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Can one man truly effect change? Can he truly crumple an

empire and transform a people into a more moral representation

of the species they are? No. Of course not. He would not be a man.

He would have to be a god.

Excerpt :

The Memoirs of St. Orion Morgase

2870 - 2652 P.Y.I.

Planet of Mithras

Home-world of The Mithras Caliphate

Multi-verse A0001

“Smertrios is requesting reinforcements,” she said as she studied a floating holographic display of multi-verse D4789. When the one standing there didn't acknowledge her, she moved a little to attract her attention.

The other Karai-Sin female flicked her eyes toward her  for a brief moment, then went back to studying her own holographic display of multi-verse D4786.

“She has lost six of our warships to the god in that multi-verse,” she added, as if perhaps that would illicit a better response.

It did.

The other female waved her hand and the holographic display disappeared and then she looked over and down at her companion, the numerous heavy golden and platinum chains on her neck swinging as she did. She was tall for a Karai-Sin female and had far more feminine features to her than her companion, who was considered more typical of the female of the species. She always wore clothes, accentuating her breasts and her wide hips that left a bad taste in the mouths of the Reverend Perfectus who had to tend to her needs. Karai-Sin females, though nominally in charge, were to keep themselves as asexual as possible, or so the holy tomes stated with vehemence. Sex was for procreation only and there were females especially designed for that function, kept apart from the rest of society so as not to contaminant their pureness.

The rest of the Karai-Sin were to abstain from any sexual activity or thought, so said the holy tomes, and this one's clothes and unusual body made that difficult when around her. It was even rumored that she had liaisons with warriors and that was strictly forbidden. Warriors were for fighting and nothing else. Even thinking about such things was punishable by death and the Premonition Minders were always waiting for the chance to catch someone having improper thoughts so that they could be re-educated and then killed.

Couldn't have just anyone breaking the rules.

That was rigorously spoken of in the holy tomes.

Follow all the rules and rituals else you were forfeit to the Premonition Minders. There was no room for rule-breakers in society and so you were re-educated and then killed. Couldn't have a recalcitrant individual going to Fal'ni'cor and corrupting that place. That wouldn't do at all.

But this female was different.

She had been born to lead.

Literally.

Her genes were specifically chosen to create the perfect leader for the Karai-Sin and when she died, another would be created to take her place. Thus, she was the one individual who was exempt from the rules because to lead, one had to break the rules if one wanted to be successful.

The Reverend Perfectus didn't think that it was working as well as intended. In fact, they as a group had been trying to rid the Karai-Sin of this particular leader for years but had as of yet not made any progress to that end. They might all be eunuchs but that didn't mean that they couldn't plot as well as any others.

And plot they did.

She was well aware of their machinations behind the scenes and usually ignored it as so much background noise. But now there was a reason to worry.

Smertrios was failing.

That was not a word found often in the holy tomes and when it was, there was generally much death and destruction that followed for those who dared to fail.

Six warships already and she hadn't even really engaged the military might of that multi-verse. The Karai-Sin hadn't lost six warships in total in the last ten-thousands years in all the multi-verse they had conquered. It was unheard of.

This new god was powerful.

She smiled, then laughed, a sound not often heard among the Karai-Sin. Laughing meant happiness and happiness meant that you were doing something wrong with your rituals because they were not meant to produce any form of happiness at all. Religion was to be endured as the great punishment for the sins of the past and any type of happiness was strictly forbidden.

God.

This male in multi-verse D4789 was no god.

And she knew this as fact because she was completely confident that there were no gods or goddesses anywhere. They were just myths and fables created to terrify the meek and keep them under control.

God.

What a bunch of rubbish.

“Smertrios needs to be careful what she asks for. I might just come along with the reinforcements and see what this supposed god is all about.”

“Oh you can't do that, Ugratara. The Most Holy Reverend Perfectus has already stated that it wishes to remove you from supreme command and if you leave our multi-verse, it will surely attempt to replace you.”

“I don't worry about the Most Holy Reverend Perfectus and its minions. They would not dare to try such an act. They should stick with their preaching and converting and leave the rest to me.”

This seemed to agitate the smaller female to no end and she wrung her hands together and looked around the room frantically. “Don't utter such words, my liege. Even thinking such things like that will bring the Premonition Minders down on our heads. It is sacrilege.”

“It's Kroor-shit is what it is. The Premonition Minders are craven cowards who prey on the weak and the meek. They would not dare come near me or my staff.”

“You tread a dangerous path with such talk.”

She waved her hand at the smaller female as if dismissing her and her worries. “Pah! I was genetically engineered to be the best possible leader the Karai-Sin need at this particular moment in time and to question that is to question the very core of Karai-Sin society so no, they will not come for me or you else they desire to bring it all crashing down around our heads.”

She moved over to the holographic display the smaller female was standing by and studied it a moment. “Have all the tech-lords come here to the capital and have them go over all the schematics of our warships. There is a flaw in them that this supposed god Mordiar Morduk has discovered and it is allowing him to destroy them at will. Have them find the flaw and then have them all executed and new tech-lords created.”

