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A Fallout Fan Fiction Piece

All Fallout related places, names, and etc are under the sole ownership of Bethesda Gaming Studios. I have not and will not receive any compensation for this work. It was solely done for fun and is offered freely for others' entertainment. 
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I woke, gasping for breath. There was no air, this damn metal pod was going to be the death of me. I frantically ran my hands over the metal looking for a release, then banged my fist against the glass window. Suddenly the door released and I fell face first coughing and panting on the cold cement floor. Warning lights flashed, adding to my confusion as I tried to remember where I was. Shivering and disoriented I got to my feet. A recorded announcement blared from the walls, “Critical failure in cryogenic array. All Vault residents must vacate immediately.”

I remembered now, Vault 111. The bombs. I closed my eyes, swaying on my feet. Where was the Vault-Tec staff? Why weren’t the other pods opening?

Opening my eyes, I focused on the terminal at the end of the row of pods. It seemed to take forever as I dragged my still thawing body to it. I steadied myself then began tapping on the keys. My eyes scanned over the information. No this couldn’t be right. Everyone of the pods registered deceased. 

My legs gave out and I sank to the floor. What could have malfunctioned causing the life support to go offline, along with the cryo array? There should have been safeguards in place, staff to rectify the problem. I looked around, where the hell was the staff? Given the amount of dust on everything it looked as if no one had been in here in years. I hung on to the terminal as a series of coughs wracked my body. Still wheezing I made my way to the door and pressed the button, it hissed open. I slowly stepped out into the hall, it looked just as bad as the room behind me. The first door led to another batch of cryo arrays, the next was inaccessible, finally I found a door leading to another hallway. My breathing was labored as I made my way through the labyrinth of passage ways. I paused leaning against the wall next to a bay of windows looking into the reactor room. A small shriek issued from me as a giant roach crawled across the glass. I jumped back. 

How the hell had those things gotten so big? Oh God I did not want to have to go in there, tiny bugs were bad enough. 

A few more doors and that was exactly where I found myself. I grabbed a security baton from a nearby table as the roach crawled toward me, slamming the baton down, I heard a satisfying crunch.

Archs of electricity jumped from one of the reactors. Still holding the baton I moved around the outside of the room.  A skeleton lay on the floor in front of the door. 

“This is not good.” I murmured hurrying out the door. Continuing up a set of stairs, squashing two more roaches on the way. A water fountain next to the door called to me. I stopped drinking down some of the fresh tasting water. It eased the dryness in my mouth and throat. Feeling slightly better and more steady on my feet I went through the next door. Finally something useful, on the desk in the room sat several stimpaks, a 10 mil with bullets and a terminal. Another skeleton lay on the floor, making me wonder what the hell had happened here. Setting the baton down I accessed the terminal. “Damn,” I muttered. No wonder the equipment had malfunctioned. Everyone was dead or long gone. The experiment had failed, we had lost some of the best and brightest minds. I had lost friends and colleagues. The plan had been to cryogenically freeze us until the radiation levels were safe. We would be woken up and set to work fixing the world or what was left of it. 

I pushed away from the desk, done feeling sorry for myself. Well I was alive, at least for the time being. I picked up the 10 mil, it was the same model Nate had given me for our 1st anniversary. I smiled at the memory of us practicing at the range. Then let out a sigh, as I checked the magazine and loaded the gun. It was the last thing he’d given me before dying while deployed. Of course that was before... I shook my head not wanting to travel down that particular memory lane. Flicking the safety off, I looked around. An open security cage caught my eye and I walked over. Inside I found another 10 mil and a couple boxes of bullets. Next to the cage was a doorway that led into a sleeping area. Entering the room, I rifled through the dressers and lockers. Finding an old mailbag I dumped the extra gun, ammo, stimpaks, a couple cans of purified water and money I’d found into it. Searching the rest of the room turned up nothing useful so I went back to the terminal and opened the evca tunnel. The door hissed open and I walked into the hall. Several of those big ass roaches crawled toward me and I didn’t waste any time using the gun. Surprisingly I hadn’t gotten all that rusty and was able to hit most of them with one shot. 

Moving down the hall led me to the entrance bay of the Vault. More roaches waited and I took them out. Stepping over yet another skeleton I approached the door controls. “Son of a....” I swore, realizing that it required a Pip-boy override. I was going to have to go searching for one. In frustration I kicked the skeleton at my feet, it shifted the arm breaking off to reveal a Pip-boy. I picked up the device and latched it over my arm, wiping the years of grim from the screen. 

