
		Fallout Equestria: The lies of sacrifice, the truth of betrayal

		Written by Never-After-All-Readings

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Original Character

					Princess Cadance

					Shining Armor

					Dark

					Gore

					Mystery

					Tragedy

					Alternate Universe

					Fallout

					Violence

					Death

					Profanity

		

		Description

A message revived by a terminal, found by applejacks rangers, telling them of a city where the bombs had never hit. The Rangers in their excitement sent a scout, thinking that if they can find this city of the old world, they could start again. 
Ink blot, a paladin was sent to scout the city in the Icey winds of the northern snow plains, what she finds there will change her life forever as she becomes trapped in a city of ghosts, trying to piece together the story of murder and brutal betrayal, so that she may free herself from its simulated hell.
( I am looking to get cover art for this one, so the cover art might change)
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		Prolog: A single betrayal, can derail a million sacrifices


			Author's Notes: 
strap in boys and girls, we are in the long haul for this one, as always I tried to find what I could, see any mistakes point them out, I will fix it. if you like what you read, tell me I am always looking for advice and new ideas, and if you don't like it tell me why please, i am open to anything you have to say, as long as it fallows the rules.
thanks to starlight nova for pointing me in this direction, I hope that by the end I meet whatever expectations you have for the story.



Prolog: A single betrayal, derail a million sacrifices

Final Hours of the Mega-Spell Firings

History is not kind to the losers, for the fires of hatred burn away the blood of the poor, the lost, the innocent, while the dust of the dead is swept away in the winds of recorded history, it is the victorious that write the fate of the damned. This time however, She feared there would be no victor in this conflict, no pony to pick up the piece after the end, no pony to mourn for the loses, too much blood had been shed on both sides, and many children dead. She tried her best to keep from the war, her ponies didn't need such things, they didn't need the stress after getting back, they had yet to truly recover.
Her mother had used to say that to her when she was still alive, a saying that history seemed to always prove true “The deadliest Enemies of a society dwell within its borders”. She had not joined the war out of such a saying, an already weakened Empire didn't need the fires of war burning in a cracked furnace, it would only widen the stress, and they would only fracture more. Peace had to remain, but the sad truth of war is that the bullet cares not for who it kills,and the damned care not for sacrifices cost, and victories demands. If war is what fate wanted, then who is a god to stand in the way.
A mare continued to walk, pulling her mind from such thoughts, her golden horse shoes clacking against the dirty darkened crystal floors as she did so, her steps odd and out of rhythm, she was limping. Why was she limping, she looked down, a bullet hole was in her leg, blood seeping from the wound mixing with her pink coat. It almost looked pretty as it flowed down in streams and droplets, her mind went cloudy again she shook it off as best as she could, doing her best to stay focused and think. She felt no pain, yet she knew she was dying, yet she had no fear, she looked down to her other leg, in its grasp was a crystal heart. She was filled with determination once more, that was right, she had to make it, for them, she had to save them. She walked forward, careful in her steps as to not fall, it went so far now she could make it.
It was only a moment later that the mare came to a large set of doors, she stared them down, doing her best not to fall to the floor, the blood loss was getting to her. She called on her magic reaching for the door handle, in pain to rack her head. That could only mean one thing, she reached a hoof to her horn expecting to feel the swirling pointed tip, instead the hoof only met with a jagged broken base. She had lost her horn in the scuffle, tears rain down her face, she had no magic. She could mourn the loss of it later, she had to move, now. The pink mare reached her hoof again this time for the doors handle, and using her great strength pushed them open, revealing a large spiraling staircase that rained up to the top of the Empires crystal castle.
The mare took a breath, the fast way up was flight, she called on all the strength she could muster, so close now, yet the strength faded as her stomach dropped. The mare ruffled her wings on take off preparation, and single wing was all that moved. she turned to look at her sides, and her fears rang true. There on her left side sat the burned husk of what one might have called a wing, bone and skin melted to the side of her body. Her right wing was almost no better, bullet holes and singed feathers greeted her sight, she didn't even know how it was moving as it was. The young Alicorn almost broke down there, how could she get so injured and not realize it, a cough erupted from her mouth when she tried to whimper, blood flowing with it, she really was dying wasn't she.