“That has never been done, Ugratara. Such an action would require the consent of the Most Holy Reverend Perfectus and it will never agree to such an act.”

Ugratara looked through the holographic display at the other female with lowered chin. “Did I ask you to tell the Most Holy Reverend Perfectus? No, I did not. Do as I ask, else I find another who will. There are plenty willing to stand where you stand.”

She bowed, once. “It will be done.”

“Yes, I think that I will meet this new supposed god in person.”

“Why do you call him a supposed god, Ugratara?”

She stood up and pursed her lips. “There are no real gods, Hazzi, so this one is as real as ours are. He is just a male who is worthy of my attention.”

“Ooohhhh, just standing here having you say that in my presence is a sacrilege! You cannot deny the gods and goddesses. It is most unholy!”

She walked over to Hazzi and looked down at her, wondering why she even put up with one such as she. Ugratara had no idea that Hazzi was actually religious. “The deities were created to placate the minions, the workers of the society, to keep them in check, to make them believe that if they did wrong, they would be punished here and in Fal'ni'cor. They are not for the likes of us. We are the practical ones, the ones who run it all, who keep them all safe and expand our civilization to all the multi-verse.”

“And what of all the conversions? Our gods have ordained us to spread their magnificence to all we encounter. Do you not believe this?”

She rubbed her nose and then spit on the floor. “Pah! Foolish talk for foolish people who need something in their lives to make it worth living. The conversions are to keep our new acquisitions from causing trouble. Make them all meek little slaves to religion and they can be handled with little effort. That is all our religion is good for.”

She enlarged the holographic display and took a closer look at the planet they called Belladonna Prime. “Yes, I shall go and meet this new supposed god of theirs and if he is indeed a god, then I will pledge my allegiance to him and him alone and we shall rule all the multi-verse together, as Karai-Sin were meant to do.” She looked at Hazzi. “You will stay here and make certain that the Premonition Minders and that idiot the Most Holy asshole doesn't get any bright ideas to replace me with someone more to their liking.”

“And how will I do that?”

“You have the warriors on your side. If they make a move, have them all killed. The warriors obey us, not them.”

“I don't think it actually works like that.”

“Of course it does. And if it doesn't, then I will implode this multi-verse and start afresh in Mordiar Morduk's multi-verse. With the Druzsni DNA and the mind transfer protocol, I will be able to create a new, even more powerful military to crush all that stand in my way.”

“Including us?”

“If it need be, yes. Have my ship made ready. I go to meet a real god.”
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When I learnt that there were multiple

universes out there, I thought to myself

that it was a terrifying thought. It was bad

enough when our kind ravaged through this

multi-verse. Can you imagine what even purer

evil exists in other, infinite multi-verses?

The idea itself is staggering to the imagination.

Freya Fortunus

Superior Praetor of the Faith

The Mithras Caliphate

––––––––
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Aboard the Faun

Belladonna Prime

Nergal System in the Alpha I Sector

Command planet of the Nergal Demesne

He had no idea why Azlyn was so furious at him. He hadn't even slept with Tatiana so what was the big deal? And didn't she say that it was okay with her if he took them both anyway, because she'd rather be with him and her then not with him at all.

He distinctly heard her say.

Maybe Bob should write a manual on all this.

He definitely needed one badly because he was screwing it up with almost everything he did.

“If you don't know what you did wrong, then I'm not going to tell you,” she said as she stood behind her console. Mordiar had just walked in with Tatiana and Volarus and got an earful as soon as he stepped on the bridge.

One of the view-screens displayed the burning building that had been the headquarters of the Nergal Demesne High Command. The entire structure was on fire, smoke billowing out shattered windows, flames licking upward consuming everything inside. With modern fire-suppression equipment installed in every building, on every floor, there was not longer a need for fire-fighters to risk their lives fighting fires, which rarely happened anyway and so there was no one to put the fire out and it was threatening to jump over to the buildings next door and start an even bigger conflagration.

Mordiar wasn't concerned about that at the moment. Those other buildings still had there fire-suppression systems intact and so not much was going to happen. But the headquarters building was a goner and there was the distinct possibly that it would collapse also and scattering burning debris for blocks around its base.

At least Gwydion's body would be cremated completely.

That was all Tatiana was worried about.

Mordiar wished he had her list of worries.

“Nothing happened. How many times do I need to tell you that?” Mordiar explained with an exasperation born of frustration.

Volarus leaned over a little and spoke to Tatiana. “So let me see if I have this correct because with these two I feel like I need a score-card.”

She rose an eyebrow.

“So there was this bet as to who he would sleep with first and then one of them turned out to be his daughter.”

“Yes. That would be Marin.”

“Ok, and then Mordiar picks the cat of all people instead of you, which makes no sense to me whatsoever because you are so much hotter than that the cat.”

“Her name is Azlyn.”

“Yes. And then he gets the cat pregnant and she introduces the two of them to her parents and her father tells him that he needs to marry her or get executed for making her pregnant out of wedlock.”

“Yes and her name is Azlyn.”

