[image: image1.png]



There was no reason for the Asylum to stand out in this rebellion.

The main source of contention had been the people of Yridia II; the Asylum was on the outskirts of the system on Yridia IX, little more than a smuggler's paradise.  And yet, Eden City had grown over many years, and had become a symbol of Tarentum's lack of control.  The syndicates and cartels held sway on Yridia IX, except for small parcels of control -- including the Asylum.  The place was a symbol of Tarentum in the underworld, but even then, it was not a very public symbol.  There were no signs that said, "shadowy overlords found here," or "Sith warriors delve into the dark and macabre; apply within."

However.  The rebellion was coming to Eden, and intelligence sources said an attack on the Asylum was imminent.  It couldn't have come at a worse time.  With the change of the guard, and Farrin now at the head, and Bloodfyre serving as his second and chief advisor, so many matters of Clan and state had drawn Sith away from the Asylum.  In his time away, word had come -- the source of Tarentum's darkest secrets, the center of its macabre experiments, and the home of their foremost Nihilist was the next target.

"...why?"

Sith had uttered that very word in question.  It made no sense.  And yet, it was clear.  There had been a release of death and disease across Yridia II, and the blame had been laid at Tarentum's feet.  Now, the rebellion was coming back to possibly cover their tracks, as well as to "find the smoking gun" for Tarentum's treachery.  It wasn't that hard to figure out.  And yet, with Raiju now seemingly at the head of the rebellion, whipping it into shape, and taking things in a new direction, was he responsible for this, as well?  Was this a sign that the Nautolan was now looking to make an enemy of everyone in the Clan?

Volunteers had been raised, along with a contingent of troops that were being sent to defend the Asylum.  While the troops were veterans, it required a little more specific help.  It would be a test for the recently-born Order of the Trident, the followers of Pel who were being seen as a sort of mobile response team.  Ranarr had come to meet with the Summit aboard the Sword's Sheath, the former Gladius base that was being used as a staging point.  Pel would join the defense group at a later time, but Ranarr and Hades had met with the newly-anointed Proconsul.

"This makes no sense," Hades had said.

"What do they seek to gain from this?" Ranarr growled.

"There's no vision here," Bloodfyre responded, "but I have no doubt we'll find out.  We're going to let them gain entrance to the complex, and death will await them within."

"Are we unleashing Draugr on them?" Hades almost seemed gleefully expectant.

"We will not," Sith shook his head.  "I'm not willing to let the Risen have place in this fight.  We won't find answers that way."

Ships had come and went from the Sword's Sheath from that moment on, and brought Tarentum's warriors to the Asylum complex.  The defense of the home of death was assured, but when the rebellious attackers finally came, Tarentum was not prepared for the sight that greeted them. It was men and women, warriors and peasants, but at the vanguard, it was a Nautolan that provoked the charge.  Raiju Kang was the reason behind this escapade, and in it all, it was apparent that he'd been manipulating the situation all along.  Visions assaulted the senses of all, especially those of the Sith Master and Proconsul.  Kang's grinning face, with a halo of light above his face signifying his final choice.  This had been about hurting Tarentum, about getting revenge, and opening a wound in the Clan of Death that might lead to its eventual downfall.

Pravus had sacked the previous leadership of Tarentum, and using his influence, had installed a leadership within the Clan that would become an enemy.  Was Pravus now an enemy of the Clan, as well?

Sith was slammed back into the present, as Raiju Kang leapt towards the awaiting Tarenti defenders; when had the battle even started?  There had been no warning, but perhaps it was because Sith had been caught up in visions, much like others had been caught up unawares with their attention elsewhere before.

And a grin, a deathly mockery of happiness, broke upon the face of the Ghost Dragon.

Raiju Kang was grabbed by an unseen hand mid-air, and tossed out of the great hallway that provided entry to the Asylum.  Perhaps there had been cracking bones and cries of pain, but they were lost in the crackles and thunder caused by the torrents of lightning being called down from the skies at the behest of the Dragon.  The very skies now responded to the call of the Master, and those rebels who had come to betray Tarentum were being met with pain, fury, and death.  And the stink continued to grow, even as people turned away, attempting to flee the scene.  What was supposed to be a soft target to reinforce the power and leadership of a traitorous squid was proving to be doom.  The souls of the offenders would join those whom Tarentum had tormented and twisted for years, and turned into the dread and fearsome Draugr and lesser Aptrgangr.

And still, death came.  The betrayal was too much, and the very palpable absence of the Ghost Dragon, the eldest and sole remaining student of the Fire Dragon, was ended.  Gwei Long had come, and his enemies would feel his ancient fury with his thunderous return.  And now, the children of Yridia were to be counted among his kills.

The sight was too much even for some of his closest allies.

Where the Sith Master was generally very measured, even restrained, his full power and rage was being unleashed.  Often, the Yridians were never shown the true nature and power of Tarentum.  Today, her full might was laid out very plainly to herald the deaths of the dishonorable and traitorous children now shaking in terror within the Asylum.  Any who might have had the strength to turn and run found the doors to the main entry slammed shut before them.  To their backs, the ebon-clad Ghost Dragon seemed to levitate off the ground, hands stretched out wide to his sides.  And, though some doubted their very eyes, it seemed as though the wispy form of an ancient, serpent-like creature wrapped its snaking, twisted and certainly ethereal body around the great hall, and held its head under the left hand of the Proconsul of Tarentum for a slight, almost imperceptible pet.

"Children of Yridia," Bloodfyre's voice shook the very foundation of his home and thundered throughout the halls.  "Welcome to my home..."

Outside the dreary abode of his former ally, the shattered Nautolan quaked as the echoes of the Shaevalian's words even seeped their way to his ears.  If he didn't leave, the faint screams that could clearly be heard from within would be joined by his own.

"...activate beacon," Raiju gasped, "and call... Taldryan.  I've failed... and require aid..."

