
Noose Plains: The AFFU’s De-Facto Capital 

  

Noose Plains (pop. ~100,000 and growing) is the rotten heart of the crusade. What used to be a cluster of sleepy East Texas towns and 
cotton fields has become a sprawling, dysfunctional boomtown for radicalized kids (and young adults) from across the country. It’s the 
closest thing the AFFU has to a capital: Charlie broadcasts from here, new recruits get bussed in, patrols stage here, and the entire 
movement’s slow-motion collapse is on full display. 

  

It’s not a disciplined military base. It’s a traumatized shithole. The streets smell like gun oil, cheap weed, unwashed teenagers, and the 
occasional corpse that didn’t get dragged away fast enough. Schools limp along when they’re open. Churches host both sermons and 
public flamethrower executions. Sysco trucks still roll in under armed escort because even holy warriors need calories, but everything 
else runs on a toxic mix of ideology, cope, and sheer inertia. 

  

Layout & Zones 

  

Central Plaza (old town square + courthouse)  

Charlie’s personal playground and the propaganda center of the movement. The old county courthouse is sandbagged to hell, flying a 
massive flaming pike-cross banner, with a radio antenna sticking off the roof like a middle finger to the sky. This is where he records 
most of his wheezing, repetitive broadcasts from the basement studio. The plaza itself is used for rallies, public executions (Flame of 
Absolution’s specialty), and recruitment drives. Folding tables, bad coffee, and fresh-faced Juniors handing out flyers to new arrivals 
who still have hope in their eyes. 

  

Barracks Districts (suburbs and trailer parks)  

Rows of seized houses turned into overcrowded squad bays. Red Banner veterans get the nicer places with working AC and looted TVs. 
Junior Crusaders get packed 15–20 to a house like sardines. The walls are covered in Sharpie Bible verses, Nirvana and Deftones posters, 
tally marks for confirmed kills, and increasingly unhinged manifestos. At night it’s a constant racket of dirtbikes, test-fired .50 cals, and 
Gen-Z kids (and young adults) blasting music while they clean rifles or stare at the ceiling. 

  

Patrol Streets & Checkpoints  

Main roads are blocked with burned-out cars, concrete barriers, and razor wire. Standard patrols are 12–14 Senior Crusaders in 
up-armored Humvees with Dawnbreaker overwatch. They look surprisingly professional until you notice the rosaries hanging off rifles, 
phones in hands, and the thousand-yard stares. Checkpoints are paranoid as hell — they’re looking for furry symbols, Pikewall gear, or 
anyone who looks even slightly suspicious. Flash a pike-cross sticker and most civilians get waved through. Fail and it gets ugly fast. 

  

The Strip (commercial drag turned red-light district) 

This is where the mask slips completely. Abandoned strip malls and motels now host open prostitution, drug dealing, and every other vice 
the “purity” crusade is supposed to be against. You’ll see female Junior (mmm child prostitution) and Senior Crusaders (often still in 
partial gear, pregnant) working under Senior Crusader pimps. Some do it for extra rations. Others get coerced. Serial killers like Adam 
“Smasher” Dubois operate here with disturbing freedom — brain matter on sidewalks isn’t rare. Zealots of Retribution love raiding this 



area in their matte black Humvees, which frequently leads to shootouts with pissed-off Senior Crusaders. The Strip is the clearest proof 
that “Purity Through Fire” is mostly branding. 

  

Recruitment & Training Grounds (outskirts)  

Weekly buses from all over the country drop off fresh meat — wide-eyed kids (and young adults) with duffels and whatever accent they 
brought from home. Quick indoctrination, Charlie speech on loop, then most get shipped to Dovers Mill for actual training. Overflow 
camps are just tents, propaganda screens, and Youth of The Flame teens (and tweens) handing out energy drinks and martyr pamphlets 
like it’s summer camp. 

  

Civilian Pockets  

Not everyone here is a true believer. There are still neighborhoods of locals who never left — some quietly support the AFFU because it 
beats total anarchy, others just keep their heads down, barricade their doors at night, and try to survive. Kids still play in some yards 
while Hueys thunder overhead. Schools open when they can, teaching a “purity curriculum” between air raid drills. Churches are 
packed — half genuine faithful, half people looking for free rations and a sense of safety. 

  

Noose Plains is the AFFU’s proud capital and its greatest liability. It looks like a functioning society from a distance. Up close it’s a 
powder keg of traumatized teenagers, internal repression, black-market vice, and growing quiet despair. The kind of place where 
everyone still shouts “Purity Through Fire!” but fewer and fewer actually believe it. 

  

Daily Life & Culture 

  

Noose Plains runs on a strange, exhausting rhythm that feels like summer camp mixed with a slow-motion nervous breakdown. 

  

The Grind 

Days start with dawn patrols rolling out, afternoon briefings for the next doomed perimeter push, and evening radio sermons from 
Charlie that everyone half-listens to while cleaning weapons or scrolling their phones. The background noise is constant: distant gunfire, 
Huey rotors, dirtbikes, and the wet coughing fits from the courthouse basement. 

  

Trauma is just part of the atmosphere now. Red Banner veterans sit on porches with thousand-yard stares, chain-smoking and muttering 
about their day ones being gone (boo hoo go charge the Perimeter nigga). Shell-shocked teens (and young adults) who survived their first 
real fight twitch at loud noises and stare at nothing for hours. Fresh bus arrivals are the only ones with any real energy — wide-eyed, 
enthusiastic, posting their “I’m doing something meaningful” content. That energy usually lasts until their first perimeter run. After that, 
they quickly hollow out and join the walking dead. 

  

Gen-Z Crusade Vibe 

This is still fundamentally a Zoomer/A younger Millennial war. Phones are everywhere. Kids film TikTok edits of “epic” moments 
(usually carefully cropped to hide the part where their friends got vaporized/BTFO), leak Nirvana or Deftones or phonk whatever music 
mid-patrol, and try to livestream rallies until someone from OPSEC or the Zealots smacks the phone out of their hand. 



  

Music spills out of barracks and Humvees like a permanent funeral playlist: Nirvana, Deftones, Soundgarden, and whatever phonk track 
is trending that week. You’ll hear variations and approximations of “bounding overwatch, bro” in the same sentence as someone hitting a 
Juul or arguing about which Iron Maiden or  song is most biblical. The blend of genuine military jargon with brainrot slang is constant 
and surreal. 

  

Hypocrisy & Decay 

“Purity Through Fire” is preached daily while The Strip openly runs on prostitution (including plenty of geared-up female Junior and 
Seniors, a good chunk knocked up and a concerning chunk of Juniors knocked up), drug use, and casual violence. Teen pregnancies are 
quietly ignored as long as the girls get moved into “non-combat roles” (plap pla Charlie’s Parkinson’s tremors and coughing fits are 
carefully edited out of the propaganda clips. The leadership knows the rot is spreading, but as long as the buses keep coming and the 
perimeter assaults continue, they pretend it’s all part of God’s plan. 

  

Most civilians who stayed tolerate it because the AFFU provides a brutal sort of order. There are no roaming gangs, the power mostly 
stays on, and Sysco trucks still deliver food. It’s a shitty deal, but it beats total anarchy. 

  

The Dark Underbelly 

Then there are the true monsters. Adam “Smasher” Dubois — a 6’5” white male farmhand in his early 30s with a muscular build — is 
the most infamous. He’s racked up over 250 (exaggerated, low tens of kills, the rest not given credit from other serial slashers) confirmed 
kills with a sledgehammer and curb-stomping, mostly targeting Junior Crusaders in The Strip or poorly guarded barracks areas. Brain 
matter stains and drag marks still show up in alleys. The Zealots claim they’re hunting him. Most people suspect they’re not trying very 
hard — or that Smasher might even have friends in high places who find him useful for keeping the fear level high. 

  

Noose Plains is a pressure cooker. The ideology still holds for the fresh meat, but for anyone who’s been here longer than six months, the 
cracks are impossible to ignore. They keep marching anyway — because what the hell else are they going to do? 

​
​
 

Palisades: The Fortified Furry City-State 

  

Palisades started as a forgettable East Texas town of 20–25k — pine forests, strip malls, Friday night football. By February 2023 it’s a 
walled enclave of roughly 40,000 people: half original residents who never left (property was cheap and they had nowhere better to go), 
half newcomers chasing the ultimate “safe space” where furry/therian culture isn’t just tolerated — it’s the dominant social currency. 

  

It is NOT a magical anthro wonderland with walking animal people. It’s humans in full fursuits, partials, ears/tails/masks/collars, mixed 
with normies who learned to keep their heads down and mouths shut. Think a permanent furry convention that never ends, except the 
parking lot is surrounded by craters, rotting corpses, and Pikewall Bradleys. 

  



Inside the walls the vibe is pure escapist hedonism: non-stop parties, art commissions, dealer dens, warehouse raves, and private yiff piles 
in hotel suites. Outside? The meat grinder. Distant artillery thumps are just background noise, like living near a train track that 
occasionally explodes. 

  

Layout & Zones 

  

Core Downtown (original town center) 

Repurposed municipal buildings. The old courthouse is now a convention HQ with registration desks that never close. City hall is run by 
furry oligarchs and their lawyers who handle logistics and wiring money to Pikewall. Main street is lined with pop-up shops: fursuit 
makers, badge artists, LED tail vendors, and adult toy booths that would get shut down anywhere else in America (obviously, if you 
ignore anything that doesn’t have Bad Dragon or something like a Spencer’s on it). 