“Yeah, you said that. So then there is this convenient accident that terminates her pregnancy of like ten little cats and doesn't that strike you as rather convenient for Mordiar?”

“I hadn't thought of it that way. And her name is Azlyn.”

“Why do you keep telling me her name?”

Tatiana looked over at Volarus. “Because she isn't a cat, she's a Jag’t’gar and she has a name.”

“Why do you care? I thought she was the competition?”

“Druzsni have no competition and she deserves to be called by her name.” She grabbed his groin and squeezed and he bent over with agony all over his face and the inability to scream. “Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes.....”

She let go and he almost fell over had it not been for the console next to him onto which he was able to grab a hold. He rubbed down there a moment to get the circulation back, then looked at her with a frown.

“You need to tell it to me until I believe it,” Azlyn yelled back to him. “You wanted to do her and that's the same thing as actually doing her.”

“But you said that it was okay that I was with both of you?”

“That was a test, you dumb-fuck, and you failed miserably!”

“I still don't understand why he didn't pick you,” Volarus started up again as he was able to straighten out. “You are so gorgeous, just like Gwydion was, and I couldn't help having her.”

“That's because you aren't as strong-willed as Mordiar. And he picked Azlyn because he loves her.”

“That's love? That's not like any love I've ever seen.”

“What was I supposed to say to a statement like that?” Mordiar asked her.

“If you don't know that, then there is no way that you love me in anyway!”

“This is ridiculous. You can't just say something and then decide that you really didn't mean it and blow up at me when it happens.”

“Ok, that sounds more like the love I know. I think I had this exact conversation with my wife at one time, long ago,” Volarus said as he watched, fascinated at the drama.

“I'm a female, so I can change my mind at any time and you just need to realize that I changed my mind and not be such an ass all the time!”

“Yeah, I definitely had this conversation once,” Volarus said as he adjusted himself some more from Tatiana's grasp.

“Are you playing with yourself?” Tatiana asked as she looked over at him.

“No. You got it all out of whack down there, that's all.”

“Well do that somewhere else cause it certainly looks like you're playing with herself.”

He turned his back to her to finish. “Better?

“No. I still know what it is you're doing down there.”

“I'm not a mind-reader, you know,” Mordiar yelled back at her, then he threw his arms up in the air and sat in the command chair, looking sullen and vexed.

“Why would I think it okay that you fuck Tatiana over there? Huh? She's so beautiful and so good in bed that you'd never come back to me so why would I want you to go down that hyper-corridor?! Huh?! I thought you were smarter than that!”

“I'm finished with this conversation,” Mordiar announced as he looked over at Tatiana and Volarus. “So we need to gather all the combat-mech of Bob's model and down-load Bob's AI into them.”

“Don't think that this conversation is over, Mordiar Morduk,” Azlyn yelled at him. “And don't think that I'll let that slut into our quarters tonight.”

“I thought the marriage was over?” Tatiana finally said, deeming it time to enter the conversation.

“You'd like that, wouldn't you? You'd like that I don't want him anymore and then you can have him without all the guilt.”

“Druzsni don't feel guilt.”

“Of course you don't.”

“Volarus? The combat-mech?”

Volarus looked at Mordiar with that gaze of complete vacancy. “What? This is far more interesting than anything you might have to say about combat-mech.”

Mordiar gave him his no nonsense look that used to terrify cadets.

“Ok, fine. Ruin all my fun. I've been dealing with  political commissars and complete dumb-asses for the last few weeks, as well as that shrew Gwydion, so this is a refreshing change.”

“I'm sure it is, but we need to act fast if we're going to stop the Karai-Sin,” Mordiar explained. “My combat-mech has found a way to defeat their warships and we need to use it before they figure out the flaw and fix it. Because if they do that, we're screwed.”

“Why can't any combat-mech do? Why do they have to be out-dated models?”

“Because Bob's model has the ability for independent thought and that's what's needed to take out those Karai-Sin warships. Just following orders isn't good enough here.”

“Are you telling me that they have autonomy? That's not possible.”

“Why do you think that they de-commissioned them all,” Ogdoad said as he entered the bridge and climbed up onto a chair. He was getting better at it. It wasn't nearly as much of a struggle for him. “Those in command didn't think that machines needed to be able to think for themselves.”

Volarus looked at the little fellow, then at Mordiar. “Is that Ogdoad?”

“How do you know my name?” Ogdoad threw at him with accusation in his voice. “See, I told you that they would figure it out.”

“Yes, that's Ogdoad.” Mordiar looked over at the little fellow. “And we don't need to tell everyone everything just quite yet, yes?”

“What? Why?” Ogdoad asked with both eye-stalks zeroing in on Mordiar.

“It looks just like my Ogma,” Volarus said as he studied Ogdoad. “Mine is just as annoying.”

“Hey! And despite what you bipeds thinks, we don't all look alike and Ogma don't belong to anyone. We are independent, thank you very much.”

“So then the combat-mech you took with you, it thinks for itself. Is that what you're telling me?”

“It does, as do all those that we downloaded his AI into. It makes for a very effective force,” Mordiar explained. “So how many do you have in the Demesne doing various menial tasks?”

