Chapter 1


Shadix contemplated whether to use the ever-praised pack. He held it in his hands for a moment, admiring the ornate designs on it, but decided to do better and dropped it back on his bed. It's to use to train the rookies. He walked to the door and passed through it. He was followed by his friends and teammates, one in sleek metallic blue with white and the other a black with a faint green under color. They followed him as he ran over the sandy hill.


"What took you so long?" Shadix said over his shoulder.


"The Kraata tried biting me again, and it took longer to retrieve it." Charia said.


"I was waiting for Charia." Arkai said. Shadix shook his head.


"You guys need to be faster. I could have taken a nap from the call to leaving. Who knows, this might really be an emergency." 


Arkai scoffed. Charia remained silent. Shadix just kept running. They had cleared several hundred yards by this point and were probably nearing Ta-Cyro. 


"Aw, snap..." Arkai said to himself.


"What is it?"


"Nothing, nothing. Just forgot my swords."


Shadix sighed. He imagined how that would sound with just about any other Toa-team. Here, it meant little. "You need to remember them. What if something goes wrong with your pack?"


"What if, what if, none if it happens... and has the pack ever broke on us before?" Arkai said. 


Shadix stopped and grabbed Arkai's shoulder, pulling him to an abrupt stop. Charia stopped a few steps farther ahead.


"While you are correct, you will not display this kind of attitude around me. Despite what has happened, I'm your mentor. I'm supposed to guide you both, and get you out of any messes you hurl yourselves into." Shadix let go of Arkai to motion in the direction they had been heading. "Let's keep going."


They continued. After another few minutes of uninterrupted traveling, there came a distant roar followed closely by the ground shaking and screams of fear. Shadix grimaced.


"Looks like we may have a real problem." Shadix ran closer to where the roar came from and ducked behind some debris. His apprentices stopped beside him. They peered out.


"Firewall lurker, just our luck, hmm?" Shadix said. "Let's get on with it. Charia, run left and cover my sprint. Arkai, you stay here and watch for trouble."


"Just stay here? You know what I could do to that--" 


"Yes, you would thoroughly destroy it, the Matoran, their workplace and about 1,000 feet farther past. Hold your powers til they are steady."


Arkai agreed, with reluctance. Shadix gave the signal, and Charia darted left. Her distinctive metallic blue pointed her out in this dark haven. The lurker noticed her and roared. It's small, bulky frame stood about 5 feet high and about 10 feet long with a tail that extended to many times that. It in itself wasn't particularly dangerous, but just the fact that when it's scared it spins in circles to find and exit, wreaking whatever havoc with it's tail. It also is bulky enough to batter down the stiffest of creations, toughest walls and even the strongest titans. It's current state of panic mixed with mental corrosion from the deadly fumes by the firewall made a vicious combo when it comes to escape. 


It saw Charia and roared, backing away and toppling many stories of scaffolding. They came down with a crash on top of the lurker and enraged it without precedent. It bellowed its anguish and shook the debris off himself before lashing its tail toward Charia. She stopped abruptly, red particles swirling around the red and black fanged gloves she wore. She released the attack. With a horrendous ripping, tearing, splitting noise, the ground in front of her and everything downrange was smote by a power scream that would put Kohrak-Kal to the test. Debris scattered, dust exploded, carts were pulverized, and the poor lurker was directly downrange. It received the brunt of it, making its brown pupils shrink and it's tail to go ridged. It opened it's mouth, and Shadix assumed it was roaring but who could tell? 


Finally it supsided. The lurker was swaying back and forth, in some sort of delirium. Shadix walked up to it and wrapped a protosteel chain around it, then handed the chain to a Matoran. They took care of the situation from there.


Charia skipped back to Shadix, full of excitement and joy. "Did you see that, Shadix? Wasn't that--"


"I didn't just see it, I heard, felt, tasted and smelled it. You put on quite a performance." His mood suddenly darkened a tone. "While you did well and defeated the beast, there were many flaws in your method. First, we work as a team. You were instructed to be a decoy, but you went ahead and tried it yourself."