She felt something pulse, and a fraction of strength returned to her, the crystal heart's color dimming only slightly as this happened. It was keeping her alive, the mare's resolve found her in the new found health, as little as it was. She took the first step of the staircase, then a second, then the third, each step taking more energy more energy, each time the pink Alicron was to collapse the heart gave a little more energy. What felt like an eternity later the mare had reached the top of the stairs putting her in at the top of the tallest tower. She could see her goal now.
There in the middle of the room were two crystal pillars, one hanging from the roof the other rising from the ground to meet its twin, leaving a space in the middle between the two just big enough for the crystal heart. She looked at the wires that lead it, each piling a pod in the corner of the room its occupant already inside, she couldn't risk waking him, even for a final goodbye. She limped forward slowly, the hearts glowing rapidly as it willed the dying mare to complete her final task, it was only a foot away that the heart jumped from her hooves hovering itself between the pillars light flowing from it into the rest of the room. It only took a moment for computers to recognize the great and what that meant.
The room's winds that looked out over the once shining crystal Empire were swallowed up by the blast doors that the Omega protocol were to activate, bathing the room in pitch black darkness. The only light that could be seen was the crystal's faint glow as it spun in the pillar's grasp, it was then that a hologram Cadence appeared in the room, a younger her, that still had the beauty and grace of a mare that would see tomorrow. She began to speak, her voice playing out over the PA system. “If you are hearing this and seeing this message, then omega one protocols have been activated” The dying mare tunes out herself as she practically crawled her way over to the control pod.
She couldn't wake him, but that didn't mean she couldn't see his face one last time, she pulled herself up over the glass covering looking to her husband, and then her world shattered, she looked down at his dead form, a bullet hole in the center of his head, tears rolled down her face in waves as she coursed, how much did they take from her, after all she had sacrificed how much would they take from her. She wanted nothing but to die with him, and yet now it was he would move on while she stayed, it wasn't fair, but for all the mare screamed and raged at the ponies who had did this, she was removing her beloved body from the pod, placing it carefully in the ground next to her, there was no time to bury, and even less to mourn. She planted a light kiss on his horn before climbing into the pod, closing the glass casket around her, letting it seal.
She let the computer start as she placed the helmet over her eyes, she would sacrifice herself to save them, yet as she moved through the steps that needed to be done an accent voice echoed through her head, a voice that was dark as it was commanding, a voice she never wanted to hear again. She could remember as that dark figure stood over her dead mother place the crown on his head “always remember my queen it is easy to get lost in the lies of sacrifice, to trade you life for something that is all so meaningless in the end.” he turned his eyes on Cadence “The truths of the world are found in the butyral's, where nothing of importance was lost, and everything of value is gained”
Cadence looked on through the control pods helmet a single prompt of the screen
[(WARNING)ACTIVATE(WARNING)]

[YES]                                 [NO]
And with the click of a button, the world of the Crystal Empire ended, buried under the white of winter's snow.

Elsewhere In the Manehattan ruins, on the top floor of the ministries of magic headquarters sat a blinking terminal lost and forgotten in the firing of the meg-spells, its message lost to the world for over two hundred years.
[ CONNECTION ESTABLISHED] : RECEIVING DATA FROM CONTROL POD
[ERROR: SIMULATION DATA NOT FOUND: SEARCHING,....CONNECTION ERROR, RETREATING LAST SEND MESSAGE]
[ ACTIVATION DATA FOUND, ONE MILLION THREE HUNDRED FORTY SEVEN THOUSAND SIX HUNDRED AND EIGHTY TWO SAVED]
[DEATH COUNT RECEIVED: ERROR, DATA CORRUPTED; ATTEMPTING TO FIX PROBLEM………. ERROR, UNABLE TO READ FILE]
[SURVIVOR COUNT RECEIVED: NO SURVIVORS FOUND]
[CONTROL POD STATE RECEIVED: OCCUPANTS VITALS RECEIVED: BIODATA MATCH TO ONE PRINCE SHINING ARMOR: DEAD AT ACTIVATION] 
[SECOND ACTIVATION OCCUPANT, BIODATA MATCH TO ONE PRINCESS CADENCE STATUS…… ALIVE: ALERT OCCUPANT IN NEED OF MEDICAL ATTENTION…… CONNECTION ERROR……. REROUTING SIMULATION POWER TO STASIS CHAMBER]
[PROTOCOL ONE: KEEP OCCUPANT ALIVE,  pROtiCoL TwO eRroR…..]
[CONNECTION LOST: LAST COMMANDS REVIVED…. KEEP OCCUPANT ALIVE]
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			Author's Notes: 
tried to find the worst of the problems, if there are anymore just give me a shout, thanks everypony.