“I have no idea.”

“But you can find out, yes?”

“I suppose. Where do you want them when I find them?”

“Have them all sent to the planet of Tantanikus V.”

“And have a fleet of transports filled with all the equipment they are going to need to re-fit,” Kerria declared as she now walked onto the bridge. “I'll give you the list.”

“Why there and who are you?” Volarus asked as he looked at her as if he recognized her. “Do I know you?”

“You did at one time, very well in fact.”

“Did you sleep with him also?” Azlyn asked with raised eyebrows. “Is there anyone in the space-marines that you didn't have sex with, cause that would be easier to keep track of for me. Less names.”

“Fuck you, cat.”

“Wait, I know that voice and that attitude. You're Kerria. So it's true. How is it that you look like you're only twenty?”

“Because this body is only twenty. Well, twenty one if you want to be technical about it. It's good to see you again, Volarus.”

“I'm married. Happily. Or at least I thought I was until Gwydion came along.”

“And?”

“Nothing. Just wanted to get that out there in case you were having any thoughts about... Well, you know, what we used to do.”

“You mean have sex? Is that what you're referring to?” She looked at him with what Mordiar could swear was a taunting, sensual stare. “No worries. You're old now so I'm no longer interested.”

He looked crestfallen.

“Why do you look like that?” Mordiar asked. “You just said that you were married.”

“Nothing. Just kind of hurts the ego, that's all.”

“So, the combat-mech are send to Tantanikus V, along with the supplies needed to get them back into fighting shape. Ogdoad, how many of those mech do we still have on Candeli?”

“Where's that?”

“The planet where you downloaded the AI, dumb-ass,” Azlyn slurred at him.

“No need to get hostile, cat. I had no idea that's what the planet was called. Geez. I don't call you names.”

“You call me cat.”

“That's what you are. You can call me Ogma all you want.”

“I'm not a cat, you stupid runt of a bug.”

“See, there you go again insulting me.” He looked over at Mordiar. “Fifteen. Well, fourteen actually because your Bob took one to make his private pet or something like that.”

“I doubt that it's his pet,” Mordiar said. “So next item.”

“We need to send the space-marines to all the planets that have been converted by the Karai-Sin,” Tatiana said. “And we need to do it quickly.”

“Yes, that's good. Volarus, I want you to take care of that. You can use the new combat-mech for that. They'll be good at that job.”

“Who put you in charge?” Volarus asked.

Azlyn, Tatiana, and Mordiar all pointed at Volarus.

“You said that you didn't want to be the leader anymore,” Mordiar answered.

“That doesn't mean that.... Well, okay, so it does.”

“You said yourself that Tatiana won the rebellion by killing Gwydion,” Mordiar continued.

“Fine.” He crossed his arms across his chest and glared at them with a smirk.

“You'll need to add extra magazines of kinetic rounds for each mech” Tatiana started to list as she didn't even bother to look at him. “That's the best way to defeat them until they adapt and then you'll have to switch to plasma again. Send in as many space-marines as you can spare also to help and to guide the mech.”

“Yes,” Ogdoad finished for her. “The new models of combat-mech can't really think for themselves and so the organics will have to tell them to switch weapons when necessary.”

“Why do I have to take orders from her?” Volarus asked. “I was the leader of the Nergal Demesne. I don't need to take orders from a Druzsni.”

“You took orders from Gwydion,” she offered for his perusal.

“I didn't know she was a Druzsni. I would never have worked for her had I know that.”

“Yeah, right, and black holes don't suck in everything that crosses the event horizon,” Tatiana said with a hint of derision. “You'd have killed any number of people had she just asked you to when in her presence.”

“That's not true.” He looked over at Mordiar. “I was wrong. This is worse than dealing with political commissars and toadies.”

“You're the best Maxim Quirinus I know and I wouldn't trust this to anyone else, Volarus,” Mordiar said to ease his hurt feelings. “Take all the fleets with you in case the Karai-Sin decide to come back and help stranded comrades.”

“And you'll need to destroy all the temples and sanctuaries that they are building or have already built and round up all those who want to keep this religion and kill them also.”

“What? That's way too harsh. I can't go around killing off Demesne citizens like that.”

“You have to. Religion is like a virus. If even one person still carries it in them, they can spread it and infect the entire planet again. These people are fanatics and the only way to wipe it completely out is to kill off all those who have been contaminated by it. It has to be this way. I have seen what religion does and it isn't pretty. It will ruin everything you want to achieve here.”

“I'm not going to do that. If they want to practice this religion, then let them.”

“No Volarus. She's right,” Mordiar said as he walked over to the Azlyn to see what she was doing. “If we don't stamp it out now, we'll be inundated with it before we know it.”

“I'll kill off all the Karai-Sin and destroy all the temples and such, but I'm real reluctant about killing off civilians. By the way, what's a temple?”

“It's where they practice their religion,” Tatiana said. “And if you aren't willing to do it, then we have a problem because destroying the Karai-Sin won't solve the future problem that religion will cause.”

“This is ridiculous. We aren't any better than the Karai-Sin if we kill off our own people because they want to believe in something.”

