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Warning, this contains scenes of Body Horror and War. This book takes place in the real-life counterpart of Chechnya 1996 and is based on the 1994-1996 First Chechen War. This is a continuation of The Runner, and I heavily recommend reading The Runner before continuing.  PLEASE KNOW THIS BOOK USES THE TERM "BLACK WOLVES". THIS WAS A NICKNAME RUSSIAN SOLDIERS GAVE TO THE CHECHEN JIHADISTS IN THE CHECHEN WARS.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​The Second Artuinsk
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"Jaminov, wake up Jaminov," A familiar voice called to me. I turned and looked at Sergei as I got up, we had visibly aged, it had been 7 years since we last were deployed in 1989. My childhood friend aged well, albeit he was brazen as ever. The Union had collapsed two years after the war in Artuinsk ended, and we lived in the largest remnant of the Union, the Ruikina Federation. only five years into the life of the Ruikina and already one of the minority regions was rebelling. The region of Cherykobinskyy, or Cherykob for short. We were deployed to its north to go in and attempt to blitz their capital and hold it as long as we could. 

Sergei pointed to the ridgeline and I scanned it with binoculars, sure enough, the Black Wolves were there and ready to fight. Nodding to each other, we grabbed our rifles, which were both upgraded marksman rifles. They were the special Semi-Automatic version, so we made sure to take good care of them. Lining our sights up we opened fire on the Black Wolves intending to fight us.

The first one was a young man in his early 30s at most. I shot him in between his eyes as he fell backward. The Black Wolves around him noticed and alerted the rest of the fighters. Causing the Black Wolf to hide further in their natural fortress.

Though on a map it seemed like plains with few, if any hills and mountains. In person, however, it was imposing, being surrounded and encompassed by mountains and hills. The place was on a plateau isolating it from the federation to its north. As I admired the seemingly impenetrable fortress that we would surely be tasked to penetrate, a radio transmission came, informing us of an airfield not far away, and that we were the "lucky" ones who had been tasked to take it.

We were the 45th assault brigade, mostly infantry with some motorized elements to help us move quickly. We loaded into our trucks, preparing to be ambushed, our task was to secure this airfield so that troops could be more easily flown in and air support would be more available. The engines were loud in the valley we drove through. It practically drowned out all conversation inside the truck. our brigade contained mostly recruits and conscripts.

In my youth, I despised this, but after years of being in the army, I understood why. Our nation was built on a sense of nationalism, and so the government used the proud and patriotic masses to fill the ranks of the army. It was cruel and felt wrong, but it was reasonable. 

I scanned the ridgeline as Sergei drove through the valley, and a familiar feeling rang through my head. I knew this war was like Artuinsk all over again. Mountains would envelop us again soon but with snow-covered grass fields instead of sand and dust.
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​The Airport Ambush
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We traveled through the valley, our engines roaring and echoing throughout the mountainous valley. I looked in the back and saw the conscripts of our unit in my squad joking about what was happening. Private Vasily, 22, talked about how hunting the rebels was like hunting back home in Ulyara to Corporal Jakiri, 28. Lieutenant Kharov, 26, talked about how the mountains sometimes reminded him of fighting in Artuinsk to Sergeant Kaminov, 27. I could visibly see some rebels running through the mountains to the airfield. As tempting as it was to shoot them, I knew we couldn't because that was declared a war crime since they were unarmed. 

That's when I heard a crack as Sergei clambered back down into his seat from the window. I saw one of the rebels fall to the ground as Sergei got back in his seat. I turned to Sergei, "What the fuck man?" I asked. "He is a rebel, and it's best to take out reinforcements before they reach their destination," He responded.

"It's still a war crime, they're unarmed," I retorted. Sergei looked at me, shocked almost, "Aren't you the one who slaughtered a hall of angry unarmed guerillas in Artuinsk and killed some in their sleep?". Looking down as he said this, I looked up, "Back then was different, I was young, and to be fair, when I shot them, they were going to try beating me down and beating me to death." Sergei nodded his head to me, "Fair enough."

