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Warnings
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This story will contain themes such as war, body horror, and rape, be warned, if you are uncomfortable with these themes I would not recommend continuing beyond this.

*** THIS STORY/BOOK IS BASED ON POEMS THAT HAD BEEN TOLD BY A VETERAN OF THE SOVIET ARMY AND THE RUSSIAN ARMY AND THE PERSON WHO TOLD THE POEMS WAS KNOWN FOR OVEREXAGGERATING HIS EXPERIENCES IN AFGHANISTAN, DAGESTAN, AND CHECHNYA, I DO APOLOGIZE IN ADVANCE FOR ANY HISTORICAL DISCREPANCIES, IT IS FOR THIS REASON THAT THE STORY TAKES PLACE IN A SIMILAR YET DIFFERENT FICTIONAL WORLD, KIRKORTA IS SUPPOSED TO BE THE USSR, ARTUINSK IS AFGHANISTAN, AND THOUGH PESTROVINK IS SUPPOSED TO BE THE TURKMEN SSR/TURKMENISTAN, THE DESCRIPTION GIVEN IS MORE AKIN TO THE TAJIK SSR/TAJIKISTAN ***
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We were in the southern part of the Pestrovink Republic, a constituent republic and part of the bigger Peoples Federation of Kirkorta. We were to be sent off to the war in Artuinsk, an allied nation of Kirkorta. The mountains around us for now were friendly but soon this wouldn't be the case. I was Corporal Jamininov Maktovo, 3rd in command of the 113th Motorized Guards Division. We hadn't been told much other than Artuinsk was in a state of chaos and civil war, and that the mountains that would very soon envelop us would not be friendly. we loaded into our APCs and were sent on our way with the 105th Light Rifles Brigade, the 17th Armored Battalion, the 118th Motorized Rifles Brigade, and the 12th Logistics Company. 

We drove in a hopelessly lightly guarded column, with our only defense above us being the helicopters escorting us in the skies and the AA guns of the 17th Armored Battalion. though we were confident in our ability to defend ourselves in a conventional ground attack with how well-armored our APCs were from the fronts and sides, I knew we would be lucky to fight a conventional battle. The mountains weren't going to be friendly, that would mean we're fighting guerillas, so they wouldn't be fighting conventionally, they would shoot at us from the mountains. I looked around at my comrades in the APC with me, Private Kirov, Sergeant Boris, Lance Corporal Illychierk, Private Uigteri, and Lieutenant Larmanov. Our drivers were Lieutenant Buyteria and Corporal Sergei.

I was a bit of a recluse admittedly, Kirov was a young man who enlisted when he was 18 to help his struggling family in the Crasni District, his father was a veteran of the Great Patriotic Push against the western fascists, and though this made his family a respected one, they were still on the verge of poverty, Kirov talking about how there were weeks where they wouldn't eat due to the lack of funds to get food.

Boris was a respectable man, before joining the army, he was a factory worker in the Ukrati Mountains. He was a skilled mechanic and a good driver. He often knew what to do by aspect of experience. Boris had a relatively good life, he lived in a small village growing up, and his family somehow avoided the tragedies of the Great Patriotic Push.

Illycheirk was our commander and leader. Illycheirk was a shrewd leader and a veteran of the Patriotic Push. He was an aging man too, even he was aware of this. He knew he would have to retire eventually. His status already granted him a lavish home in the capital, so we weren't sure why he was still in the army. We just believed he thoroughly enjoyed the thrill of combat.

Uigteri was Kirov's brother, though, unlike Kirov who was raised by his brother, Uigteri was raised by their grandparents. Uigteri was a skilled hunter, albeit he was a rather rash person. Uigteri was 20 and sent to his grandparents to be raised by them since his dad was off to serve in the peninsula wars shortly after the Patriotic Push, and his mother couldn't raise a child at the time since they didn't have a stable income. Uigteri learned to live off the land and rarely saw Kirov. He was very rash though, and never strayed from a fight.

Larmanov was a relatively fit man, he used to be a sailor in the northern ports. Though he hated being on the water, he did what he did to get fish for the union, all that mattered to him was he got his quota of fish and got payed. When the recruiter came one day for the army, he signed up almost instantly, he wanted to be away from the northern ice caps.

Buyteria was also 18, he was in the army because he had no family, and was seeking purpose in life. And to him, the army gave him that purpose. His family died in a house fire when he was 7 years old and lived in an orphanage until he was 18. In a deep depression, looking for purpose, he went to his recruitment office and joined the army. He described boot camp as a foster family he never had. He wanted desperately to have purpose and a family.

Sergei was a childhood friend of mine, we had been neighbors our whole lives. Sergei and I were both in our early 30s at the time, though war would age us by years, we remained the young people we sought to be. Sergei was known in our village to be a good driver and miner. His parents were both religious figures in the community and we were both heavily devout in our culture and religion. We had met at a festival, and from there we became really good friends, we both had families when we joined the army. And we both hoped to see our families as soon as we could.

I knew that by the end of this, most of us wouldn't be here, and we would all have unmarked graves after our bodies were taken from here in the Flying Coffin. As we entered the mountains, we braced ourselves. We knew it wouldn't be long before the rebels would attack. Until then, we waited to make it to Al-Tuwati. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Contact

[image: ]


We nonetheless traveled through into the mountains as imposing as we were. The sounds of the helicopters above us rang through the metal skeleton of the loud APC. We were heavily armored sure, but the enemy would have the high ground, the weakest part of our behemoths were the tops. It was a dreadful thought that rang true through my head, I knew anything outside the unit could be an enemy. Hell, for all we were concerned, the enemy could come from the sand and dust that surrounded us.

That's when a small town was in sight when a helicopter fell next to us. A loud crash as the blades dug into the ground behind our APC, we panicked as Uigteri got up, grabbed his rifle, and got ready to get out for combat. "UIGTERI," shouted Illychierk, an uptight man who was strict and straightforward with his words, "Are you trying to die, you idiot?" He asked Uigteri. "Sir no sir, I just know we have reached contact with the enemy and we must fight," replied Uigteri. A private who joined a few months ago, Uigteri had a short fuse and was a ticking time bomb. 

"I agree, however, we must wait for now," I added, dumbfounding both of them, "We are likely surrounded, so nowhere is safe, we must rely on the durability of these APCs and our IFVs to at least break the enemy lines. The enemy is guerilla fighters, they will be everywhere." Uigteri looked down, put
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