Mordiar looked over at Tatiana, who rose an eyebrow at him in frustration. “Okay Volarus. You kill off the Karai-Sin and destroy the temples and then we'll come back later and finish the cleansing. How's that?”

“It's not any better if you do it, but I'll clear those planet's off. What will you be doing?”

“I'm going to keep their cloaked ships busy and hopefully destroy more and capture another one. That way they won't bother you. Do you know how many of them came across The Expanse?”

“The hoch admiralus reported thirty but he was destroyed shortly after that so I don't know how many may have come across after that.”

“So we've taken out six so far. If we get those combat-mech up and running, we can take out seven more which will put a dent in their fleet actions. Ogdoad, do we know where the Karai-Sin warships are?”

“Let me see.” He tapped on his data-pad a little and a holographic display came up that showed the position of all the Demesne warships.

“How do you have that?!” Volarus shouted. “That's how you've managed to run circles around us. You tapped into the main-core.”

“Of course I did,” Ogdoad said with pride.

“My Ogma said that it couldn't be done.”

“I thought we said that we weren't going to tell him about this yet,” Mordiar stated with a stare.

He pointed at the holographic display. “He figured it out himself.”

“You didn't need to... Never mind. Yes, Ogdoad hacked into the system.”

“I knew it. I told them that you had and they all told me that it was impossible. I'm even having all the hackers with reputations rounded up as well as you, Ogdoad, to find out if you had tapped into the main-core. How did you do it?”

“Sorry, proprietorial information,” Ogdoad said from his chair as he tapped away.

“Anyway,” Mordiar said as he looked at the display. “Can you expand this area here?”

The display zoomed into the area Mordiar inquired about. “There, see that?”

“Looks like a concentration of Demesne warships,” Volarus said as he also looked. “That shouldn't be. They were all given specific orders to avoid the the Karai-Sin.”

“Well I think that someone is disobeying you.”

Mordiar studied it a little more. “How long to get here, Faun?”

Two days and seven hours.

“Has the Satyr joined us yet?

She just showed up. The Sprite is sitting next to us awaiting orders.

“Who's he talking to?” Volarus asked.

“The ship of course,” Azlyn said without looking up.

“The ship? These ships don't talk?”

“They're your ships and you don't know that they have a superior AI built in?” Azlyn pushed.

“I'm space-marine, not navy. I know very little about the actual ships.”

“Then why did this High-Councilor put you in charge of all the military if you don't know anything about it?” she continued to push.

“Because I know Mordiar and I said I could bring him in so she put me in charge.”

“That didn't work all that well did it?” Mordiar said with a grin.

“Actually it did because you showed up at her doorstep. I can't help it if she didn't anticipate your Druzsni killing her.”

Mordiar laughed. “I didn't even anticipate that. Faun, take us all to Candeli. We'll need to have Ogdoad download the AI into the remaining combat-mech and then take them to where the Karai-Sin are and take out some warships.” He turned to look at Volarus. “This is where we part. Take all the combat-mech you can get as well as however many space-marines you think necessary and start taking back those planets.”

Volarus nodded his head at Mordiar, offered his hand for a shake, which Mordiar took with a touch if hesitation, then left the bridge.

“Who's going to cook the bacon now that Kutkhu is gone?” Tatiana asked to no one in particular.
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Love is not a Druzsni emotion.

What do we need love for when we

can have sex whenever we want

just for the fun of it. Your species

and your addiction to love. It's like

a virus or something.

Chraslia

K'lash Pai of the Legion of Druzsni Collective

In the year 25 of her reign

––––––––
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The three cloaked ships sat in orbit above Candeli, watching and waiting. The problem with the Karai-Sin warships was that, very much like the cloaked ships of the Demesne, one had no idea they were on the way until they showed up at the outskirts of the system and then it was usually too late. Mordiar wasn't expecting the Karai-Sin to show up here but one never knew.

Ogdoad was out in the pasture, downloading Bob's AI into the remaining combat-mech as fast as possible. They would have to use all three of the cloaked ships to transport the mech to wherever the Karai-Sin were at the moment and then there was the problem of getting them attached to the side of the warships.

Using the smaller transport with the intent of delivering Tatiana and Kerria to the Karai-Sin worked well once but there was no way that they were going to fall for it twice. They hadn't conquered all these other multi-verse by not being adaptable.

He had talked to Tatiana and Azlyn about it and all they could really come up with was engaging the Karai-Sin in combat and let the mech loose during the middle of the battle on the off-chance that the Karai-Sin didn't notice them in all the chaos.

Mordiar personally didn't like it at all. It left far too much to chance and he knew that there had to be a better way to pull this off. A direct attack was far too risky. He didn't want Bob to lose all his so-called children in a useless venture.

At the moment he was sitting with Bob, watching Ogdoad  do his thing and trying to stay off the ground where the chickens were just waiting for him to get close enough to them. Ogdoad was also keeping an eye on the sky for the hawk that occasionally made its presence known with a brief shadow crossing or the high-pitched screech it let out that completely un-hinged Ogdoad.

