<<Sorry I’m late with this, little too much happening in the world of “Personal Life”.>>





As Ko asked his question, Scott turned away a moment and sat down in the back of the VTOL. Removing his helmet, stained with Ascadian feces, he looked back up at Ko with doubt in his eyes.





Scott: [b]Why I’m here Ko… Actually the reasons have changed since I’ve been unfrozen. The first few days I spent out here, I wouldn’t have hesitated if the opportunity arose to go back home. I saw no point in staying here, until my fourth melee… Aboard the Alien Mothership. Seeing the Alien strength in bulk like that, how they destroyed an entire Trafalgar cruiser in a single shot… I realized what they were, and I had a patriotic sense to stop them. After all, once they’re done with Ascidia, it won’t be long until they’re back on Earth.[/b]





Ko looked out the window a moment and sat down across from Scott, looking back at him again.





Scott: [b]But since then… There’s only been one mission I attended that had anything to do with them. Ever since it’s been nothing but the Black Spear or API Ascadians. And it the war with them isn’t limited to shooting and fighting, they’ve violated my mind… My body.[/b] (Strokes chest, feeling the XJB scars from beneath the armor.) [b]So far, I think I’ve seen more evil in them than I have in the aliens… I’ve lost all ambition to help them in this war.[/b]





Ko: [b]If you hate the Gits so much, I ask again. Why are you here, Corporal?[/b]





Scott wiped some sweat off his forehead and chuckled. Somehow he couldn’t let go of the depth of crap he was in now, and beheld the irony of what his armor was covered in.





Scott: [b]I don’t… I don’t think I know anymore…[/b]





<<Ko’s reply here.>>





***Several Hours Later, Strike Base One***





Necro and Scott moved down the hallway of the base’ Detention Area. Necro was Escorting him, but had his rifle relaxed on his side, not expecting to need it in the least. Scott had been in these circumstances thousands of times before, only before it was [i]him[/i] escorting the prisoner to it’s cell. It was a strange feeling being on the other side of the yard, now he almost felt bad for what the criminals back on Earth must have thought while walking down this corridor.





Scott knew the ropes, Necro didn’t have to utter a single word of instruction, as he had clad himself in the standard X-COM fatigues without it’s normally issued knife and pistol, and walked on a few feet ahead to his cell. It looked like Necro was only there for show. Scott knew what would happen if he tried to escape, not that it would help, and he knew there would be no way he could do it. Having been witness to countless escape attempts himself, he’s never seen a single success.





Necro: [b]Here you go Scott.[/b] (Pointing to an open cell in the hall.) [b]This is it.[/b]





Scott moved in and turned around to Necro as he slowly closed the bars on him.





Necro: (As the door locks shut.) [b]Why did you do it Scott? You should’ve known what was going to happen to you.[/b]





Scott: (Giving Necro a mild chuckle with a raised eyebrow.) [b]I did nothing Necro… At least nothing to start anything. Private Stax and Private Chavez were present at either occasion, unless Kacur has somehow convinced them to lie they will testify that he had started the conflict both times. I fought back in mere retaliation. Which should be expected.[/b]





Necro: [b]You should’ve controlled yourself then. That way once we were back on NAO Commander Weindhoven would’ve punished him accordingly, now you’ll be the one taking the fall.[/b]





Scott: [b]True, I lost my temper but what would expect me to have done instead?[/b] *Sigh*[b] His command has been naïve from the day I was thawed, and according to the past couple of missions, it’s worsened to being downright pathetic. Besides, if Weindhoven has half the sense I’ve estimated him to have, he’ll at the very least give Kacur’s command a review anyway. It’s close to treason what he did.[/b]





Necro: [b]It’s close to treason what YOU did! You pulled a damn gun on him![/b]





Scott: [b]Exactly! This little ‘feud’ between he and I has gone too far. I thought I would be the one to be pushed off the end first, but it looks like it was him after all.[/b]





There was a brief pause between the two X-COM soldiers.





Necro: [b]You know he’s going to be here soon to… Talk to you.[/b]





Scott: [b]No, he’s going to be here to claim that he’s been helping me after all this time. And of course gloat as to who’ll be court marshaled for this. But it’s alright… There’s something very big I need to ask him. And if he refuses it’ll truly show how willing he is to keep this squad together.[/b]





Without saying a word, Necro walked off, leaving Scott alone in the brig. Scott didn’t know where he went though, he didn’t have much of a field of vision outside of the cell and didn’t care all that much anyway.





Scott: [i]I was hoping I wouldn’t be forced to ask for this, Kacur. Least of all from you… But you’re my only chance now…[/i]





***A half hour later***





Scott: (Doing sittups to pass the time.) … Seven… Eight… Nine…





Scott heard the door open from outside his cell, the sound of footsteps came close


