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I sit looking out at the river below Graygarden, and sighed before taking a swig of bourbon. Where the hell was I going to get more parts? The old General Atomics building was completely picked over. I’d managed to pull every spare coil and gear, I could find at the Galleria. I’d even managed to salvage some parts from a few Institute synths someone had taken out at ArcJet. Smirking, I took another swig, bet they weren’t happy to have to replace those. What a fucking joke. The big bad boogeyman of the Commonwealth was nothing more than a bunch of whiney scientists. I shook my head not wanting my thoughts to travel down that road. I needed to find the locations of more Vaults. The one up by Sanctuary, Vault 111, had been a treasure trove. I’d even found myself a pip-boy. I poured myself another glass and stood, stalking along the walkway overlooking the settlement. I paused at one of the guard posts, the sentry was one of my creations I called Gigi. 

“Good evening, Ma’am.”

“Hey Gi.” 

“Everything alright, Ma’am?”

I leaned on the guard post, taking a sip from my glass. “We’re low on parts and I’m not sure where to look for more.”

“Accessing data banks.” Gigi chirped, she whirred for a moment then said, “have you tried Hesters Consumer Robotics?”

“Yeah, I’ve looted all the local places, Gi.”

“Processing.” Gigi began whirring again and I took another sip of bourbon. “Ma’am according to my pre-war data Nuka-World had many robotic run exhibits. Perhaps you could find parts there.”

“Nuka-World?”

“Yes, Ma’am, It was created by...”

I interrupted her, “I don’t want the history just where it’s located.” 

“I don’t have the park’s location but I can add the Nuka-World transit center to your pip-boy.”

I nodded, holding up my arm so she could connect and add the location.
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The broken pavement crunched under my boots as I walked, checking my pip-boy every few minutes to see if I was still going in the right direction. The sun had set a while ago but I kept going. I could bunk down in the transit center when I got there.  Wasn’t anything else out this way cept a raider’s hideout and an old church, anyway. I looked up, the place should be just up ahead. Then I saw the huge Nuka-Cola bottles, looming in the moonlight. Beyond them a lit building sat like a beacon.  I moved forward slowly, not trusting any building with electricity. Crouching I hid behind the broken down cars, getting close enough to see a small group of gunners gathered just inside the gate. 

I shifted in my hiding place and stepped on a twig. The resounding crack echoed through the still night and I swore under my breath. The Gunner’s were looking in my direction. Well I never had been very stealthy. Hopping to my feet I aimed my gauss rifle and fired. The grouped scattered. One dumbass, running straight for me. He dropped to my feet as his head exploded. I heard shouts and an assaultron came barreling at me. It pained me to take out such a perfectly remodeled robot, but she could be rebuilt unlike her human counterpoints. I moved forward, shooting down any of the rift raft that dared to pop up. I wasn’t a great shot, but the rifle did a hell of a lot of damage. It was worth every cap I’d spent on it. I was almost at the terminal when a laser blast hit me in the chest. The robot armor I wore took most the brunt but it still made me catch my breath. I scanned the area but couldn’t find where the bastard was hiding. Flicking on VATs didn’t help either. I waited and when he fired again I whipped a grenade in the direction the blast had come from. Seconds later a body flew out from behind one of the buses, as the thing detonated. Again I waited to see if any more were going to attack, but the area stayed quiet. I walked back to the front gate, and went over the bodies taking anything useful. I paused looking down at the broken assaultron, I’d be back for her. That was if scavers didn’t get to her first. 

I went back to the transit station and headed inside. Hopefully there was a map or something down there I could use to get to Nuka-World. Hell maybe I’d get lucky and the train would work, the place did have power after all. I made my way around the rubble in the station to find the control room. The terminal booted up just fine and in a few minutes I had it hacked. Running a quick diagnostic let me know that the train was in working condition and the track was in good condition all the way to the park. I decided to chance it. Sure as hell beat walking. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 3

[image: ]


The train pulled into the Nuka World station, and I stepped out into the ruined building. A laugh made me jerk my head in the direction of a pile of rubble. I moved cautiously toward it, reaching for my gun. A flash of pain registered in my skull and I crumpled to the ground. Why had I taken my helmet off in the train and not put the damn thing back on? 

“Oh a tough one, huh?” A voice grunted from my right. 

“Don’t hurt her to bad, Mason’ll be pissed.” Another voice to my left.

I tried to open my eyes but my vision swam, and I had to close them again. Bastard had probably given me a concussion. 

“No worries, I have a feeling she’s a tough one.” The guy on my right muttered just before he punched me in the face and I lost consciousness. 
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I woke a little while later, being carried like a sack of tatos over one of the guy’s shoulders, thanks to the auto-stim I’d installed in my armor. I took stock of my injuries. My head felt ok, but I tasted blood and my lip was swollen. I was going to get that jerk, who sucker punched me. Cracking my eyes open, I could see a pair of fuzzy pink legs and boots. From the corner of my eye I could see the other guy carrying my bag and weapons. Around us were the sounds of animals fighting and people shouting. I was suddenly dropped to the ground, a pained grunt issuing from me as I hit cement. Slowly and warely I got to my feet, looking around my eyes landing on the big red headed man sitting on a throne. 

He grinned, “welcome to the Pack. You’ve got two choices: join or get a collar.”

I looked around again, we were in some sort of outdoor theater. The Pack was a good name for these guys since this place looked like a zoo. Yet none of them looked all that bright. It would be easier to get out of here as one of them, than it would be to get out of here with a collar on. 

I crossed my arms over my chest, “fine. I want my stuff back now.”

The guy carrying my pack muttered, “It’s mine, I took it. Rule is if you can take it you can keep it.”

I rolled my eyes, the Rust Devils had been the same way. My foot shot out taking the man’s legs out from under him, a second later his head was bouncing off the cement floor. I picked up my pack and weapons from where they’d fallen. “Oh look I took them back.” I looked up at the leader, “now where’s the jerk that hit me.”

With an amused smile, he pointed to the guy standing on my other side. He gave my rifle a panicked look. “Mason, she can’t kill me. Rule one of being a pack member, no killing other members.”

“I’m not going to kill you.” I told him, stepping closer, and then sucker punched him in the stomach. As he dropped I used his momentum to smash his face into the metal plate on my leg armor. There was a satisfying crunch as his nose broke. “Just getting even.” I turned back to the guy on the throne. “Mason, right? Now you wanna give me a run down on the rules around here.”

He nodded and grinned, “Don’t kill pack members. If you can take it, it’s yours. And we have a tenuous agreement with the other gangs around here so no killing them either.”

I sighed, “well who can I kill around here?”

He chuckled, “I like you. Parks full of things to kill, if you manage to clear out any of the areas let me know. It’d be nice to be able to spread out a little.” Mason gestured for a member dressed in a horned pig mask to come over. “This is Hal, he’s going to keep an eye on you until I’m sure you're not going to just run off. Show her backstage and make sure she gets some armor that lets everyone know which gang she belongs to.”

I bit my lip on a retort, it wouldn’t do me any good, and followed Hal. 
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