“Can't we do this somewhere that doesn't involve all this nature?” Ogdoad asked once as he pushed a bug off his data-pad.

“Like where?” Mordiar asked as he chewed on a piece of grass.

“I don't know. Like anywhere where there aren't chickens and hawks and bugs. It's annoying and distracting.”

“It's the only place around here big enough to have all the combat-mech together.”

“Have you met the snakes yet?” Bob asked.

“No. What's a snake? Is it dangerous?”

“Usually poisonous. They can take down a cow,” Bob answered.

Ogdoad started to look around. “And they live here and you don't kill them all?”

“They can climb also,” Mordiar added with a smile. “Oh look, is that one climbing up the mech's leg?”

“What?! Where?! Kill it! Kill it!”

“Is this considered fun?” Bob asked of Mordiar.

“For us, yes. Not for him.”

Ogdoad was on the combat-mech's head now looking in two different directions at once with his eye-stalks.

“Ogdoad, have you figured out the Karai-Sin language enough to get some information out of the Sprite?”

“Which one is the Sprite? Is that a snake there?”

“No, that's a grasshopper. Snakes are much bigger. And sitting up there on the head like that makes you a perfect target for hawks,” Mordiar said. “And the Sprite is the new acquisition from the Karai-Sin.”

Ogdoad looked up with one eye-stalk while the other eyed the grass below intently. “How did you figure out its name?”

“We didn't. It's the name I gave it to align with the general theme of the other two cloaked ships we have.”

“It's stupid is what it is. Is there anything else I need to be aware of out here?”

“Most things, really.”

“I hate it here. Give me a sterile mega-city any day.” He started to climbed over to the next mech. “I can read some of the language. What is it you want to know?”

“Where the Karai-Sin home-world is located.”

“Hmmmm. Yeah, I think I can get that out of the ship. Why do you want to know that?”

“Because if we're able to capture another one of their warships, then I intend to set it to their home-world system and destroy it and thus the entire system.”

Bob and Ogdoad both looked at him.

“You'd kill all those Karai-Sin?” Ogdoad asked with consternation.

“Yes. That's what I do. We're at war here and that might just be the best way to get their attention and make them realize that we aren't going to be that easy to defeat.”

“It is a bold move,” Bob stated. “And it will either force them to reconsider infesting this multi-verse or make them so mad that they sent all their forces here and utterly destroy us. It seems a bit risky to me.”

Tatiana came walking across the meadow now carrying a plate in one hand with a sandwich on it and a tall glass of some liquid in the other. She smiled at Mordiar as she walked up, then sat on one of Bob's feet.

“Thank you,” Mordiar said as he reached for the plate. “I didn't realize how hungry I was.”

She looked at him, then took a bite of the sandwich. “This isn't for you. Why would I bring you a sandwich?”

He frowned.

He actually was hungry.

“I thought you loved me.”

She looked at him with a mouthful of food. “Whaff thos stah haff to do wit it?”

“What?”

“I think she said, 'what does that have to do with it.'” Bob clarified.

“Apparently nothing.”

She swallowed, took a swig of the drink, then looked up at Ogdoad working on the combat-mech. “There is plenty left back at the house. If you're truly hungry, then you should go back and make yourself one. Or better yet, have the cat make one for you, but then it would have fur all in it so maybe that wouldn't be such a good idea.”

Ogdoad made a sound that almost could pass as a laugh.

“Is that the hawk coming down?” Mordiar threw at him.

“What?! Where?! Don't let it take me away!” He climbed under the mech's arm, wildly searching for the elusive hawk.

“You sure like to tease him, don't you?” she said as she took another bite.

Mordiar was tempted to take it out of her hands and eat it himself, but he was well aware that she would kick his ass across the pasture for the rest of the day.

“What you need is that transporter technology that the scavengers possessed,” Bob said as he looked up into the sky to find the hawk. “Then your cat Assline could make you a sandwich and transport it here to you, right into your hand.”

“It's not Assline. It's Azlyn,” Mordiar corrected. “And she isn't a....” A thought suddenly struck him as if Ogdoad had thrown a rock at him and he cocked his head a little as he narrowed his eyes.

“You okay?” Tatiana asked, stopping in the middle of chewing. “You look like someone just stuck a stick up your butt.”

He turned to look at Bob and Tatiana. “When those scavengers transported onto the bridge of the Faun, how many were there and how long did it take to complete the process?”

“There were four of them and it took exactly ten point seven seconds for them to materialize fully.”

He stood and started back toward the house.

“Where are you going? Here I walk all the way out here to sit with you while I ate and then you just get up and walk away. That's just rude.”

“Perhaps you should have offered him half of your sandwich,” Bob offered.

“You think that was it?”

“Follow him and find out. And since we are here talking, what are you intentions toward Mordiar? Do you wish to have children with him? Do you wish to replace Cheyenne in his heart?”

She looked up at Bob with both eye-brows raised. “Why would you ask me that? And no, I can't have children and no one can take Cheyenne's place and he has the cat at the moment, so no, I have no immediate plans for Mordiar apart from protecting him as best I can seeing that he is now my K'lash Pai.” She stood and started to follow Mordiar.