Chapter 1: Damned if you do, Dead if you Don't

“Sometimes you find yourself in the middle of nowhere, and sometimes in the middle of nowhere you find yourself.” Anonymous

The cold wind bit into Ink Blots warmth as she walked through the snowy northern plains, even with her winterized steel Ranger armor she could feel the cold seeping through. The armor's heating spell was quick to rid her of the shiver threatening to overtake her. she let out a sigh, thinking to herself as she let the spell work its magic. I knew it was cold out here. A chilly wind over took the heating spell, again, the poor mare shivering her power armor but this is just ridiculous. Even a windier gust pulled the mare from her thoughts, this time her shiver had enough to shake the whole armored suit,  snow falling from her back and helmet that had built up over the time that she had been standing still.
Ink blot looked to the Hud in the helmet, mostly looking for the temperature display that this suit had built in. She had finial found it in the top far left corner, now Ink blot was a tough mare, she was raised as a steel Ranger, fought in the civil war to be part of the applejacks Rangers, and survived the attack on the Grand Pegasus enclave, but when she looked at the temperature readout she wanted to cry, it was five bucking degrees, FIVE. The wind once again found its way past the armored exterior of the suit as a newly formed snow storm started, the mare let out a scream as she pushed back against the winter hell she was forced to walk in, cursing her superiors.
She was so happy and excited not even two weeks ago, a promotion from scout to paladin, something like that never happened. She was told later that this was just so they could give her power armor training, as where she was going to be scouting, she was going to be needing a special power armor suit to survive. That had thrown her off for a moment but in truth she wasn't going to complain, not many scouts got promotions, other than becoming a data procurement specialist, even then most never received power armor training. 
She took what she could get, as not only did it come with all that, but now with her higher rank and new mission she received special clearance.  She was privileged to information that she usually wasn't told, which to be honest was the best perk of being higher rank. The Hud flashed, and Ink Blot moved her eyes to look at what it was. A small map appeared where her eyes darted to, the line of blinking dots that she had been following had moved to the left of her, she was off course. Ink blot turned carefully so as not to get caught up in her own armored hooves.
She looked back to the map after the correction, seeing that she was back on course, she moved her eyes away from the map, closing it and freeing up the limited Hud space. She searched through the now blinding snow that poured down in what looked like marble sized flakes, thanking whoever had designed these suits, for including a compass as standard. She shifted the armor's weight as she walked, trying to remember her training as the wind blew from every direction around her, squinting as he did so, looking for the supposed lost city that was to be found in this frozen hell.
As she pushed on, she fell back into thinking about her mission. They had received a communication from an unknown source in the middle of the northern plains, a place long thought dead and uninhabitable, and that in itself wasn't the wildest part. The message was the recorded readings of a project's falling power systems, which went on to include an attachment to a document of some pre- war project called “The Rainbow Chandelier”,  which was sadly corrupted beyond saving.
If that was the only thing, the elders probably would have written it off and gotten to it when they had less shit to deal with, until they opened the second file included, most of which was the wellness status of an entire city, closing with how the city was safe, in lock down, and waiting for further instructions. Now that was all fine and dandy but what really started catching eyes was a confirmation of living royalty, if the message was to be believed. A third princess lost to the history books because of the mega-spell firing. The brass were practically giddy, meetings were held, notes exchanged, and a list of coordinates plotted, and now she was out here, a solo scout in power armor looking for lost city.
She had even asked, ASKED, why they were sending her and not someone more trained for this kind of thing, her answer, they didn't have training for this kind of thing. They didn't have anyone really trained for this kind of mission, sure they had the military training passed down over the generations, they had armor that a single pony could use to wipe a bandit camp off the face of Equestria, but the Steel rangers were not negotiators. She remembered the look and speech that the much older high ranking mare had given her when they talked about this, “we could send a paladin out there and they would do exactly what they always do, kill everything on the way there, kill what needs to be kill at the place they get to, and if necessary kill things on the way back” as if to prove the elders point Ink Blot heard a loud crash from outside and the voice of a very angry paladin “RECURTE, WHERE IS YOUR POWER ARMOR”
The Elder turned to her cringing slightly, “we might be the Applejacks Rangers now, but we still are ex-Steel Rangers, there are habits that we are trying to work out, so more helpful ones can take their place” she pulled out a file on Ink Blot “such habits that you have” the Elder let out sigh “look we could send in big ponies with big guns to look for something that might not even exist, or we can train our best scout, that knows how talk her way out of conflict more then shoot her way out, how to use power armor, and scout out and even contact what might be a friendly pre-war city”
She didn't get paid enough for this, hell she doesn't even get paid at all.