  

Residential Suburbs 

Quiet cul-de-sacs where old residents still mow lawns and fly American flags next to houses covered in pride flags and paw prints. Newer 
arrivals bought foreclosed homes cheap (gentrification my beloved). Backyard pools have become chill spots for partial-wear meetups. 
Some blocks are 90% furry, others mixed. The unspoken rule is simple: don’t harass the normies — they still pay property taxes (or 
what’s left of them). 

  

The Convention Strip (former industrial park) 

Warehouses turned into massive event spaces. One is a 24/7 dance hall pumping hyperpop and EDM. Another is the “Artist Alley 
Annex” with hundreds of tables under LED lights. There’s even a dedicated fursuit lounge with industrial fans and hydration stations 
because Texas heat will cook you alive in a full suit. 

  

Hotel District  

Mid-tier hotels (Holiday Inns, Best Westerns) that never checked out after the first emergency con in 2021. Now they’re permanent 
housing. Top floors are reserved for the big donors who keep the whole thing solvent. 

  

The Wall & Perimeter (3–5 mile ring) 

Multi-layered: concrete barriers, shipping container berms, dragon’s teeth, razor wire, elevated guard towers every 500m. Pikewall runs 
it 100%. Inside the wall sits a 200–300m “buffer park” — grass, food trucks, and outdoor stages where residents can party and pretend 
the war isn’t happening 500 meters away. 

  

Society & Culture Inside 

  

Class Divide 



There’s a very sharp hierarchy. Real power sits with a small circle of rich furries/therians — convention organizers, big Patreon artists, 
crypto bros, and trust-fund kids who always wanted their own private Idaho. They wire millions monthly to Pikewall and get actual say 
in policy. Everyone else (working-class suiters, service staff, original locals) is just along for the ride, tolerated as long as they don’t cause 
problems. 

  

Daily Life 

Sysco trucks roll in twice a week under heavy Pikewall escort. Walmart still operates (prices heavily inflated like uhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, 
furry inflation?). Schools are mostly homeschool co-ops or online — kids wear ears and tails if they want. Jobs revolve around the con 
economy: suit repair, art commissions, bartending, streaming. Unemployment stays low because the donor class subsidizes a lot to keep 
the party going. 

  

Rules & Enforcement  

No open AFFU sympathy (instant exile or worse — Pikewall handles enforcement). No photography of the perimeter carnage. No serious 
questioning of the budget or donor influence. Dissent is rare. Most residents are here voluntarily and know the outside world is worse for 
them. 

  

The Detachment  

Everyone inside knows kids, teens, young adults and ““people”” almost pushing 30 are dying horribly just a few miles away. Some watch 
drone feeds or hear the distant thumps. Most cope by partying harder (“We didn’t start this, we’re just defending our home”). A few feel 
genuine guilt and donate extra, but almost nobody is pushing for peace negotiations. It’s a gilded cage they paid billions to build and 
maintain. 

  

Overall Funding Structure 

  

Running Palisades + Pikewall costs $5.1–6.5 billion per year. The donor class treats it like a return-based subscription service, not 
charity. With a combined net worth of roughly $20 billion, they generate the cash flow from investments, crypto exits, real estate, and 
royalties. Good years leave a surplus. Bad years force tense calls and small principal draws. 

  

There are only 45 active major donors — a tight oligarch club. Six “Pillars” carry over half the load. Everyone knows the math is fragile. 
One bad quarter or major donor pulling out could force real cuts. Col. Dresner and the inner council watch the balance sheet like hawks. 

  

Palisades is the ultimate expression of late-stage weirdness: rich degenerates paying private military contractors billions to protect their 
fetish playground while a death cult of traumatized teenagers throws itself against the walls for content and martyrdom. Inside, the party 
never stops. Outside, the bodies pile up. Both sides have convinced themselves they’re the victims. 

  

Tier 1: The Pillars (the six people who can actually break the system) 

  



These six donors carry over half the financial weight. Lose one and the whole fragile subscription model starts creaking. They’re not 
cartoon villains — they’re rich, pragmatic, and very aware of what their money is buying. 

  

1. Cassian Vale (“Cass the King”) – Golden lion fursona  

Net worth: $5.1 billion  

Annual wire: $240 million (the single largest check)  

  

Tech exit king. Sold his machine-learning startup to a FAANG subsidiary in 2020 for $850 million and turned it into even more through 
private equity and real estate. He is the undisputed #1 donor and effectively the unofficial chairman. Col. Dresner briefs him personally 
over steak dinners because losing Cassian would immediately blow a 4–5% hole in operations. Cold, competent, zero drama. He treats 
Palisades like a high-stakes investment — which it is. 

  

2. Marina Holt – Wolf fursona (rarely suits up in public anymore)  

Net worth: $4.3 billion  

Annual wire: $195 million  

  

Old California commercial real-estate empire (industrial parks, logistics hubs, recession-resistant properties). Inherited it in the late ‘90s 
and quietly tripled its value. Her cash flow is the most stable in the entire donor pool. She funded the power grid upgrade, water 
treatment expansion, and the buffer-zone park. When Blaze’s crypto money dipped in 2022, she quietly covered the gap without being 
asked. Everyone in the inner circle secretly prays she never gets bored or dies. 

  

3. Everett “Grim” Kossuth – Black eastern dragon fursona (known only to the inner circle)  

Net worth: $3.4 billion  

Annual wire: $160 million  

  

Quant hedge-fund legend. Ran a systematic macro fund from 2005–2019 with 18–22% annual returns, then closed it to outsiders and 
now manages only his own capital from a quiet Scottsdale family office. He approaches Palisades funding like a pure tail-risk 
asset-protection problem. Writes the actual budget models everyone else calibrates against. Coldest personality in the group — zero 
convention interest, zero sentiment. The famous “casualty ratios are the best ROI” line originated as one of his private comments. Never 
attends meetings in person; sends icy, always-correct analysis documents. 

  

4. Winston “Dunewalker” Okafor – Fennec fox fursona  

Net worth: $2.2 billion  

Annual wire: $110 million  

  



Nigerian-American private-equity baron focused on African infrastructure (ports, cold-chain logistics, telecom). Dual nationality, 
Houston office, and early awareness of the Weller County situation. Has credible personal threats from AFFU-adjacent networks, so his 
involvement is part ideological, part communal, part literal personal security. Warmest of the Tier 1 donors; occasionally visits Palisades 
and actually walks the buffer park. Kossuth considers him sentimental. Everyone else considers him useful. 

  

5. Dr. Evelyn “Vex” Moreau – Snow leopard theriotype  

Net worth: $1.8 billion  

Annual wire: $85 million (+ routes all medical supply contracts through her companies)  

  

Spinal-implant med-tech exit (2017–2018 buyout + royalties). Funds the entire private clinic network and experimental trauma protocols 
(the field data will eventually be published under sanitized conditions). Most openly pragmatic of the donors — she’s the one who 
casually dropped the ROI comment about casualty ratios. Respects Kossuth because he didn’t flinch. 

  

6. Rourke “Blaze” Callahan – Red panda fursona  

Net worth: $650 million (volatile but still massive)  

Annual wire: $45 million (+ public Patreon noise)  

  

Crypto whale who timed the 2021 peak almost perfectly. Loudest and most visible donor — runs the public “Palisades Defense Fund” 
Patreon tier. Pikewall considers him a significant OPSEC liability but keeps him around because his visibility is useful propaganda and 
his check still matters during tight quarters. 

  

These six are the ones who could actually force major changes if they wanted to. So far, none of them have shown any real inclination to 
do so. The machine keeps running. 

  

Tier 2: The Sustainers (12 donors, the reliable engine room) 

  

These are the consistent mid-to-high six- and seven-figure donors who keep the lights on and the wheels turning when the big six have a 
bad quarter. They’re not flashy enough to be Pillars, but losing several of them at once would cause real operational pain. 

  

Notable named members: 

  

Jaxon “Jax” Rivera (hyena fursona)  

  Entertainment exec, $160M net worth, $12M annual.  



  Still throws the biggest invite-only suite parties inside Palisades. His industry connections are worth more than his actual cash 
contribution. Useful for PR and talent pipelines, but everyone knows he’s mostly in it for the access and the vibe. 

  

Priya “Solstice” Anand (red fox fursona)  

  Indian-American pharma-distribution exit, $420M net worth, $22M annual.  

  Quiet, competent, and probably the most valuable non-Pillar donor. She quietly runs Sysco convoy logistics better than anyone else on 
the payroll. Without her, supply disruptions would be far more common. 

  

Tobias “Ironpelt” Grundmann (boar fursona)  

  German-American precision-machining family business, $550M net worth, $28M annual.  

  The only donor who actually understands weapons systems on a technical level. He quietly pushed for the Avengers and Stingers that 
started meaningfully thinning out AFFU Cobras and Hueys. Respected by Dresner and the military-minded donors. 

  

Plus nine others: two gaming-studio executives, one Malaysian-Chinese tech entrepreneur (wired through the Caymans), two big Patreon 
creators who cashed out smart, a Texas oil heir with blackmail-level secrets, and assorted finance/private-equity professionals. They’re 
the dependable middle management of the donor class — not glamorous, but the operation would feel their absence quickly. 