“I am glad to hear that. And you forgot your drink.”

She stopped, walked back giving Bob an evil stare, then went after Mordiar.

“What was that all about?” Ogdoad asked as he moved over to the next mech.

“I am just looking out for the well-being of Mordiar. Cheyenne was very good for him but she broke his heart with her death and I don't think he can take that again if this Tatiana were to be killed.”

“And the cat?”

“The cat he does not love like he does the Druzsni. It is obvious from the scent he gives off when around them.”

“You can smell that?”

“I can. I can also smell that you are afraid.”

“Well yeah, with all these things around here wanting to eat me, including the bipeds.”

“I don't want to eat you.”

“That's why I like you and all your children here. Although you do tease me as much as Mordiar does.”

“I am experimenting with various Tanu'taian social practices. It is.... fun.”

Ogdoad pursed his lips at him, then went back to working on the downloading.

*     *     *
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He walked onto the porch and there was Azlyn, coming out of the house with a sandwich on a plate.

“Here. You should eat something.”

He looked at it and it looked good.

“Thank you. What is it?”

“I'm not sure. It's some sort of smoked fish I think. I found it in the storage room under the house.”

He took a bite just as Tatiana rounded the corner, her own plate now empty.

“It's good, Azlyn. Thank you. At least someone thought of me.”

Tatiana looked at the sandwich, then over at Azlyn. “Suck-ass.”

“Bitch. And we need to talk about the sleeping arrangements if we're going to be spending more time here.”

“They're nothing to talk about. I sleep with Mordiar. You want to sleep in the same room, fine. The bed is more than big enough for three.”

“He's my fiance. You don't get to sleep with him anymore.”

“You want to try to stop me?”

“Ladies,” Mordiar pleaded as he swallow a bite. “Can we please act our age a little better than this? We've got lots to discuss and I can't do it if you two are always fighting over who gets to sleep with me.” Wow, that sounded so egotistical. How did it get this far?

“I've had sex with him,” Azlyn said as if not hearing a word Mordiar had uttered. “You haven't. That makes me the one who should get to sleep with him on a regular basis. Or don't you like to share? I thought you Druzsni were so good at sex. You shouldn't be jealous of me at all if that's the case.”

“Jealous? Of you? Please. I think I'd be more jealous of Bob then you. And Druzsni don't share very well.”

“That I've noticed.”

Mordiar finished his sandwich.

“Do you want another one?” Azlyn asked with a smile and a purr.

“Oh please...” Tatiana lamented as she sat down, throwing the plate into the trash.

“Don't throw that away,” Mordiar said with a frown as he fished it out. He held it up so that Tatiana could see it. “These are expensive plates. We don't throw them out. We clean them and use them again.”

“How gross. We don't do that on the ship,” Tatiana said as she finished her drink and threw the glass away.

“Really?” He fished it out also and took them inside. He should have brought Ogdoad back with him. He didn't think that these two would know anything about scavengers. Marin would have. He cleaned the plates and the glass, then grabbed a beer from the fridge and walked back out. He was expecting that the two of them would be at each others throats but they were just sitting there, Azlyn on her data-pad and Tatiana with her face toward the sun, eyes closed.

“I think I figured out how to get the mech aboard the Karai-Sin warships,” he stated. Neither of them reacted to his announcement. He smirked. “The scavengers had a transporter tech aboard their ship. We could use that to transport the mech right to where they need to be.”

“You're assuming that all the scavenger ships have this tech,” Tatiana said with her eyes still closed. “It might have just been that one ship.”

“Well that might be the case but we won't know unless with try, right?”

“How do we find a scavenger ship?” Azlyn asked as she looked up at him.

“That's where you come in.”

“I find people, not things.”

“Then you'll need to adapt, learn something new.”

She looked at him as if he had a flog worm crawling on his head. “And how would I do that?”

“I don't know. But we need to find where the scavengers hang out and take one of their ships to see if they all have this transporter tech.”

Tatiana now opened her eyes and looked over at him. “You want to board and capture a scavenger ship, the people who specialize in that very action? You do have a death wish.”

“Not at all. No one tries to board a scavenger ship. They run from them so they won't be expecting someone to actually attack them.”

She leaned back and closed her eyes again. “You certainly lead a dangerous life, Mordiar.”

“You scared to go?” Azlyn taunted as she worked her data-pad to find anything to do with scavengers.

“Hardly.”

“Sounds to me like you're scared.”

“You want to see scared, then keep it up, cat.”

“Oooo, I'm so scared....”

Tatiana moved and Mordiar was anticipating that and so was able to get between them, holding Tatiana back with difficulty.

“Don't let her hurt me, Mordiar. Please?” Azlyn pleaded as she moved behind him to keep him between her and Tatiana.

“She's not going to hurt you, are you Tatiana?”

“I'm going to tear that tail off and stuff it up her....”

“Tatiana, stop. You're better than this. Don't let her get to you.”

“Like she got to you? Made you sleep with her even though you don't love her? Like that?”

Mordiar took a deep breath and shook his head as he looked down.