Charia looked like a hurt puppy. "But, you saw its tail! It would have hit me if I wouldn't have attacked first!"


Shadix put his hand up to shoulder level, eye level for Charia, for her to stop. Then he pointed at her hips.


"See what's in those sheathes? Swords. They won't fail you. They can be used just as well for offence as defense. If the tail lashes at you, you pull your swords out and parry it. Don't always rely on your pack."


Charia nodded. Arkai scoffed again. "The packs don't fail, so why can't we rely on them? I mean, it's the enemy’s technology upon themselves. It's bound to work, plus it gives them a bad taste to know--"


Shadix raised his hand again like he did to Charia. "What the enemy makes is the enemy's. It shouldn't be meddled with light."


"It works. What works, works. If it doesn't work, then you can rebuke me on more then just a moral bias." Arkai said, then stomped back up the way he'd come. Shadix signed, but decided better then to confront the hothead at the moment. He might self implode from rage. He grinned at the idea. Charia walked behind Shadix on the way back, obviously thinking about something but didn't voice it.


When Shadix entered his room, he plopped onto his bed and sat still for a moment. He could head Arkai slam his door, take the Kraata out of the pack and put it away, then drop the pack in the corner. He muttered to himself, but Shadix couldn't have heard it if he was wanting to ease drop. He took off his armor and set it on the stand. Shadix stared at it for a while, not thinking about the armor but more so the encounter today. What was with everyone? Charia not listening to orders, Arkai being all wired, and--


Shadix heard a harsh squeak come from Charia's side, then a vicious threat of a Kraata who apparently despised the confines of its cage. Yes, and the Kraata going haywired. Meh, probably just a storm rolling in or something like that. It will clear up in a day or two. 


Shadix woke in the night with the sounds of screaming battering his senses. He leapt off his bed, pulling out his knife and pinning Charia to the wall. Luckily her metallic coloring reflected the moonlight. No, that wasn't moonlight, it was overcast... 


Charia grabbed Shadix's arm and shoved it back. He then realized that where he had pinned her to the wall would have been a man's chest, but her neck. She took several pants before blurting out the problem.


"Rah... Rahkshi..." She said. All of his focus directed toward her with powerful force.


"Charia, Rahkshi? What are they? Where did they come from?"


She stood up strait and looked up and into his eyes. "I'm not sure. One is completely silver though, that's the only one I saw, but I saw an explosion one place and lighting in another so--"


"Chain Lightning and Explosion at least. Gear up, time to roll."


Shadix suited himself up with his classic, lightweight armor and wrapped his belt around him. On his way out of the door, he brushed his hands across his belt, making sure everything was there. Then he remembered something and darted back, only to be out a second later with another piece of equipment. Time to give this thing a shot in a real duel.


Even with his delay, he still beat the other two out. Arkai still strapped on his pack, and Charia was running up to him, all armed and ready. 


"Arkai!" Shadix snapped. "Grab your swords!"


"But-"


"This is no time to argue! Get your blasted swords!"


Arkai turned and ran back to his hut. Shadix frowned as they ran toward a nearby settlement where he could already see the fire blazing.


"Charia, we need to act as a team." Shadix said as they neared the burning tents. It was a trading and selling group that meandered around Cryo-Nui. Now it was all ablaze, with Matoran running this way and that, but all in the general direction of out. The harsh scream of a Rahkshi preceded a blast of bleak white electricity. It streaked from one Matoran to another, spattering silver fluid against the walls of the tent. Shadix held back his intense wish to jump out now and slice the Rahkshi into bloody bits, but he held himself back. One Toa against a Rahkshi would never last. Blast it, where's Arkai?


As if coordinated, that thought was followed by a deep, familiar voice.


"Hey, slug brain! Come... and... get it!"


Shadix leapt out from his hiding place, screaming. "Arkai! Don't you dare--"


There was a muted grunt, and then the whole field lit up with a murky green light. It dimmed, then released. Shadix knew what this could only mean and grabbed Charia before activating the 2nd tier on his KK+ Kanohi. It lit up, then his world blurred. He knew what velocity he was traveling at, but Charia didn't see it coming. She screamed abruptly then stopped, trusting her leader. He raced out of the now emptied settlement and halted a ways from it. He turned back. Just like he expected.