  

Tier 3: The Contributors (27 donors, the broad base) 

  

Doctors, lawyers, mid-tier tech VPs, upper-end furry content creators, small-business owners, academics with family money, and 
international donors from Canada, UK, Germany, and Australia. Individually replaceable. Collectively essential. 

  

They provide the optics: “This isn’t just five billionaires buying a fetish fortress — it’s a movement!” Kossuth specifically recommended 
expanding this tier in 2022 to spread risk and avoid too many single points of failure. Most of them give low-to-mid six figures annually. 
They get some social clout and the satisfaction of “doing something” without ever having to smell the burning corpses on the perimeter. 

  

Who Funds the Most (Current Ranking) 

  

1. Cassian Vale – $240 million/year  

2. Marina Holt – $195 million/year  

3. Everett “Grim” Kossuth – $160 million/year (structurally the most important voice — the cold calculator who actually models 
sustainability)  

4. Winston “Dunewalker” Okafor – $110 million/year  

5. Dr. Evelyn “Vex” Moreau – $85 million/year + massive medical in-kind support 



  

The rest of the donor pyramid fills in the gaps. It’s a surprisingly professional operation for what is, at its core, a bunch of rich weirdos 
paying billions to protect their right to party in fursuits while a death cult of teenagers throws itself against the walls for internet clout 
and religious ecstasy. 

  

The math is cold but stable for now. One major market crash, a few big donors getting cold feet, or a particularly bad quarter could 
force real cuts — something Dresner and the inner council watch very closely. 

  

Dovers Mill: The CIA’s Quiet Logistics Hub 

  

Dovers Mill was once a perfectly forgettable mid-sized East Texas town of ~20,000 — grain silos, a small National Guard depot, tractor 
dealerships, a community college annex, and rows of unremarkable ranch-style houses. By 2023, it has become the Agency’s clean, sterile 
forward operating base in Weller County: the place where the glowies keep the entire AFFU experiment running without ever having to 
admit they’re involved. 

  

On the surface, it still looks almost normal — streets get plowed, a couple of diners remain open, and the old high-school football field is 
used for PT. Scratch the paint, though, and you’ll find unmarked SUVs, windowless warehouses, and quiet men in polos and cargo pants 
who make deliberate eye contact with no one. AFFU patrols are kept on the outskirts for training only. No Pikewall contractors are 
allowed inside the core. Definitely no fursuiters. The civilians who stayed learned the rules quickly: mind your business, take the indirect 
paycheck, and never ask about the nighttime convoys. 

  

Population is fluid — around 20,000. Original locals are slowly thinning out, replaced by agency contractors, logistics families, and the 
occasional batch of AFFU recruits in “advanced” courses who think they’re being trained by patriotic volunteers. 

  

Layout & Zones 

  

The Depot (former National Guard armory + expanded yards)  

The beating heart of the operation. Chain-link fences with discreet cameras, floodlights that “malfunction” on convenient schedules. 
Rows of climate-controlled warehouses where the Sons of Pygmalion (~5,350 personnel) work their dark magic — polishing M4s, 
repainting Humvees, testing and reboxing NVGs so everything looks factory-fresh. It looks like a normal motor pool until you notice that 
serial numbers don’t match anything in any official database and the equipment is suspiciously pristine for a war zone. 

  

Bootcamp Perimeter (outskirts fields and woods) 

Where fresh AFFU recruits go through their rushed 10-week basic and Archguard candidates suffer through the abbreviated 30-week 
“Q-Course.” Obstacle courses, live-fire ranges, and prefab classrooms where Iron Hands trainers (~500 ex-SF types in plain clothes) 
teach FM drills and SALUTE reports with all the warmth of a PowerPoint presentation. Recruits think these are patriotic volunteers 
helping the cause. In reality, they’re lab rats being given just enough training to produce useful data before dying. 

  



Residential Core (old suburbs)  

Quiet streets of mostly empty houses now occupied by agency families or short-term contractors. Minivans in driveways, kids on bikes 
(homeschooled or bussed out of county). Local diners serve as informal debrief spots — glowies nursing coffee in the corner while paid 
locals know better than to eavesdrop. A few bars cater to off-duty personnel: cheap beer, sports on TV, and a strict “no shop talk” policy. 

  

Vehicle Yards & Airstrips  

Gravel lots full of “civilian-looking” Hueys, up-armored Humvees, and freshly refurbished armor waiting for their AFFU Black Templar 
paint job. Crates of M67 grenades and PVS-14s stacked like Amazon returns. A small private airstrip handles unmarked Gulfstreams 
and the occasional supply drop. Bottom Feeders (~600) run the logistics — scheduling new recruit buses and shipping out freshly 
refurbished death machines. 

  

Intel & Recon Nodes  

Scattered plain houses converted into safe rooms. Eagle Eyes (~450) and Mind of God (~400) run drones, monitor AFFU radio traffic, 
and tag bodies after every massacre for detailed data collection. No giant antenna farms — just commercial satellite dishes and Starlink 
rigs. 

  

Daily Life & Culture 

  

The Sterility  

Everything here runs with eerie smoothness. Power never flickers (agency generators), Sysco delivers on schedule, and trash gets picked 
up. Locals who stayed get indirect payroll for janitorial, food service, and mechanical work. They know better than to talk. Visitors 
immediately notice the complete absence of AFFU propaganda, red armbands, or Junior Crusaders. 

  

The Disconnect  

CIA personnel rotate every few months to prevent burnout. They live relatively well — AC barracks, MWR tents with PlayStations, 
DFAC food better than most military bases. They view the AFFU as data points, Palisades as “the client,” and the entire war as a 
long-term controlled study. There is zero ideology here. Just metrics: radicalization pipelines, casualty ratios, sustainability curves, and 
how long a deliberately capped insurgency can be kept running. 

  

Security & OPSEC  

Extremely low-visibility. No uniforms, concealed carry only, local plates on vehicles. AFFU recruits training nearby are strictly 
segregated — glowies observe from a distance. Locals who spread rumors tend to disappear quietly (usually relocated with cash and a 
stern warning). Red Air occasionally overflies but knows not to linger or get nosy. 

  

Dovers Mill is the coldest, most honest part of Weller County. No crusader LARPing, no furry hedonism, no mercenary bravado — just 
professionals quietly running a highly unethical live-fire experiment in the middle of Texas while pretending it’s all organic. 

  



The real engine room of the madness. 

  

Saint Ellie: The Independent Fundamental Baptist Holdout 

  

Saint Ellie (pop. ~20,000, barely holding) is the last stubborn pocket of old-school East Texas IFB life in Weller County. A grid of brick 
churches, modest ranch homes, farmland, and pine thickets on the eastern edge that still pretends it can maintain normal small-town 
gospel life while the rest of the county burns. 

  

It’s a self-sufficient, heavily fortified Independent Fundamental Baptist commune — paranoid, armed to the teeth, and sustained by 
equal parts King James scripture, reloaded ammunition, and deep, quiet hypocrisy. They denounce the AFFU as a violent cult of modern 
Pharisees, Palisades as Sodom reborn, Pikewall as hireling dogs of Mammon, the CIA as agents of the Beast, and the federal government 
as Mystery Babylon. 

  

In practice, they’re pragmatic survivalists who sell ammunition to the same “hireling dogs” guarding the furries because the cash keeps 
their bunkers stocked and their families fed. No AFFU presence is tolerated inside town limits. Pikewall trades happen off-site and 
discreetly. Visible furry or therian symbols get you exiled immediately. This isn’t a recruiting ground or ideological playground — it’s 
multi-generational families who never left, plus a handful of fundamentalist refugees who proved useful. 

  

Layout & Zones 

  

Church Grid (town core)  

A literal grid of a dozen red-brick IFB churches, each with its own steeple, fellowship hall, and parsonage. The main one — First 
Sovereign Grace Baptist — belongs to Pastor Hawthorne. Its bell tower is sandbagged and used as overwatch, while the basement holds 
both hymnals and .50 cal ammo. Sunday services remain mandatory: morning preaching, evening sword drills (Bible quizzing for the 
kids), and Wednesday night prayer meetings that double as council sessions. 

  

Residential Blocks  

Neat rows of 1960s–80s ranch houses with vegetable gardens, chicken coops, and discreet fighting positions in the backyards. Outer 
homes are heavily bunkered — sandbags in windows, plywood shutters, homemade punji pits in the ditches. Every family has a 
pre-planned retreat route to the nearest church if the outer defenses fail. 

  

Farmland & Pastures (outer ring)  

Actual working fields and cattle grazing that keep the commune semi-independent. Barns have been converted into reloading shops 
where the Widow’s Tithe women run progressive presses around the clock. Equipment sheds hide technicals. Trail cams and trip flares 
are everywhere. Local hunters know every deer trail like the back of their hand. 

  

The Gauntlet (town outskirts — 1-2 mile defensive buffer) 



Pine thickets, overgrown pastures, dirt roads, and scattered farmsteads turned into forward bunkers. Barbed wire, abandoned vehicles 
as roadblocks, punji pits, and burned-out AFFU Humvees left as warnings. It’s not the apocalyptic moonscape of the Palisades perimeter 
— just smaller-scale, nasty ambush country where the locals repel about 75% of raids using IEDs, sniper fire, and disciplined fade 
tactics. 