As we approached the airfield, the dirt kicked up on our trucks as we drifted to a stop. Turning to the back I shouted to the conscripts, "We're here, get out, be ready for an ambush. We're here to secure this damn place, let's do it and make sure we do so effectively." We filed out of the truck and grabbed our rifles. most of us were equipped with AMS-74 PDW SMGs, along with a few AMM-47s in case we ran into a more distanced fight. 

I took my squad and went to what was designated as 'Hanger 1'. It was the far left hangar and housed no planes. We cleared it out, top to bottom. Sergei took his squad to what was designated as 'Hanger 2'. Over the radio, he reported no hostiles. An officer conscript, Corparol Himakov took his group to 'Hanger 3'. He reported no hostiles and 2 abandoned helicopters. The other squad, led by Lieutenant Jakiri went to 'Hanger 4'. He reported no hostiles. 

This was odd, and something was off, really off, but by now, we knew where the enemy was. They were in the Air traffic control tower and intended to ambush us in the building. So we regrouped in Hanger 4 and debated our course of action. Sergei wanted to surround the building and push in from there. However, our numbers wouldn't allow for that to work I pointed out, although it was a good idea. 

Jakiri wanted to push into the building from the front head-on and clear it in groups of 3 to 2 people. The losses would've been too heavy though. So we collectively agreed not to. Meanwhile, Himakov suggested we try to surround the building and starve them out. This idea was pondered a bit, then we decided not to.

We did agree to starve them out though, and then Sergei came up with an idea with Jakiri. We'd position our trucks to cover the hangars and form a line facing the control tower to starve the enemy out. We decided this was our best course of action. As we lined the troops up, Sergei and I was surveying the Air control building, now designated 'Building Savage', due to the nature of any attempts of fighting inside that we imagined to be a brutal slog. 

After setting up position, we sent a radio broadcast into the building to get the rebels out, saying that they had no escape, and any attempts at fighting back would be futile. This caused 4 rebels to come out, hands up. Checking them with my scope, I determined that they were genuine surrenders. Once they got to our line, we ziptied them and put them into a truck. I thought nothing of this then but understood later they were essentially human shields at this point. 

We waited for almost a day, passing out rations, giving the POWs appropriate rations, and talking with them. They had lives beyond this and names. Gustan Samri was a young man and former teacher he joined the cause because he feared that we'd slaughter the youth he worked to teach. Khafmari Yurionovich was a builder and joined to protect his family from the bloodbath that would surely ensue. Matiri Sanya was a hiker and joined to protect what he referred to as his "beautiful home of mountains." And finally, Gareka Khafmani was a farmer and joined to protect his land from us. When I asked what they believed the war was about, they answered the same thing. That this was a holy war to protect their well-being and culture from our racial influence.

I understood well what they meant, and expressed my agreeance with their cause, saying the same words that had kept me from joining the resistance movement in my homeland, Sargbey-Tvaalvi Ulaatvin. When they asked what this meant, I just said "Let all that's unfinished reluctantly grow." It was a proverb in our scripture. Spoken in our language. They looked down, clearly reflecting on what I had just said. That night, while we slept, one of the conscripts banged on the door, setting off the alarm. Waking us up. I got out and saw that we had been surrounded to the sides and that the enemy intended to fight out to the airfield.

I grabbed the radio and ordered everyone into the hangers closest to them. The battle was already going to be costly, but now this was a disaster. Attempting to regain control of the situation, I ordered that we attempt to regroup in 'Hanger 2' and get ready to fight in there. The enemy closed in on our position as we got in Hanger 2. 

I split our force in two, group one, my group which had the majority of us went to the upstairs section of the hangar while group two remained down on the hangar floor. The plan was to ambush the fighters as they entered the hangar. The snare was set as the enemy slowly went through the hangars. The Black Wolf might strike us now, but we were ready to strike back at it like a cornered animal.

