
		
			[image: Cover image]
		

	
		Fallout Equestria Phoenix Rising

		Written by ProwlerCaboose

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Original Character

					Other

					Dark

					Gore

					Adventure

					Comedy

					Crossover

		

		Description

The story of Prowler an Dashite who has abandoned his family and friends in the Enclave to try to help the people of Equestria back to normality but not all goes as planned. upon his leaving the Enclave he reached the top of the Wonderbolts hit list. and when they find him he looses his memory. he has to go around righting his wrongs, fixing the damage he has done. while learning what horrible things he did in his past.

This is also my first story, so bear with me if it is not the best. I hope to improve over time.
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Fallout Equestria: Phoenix Rising
By ProwlerCaboose
Introduction.

Once upon a time, in the magical land of Equestria…
Well you already know the rest right? No? Ughh…so boring…So there was this war and it was between the zebras and the ponies! Sounds pretty cool right? Well it was, until it ended. Balefire bombs are like…well their called mega spells. While most spells did little damage or healed people these would do AMAZING AWESOME amounts of damage or help. Depending on what they were used for. Sadly both sides of the wars ended up with them, and they weren’t used for healing I can tell you that. 
Well 200 years have passed sense everypony fought in the war and it ended with a bang. A huge bang! Zebras sent the bombs all over Equestria. They killed thousands of ponies and zebras alike. The pegasi held up in the clouds keeping themselves secluded and living their own lives never coming down to help. Only a few venture out. Those marked as traitors and given the brand “Dashite” go to roam Equestria helping...or doing bad as they see fit.
Well now you’re all caught up! Oh wait one more thing my name is Prowler. This is my story. My past is a mystery to me, getting shot in the head kind of does that to you! I know only what events happened before I was shot. And those are all I can remember. I know all that you know, and hopefully I’ll learn more over time.
Well I can see a light now. I’m gonna head towards it. See you on the other side.
FALLOUT EQUESTRIA:
Phoenix Rising.

I just want to say that this is for anyone who has not read the Fallout Equestria story before hand, and this is not officially Cannon to my story (because if you have read FE you know why i would talk in first person). Just making sure you are aware of this before you start my story!
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Fallout Equestria: Phoenix Rising
By ProwlerCaboose
Prologue.
__________________________________________________________________

God my head hurts.
I awoke in a daze, head pounding and dizzy. I started to rub my temples but…why are my hooves tied up? My eyes shot open and I frantically looked around, only to be greeted by small pieces of light filtering through the cloth over my head. I tried to stretch my wings, but it was no use. I was trapped. 
“Fuhk!” I tried to yell, only then realizing I was gagged. This day keeps getting better doesn’t it? I could hear voices…
“He’s awake can I kill him now?!?” said a pony with an off demeanor…he must have been a raider. He broke into insane laughter.
“NO!” said another voice…a familiar voice…”Ask again and I’ll fucking shoot you.”
I know that voice…but it can’t be…
I felt the bag ripped off my head, my eyes quickly adjusting to the moonlight. I could see the wreckage of caravans…sky chariots…this must be the Cloudsdale ruins. But more then I saw the area I was in…I saw a light grey Pegasus with brilliant purple eyes staring at me.
 No…it can’t be…
“Hello brother.” He said looking down at me. “I can’t believe this is what it’s come to… look at you! You are filthy, taking up mercenary work! You were a Wonderbolt!!”
I closed my eyes...I knew what I had done. But it was going to be shoved down my throat. Again.
“YOU HAD ONE MISSION…One. Simple. Fucking. Mission. You took one mission of putting down a major threat. All you had to do was kill the one filly. What was her name again? Silver Bell? She had a balefire bomb Prowler. A BALEFIRE BOMB. Do you know what kind of destruction that could cause? Instead of simply taking out the threat you killed 2 Wonderbolts! You even had the guts to come home and face a trial! Instead of choosing to die with dignity, you abandoned us all and become a dashite?! WHAT THE FUCK PROWLER!?!? What do you have to say for yourself!?!” he yelled. I looked up at him…if only he had known...if only he knew what had to be done!
He slowly pulled out a knife and looked at me. He started coming towards me, intent in his eyes.  I knew what came next…I cowered away
…I'm ready to die but…not like this…not this…messy…
I felt the cold steel against my neck…this was the end. I clenched my eyes shut...and felt the gag loosen up. It fell to the ground…I could hear water dropping…I looked to my brother. He was crying, each time I saw a tear fall from his face it hurt a little more. I looked forward.
“I just couldn’t let that happen.” I told him “she watched her family die. We killed her sister. I wouldn’t allow her to be put through more. Why are we here?” I asked him, not looking back.
“The Cloudsdale ruins?” he said, recomposing himself “no one will look for your body here.”
Makes sense. He has to kill me but he is still my brother. He wouldn’t want my body disgraced.
“Are you going to kill me?” I asked. I think it hurt him more than anything to hear those words come from me.
“Yes.” He answered, sobbing slightly.
“Why you?” That was the only thing I wondered. If this was the end, then I wanted that question answered.
“Because I know you better than anyone in the world.” He walked next to me and stared off into the abyss, alongside me.  “and because they know I’ll do it.” 
Now I looked at him. His black hair flapping in the wind, the single purple streak flowing back into his face.
“Will you really?” I looked at him. I struggled a little but it was no use. “Do you have that in you? To kill your own brother?” his face faltered for a second. Only for a second…
“Shut up.” He said looking back at me. “I know I can. You’re a threat to the Enclave and to everypony else. There is no way I can allow you to live.” Wow. I’ve never seen him looking so serious. He was usually so happy and care free…what I did must have changed that…
“It’s time Prowler.”
He had a pistol strapped to his arm. It was a silver plated, engraved to look like it had wings going down the barrel
“This is a modified 45. pistol.” He said looking at me, pulling it out of its holster and balancing it with a hoof in front of me. He was showing me the specifics he couldn't shot me when he had it in his mouth “It’s designed to do the most damage to your brain. The bullet will pass though your skull, and destroy your brain…I was given it specifically to kill you with"
“Isn’t that a bit much?” I said looking at him.
“No, you know the Enclave. All about style, and this pistol Flitter here? She has style.” He said chuckling slightly.
There it was. The side of him I always knew, always quick with a joke, always wanting to have fun.
“Is it wrong to say I’m glad?” I asked. Looking forward again “I’ve done so much…so much good…so much wrong…I deserve to die. I’m glad you’ll be the one to do it.”
WHAM!
He hit me…and it hurt.
“SHUT UP!” he roared at me. “I know you probably feel shitty about what you did but that doesn’t excuse you! You did so much good.”
“And bad” I countered. He merely looked at me and raised his hoof.
“As I was saying, you have done bad. But you have done good.” He stared at me.
“You know the longer you take to do this the harder it will be.” I told him, I saw a tear go down his face.
“Yeah I know. I don’t care. It’ll be hard to do anyways. At least this way I can get some things off my chest. I don’t want to kill you. I want you to come back. But your number one on the Wonderbolt hit list. You’re a dashite. You are still my brother.” He started to cry again “we both know that cant happen. You’ll keep killing, keep fighting. It is time for you to stop, the wasteland can’t do it. So sadly I’ll be the one to do it.”
“Well. I guess this is goodbye then. Thank you for finishing this.” I said looking at him. 
He moved behind me and I felt the roundness of a metal barrel against the back of my head.
“Goodbye brother” I said looking forward.
“Goodbye Prowler” He said, through a muffled mouth.
BANG!!
Then darkness…there was no light at the end of tunnel…only darkness…
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