  

Trading Posts (discreet off-site clearings) 

Neutral dirt-road meetups a few miles out where Widow’s Tithe convoys quietly hand off ammo crates to Pikewall buyers. Quick, tense 
exchanges — no small talk, cash or barter only, both sides heavily armed in case someone gets stupid. 

  

  

Daily Life & Culture 

  
The Rhythm 

  Dawn milking and PT for militia, morning devotions, school in church basements (Abeka curriculum + rifle cleaning), afternoon 
farm/reloading work, evening services with sermons on “the Lord’s winepress.” Raids come mostly at dawn or dusk—church bells ring 
alerts, families grab go-bags and rifles. 

  
Militia Integration  

  Wardens and Floggers patrol in family groups—men in Sunday slacks + plate carriers, women in dresses manning radios or .50 cals on 
technicals named after Old Testament judges. Youth (Flockmen) drill but stay inside—no child soldiers sent out. Everyone fights on home 
turf only. 

  
The Hypocrisy 

  Sermons thunder against “Mammon” and “compromise,” yet everyone knows the Pikewall money buys diesel, medicine, and Level IV 
plates. Leadership justifies it privately (“better in mercenaries’ hands than idolaters’”), but it’s an open secret that causes quiet 
resentment. Shunnings for anyone questioning it too loudly. 

  
“Blackpilled” Faith   

  Under the piety is deep fatalism: journals and private talks admit they’re buying time until the Tribulation or total collapse. Funerals 
for fallen militia are grim affairs—names read aloud, bourbon passed afterward. No delusions of winning the county; just “make the 
heretics pay for every inch.” 

  

Leadership & Key Figures 

  

Pastor Elias “Preacher” Hawthorne — late 50s, gaunt chain-smoker with gravel voice. Lost a son to opioids pre-collapse; blames 
everything on “worldly corruption.” 

Deacon Ruthanne “Sister Ruth” McAllister — early 60s widow, iron-fist council runner. Personally mans a technical in her Sunday dress 
during big raids. 



Mayor Caleb Grimes — mid-40s ex-deputy, soft-spoken pragmatist who negotiates temporary ceasefires just to ambush AFFU on the 
way out. 

Elder Josiah Pike — 70s wheelchair-bound patriarch. His word is final; rumored Claymore under the porch. 

Brother Malachi Dunn — 50s ex-Marine pastor-deacon hybrid. Teaches tactics from old manuals, thousand-yard stare included. 

  

The Gauntlet: Saint Ellie’s Asymmetric Killing Ground 

  

The Gauntlet is the 1-2 mile defensive buffer wrapping Saint Ellie’s outskirts—a rural East Texas tangle of pine thickets, overgrown 
pastures, creek bottoms, dirt roads, and scattered farmsteads that’s become the commune’s permanent ambush paradise. It’s not the 
apocalyptic moonscape of Palisades Perimeter (no WP craters or burning wrecks everywhere); it’s subtler, smaller-scale, and far deadlier 
for the attacker because the terrain favors the defender who knows it intimately. 

  

Unlike the open-ground slaughter at Palisades, fighting here is close-country guerrilla work: quick contacts, IED blasts, sniper duels, and 
sudden technical rushes before fading back into civilian homes. AFFU raids probe daily for ammo convoys or just to harass, but Saint 
Ellians repel ~75% of them on home turf. The ground smells like pine sap, wet clay, gun oil, and the occasional whiff of a body dragged 
off by hogs—mostly AFFU, since locals recover their own. 

  

Layout & Defensive Features 

​
​
 

Outer Probe Zone (1-2 miles out)   

  Scattered dirt roads and deer trails through thick pines. Trail cams and basic commercial drones give early warning. Wardens (local 
hunters in family groups) scout here—know every sight line, every muddy crossing that bogs a Humvee. First line of contact: 
pressure-plate IEDs (reloaded artillery shells or homemade ANFO) and trip-wire flares to spoil surprise. 

​
​
 

Ambush Alleys (mid-buffer)   

  Overgrown pastures flanked by woodlines—perfect for hit-and-fade. Abandoned farmsteads turned into forward bunkers: hay bales 
sandbagged, roofs for Watchers with scoped hunting rifles. Punji pits (sharpened rebar in concealed ditches) and Vietnam-surplus 
Claymores traded on the black market punish dismounted probes. Burned-out AFFU Humvees from failed raids left deliberately as 
obstacles and warnings. 

​
​
 

Fallback Ring (immediate town edge)   

  Barbed-wire coils across roads, vehicle hulks as barricades, fighting holes dug in graveyards and churchyards (because who raids a 
cemetery hard?). Technicals (old pickups with welded plate and pintle M240s/DShKs) patrol here—named Gideon, Deborah, etc. 
Overlapping sectors from church steeples turned into sniper nests. 



​
​
 

Civilian Integration  

  No clear “front line”—homes and barns blend into defenses. Families retreat to church basements on alert; women and teens relay 
radio traffic or reload mags mid-fight. Makes AFFU hesitant to use heavy fire (they’re not monsters, and some share doctrinal overlap). 

  

Daily/Weekly Reality 

  

Saint Ellie doesn’t fight grand battles. It fights a grinding war of attrition on its own terms. 

  

Skirmish Level (daily, 50–100 AFFU)  

Almost every day brings small probes — AFFU dirt bike scouts or Dawnbreakers in ragged ghillie suits trying to find weak spots or 
harass supply lines. Locals usually spot them first with trail cams, binoculars, or just decades of knowing “that ain’t a deer moving like 
that.” Response is quick and economical: sniper fire from a Watcher in a steeple, a command-detonated IED or Claymore, then everyone 
melts back into the brush or civilian homes. The AFFU loses a few bikes, a fireteam, or some wounded, and pulls back cursing. 
Commercial drones and FPVs from the AFFU sometimes help them scout, but Saint Ellians have gotten good at shooting them down or 
simply waiting them out. 

  

Raid Level (weekly, 200–500)  

The more serious pushes happen weekly. Larger groups with Humvees and dismounts, often hunting ammo convoys coming back from 
Pikewall trades. Saint Ellians usually let them push into the mid-Gauntlet, then spring coordinated ambushes — Claymores, sniper fire, 
technical flanks. They’ll counterattack hard enough to torch a vehicle or two if the opportunity is good, then fade. For the AFFU, 
“success” means grabbing a crate and getting out alive. That happens less than 25% of the time. 

  

No Major Sieges  

Charlie almost never commits armor or serious air assets here. Palisades is his obsession. The raids on Saint Ellie are mostly retaliation 
and harassment. It keeps AFFU losses “acceptable” on paper, but the constant bleeding still grinds morale. For Saint Ellie, every repelled 
raid is another small victory that lets them pretend they’re still in control of their own fate. 

  

Saint Ellian Tactics & Advantages 

  

Home-Field Mastery  

  This is their single greatest edge. The Wardens, Watchers, and Floggers are mostly locals — farmers, hunters, and ex-military who grew 
up in these exact woods and fields. They know every deer trail, muddy crossing, blind spot, and choke point. AFFU attackers are mostly 
out-of-state Gen-Z kids (and young adults) with decent training but zero local knowledge. That mismatch shows constantly. 

  



Low-Tech Asymmetric Warfare 

  No Bradleys, no Paladins, no fancy night vision. Just personal rifles, reloaded ammo, well-placed IEDs, Claymores, and intimate terrain 
knowledge. It counters the AFFU’s conventional doctrine beautifully — bounding overwatch falls apart in thick brush, combined arms 
can’t mass in narrow lanes, and vehicles get channeled into kill zones. Simple, cheap, and brutally effective on home ground. 

  

Moral Restraint (Sort Of) 

  The AFFU hesitates to level churches or civilian homes — at least on a large scale. Some of them still share enough doctrinal overlap to 
feel uneasy about it. Saint Ellians ruthlessly exploit this by integrating defenses with civilian areas. It raises the political and morale cost 
of escalation for the crusaders. 

  

Overall Truth: 

Saint Ellie isn’t winning. They’re surviving — and making the crusaders pay a painful price for every raid. Their tactics are smart, their 
terrain advantage is real, and their motivation (protecting actual homes and families) is stronger than most AFFU units can muster. But 
they know the math. They’re buying time in a war they probably can’t win forever, all while quietly selling ammo to the mercenaries 
guarding the very degeneracy they preach against. 

  

Pragmatic, exhausted, and dangerous in their own backyard. 

  

  

  

Whipstone: The AFFU Airbase Stronghold 

  

Whipstone (pop. ~20,000) is the AFFU’s aerial nerve center — a repurposed small-town airport and old National Guard depot about 30 
miles northwest of Noose Plains. It’s where the Angels of Death and Sons of Solomon pretend they have a real air force. In practice, it’s a 
loud, oily, jet-fuel-soaked monument to denial, where restored Vietnam-era relics are kept flying through sheer mechanical willpower 
and CIA spare parts. 

  

The town itself Is now 80% military. Runways, hangars, revetments, and prefab barracks have swallowed most of it. The remaining 20% 
are die-hard civilians who work fuel trucks, cook food, or simply had nowhere else to go. The air stinks permanently of jet fuel, hydraulic 
fluid, and welding torches. 