Azlyn's eyes opened wide. “You don't love me? But you said you did. You've been lying to me all this time?” He could see tears starting to form.

He liked talking to Ogdoad so much better. None of this drama. Well, that wasn't true. Ogdoad had more than enough drama about him. He needed to stick to Bob. Bob was good to talk to. He looked up and Azlyn was gone.

“Look what you did now? You happy?” he asked Tatiana.

“Very.”

“So how do we board and take over a scavenger ship?”

“The same way we take over all the other ships. Brute force. But first we need to find one. That isn't going to be easy.”

Bob came into the compound with Ogdoad on his shoulder. “All the combat-mech are done.” He jumped off of Bob and walked over toward the house. “I'm hungry. Is there any food in this place that I can eat?”

“Chicken,” Tatiana said with a straight face.

Ogdoad looked at her a moment, then smiled. “That would be awesome. Serves those damn, stupid-ass chickens right. Where do I get one?”

“You have to catch one, take its feathers off, then cook it,” Mordiar explained, glad to be talking about anything else apart from Tatiana and Azlyn's squabbles.

“Why do I have to cook it? Why can't I eat it raw?”

“It'll make you sick, but go right ahead. Do you eat the feathers also?” Mordiar asked.

“You don't have any without feathers?”

“No.”

“Well can't you pull them all off for me?”

They all looked at him.

“What? What am I supposed to eat then?”

“There's lettuce,” Bob offered.

“Do I look like a vegetarian?”

“You look like a bug,” Bob answered. “Don't bugs eat vegetables?”

He started toward the house, one eye-stalk looking at them and the other where he was going. “You bipeds are useless is what you are. Useless. How did you ever conquer the multi-verse?”

“We eat lots of chicken!” Tatiana shouted after him.

Mordiar laughed. “So the scavengers?”

“Is it possible to buy this tech from them?” Bob asked.

Mordiar rose an eyebrow. “That isn't a bad idea actually.”

“But we still need to find a scavenger ship,” Tatiana said.

“Yes we do. Ogdoad!”

“What?! I'm busy trying to find something that's edible around here.”

“Where do we find a scavenger ship?!”

“How the fuck would I know? No one actually looks for scavengers. They'll find you at the end of a battle. Some how. No one really understand how they do it. They just show up suddenly.”

They heard him rummaging around in the kitchen, then the sound of a falling pot, then a crash of glass. Bob started to walk into the house.

“Don't make a mess in there else I will feed you to the chickens,” he said as he went in.

“Aaaaaggggh! Help, the robot is trying to eat me!”

Bob came out with Ogdoad hanging by a leg from between two of Bob's large fingers. He carried him out to the open space and dropped him. “Stay out of my kitchen, little fellow. I will get you something to eat.”

“None of that vegetarian shit, okay? I want meat.”

Bob looked at him and Mordiar could swear he heard the combat-mech growl. But he just turned and went into the house.

“Touchy, isn't he? I break that much?”

“It's going to come out of your pay,” Mordiar said.

“Like I'm ever going to see those credits. And if you want to find scavengers, go to the after-math of a battle.” He looked around, saw that the chickens were getting ready to attack and ran over to crawl onto the seat next to Mordiar, his eye-stalks moving about wildly.

“I think I found a scavenger hideaway,” Azlyn said as she returned with her data-pad in her hand, looking down at it, the obvious signs of tears in her eyes.

“How?” Tatiana asked with a sneer.

She looked up at Tatiana and stuck her tongue out at her.

“So mature.”

“Whore.” She looked at Mordiar, saw that Ogdoad had the seat next to him and so walked over and sat on his lap, which took him completely by surprise.

Tatiana looked at her intensely. “Why are you sitting there? There are plenty of seats here.”

She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek as she showed him her data-pad. “Because he's mine, that's why I'm sitting here.”

“Not for long, sweetie.”

“Ladies, for the love of all that's profitable, can we please stop with this for at least a day or two until we figure out our next moves? And Azlyn, Tatiana spoke out of turn. I never said that I didn't love you.”

“No, but you didn't say you did either. I know that you just lust after me and that's fine because I'm the one you're having sex with and not her.”

Tatiana started to speak and Mordiar somehow knew exactly what she was going to say and so cut her off cleanly. “Was I just talking to myself there a second ago? Cut it out!”

“She started it,” Tatiana quipped as she flipped Azlyn off.

“She started it,” Azlyn mocked as she moved around a little to make sure that Mordiar felt her hard ass on his lap.

“You don't have to move around like that if you're going to be sitting on.....”

“Stop! Both of you just stop!” He looked at Tatiana with raised eyebrows.

“Why are you looking at me? I'm not the one sitting on your lap.”

“This is more fun to watch then some of the holo-vids that are popular at the moment,” Ogdoad said as his eye-stalks moved about to make sure to catch all the action.

“So the scavenger hideaway....” Azlyn said as she leaned into Mordiar and made sure that Tatiana saw it. “Here in the Iapetos System, Gamma Sector. There are no habitable planets in the system. One of them used to be but something happened there a few thousand years ago
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