A slanted wall of debris was hurtling through the air, the obvious remains of a titanic shockwave. The whole settlement was destroyed, obliterated, with only a tent standing near Arkai himself. He grinned.


"Well well, look who saved the--" Arkai started, but was nailed by an unseen force. Charia gasped and grabbed for Shadix, but he wasn't there. He was standing over Arkai.


"What the blazes were you doing?" Shadix roared. Arkai looked both bewildered and sardonically pleased at the same time. 


"I saved your tail, mister lets-fight-it-the-hard-way. And just for your information, I didn't even use my swords or pack. Just my elemental power."


"You saved my tail?" Shadix stood over him, foot still pressed where it had first made contact on his chest. "Because of you, we have no true way of knowing if the Rahkshi were defeated or escaped. If it wasn't for my mask, both me and Charia would be dead, and you've be accountable for killing 2 more Toa because you didn't think through the whole idea of the three virtues!" Shadix was yelling at this point, loud enough for Charia to remain at a distance yet hear the conversation well.


Shadix removed his foot and allowed Arkai to stand. Arkai did so. He hung his head slightly, and trudged back toward his room. 


Shadix slammed his door with rage and dropped his armor onto the stand before plopping, face first, into the bed. He wanted to roar and the ignorance of Arkai. He had so much potential it just sickened him, yet he hung onto those packs like a baby's pacifier. Nothing could turn out well from this manipulation of evil.


There was a faint tap on the door. Another tap can after it, but it seem half hearted or light the knocker was pulling away after changing his mind. Shadix twisted his head to see Charia peering into the window. Shadix sat up and beckoned for her to come it.


"Hey there..." She said, initially trying to make a friendly connection. 


"Hey."


"Was it just me, or..." Charia paused, contemplating if now was the right time to say whatever it was. Or maybe just nervous. "...were you kinda hard on Arkai out there? I mean, if you would be one to swear, I wouldn't have expected anything less then your usage of the dictonary."


Shadix chuckled. "Well, it may have been hard on him. He may come away with some resentment toward me, and who knows, maybe you too. But what he did was such an unspeakable lapse of thinking. Just charging into a fight and blowing it up is never to way to fight the Sons of Makuta."


Charia thought for a second. "Why are you two so... edgy, maybe? I mean, we came on at the same time and it seems like you expect so much more out of him then me, and demand so much more perfection."


Shadix looked at her pointedly. "You don't know about where he's come from, hmm?" She shook her head.


"Whenever I ask, he gets defensive and doesn't answer."


"I can understand why. Well, I'm not his first mentor. His first mentor was one named Skrael. He was a good man, one that was a great teacher. He had many apprentices under him. I studied under him once, but not as an apprentice. Well, Arkai and 2 other young Toa all worked together. They hadn't gotten far into the tutoring when a real problem came up, one that novices shouldn't deal with. Skrael told them to stay and he left. Arkai decided that Skrael needed their help and persuaded his teammates to go after him and find him, so that as a full team they could slay whatever it was."


Shadix shook his head. "Well, when they got to where Skrael was... long story short, Skrael sacrificed himself to save Arkai. Arkai was so distraught by this, so enraged and wanting to fill the abrupt gap in their team that he commenced in fighting the creature. It wounding Arkai, and killed his teammates."


Charia looked at him in disbelief. Her mouth hung slightly open and she looked around the room as if to find something that would deny this atrocity. She finally swallowed. "So, after that, he got transferred to you?"


"I guess. They took away all his credits that he earned under Skreal, so he had to start as a rookie again, though he had some experience under his belt already. That in itself is demeaning."


"I... I guess I'll head to bed. See ya tomorrow, Shadix." Charia stood and exited the room. Once the door closed, Shadix groaned. Why didn't he learn? He killed his own master because of his stupidity. You'd think he'd learn.