  

Layout & Zones 

  

Main Runways & Hangars (former municipal airport)  

Two parallel strips, extended with scavenged concrete. The hangars are packed with 50+ F-5 Tiger IIs — all suspiciously pristine thanks 
to the Sons of Pygmalion. The Angels of Death have their own ready room: folding chairs, whiteboards covered in air-tasking orders, and 



a boombox blasting whatever playlist someone queued up (usually Nirvana, Deftones, or Iron Maiden). Armory vaults hold retrofitted 
AIM-120 AMRAAMs, 20mm ammo belts, and ECM pods that *sometimes* work against modern threats. 

  

Mechanized Yard (old National Guard depot)  

Sons of Solomon territory. Rows of M60A3TTS Pattons, M551A1 Sheridans, and M1A1 Abrams sit under camo netting while mechanics 
weld on reactive armor and ERA plates scavenged from who-knows-where. Maintenance bays run 24/7 — engines roaring, sparks flying, 
constant swearing. Dirt bike parking lots for scouts and massive fuel bladders the size of swimming pools, guarded by bored Knights of 
White Cross. 

  

Barracks Town (expanded trailer parks and seized houses) 

Cramped, noisy, and miserable. Angels of Death pilots get the better trailers with AC and looted flat-screens. Ground crew (SoP and SoS) 
are stacked in shipping containers turned into bunkers. Walls are covered in nose art, pin-up posters, martyr memorials, and 
increasingly bitter graffiti. The mess hall serves Sysco slop three times a day, with long lines of greasy mechanics and cocky pilots trading 
insults. 

  

Air Defense Ring (perimeter berms and treelines) 

Hasty Avenger knockoffs cobbled together from civilian radar and whatever MANPADS the CIA let slip through, plus .50 cal nests. 
Dawnbreakers in ghillie suits provide overwatch — more for morale than actual effectiveness against Red Air’s standoff weapons. Early 
warning usually consists of guys with binoculars yelling “Incoming!” (though Red Air almost never directly attacks Whipstone itself — 
they prefer killing the AFFU on the perimeter instead). 

  

Town Proper (what’s left of civilian Whipstone)  

A few blocks of shuttered storefronts turned into supply shops selling bootleg cigarettes, energy drinks, and porn drives under the 
counter. The local bar, “The Afterburner,” is packed every night. Pilots buy rounds for the ground crew after successful sorties while 
everyone pretends the loss ratios aren’t abysmal and that the 40% win rate against F-16s means something strategic. 

  

Daily Life & Culture  

Whipstone runs on a toxic cocktail of cocky pilot bravado and exhausted mechanic resentment. The Angels of Death act like they’re Top 
Gun reincarnated — custom helmets, aviators at night, painting kill marks, blasting Iron Maiden. The Sons of Solomon and ground crew 
quietly hate their guts because they’re the ones who have to patch bullet holes and keep 50-year-old airframes flying with duct tape and 
prayer. 

  

Everyone knows the air wing is the only thing giving the AFFU any real credibility, which makes the pressure constant. Maintenance 
never stops. Losses are replaced by fresh twenty somethings who think they’re going to be aces. And every time an Apache or Stinger 
turns another Cobra or F-5 into a falling fireball, the bar gets a little quieter. 

  

Whipstone is the AFFU’s proudest military asset and one of its most fragile illusions. It looks like a real air force on camera. In reality, 
it’s a handful of skilled pilots and overworked mechanics keeping obsolete birds in the air just long enough to lose them spectacularly 
over the Palisades perimeter. 



  

Tirewell Junction: The Black-Market Sprawl 

  

Tirewell Junction started as a nothing-special crossroads truck stop on a rural highway — big rig parking lots, cheap motels, greasy 
diners, and auto shops that mostly fixed tires (hence the name). By 2023, with the county fully collapsed and borders loosely controlled by 
AFFU checkpoints, it has mutated into Weller County’s premier neutral(ish) trading hub: a sprawling, filthy, lawless bazaar where 
literally anything can be bought or sold if the price is right and nobody asks too many questions. 

  

Population floats around ~20,000 — traders, scavengers, smugglers, deserters, locals who adapted, and transients just passing through. 
No single faction fully controls it. AFFU patrols the highways leading in but refuses to occupy the core market (too many ambushes, not 
worth the constant headaches). Pikewall mercs show up for big buys but always travel in convoys. Saint Ellians send discreet teams. Even 
CIA types in plain clothes browse the stalls. It’s the one place in the county where a bloodstained Red Banner vet might sell captured 
NVGs to a Pikewall contractor without immediate shooting — because everyone understands that if the market dies, everyone loses. 

  

Layout & Zones 

  

The Core Market (old truck stop plaza + expanded parking lots)  

Hundreds of shipping containers, semi-trailers, and canvas tents welded or lashed into semi-permanent stalls. The narrow alleys between 
them reek of diesel, gun oil, grilled meat, weed, and unwashed bodies. Loosely zoned by product: 

  

Weapons Row: AKs, ARs, hunting rifles, reloaded ammo crates, AFFU-surplus plate carriers, and whatever else fell off a truck. 

Tech Lane: Stripped PVS-14s from dead crusaders, drones, radios, burner phones, and the occasional stolen Blue Force Tracker. 

Pharma Corner: Opioids, steroids, antibiotics, vet-grade ketamine — whatever keeps fighters functional. 

Food & Fuel Alley: Black-market Sysco knockoffs and jerry cans of siphoned diesel. 

  

Motel Strip  

A cluster of rundown two-story motels turned into flophouses, brothels, and temporary safe rooms. Rooms rented by the hour or week. 
Some are run by ex-Noose Plains prostitutes who fled AFFU “morality patrols.” Neutral ground for tense meetings — Pikewall officers 
and AFFU quartermasters have been spotted negotiating in the same diner booth (at different times, with heavy security outside). 

  

Scavenger Yards (outskirts)  

Acres of wrecked vehicles — burned-out Humvees, civilian cars abandoned during the collapse, even the occasional charred Bradley 
towed in under cover of night. Gangs of mechanics strip parts, weld makeshift armor, or rebuild dirt bikes for whoever pays cash. 
Pikewall quietly sources spare tires and non-serialized parts here to avoid official supply chains. 

  



The Pit (central open area)  

A dirt lot where the biggest deals go down: vehicle sales, bulk ammo trades, occasional underground fights, and grim “execution 
auctions” (deserters sold to Zealots of Retribution). Ringed by food stalls grilling questionable meat. Rumors persist that some of it is 
human — supposedly run by a guy named Fred Scully and his crew of 100+ degenerates. They took over an abandoned Wingstop (now 
creatively renamed) and a former butcher shop. Most people try not to think about it too hard, especially while eating. 

  

Tirewell Junction is the county’s pressure-release valve — ugly, necessary, and permanently one bad deal away from erupting into 
violence. It survives because everyone needs it to. The moment real control is attempted, the whole thing would scatter into the woods 
and the black market would simply reform somewhere else. 

  

A filthy, thriving monument to what happens when civilization collapses but people still need to buy, sell, and survive. 

  

Fred Scully & His Crew 

  

Fred Scully is one of the worst things to crawl out of Weller County’s collapse — and that’s saying something in a place full of crusader 
death cults and rich furries paying for private armies. 

  

He’s a former butcher and small-time criminal in his late 40s, big, bald, and built like someone who’s spent decades hauling carcasses. 
Before the county fell apart, he ran a legitimate (if sketchy) meat processing outfit on the edge of town. When everything went to hell, 
Fred didn’t hesitate. He saw opportunity where others saw horror. He gathered a crew of about 120–150 fellow survivors — ex-convicts, 
desperate locals, a few ex-AFFU deserters too broken to care anymore — and quietly turned his old operation into the county’s dirty 
little open secret: a human meat processing and distribution network. 

  

The Businesses 

  

“The Wingstop” (repurposed restaurant) 

The abandoned Wingstop on the edge of The Pit was taken over early. They kept the sign (it still says Wingstop in faded letters) because 
why bother changing it? Inside it’s a greasy, dimly lit “restaurant” that now serves “specialty grilled meats” and “exotic wings.” Prices 
are cheap. The menu is vague on purpose. Most customers don’t ask questions. Some do — especially new transients — and quickly learn 
it’s healthier not to. The place does decent business with scavengers, desperate AFFU deserters, and the occasional Pikewall contractor 
looking for something “different” after too many MREs. 

  

Scully’s Butcher Shop  

A few blocks away, in what used to be a normal meat market. This is the wholesale side. They process, package, and sell to other stalls in 
the Core Market. “Long pork” moves under the counter, often mixed in with or passed off as game meat, pork, or “mystery protein.” 
Fred’s crew is efficient and ruthless about sourcing — battlefield recovery (especially after big perimeter battles), kidnapped stragglers, 
executed deserters bought from Zealots, and the occasional unlucky traveler who wandered into the wrong part of Tirewell at night. 

  



How It Works 

  

Fred runs a disciplined, almost corporate operation. His people have a reputation for being professional about the horror — they don’t 
torture for fun, they just process meat. They pay decently by black market standards, which keeps the crew loyal. They also bribe the 
right people in Tirewell’s loose “security” coalitions so nobody raids them. As long as the bodies they use are mostly “already dead or 
don’t matter,” the rest of the market looks the other way. Everyone knows. Almost no one talks about it openly. 

  

The irony is brutal: in a county full of people screaming about purity and degeneracy, one of the most successful businesses is a literal 
cannibal operation. Fred doesn’t care about ideology. He’s a pure capitalist in hell — supply is abundant, demand exists among the 
starving and the depraved, so he fills the niche. 

