                 Volkov and MunkyRage stood near the front entrance of a Black Company outpost. The Fallen Angels had been assigned to guard this outpost, until a relief crew of recruits could come in and take over their duties. They were guarding a stockpile of both Powered Armor and Heavy Weaponry. 

“Dear God! Why the hell are we even out here? It’s not like anything will ever happen. No one’s stupid enough to attack us! We’re out here for 6 hours of guard duty…” MunkyRage’s words seem distorted to Volkov, there were many thoughts racing through his head. “ … It was fun when we could play cards, or shoot at the deformed gophers, but now..” Volkov wasn’t paying attention to MunkyRage, and his words seemed distant, and hollow to him. Could he do it.. No.. Could he? It’s too late now… He’d either do it, or die. If he backed out now, everyone would be out to kill him.

           He turned a somber pair of brown eyes on MunkyRage. “Brother, Tell me, Could you forgive me if I did something completely evil?” Volkov asked MunkyRage, his eyes looking like that of a dead man’s.

“Huh? What do you mean?”  

“If I did something totally evil.. Could you forgive me for it?”

“I – Huh? I don’t understand..” MunkyRage stuttered, confused.

Volkov then saw the signal, a flash of light to the east. With a sigh, he snapped kicked MunkyRage in the knee, knocking his to his knees, and then put his Desert Eagle to MunkyRage’s head. “What the fuck are you doi -…” There wasn’t a bang, for Volkov had only slammed the butt of the gun into the back of his head, knocking him out cold. “Forgive me for what I am about to do…” He walked over to keypad and pressed the code into the pad as Pte LaLande, Earcollector, Shaunseven, Grizzly, Graves, Kinetik, and Liche walked up. Volkov turned around just in time to stop Grizzly from taking a chunk out of MunkyRage with a cleaver, by grapping his arm.

“Leave him for the radscorpions.” 

“I was jus gonna cut him into nice bite size pieces for ‘em..”

Volkov smirked. “They prefer live food. Leave him.”

 The doors opened and Pte smiled then laughed “Wait ‘til Captain Pillowbiter sees this one. He’ll have a hissy fit!” Grins and smirks followed the comment, though everyone was too nervous to laugh. They didn’t like the Black Company, but they knew it’d be a tough fight if they attracted attention by something little like laughing.

      “We’re going to make our way to the garage, and then steal 2 APC’s filled whatever we can grab, then we make our big exit. Then make your way back to Vault 12. Everyone got that? Volkov – Lead the way.” Pte ordered. Volkov had them crouch behind some storage crates while he walked over to Voytek, whom was guarding the entryway to the garage. “I can’t let you pass without clearance.”  Voytek firmly spoke.

“I’m sure the Captain will have it done soon enough! If I don’t get these parts, I’m in deep shit. Come on, man, have a heart.” 

“All right.. I’ll let you by…” Volkov’s face brighten.. and fade when.. “ … when you gain the proper clearance.” Volkov’s hand reached out and grabbed Voytek’s hair, smashing his face repeatedly into the doorframe. “Forgive me…” He then slammed a foot into his nose, sending blood flying, then motioned it’s clear.

        He opened the door, and the rest of the Khans followed. The Stockpile wasn’t as big as the Black Company was letting on. There was a single APC, four Avenger-Class Miniguns, two plasma rifles, lots of medical supplies, and more ammunition than most people ever need. The four suits of Powered Armor and the two Brotherhood-Class Combat Armors made the raid worth it risk

     Twenty minutes later, Pte, Graves, Grizzly, and Liche were strapped in powered armor, Earcollector was at wheel ready to crank up the APC, and Shaunseven was finished loading every last supply into the Armored Personal Carrier. Volkov walked over to the garage door as soon as he pulled it open, Moonbiter’s Vindicator-Class Minigun ripped Volkov’s legs violently at the knees from the rest of his body.   Shaunseven run over grabbing Volkov’s collar and dragging him to the APC, and slamming its door, as Earcollector slammed a foot down on the pedals, jumbling everyone inside all around who wasn’t strapped down. Volkov’s vision blurred, and he blacked out…..

      He awoke at Vault 12, and noticed something very strange. His legs had been rebuilt, though they were robotic. What … had… he.. done..? 