It must have been an hour before she saw anything but the white wall of falling snow in front of her, and it wasn't the thing that she wanted to see, a green blip appeared on her eyes forward sparkle, a contact. She stopped dead in her tracks, she ran through the check list of training steps she had received, she looked at the blip confirming the color. Green, good that meant the system saw it was friendly for now, she spread her legs out in a battle ready stance shifting the heavy armor's weight into a more balanced firing position. She bit down on a mouth piece that was located right in front of her muzzle in the helmet and pulled, a clicking sound followed, which was followed by a whine from the left side of the armor as the mini-gun battle-saddle came to life, the 7.62 belt fed rounds being automatically loaded. The mare kept her eyes on her Hud, a new panel having appeared showing the status of her now loaded and ready to fire weapon. 
The green blip grew closer and Ink blot tensed, no one back in the wasteland knew what to expect in the form of hostels this far north. What was the point, no pony needed to come up this far. No need to know what can kill you up here, when plenty of things in the wasteland already could. The green blip was on top of her now, she held her mouth on the grip, expecting at any moment for whatever was coming her way to take notice of the six foot hulking metal pony and turn hostile. 
What she didn't expect was for the green dot and her made up existential threat, to be nothing but a little snow bunny, hopping at her slowly, nose twitching. Ink blot let out a long breath she didn't even know she was holding, untensing from her battle ready stance, and pushing the mouth guard she pulled out, back in with another click disarming the minigun. She then turned her new found ire at the bunny that had caused the now fading stress.
Ink Blot didn't mind animals, she wasn't much for pets, but any animal that didn't try to kill anypony was good in her book. It wasn't the bunnies fault that she overreacted. She kept this in mind and she walked forward raising an armored hoof trying to shoo the bunny way. The bunnies' nose twitched again as it walked forward closer to the mare that was trying to get rid of it. It sniffed the armor, staying still for only a moment before it opened its mouth to show, what Ink Blot could only describe as, a sawblade of teeth. It gave a loud snarl and jumped for the mare's hoof, only to be completely crushed under the same hoof's weight as it came slamming down, casually turning it from a fluffy ball of fur to a bloody pancake. evil bunnies Ink Blot thought as she wiped the dead bunny off the armor as best she could, the once white snow turning blood red, good to know. She looked down at the dead bunny, she wasn't much of a meat eater, but it was better than the rations they had packed for her to eat out here.
It was for the second time in only a few minutes that Ink Blot was forced to admit, she didn't like animals as much as she thought she did, as a coo from her own hindquarters scared her. This time she was glad she didn't do anything rash. She turned her head to find a phoenix sitting on her armored tail, not a balefire one ether, a completely regular, unaffected phoenix. She looked at if carefully taking in beauty as it looked back at her, and for every cap she had ever earned, she would bet that the intelligent eyes that stared at her, were doing the same. She flinched as it moved, jumping from her tail onto the pancaked bunny that was laying in front of the two, Ink Blot watched for only a moment as the bird tore into its meal. she blinked if the unkillable firebird wants the bunny she turned to walk get back on he path she was on, beagin her search for the city again the unkillable firebird, gets the bunny