  

Most people in Tirewell avoid his stalls if they can. The ones who don’t usually fall into three categories: 

- Desperate (starving refugees or broke deserters) 

- Curious (idiots who want to “try it once”) 

- Addicted (there are a few who come back regularly) 

  

Fred Scully himself is reportedly polite, businesslike, and completely without remorse. He sees it as no different than processing hogs — 
“Meat is meat,” he’s rumored to say. His crew enforces a strict “no fresh kills on premises” rule to keep things from getting too chaotic. 
They take what the battlefield and the streets provide. 

  

Rules & Enforcement 

  

Tirewell Junction has no mayor, no police department, and no written laws. What it does have is a brutal, unspoken code that everyone 
understands: fuck around and the market dies, we all starve. 

  

The code is enforced by ever-shifting coalitions of armed traders, stall owners, and ad-hoc security crews who all profit from the place 
staying open. It’s not justice — it’s pragmatism with a very short fuse. 

  

The Unspoken Rules 

  

1.       No faction uniforms or open insignia in the core market.  

  Cover up your red armband, pike cross, Pikewall patch, or anything else that screams “I belong to one side.” Violators get robbed, 
beaten, or run out. The last thing anyone wants is a Zealot death squad or an Anvil Group Bradley rolling through the stalls looking for 
payback. 

  



2.       No open preaching or recruitment.  

  AFFU recruiters trying to spread the gospel of “Purity Through Fire” get shouted down, mocked, or occasionally stabbed. Same goes 
for anyone trying to push furry pride or political manifestos. Tirewell is for business, not ideology. Ideology gets people killed here. 

  

3.       No stealing from stalls.  

  This is the fastest way to get curb-stomped by collective security. If someone steals, everyone loses because trust evaporates and the 
whole market can shut down in a day. Thieves are made examples of — publicly and messily. 

  

4.       Disputes are settled internally.  

  The biggest traders and stall owners form a loose “council” that meets when something serious kicks off. Most issues are resolved with a 
quick vote, cash compensation, or — if both parties agree — a duel in The Pit. The duels are rarely to the death, but they can be ugly. 
The council’s decisions are final because nobody wants the alternative (total chaos). 

  

5.       No snitching to any faction. 

  The fastest way to disappear. Giving information to the AFFU, Pikewall, Saint Ellie, or the glowies will get you killed and your body 
sold to Fred Scully’s crew. Loyalty here is to the market first. 

  

Security 

  

There is no standing police force. Security is handled by rotating coalitions of armed men paid in goods, cash, or favorable trading terms. 
The enforcers are a mix of: 

- Ex-military drifters 

- Local gangs who grew up in the area 

- Traumatized AFFU deserters who found a niche 

- Burned-out Pikewall contractors on “vacation” 

  

They keep the peace just enough for business to continue. They’re not above taking bribes or looking the other way when it benefits 
them, but they come down hard on anything that threatens the golden goose. Everyone knows the market only survives because violence 
is bad for profits. 

  

In practice, Tirewell Junction is a delicate ecosystem of mutually assured commerce. Everyone hates everyone else just a little bit, but 
they all need the place to keep running. Step too far out of line and the entire community will turn on you — not out of morality, but 
because dead traders don’t buy or sell. 

  



It’s one of the few places in Weller County where different factions can actually interact without immediate shooting. That alone makes it 
invaluable… and incredibly dangerous. 

  

  

Daily Life & Culture 

  

Tirewell Junction never sleeps, but it’s never truly calm either. It runs on a permanent low hum of paranoia and greed. 

  

Constant background tension: Distant gunfire is just part of the ambience, like cicadas. Huey rotors thump overhead regularly, and the 
occasional drone buzz makes everyone glance up nervously. Literally everyone is armed — pistols on hips, rifles slung, shotguns under 
counters. Deals are conducted fast and tense. Cash or barter only. Handshakes are rare; too easy to get stabbed during one. 

  

Currency mix: USD is still king for big transactions, but everyone knows the real hard currencies are 5.56 ammo, diesel, antibiotics, and 
painkillers. Crypto wallets on burner phones handle the largest wires (especially from Palisades donors), but trying to pay for a crate of 
MREs in Bitcoin will get you laughed at — or robbed. 

  

  

Fragile neutrality: Everyone knows the truce is paper-thin. Every few weeks a deal goes sideways — stolen goods, bad product, someone 
recognizing an old enemy — and it erupts into a shootout. The market shuts down for a day while bodies are dragged away and stalls are 
repaired. Then it reopens because everyone needs it to. The enforcers make a show of cracking heads afterward, but everyone 
understands it’s mostly theater. The market survives on calculated tolerance, not trust. 

  

The people who wash up here:  

  

1.       Shell-shocked Red Banner veterans trying to sell captured gear before the Zealots find them. 

2.        Pikewall contractors on short R&R getting drunk and blowing hazard pay on “exotic” meat or companionship. 

3.        Saint Ellian traders pretending to be neutral independents while quietly moving ammo crates. 

4.        Deserters, scavengers, addicts, opportunists, and the occasional CIA handler in plain clothes pretending to be a trader. 

  

It’s one of the few places in the county where sworn enemies can sit at the same bar, as long as they keep their mouths shut and their 
hands visible. 

  

Tirewell Junction is ugly, necessary, and strangely honest. No one here pretends to be fighting for purity, God, or a safe space for fursuits. 
They’re just here to survive, profit, or disappear for a while. In a county full of delusional holy warriors and hedonistic oligarchs, 
Tirewell might be the most sane place left — which really says something. 



  

Palisades Perimeter: The Permanent Meat Grinder 

  

The Palisades Perimeter is NOT a battlefield. It’s an industrial-scale slaughterhouse that has been running for month with grim 
efficiency. A 10–15 mile ring of hell around the enclave where AFFU assaults come in waves, get spotted miles out, and die in the exact 
same predictable ways. By February 2023, it is a permanent scar on the landscape: acres of churned mud, burned-out vehicle husks, and 
unburied corpses that no one bothers to recover because leaving them there is cheaper and more effective than any minefield. 

  

The ground reeks constantly — burnt copper, gunpowder, lingering white phosphorus, and the sickly-sweet rot of bodies left for crows, 
feral dogs, and hogs. Rain turns everything into ankle-deep bloody slurry. Dry spells kick up clouds of bone dust. Pikewall treats the 
whole area like a lawn that needs occasional mowing. 

  

Layout & Defensive Layers 

  

Outer Approach Zones (3–5 miles out) 

Open scrub, pine stands, and old pastures — perfect drone country. Hawkeye Detail snipers and RQ-11 Ravens spot AFFU formations 
long before they finish their morning prayers and speeches. Any concentration bigger than a platoon gets immediate pre-emptive 
Thunder Legion fire. M109A7 Paladins walk 155mm HE and white phosphorus shells across the staging areas, turning them into burning 
hellscapes. AFFU survivors call it “s.” Most never make it past this zone. 

  

Kill Box Proper (1–2 miles out)  

Pre-registered artillery grids, layered minefields, dragon’s teeth, and anti-vehicle ditches. The ground is littered with the rusting 
skeletons of AFFU Humvees, dirt bikes, and tanks. Rosaries still hang from handlebars. Abandoned red banners flap in the wind like 
torn flags of surrender. Vulture Team quad-bikes prowl these zones, zipping in to harass and channel stragglers into even worse kill 
pockets before peeling off again. 

  

Berm & Wall Line (immediate perimeter)  

Multi-layered nightmare: earthen berms topped with shipping containers, concrete dragon’s teeth, razor wire, and elevated Iron Shield 
turrets every 300 meters packing remote .50 cals and grenade launchers. Deliberate gaps act as kill funnels covered by overlapping fields 
of fire from Bradleys and MRAPs. At night, thermals and ENVG-B fused goggles turn attempted infiltrations into shooting galleries. 

  

Buffer Park (inside the wall)  

The cruelest touch of all: a 200–300 meter manicured “buffer park” with grass, food trucks, and outdoor stages. Palisades residents 
picnic, throw small raves, and try to enjoy themselves while the distant thumps and screams provide unwanted ambience. Speakers 
sometimes blast party music to drown out the noise. The psychological whiplash is intentional. 

  



This isn’t warfare anymore. It’s extermination on an assembly line. The AFFU keeps throwing bodies at it because Charlie says the 
furries will fall. Pikewall keeps killing them because that’s what the contract requires. The perimeter doesn’t move. It just grows more 
corpses, more wrecks, and more quiet contempt from both sides. 

  

The meat grinder runs 24/7. Fresh martyrs are always available. 

  

Palisades Perimeter: Daily/Weekly Reality 

  

The Perimeter doesn’t have “battles” in any traditional sense. It has scheduled slaughter on repeat. 

  

Skirmish Level (daily, 50–100 AFFU) 

Small probing patrols or Dawnbreaker teams sneak forward hoping to find a gap. They’re almost always spotted early by drones or 
Hawkeye snipers. A few Switchblade loitering munitions or a quick Vulture Team quad-bike sweep finishes them off. The end result is 
usually a handful of new craters, some abandoned gear, and maybe a captured red beret or rosary hung proudly on a Pikewall antenna 
as a trophy. Just another Tuesday. 

