed more chips in the time it took for Pantaloni to walk over. Trying to keep his cover, Pantaloni stood on the left side of the suspect, waiting for his moment to strike. Luckily for him, the moment came soon when the players revealed their hands and the stallion once again won.
“I believe that I will be taking those chips!” The stallion exclaimed, laughing heartily to himself.
“Been a good night for you I presume.” Panaloni said nonchalantly as he watched his 
quarry place more chips on his already large pile. 
“You know it, friend.” The stallion said with a chuckle.
“Well, I hope you continue to get lucky.” Pantaloni said, holding out his hoof for a shake.
The stallion reciprocated and fell right into Pantaloni’s trap. In an instant, Pantaloni pulled the stallion in closer to him. In one motion, he grabbed the clip knife and drew the blade. Just as he was about to assassinate the mob boss, a gunshot rang out.
The room fell silent and the mob boss looked in horror at Pantaloni. Pantaloni felt his body grow colder and more weak. He dropped his knife to the ground as his knees felt weak. Kneeling on the ground he saw blood beginning to pool on the floor below him.
==========

Location: Las Pegasus, Equestria
Time: 23:13
Target: Murder Attempt Suspect
Agent: Sheriff Braeburn

The patrons of the casino began to panic as the target dropped to the ground. Holding his trusty pistol out, Braeburn stared in disbelief. From across the casino, he saw his quarry’s legs go weak as they fell to the floor.
“Ah...Ah did it.” Braeburn whispered to himself. 
As ponies ran from the establishment, Braeburn pushed his way through the crowd to get to his target. He had never been more excited on a mission. He had done it! He finally killed his target! His heart was pounding as he finally go to the victim. 
At this point the casino was nearly cleared out, ponies were still scrambling to safety but in the immediate location, it was only him and his quarry. Braeburn saw that the suspect was nicely dressed and lying facedown on the ground. Seeing the knife in his hand, Braeburn knew he had the right guy. With a cocky smile, he slowly flipped the body over to be eye to eye with his quarry. As he flipped the stallion over, his joy quickly turned to horror.
As he flipped his target over he saw his colleague and friend Fancy Pants barely hanging on to life. Unable to process the situation, Braeburn dropped Fancy to the floor as he backed away in horror. Fancy Pants weakly raised his hoof towards his assaulter, as if to ask for help. A moment later, he fell limp.
“What have ah done?” Braeburn asked, panicking over the death of Pantaloni.
Suddenly, Braeburn heard sirens and shouting coming from outside the Casino. Knowing that his arrest would compromise the Pony Core, he fled the scene, giving one last look at the unconscious body of Fantasia Pantaloni, lying in a pool of blood on the floor of the casino.
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