She turned her eyes up to the area of the Hud that would pull up the map and looked, a dotted line that greeted her gaze, she sighed and tried zooming out, keeping in mind the scale as she did so. She looked at the end of the dotted line then back to the marker on the map that represented her, she did some mental math and came out to a number she didn't really like, a little over forty miles away from her destination,  and that's if the coordinates they had were right, and there was even anything there. She moved her eyes from the map wanting to do nothing more than to rub her temples with a hoof, but the armor was stopping her from that so for now she would just have to deal with the stress as it came along. Ink blot looked forward and had to hold back a scream of surprise, instead of being greeted by the white snow of the blizzard that she was stuck walking in, she was greeted by the bright flaming form of the phoenix she thought she had left behind. She back backpedaled slightly trying to gain distance between her and the flying flamethrower, she could still remember to the poor paladin that pissed of a balefire phoenix back at headquarters, they spent a day and a half cutting him out of the melted suit of power armor he was stuck in. she didn't have that kind of help out here.
Ink blot and the phoenix had a stair down between the two of them, the phoenix eyes glowed a bright fire orangish yellow making it hard to tell what if was thinking or feeling, the same could be said for Ink blot her expiration hide behind a helmet, not showing the absolute fear the young mare was showing. It was with a light and friendly chirp that the phoenix dropped onto the top the power Armors helmet, landing softly and looking through the eyes whole upside down at the mare inside. It chirped again as it moved one of its claws, dropping the leg of the bunny she had just killed onto the suit's rebreather snout. Ink blot could only stand in a pearlized state of fear, before the looked cross eyed at the bunny leg, then to the upside phoenix that looked at her expectantly. She did the one thing she could “Um….. Thank you” she said in an almost confused voice, the armor made it a little lower than she would have liked but she still sounded like a mare.
The bird tilted its upside down head to the side as if giving a nod, before giving one more chirp and righting itself. She could feel its talons tap down on her back, walking its way across her armored back, wondering what the bird was up to. Ink blot turned her head looking for where it had gone, what she had found surprised her. The phoenix had nestled itself between the minigun on her left side and the metal carrying trunk that was on her back. It was curled in a little ball of warm fire that wasn't so hot that it would damage anything, but still warm enough that she could still feel it through her armor. She was told that phoenix's, because of their magical origins and near immortality, were almost as smart as some ponies, maybe even more so these days. 
Ink blot watched the fiery ball of death fall asleep right there on her back as she thought. She  raised on the stories of wasteland animals, one had to learn of the ways others had died to such things so that others could live, and the stories that were  told about phoenix's painted a sad picture. They are creatures that didn't trust easily, for such a majestic bird of magic and life they were still wary of death. They might be immortal, but what of their eggs and young, a phoenix wasn't immortal until the age of maturation, and making it to that age in the dark times falling the mega-spells isn't as easy as it was in the days of old Eqeustria. So what had she done to earn this creature's trust, hell maybe she was just a pitstop for it. Well even if that was the case if the unkillable flying flamethrower wants to sleep on my back, who am I to say no, with their thoughts on the matter closed, the mare took the bunnies' leg from her helmet storing it for later in on the compartments on her armor and set off into the snow wall once more, this time not so alone, and it she had to admit, just a little warmer.