  

Raid Level (weekly, 200–500) 

The more serious attempts. Red Banner companies with Humvee support push forward, trying to use bounding overwatch, smoke, and 
actual tactics. Pikewall usually lets them get within about a mile — close enough to feel like they’re making progress — then Thunder 
Legion drops staggered 155mm barrages. Survivors who keep coming eat Javelins to the armor and Stingers to any air support. What 
starts as a semi-organized assault turns into a panicked rout. The dogs and hogs eat well that night. 

  

Siege/Major Battle (monthly/quarterly, 1k+) 

Charlie’s big “this is the one” pushes. Combined arms — Abrams, Pattons and Sheridans rolling, Cobras overhead, thousands of Red 
Banner troops under those big red flags. It looks genuinely impressive on AFFU propaganda footage and radio broadcasts. Then the 
drones feed coordinates, Thunder Legion walks accurate fire across the entire front, and the dream dies in fire and white phosphorus. 
Casualties routinely hit the thousands in a single day. The perimeter is never seriously threatened. Afterward, Pikewall Bradleys roll out 
to recover anything worth salvaging while the bodies are left where they fell as object lessons. 

  

Pikewall Operations Here 

  

Pikewall runs the Perimeter like a well-oiled machine on autopilot: 

  

 1. Mercs work rotating shifts. Anvil Group Bradleys handle heavy response and mop-up. Hawkeye Detail provides overwatch and 
precision fire. Medusa Cell jams AFFU radios, sometimes feeding fake orders or simply blasting Death Grips and aggressive electronic 
music toward the crusaders to fuck with morale. 



2. Col. Dresner occasionally walks the killing ground after big assaults — sometimes in boots, sometimes barefoot — smoking a cigarette 
and taking notes on a clipboard like he’s inspecting a construction site. Whether it’s psychological warfare or genuine professional 
curiosity is unclear. It has become legend among the AFFU. 

  

3. There are no heroics here. Everything is done at standoff range whenever possible. Professional boredom is common. Some contractors 
run betting pools on casualty counts, how far a particular wave will make it, or whether a specific red banner will reach the 800-meter 
line. To them, it’s just another high-paying, low-risk contract. The crusaders’ fanaticism is almost pitiable. 

  

4. The Palisades Perimeter is less a front line and more a meat processing facility with excellent Wi-Fi for the defenders. The AFFU keeps 
feeding it martyrs. Pikewall keeps the machines running. The cycle continues. 

​
​
 

AFFU Perspective 

  

To the crusaders, the Palisades Perimeter isn’t just a battlefield — it’s a meat grinder that has devoured dreams, friends, and any 
remaining hope they had of victory. 

  

Red Banner veterans dread receiving orders for the perimeter. They know the math cold. They’ve seen too many “glorious assaults” end 
the same way: initial excitement, desperate bounding overwatch, then the sky opens up with 155mm shells and white phosphorus. The 
ones who survive carry the same hollow look — thousand-yard stares, permanent tinnitus, and a quiet certainty that the next push will 
probably be their last. They still go anyway. Some because they believe. Most because there’s nothing else left. 

  

Fresh units and new arrivals are a different story. They still charge forward under those big red banners with genuine screams of “Purity 
through fire!” ringing out. For the first few hundred meters they feel invincible — the training, the armor, the righteous cause all surging 
through them. Then the drones spot them. Then the artillery starts walking. Then the radios fill with panic, screaming, desperate calls for 
medevac that never come, and finally… silence. 

  

The worst part isn’t even the dying. It’s watching your friends — the guys you trained with, prayed with, shared MREs with — get 
unmade by Thunder Legion’s artillery or burning wreckage right in front of you. Many survivors say the moment they hear that first 
distant *crump* of outgoing Paladin fire is when their faith starts to crack. 

  

Corpses and martyrdom  

In Noose Plains propaganda, every dead crusader is a martyr watching from heaven (or in hell, if they pimped out on the Strip), their 
““sacrifice”” bringing the fall of Sodom closer. Charlie talks about them constantly. The dead are saints. Their blood waters the pure 
nation to come. 

  

On the actual perimeter? The bodies are left to rot where they fell. Recovery operations are suicidal — another wave sent into the same 
kill zone just to collect dog tags and rosaries. So the corpses stay. They bloat, blacken, and get picked apart by crows, dogs, and hogs. 



After rain they become part of the mud. In dry spells the bones poke through and blow around in the dust. The red banners that once 
flew proudly now hang shredded and muddy, serving as convenient aiming stakes for Pikewall gunners. 

  

The veterans know the truth. The fresh meat still believes the propaganda. That gap — between what they’re told and what they see with 
their own eyes — is slowly poisoning the entire movement from within. 

  

The Perimeter doesn’t just kill bodies. It kills belief, one failed assault at a time. 

  

  

AFFU Veteran – A Realistic Definition 

  

Given that the AFFU only began serious training batches (with big help of those Iron Hands trainers) in March 2022 and only ramped up 
to full-scale operations in late 2022/early 2023, the definition of a “veteran” here is grimly accelerated. 

  

In the AFFU, you don’t need years of service to be considered a veteran. You just need to have survived long enough to stop being fresh 
meat. 

  

Practical Definition of an AFFU Veteran: 

  

1–2 months of ACTIVE (as in physical participation) service (especially if it includes 1+ perimeter pushes) is usually enough to earn the 
label among the troops. 

2+ months makes you an *old* veteran. Most Red Banner troops who reach this point are already carrying heavy psychological damage. 

- Anyone who has survived **two or more major perimeter assaults** (the big 1k+ pushes) is treated with a mix of respect, pity, and 
quiet awe. These are the guys with the heaviest thousand-yard stares, or feel a bit too hollow. 

  

Why Veterans Appear So Fast 

  

The casualty rate is so obscenely high that the normal timeline for “veteran” status collapses. A teenie who arrived on a bus in November 
can easily be a “seasoned veteran” by February if he’s unlucky enough to survive a couple of big pushes. Most don’t. 

  

What Actually Makes Someone a Veteran in Practice: 

  

- Survived at least one major Thunder Legion barrage and lived to tell about it. 



- Watched multiple friends get turned into red mist or cooked into a meal by white phosphorus. 

- Developed the hollow look, the twitchiness, the dark humor, and the quiet doubt. 

- Started referring to new arrivals as “fresh meat” or “banner fodder” or any other synonym under the sun. 

- Has a collection of scars, patched armor, and at least one story that ends with “and then the sky just opened up…” 

  

By February 2023, a Red Banner “veteran” is typically 18–22 years old, has been in theater 4–10 months, and already looks like he’s aged 
five years. The ones who make it to a full 4 months are rare and regarded almost like mythical figures — or walking ghosts. 

  

The AFFU burns through people so quickly that their concept of a veteran has been compressed into a horrifyingly short timeframe. In a 
normal war, these youths would still be considered green. In Weller County, they’re the grizzled old hands telling the new bus arrivals, 
“Don’t bother getting too attached to anyone.” 

  

It’s one of the bleakest indicators of just how nightmarish the meat grinder really is. 

  

  

Black Hollow Airfield: Red Air’s Isolated Playground 

  

Black Hollow Airfield sits 35–40 miles south of Noose Plains, carved out of pine thickets and old logging roads. It’s a forgotten WWII-era 
auxiliary strip that was quietly reactivated and expanded into Red Air’s private playground. There’s no town attached — just the base, 
concrete revetments, alert hangars, and scattered support trailers. Total population is around 572: ~100 pilots and co-pilots plus ~472 
ground crew, technicians, and intel support. 

  

It is deliberately isolated. No civilian traffic, no markets, no prostitutes, no bars. Just the constant scream of turbines spooling up for 
another “training sortie” that everyone on both sides knows is live hunting. 

  

This is where the people who actually enjoy the war come to work. 

  

Layout & Zones 

  

Main Alert Ramp & Hardened Hangars 

Rows of A-10 Warthogs under canvas, AH-64 Apaches chained down with rotors folded, and F-16s in revetments painted in boring gray 
(no flashy markings). The three ex-IAF Apaches stand out with subtle Hebrew stencils and personal kill tallies (all of them seem to have 
the Star of David on the right side of the fuselage, just nearby the cockpit)— little skull icons for every confirmed AFFU vehicle or troop 
concentration. Armory bunkers are stacked with AGM-114 Hellfires, Hydra 70 rockets, and 30mm depleted-uranium rounds for the 
GAU-8. 



  

Operations & Briefing Center (converted WWII control tower + prefab annex) 

Air-conditioned comfort. Big screens show real-time drone feeds of the Palisades perimeter, AFFU armor movements, and archived 
gun-camera footage that the pilots review like sports highlights. A whiteboard tracks running tallies — current record for “most Hellfires 
dropped on a single assault wave” belongs to Katzav. The three Israeli pilots have their own corner with a private espresso machine and a 
speaker that occasionally blasts “Hava Nagila” before missions. 

  

Barracks & Crew Quarters  

Clean separation of classes: pilots and officers get air-conditioned containers with private rooms, flat-screens, and mini-fridges stocked 
with imported beer. Ground crew live in longer dorm trailers that get hot in summer and cold in winter. The chow hall actually serves 
good food — steaks on Fridays, real coffee — because keeping morale high matters when your job is stress-free mass murder. 

  

Ammo & Fuel Farm (heavily bunkered edge of field) 

Buried tanks, razor wire, automated defenses. Unlimited supply chain. Red Air never has to ration fuel or munitions like the AFFU does. 
Everything just shows up when needed. 