The area was dark as the fighters burst into the hangar. There was a bright and deafening flash as the enemy came rushing in from both sides of the hangar. The snare was triggered. We fired from above, mowing down any fighters from our vantage point. Meanwhile, our troops on the ground fired through the doorway, ensuring that the fighters wouldn't be coming in. The floor was covered in blood as we fired for almost 12 minutes before walking down and clearing through the entry points. 

The blood seeped through into the ground of the airfield as we walked over the bodies. We might've lost 24 troops, but they lost more, and they lost the battle. We walked into the traffic control building and to its tower to announce our victory to the federation. The war started well, but only through luck.
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​A Field of Fire
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After reporting our victory over the black wolves, we camped in the airport. We would wait for the Air Force troops to come to occupy the airport before leaving. As we waited we decided to make sure the region was secure. A good idea but it came at such a heavy loss as we would soon discover. Getting in the trucks to survey, my squad went south, towards the unoccupied capital to make sure no troops were coming to retake the airport. 

Driving through a valley, we were defenseless when a bullet entered the hood of my truck. I grabbed my rifle and shouted for everyone to get out. I had jumped out right before my truck exploded. I blacked out, for all anyone knew I was good as dead. And I should've died, but then I woke up being dragged by my vest. I unholstered my gun to find the enemy but to no luck as the battle was already over. Looking around I was horrified as most of my squad was killed and my closest friend Sergey was badly wounded, blood pouring down onto the ground from his sleeve, barking orders to everyone to evacuate back to the airport. We would have to walk. 

The walk would take 2 days I estimated, we walked carefully through the mountains, weary of every ridge we saw. I hobbled forward, my gun had been turned into a crutch that could shoot. The airport, though it once seemed close, was now so far away. Looking up at the sky I asked Sergey, "Remember when The Rooks saved us in Artuinsk?" "Yeah," He responded, "What about it?" "Do you think it might happen again?" I followed up with. He looked down, "They would try, but it'd be more difficult, the mountains here are more compact and larger. They might not reach us moj drug (my friend)," He answered grimly. I nodded, "So we might be fucked?" "In short, yeah." The situation was grim but we had the resistance to push on, I was certain of it.

That night we found a spot in the valley hidden by a ridge. We created a small campfire and set our packs down, applying first aid to our wounds. It was a long day today, but that wouldn't stop us. We sat around the fire singing. Za Chto Pre Piom (For This We Drink) was sung to us as we went to sleep. I woke up in the middle of the night for night watch. Though I couldn't see I made silhouettes out. A rabbit bounced by, and that's when I saw it, a silhouette of a man. they looked wounded. I woke up Sergei and told him, he said he'd watch out for me while I investigated. Walking up to I'm I turned the flashlight on. I saw a man, a black wolf, holding a rifle low and blood came from his shoulder, a mask covering his face as he wore a jihadist headband. As I got ready to shoot they threw the gun down and put their hands up. 

"Surrender I," he said. He clearly wasn't from here so I told him to remove his mask motioning to my face and making a lifting motion. He nodded and lifted his mask. He looked to be a fifty-year-old man. "Why are you here?" I asked. "I told enemy camp near, was right. I Harakif, a volunteer from Tipuri." He said. A Tipurk I surmised from them being from Tipuri. That meant he was ancestrally a brother, but here a foe. "Why do you fight us?" I asked, Harakif shrugged "I think strongly that these people independent of you," I nodded. "Home not great?" "Yes, no family, no kid, no wife, nothing live for, shoot if want." I felt bad, but I knew he had nothing, and it would be better to end his suffering than to let him continue living an agonizing lonely life. He smiled and grabbed a pistol. Not ready to find out if he was about to shoot himself or me, I shot him, splattering his brain on the rocks behind him. I walked away, rattled by the encounter. 

*In the original story the Turk said "Nazad ya" which is Russian for retreat I, and my grandpa said that he spoke broken Russian hence the grammar in Hakharis lines.

That morning, as the sun rose, we all did. Getting up we grabbed our weapons and packed up to go to the airport, once there
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