Ink Blot didn't even stop to notice the three murder bunnies that she had stomped to death in her now panicked run. It was going well, the storm had died down, if only slightly. She was listening to what little bit of the radio that she got out here, and then they showed up. She turned her head still running forward but trying to get a glimpse of the army of pony eating bunnies behind her OH BUCK me she thought sourly looking down at the red line that used to be her composure, she couldn't even count how many red blips there were. Ink blot turned her head back around just in time to duck it down as one of the demon bunnies launched itself at her, flying over her head and off into the storm of death that now followed her. 
She watched as the phoenix that was just in front of her drive down behind her, she heard the tell tale signs of fire being breathed out of an very angry birds beak and the crying sounds of burning fur devils behind her. She watched as the phoenix moved back into her vision squawking loudly as it flew ahead of her, its fiery body shining like a beacon through the storm. She had no idea where it was leading her, or if it was leading her somewhere at all, but what other choice did she have. It was here as she was running for her life, from pony eating bunnies, in the middle of a frozen wasteland that she started to question, just what had she done in a past life to deserve this. She let out a scream as a bunny she hadn't  even seen latched itself to the front of her helmet, its saw blade of a mouth open full, letting the mare get a full look as it tried to bite through the armor. 
Inkblot shook her head, throwing the creature from her vision, then she saw it. The phoenix had let her to what looked like a fenced in guard post, the mare could have thanked Celestia if she wasn't already spending most of her energy on keeping the dead sprint she had achieved in power armor, which she had used to get past the long dormant turrets that sat on the roof, not even getting the chance to lock onto the mares blurred moving form, that would have put a power armor veteran to shame at the speeds at which she was running at. All I have to do is make it to the door, Inkblot thought to herself as she came to a literal sliding halt on the outposts concrete porch, nearly slamming into the large reinforced metal door, not even thinking if it was locked or not she hit the button next to it, surprisingly the door open without trouble. it was unlocked she thought for only a moment before shaking the thought from her mind, something to worry about later. She dashed inside as the new noise of firing turrets met her ears, only being blocked out after she had made it through the open door, closing only moment after a certain burning bird flew through, two bunnies with its large claws.
She let her body calm down, doing her best to get her breathing back under control, letting the sounds of the dying bunnies clam her heart rate. She turned, putting her back to the door and sank to the floor, cracking the stone underneath her as she hit the ground harder than she would have liked. This is not good, she thought to herself looking around the single roomed guard post she was now held up in, she had been in a bad situation, she panicked about something she shouldn't have, she entered a building that could have been more dangerous than the situation outside. She shook her head, remembering her drill sergeants words when she was a young recruit in the Rangers, he was a gruff old stallion, made it out of more than he ever should have “Damned if you do, Dead if you Don't” was always his favorite motto, meaning it was better to end up in a situation that you might be able to get out of, then the one you can't.
The room she was in was small, a desk and terminal was in the far right corner, a green light pouring out from the terminal screen, something to look into later. A reinforced window in the wall giving of what light could make it through the grime, snow and murder bunnies that stuck to the window. She looked past that as the dead pony remains that lay just behind the desk, the chair he could have been sitting in was knocked over on top of him, maybe even the original guard that worked here before the war, the ratty uniform on the mummified body made it look like such. She scanned the rest of the room, filing cabinets and a few ammo boxes lining the floor next to the wall, half rotten posters hung next to one such poster, a wall safe, the room was old, covered in grime of wars two hundred years past, but nothing seemed to be a threat.
Ink Blot let out a sigh as she stood making her way to the middle of the room where she got more comfortable, before she reached up letting an armored hoof land on the back of her helmet, she waited a second as the helmet unsealed, she used her hoof to pull the hamlet off and set it in front of her, staring into the polarized lenses. Her dark blue eyes looked back at her with a tired look, her purple fur matted with the sweat only near death could bring, and the neat bun that her black mane was once in was now a tangled mess. It was only now that she noticed the phoenix vying for her attention, as it walked over to her a somewhat burned and cooked bunny being dropped out of its beak and onto her stretched out legs. She looked at it, then to her bags, where the rations of Dandy Bloom perceived apples sat, then back to the bunny. Still better than her rations. She turned to look at the phoenix who ruffled its feathers with pride. Inkblot couldn't help but let a giggle  slip as she leaned forward placing it on the bird head, the fire that burned on it having long gone out. “Thank you”
The phoenix seemed to somehow stand even prouder after that, accepting the nuzzle from the pony as he did so, before letting out a coo and walking over to what looked like a large nest. Ink blot watched as it did so, confirming her suspicions that the bird had indeed led her here, the only question was how it had got here. She was thrown out of such thoughts as he stomach voiced it displeasure at not having been feed sense this journey of hers had started, eat first, question later
It was after her meal that the mare had enough energy to stand up, putting her helmet back on as she did so. The terminal was her first destination; she had hoped that it would have any information on the city she was looking for. She reached the desk looking down at the body as she did so, she leaned down looking closer, a bullet hole was in his head, probably shot himself after the  end of war Inkblot hooked her head in pity on the poor bastard must have had nowhere to go, carefully she moved his body and the chair out of her way before approaching the terminal. It was locked asking for a password. Ink Blot let out a sigh, fantastic she thought digging through the metal desks drawing looking for anywhere the guard might have written it down, no such luck. Ok then she thought we do this the slightly harder way
She opened a compartment on her Armor pulling a cable from it and hooking the ported end into the back of the terminal. Power armor had come with a built in hacking matrix, to a certain point. It wasn't the best thing in the world, if a terminal like this one was two hard, it would be down to the user to spare the password out of the code the matrix could dig up. It only took a moment but she finally cracked it, snow, who and the hell made the password to a government terminal, snow. Ink Blot rolled her eyes as she pulled up the terminal's information only to be greeted with three files.
	[OMEGA ONE FILE WIPE/LOCKDOWN IN EFFECT]
[OPEN SAFE]
[ALL CLEAR HOT WIRED/SHUTDOWN UNAVAIABLE]