  

The Kill Review Lounge (unofficial hangar corner)  

Folding chairs around a big screen where pilots decompress after missions. The ex-IAF trio loves narrating their gun-cam footage in 
detail — mocking panicked AFFU radio calls, replaying the exact moment a Hellfire turns a Humvee into a fireball. Laughter is common. 
Newer USAF pilots either quickly join in or put in for rotation out once they realize what they signed up for. 

  

Daily Life & Culture 

  

Black Hollow Airfield operates like a well-funded fighter squadron on permanent deployment — comfortable, professional, and quietly 
psychotic. 

  

The Routine 

24/7 alert status. Two Apaches are always cocked and ready for quick reaction. A-10s sit on strip alert for CAS, and F-16s handle sweeps 
and escorting said Apaches and A-10s. Most days involve multiple sorties: monitor AFFU buildup via drone feeds, wait for them to 
commit, then roll in with standoff munitions and turn another wave into scrap and combat soup. 

  

Ground crew turnover is low. They know they’re on the easy side of the war — good pay, solid facilities, and the satisfaction of keeping 
multimillion-dollar aircraft flying (lmao, the AoD tends to make it a coin flip) while the other side dies in droves. Pilots fly, debrief, eat, 
sleep, and repeat. The machine runs smoothly because no one on base is actually at risk. 

  

The Psychopathy Gradient 



The three ex-IAF pilots (Nesher, Katzav, and Tsayyad) are the most visible because Charlie Bergensil made them into his personal 
boogeymen. They’re the ones taunting over the radio, singing, and clearly enjoying themselves. But they’re symptoms, not the disease. 

  

The broader culture at Black Hollow is quiet, professional sadism. Most of the American USAF pilots volunteered for this detachment 
when overseas combat deployments dried up. There’s very little ideology here — just the thrill of live-fire training with real targets and 
almost zero personal risk. Radio taunts are quietly encouraged if they trigger useful panic or hesitation on the AFFU side. Gun-cam 
footage is reviewed like sports highlights. New pilots either adapt quickly or request rotation out once the reality sinks in. 

  

It’s not frothing-at-the-mouth evil. It’s colder and more disturbing: normal, competent professionals who have normalized turning 
desperate teenagers (and young adults)  into battle chum from the safety of an air-conditioned cockpit. 

  

Isolation as Feature 

Black Hollow is deliberately cut off. No R&R trips to Tirewell Junction, no visits to Noose Plains, no contact with the messy human 
reality happening up north. Everything the personnel need is provided on base: gym, movie servers, fast Starlink internet hidden in the 
trees, and decent food. This isolation serves two purposes — it keeps OPSEC tight and prevents pilots and crew from seeing the human 
cost up close. Distance makes the gun tapes feel like a very realistic video game. 

  

The base is comfortable, sterile, and psychologically insulated. The people here sleep well at night. The kids (and young adults) dying 
under their wings are just pixels on a screen and data points in an after-action report. 

  

Black Hollow is the purest expression of modern asymmetric warfare: one side is fighting a holy war with everything they have. The 
other side is clocking in, doing their job, and going home to watch Netflix. 

​
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Weller County Border Access: The Reed Routes 

  

Weller County never had real borders in the pre-collapse sense — no walls, no permanent checkpoints. But by early 2023, as the AFFU 
consolidated control around Noose Plains and the major highways, the nine primary roads in and out hardened into what everyone now 
calls the Reed Routes. They’re named after David M. “Milhouse” Reed, a long-dead county executive from the ’80s and ’90s who pushed 
through rural road expansions. The irony is not lost on anyone. 

  

These are mostly just ordinary two-lane blacktop county roads, but they’ve become the only realistic ways in or out unless you want to 
spend days bushwhacking through dense pine thickets and swamps. The AFFU controls the county-line checkpoints on most of them. 
Everything else — Sysco trucks, scavengers, desperate civilians, neutral traders — has to negotiate passage, pay informal tolls, or take 
their chances. 

  



Sysco and serious logistics stick to whichever route has the least shooting that week, usually with escorts (Pikewall MRAPs heading in, 
AFFU Humvees heading out). 

  

The Nine Routes 

  

Reed Route 1 – “North Gate” (leads to Noose Plains proper) 

The busiest and most fortified. Old FM 2218 crossing. Heavy AFFU checkpoint with concrete barriers, dragon’s teeth (some ironically 
scavenged from Palisades), dual .50 cal technicals, and 30–40 Senior Crusaders on shift.  

  

Highest traffic volume: weekly buses full of fresh recruits rolling in, wounded limping out on civilian ambulances (when allowed), and the 
occasional desperate civilian exodus. It’s the most photographed route by outsiders. External militias and far-right groups usually try 
forcing this one first — which explains all the burned-out pickup hulks lining the ditches. 

  

Reed Route 2 – “Whipstone Feeder” 

Gravel transition off State Hwy 149. Lighter checkpoint — usually just a 12-man patrol with two Humvees and dirt-bike scouts.  

  

Mainly carries aviation fuel, mechanic convoys, and spare parts for the air wing at Whipstone. Red Air occasionally drops supplies by 
parachute nearby to avoid road risks. Quietest and most reliable route. The AFFU prioritizes keeping it open because their air force is 
one of their few real assets. 

  

Reed Route 3 – “Tirewell Bypass” 

Direct into the chaotic sprawl of Tirewell Junction. Checkpoint is nominal at best — AFFU patrols the highway but doesn’t occupy the 
market core (too many ambushes). Traders pay informal “tolls” in ammo, fuel, or goods.  

  

Black-market central. Scavengers, deserters, neutral truckers, and everyone else flows through here. Sysco sometimes routes convoys this 
way when the main roads are too hot. True neutral ground. Gunfights are rare because everyone loses if the market shuts down. 

  

Reed Route 4 – “Saint Ellie Gauntlet Approach” 

Pine-flanked FM 747. No permanent checkpoint. AFFU runs rotating probes, but Saint Ellians contest the outer two miles aggressively 
with IEDs and snipers.  

  

Pure raid traffic. AFFU stages Humvee columns here for harassment pushes into The Gauntlet. Outbound traffic is mostly retreating 
wounded and the rare captured ammo crate. Locals call it “meat grinder lite” and avoid it entirely if they can. 

  



Reed Route 5 – “Palisades Perimeter Skirt” (the infamous one) 

Long straightaway off old Hwy 84. Pikewall-controlled outer gate with shipping containers and remote turrets. AFFU can’t touch it.  

  

Runs parallel to the Perimeter wall for about 500 meters — you can literally see the berms, dragon’s teeth, and distant craters from the 
road. Then a deliberate, heavily mined gap funnels traffic through a fortified sally port straight into Palisades downtown.  

  

Primary Sysco artery. Twice-weekly convoys of food, fuel, and medical supplies under heavy Pikewall Bradley escort. Donor private jets 
and rich furry arrivals in armored Suburbans use it too. The “safe” route for anyone with money or contracts. AFFU snipers 
occasionally take potshots from 1km out, but Pikewall drones and Hawkeyes make that suicidal. 

  

Reed Route 6 – “Dovers Mill Logistics Spine” 

Discreet turnoff disguised as a logging road. CIA-run checkpoint — unmarked SUVs, no insignia, polite but very firm searches. AFFU 
escorts hand off convoys here and turn around.  

  

“Clean” gear deliveries: fresh M4s, NVGs, Humvees straight from Sons of Pygmalion refurb lines. Recruit buses sometimes get rerouted 
here for advanced training. Ghost route. Civilians who accidentally stumble onto it usually get relocated with cash and a strong warning. 

  

Reed Route 7 – “South Pine Runner” (the long, empty one) 

Farthest south. Gravel FM 312 transition, barely paved inside county lines. Light rotating AFFU patrol (one Humvee, 8–10 guys). Often 
unmanned at night because it’s so isolated.  

  

35–40 miles of dense pine thickets and old logging cuts with almost no settlements. Occasional dirt side-trails vanish into the woods — 
rumors say some lead toward Black Hollow, but nobody’s come back to confirm. Lowest traffic volume. Mostly scavengers, rare 
deserters, and neutral hunters. Sysco avoids it. Creepiest route by far. Distant rotor noise at dawn (Red Air spooling up) doesn’t help. 
AFFU patrols hate night duty here. 

  

Reed Route 8 – “East Farm Loop” 

Ties indirectly into Saint Ellie’s farmland ring. Contested — AFFU tries mobile roadblocks, Saint Ellians mine and snipe it seasonally.  

  

Local farmers (the few left) hauling produce to Tirewell, plus occasional Widow’s Tithe ammo convoys heading to off-site Pikewall 
trades. Unreliable. Closes for weeks after big raids. 

  

Reed Route 9 – “West Scrub Trace” 

Half-overgrown FM road from the old oilfield days. Checkpoint was abandoned early — too remote, too many ambushes.  



  

Foot traffic and desperate deserters only now. Some claim there are small neutral holdout communities deep in the scrub. True 
no-man’s-land. Even the AFFU mostly ignores it. 

  

Logistics Reality 

Sysco and serious suppliers stick almost exclusively to Routes 1, 3, and 5 — escorted, scheduled, and taxed accordingly. Everything else is 
a gamble. The Reed Routes are the arteries that keep the county alive, but they’re also the choke points where outsiders quickly learn 
that Weller County isn’t welcoming visitors. 

  

Just nine shitty roads through hell, guarded by people who mostly hate each other. 
 

 