Thankfully it booted up with no problems, scrolling through the different screens I located the door override. I breathed out a sigh of relief as the Vault door opened. Making my way down to the elevator, I grimaced as it screeched it’s way up. 
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The sunlight was blinding yet I savored the fresh air after being down in the Vault. Standing there I let the sun warm me for a moment before turning to look at the world around me. 

The equipment that had been left after the construction of the Vault was destroyed, rusted and broken. Decrepit hulks brought down by the passage of time. The trees were nothing but naked sticks, giving the illusion of winter yet the air was hot. With my heart in my throat I stepped toward the ridge looking down on Sanctuary Hills, and gasped. The small cul de sac was in ruins. There were holes in the roofs and walls, barricades dotted the perimeter of the tiny island. People moved around, and from here it looked as if the evacuation buses had been turned into housing. I felt a tiny surge of hope, people. They’re were other survivors down there. My heart pounded like a jackhammer, as I navigated the overgrown footpath leading down to the houses. I wasn’t sure if it was a side effect of the cryo stasis or nerves.

Crossing the small foot bridge I saw what looked to be a guard station and turret. The guard squinted at me, “you lost lady?”

“Kinda,” I replied, giving him my most damsel in distress look.

He chuckled awkwardly, “Well you’re welcome at Sanctuary as long as you don’t start any trouble. The general store is down by the bridge and Billy runs the bar across the street. If you need ammo or weapons, talk with him, he’ll set you right up.” He eyed me for a moment, then added, “if you're thinking about staying to talk to Preston he runs this place. You’ll know him when you see him, got a funny hat and carries a laser rifle.”

“Thanks.” I hefted my bag and entered the community. My eyes wandered around the dilapidated building. It seemed like only yesterday this had been a thriving little suburb, with happy families. Now it was just a shell of its former self. Looking at the destruction I had to wonder how long I’d been frozen. This sort of decay and growth would have taken decades. I was so wrapped up in my thoughts I almost walked into a man. Stumbling to a stop I mumbled an apology. 

He laughed, “You’re new around here, aren’t you?”

I nodded.

“I’m Preston, I run things around here.” He grinned at me. “So what’s your name and where are you from?”

I smiled, sizing up the guy in front of me. He was certainly wearing an interesting hat, but I’d never seen a laser rifle like the one he was carrying. “Mara, I’m from Vault 111.”

“A Vault dweller!” He laughed again. “I figured from your outfit. Don’t see many Vault jumpsuits around. Well this must be quite a shock for you.”

“You have no idea. Um, this might sound a little strange but what year is it?”

He looked at me like I was crazy but replied, “2287.”

“2287.” I breathe, “over 200 years.” Suddenly my legs felt weak and I swayed.

Preston put a hand out to steady me. “Are you ok? You’re looking a little pale. When was the last time you ate?” 

“I don’t remember.” I murmured trying to wrap my head around the fact that I’d been frozen for over 200 years. 

“Come on.” He swung his rifle around to his back and took my arm. He led me over to where an old lady was stirring a large pot over a campfire. Helping me sit on the ground, he picked up a bowl and filled it with whatever was in the pot. The smell made my stomach growl, and Preston smiled, handing me the bowl and a spoon. “We’re a small community, right now, but everyone pitches in and reaps the benefits.” 

“Thank you.” I said, taking the bowl. I stirred the dark brown stew, the scent reminded me of venison stew my father used to make. I tentatively took a bite and found it tasted pretty good. 

Preston beamed, “Good? I shot the radstag myself and we grew the vegetables in our gardens.”

As I finished off the stew, I felt as though Preston was trying to recruit me for something. I needed time to figure out this new world, but I didn’t want to get roped into anything. I had my own business to settle. I handed the now empty bowl back to Preston. “Listen I’m not from around here, I could really use some supplies or money. Maybe you guys have some odd jobs or something I could do?”

“Ah, you need caps.” He rubbed his face.

“Caps?”

“Right, you’re from a Vault. We don’t use pre-war money anymore. Bottle caps are our money. Come on, let's go talk to Sturges, he knows what needs to be done around here.”  

Preston led me down the street toward the sound of someone banging. Rounding the corner of one of the house's we found a man in dirty overalls, banging on a workbench. 
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