Ink Blot slammed her head down dinting the desk, all that work for nothing, she hit the unlock safe option, the safe behind her clicking. She turned and walked over to the safe pulling it open, files that had long ago turned to dust blew away leaving on two objects a shining purple crystal, and a holotape. She took the holotape take first, sliding it into an open port on her helmet, downloading the file it contained. She left the safe open as she turned her attention back to the terminal seeing if there wasn't anything left to get from it. the file she had downloaded from the tape was a recording, she hit play, couldn't hurt to listen.
It was a gruff voice of what she could only guess was a high ranking officer that greeted her ears as she received what could have been this guard's station's last orders “A threat has been made on the Capital, we are to stand vigilant in this threat, the Empire will not fall. As such the guard posts are ordered to start transmitting all clear signals, if anything, and I mean anything happens, Shut down the signal, it will at least give us a chance to notice something wrong and act on it. That is all, For the glory of her majesty and the freedom of the crystal empire.”
The tape ended as Ink Blots mind begin to piece somethings together, she hovered over that last file statement [ALL CLEAR HOT WIRED/SHUTDOWN UNAVAIABLE] her mind racing, normal guards don't just hot wire an all clear signal, something was wrong here. She moved away from the terminal and back to the guards body, looking for the weapon he would have had, she found it still holstered on his side. She pulled it out, a rusted ten millimeter pistol resting in her hooves. She pulled at it slightly letting the mag fall out, she held it up, eleven bullets, her theory was falling apart. She looked back at the pistol, using her armor's strength she pulled the rusted receiver back, ejecting an unfired bullet from the gun. Twelve bullets in a twelve round gun, the guard hadn’t shot himself, he was killed.
She looked to the guards head, one entry hole, small and clean, no exit. Small caliber, a surprise definitely, never saw it coming. How would some pony like that make it in here without him knowing, perhaps a second guard, a traitor, or an invader. A dead pre war guard, a hot wired all clear signal to the city the dead guard, she looked up at the ceiling what happened at this city
Ink Blot let out a sigh, she had more pressing things to worry about then the crimes of some dead pony from two hundred years ago. She had a city to find, then she could leave this snowy hell and go home, but first she needed sleep.

	