
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Trouble With Rexes

The Guardians Series Part 5

 

Two rexes sat at a beat-up old wooden table in the middle of a tavern located deep in a gutted, abandoned city on the dark side of the cross dimensional portals that linked their world with Earth, and stared at a chess board that sat between them.  The room around them was a ravaged, gutted mess, filled with death, destruction, and the savaged, brutalized, desiccated remains of its now former patrons.  However, the two rexes completely ignored this as though they were little more than worthless lint to be thrown away and cast into the garbage.  They both stared thoughtfully at the chess board in front of them as they each quietly plotted their next several moves.  Eventually one of them reached out, slid his pawn one space forward, and then withdrew his hand.  This cause the second to fold his hands together, and rest his long, fanged beak on top of his fingers as he considered his next move.  The two then sat quietly in deep contemplation for several moments longer before the second one moved his bishop across the board and into an attacking position.  A sly grin grew across his lips as he watched the clearly distraught look in his opponent's face.  After a bit the second rex looked up from the board and narrowed his eyes.

"I think we should consider this game a stalemate as neither of us has anything left that can lead to a checkmate," he said.

The first rex grinned.

"I was wondering how long it would be before you realized that," he replied.

The second grunted in frustration before starting to reset the board.

"As sad as it is to say, it's much like this war.  No matter how hard we fight, or how long, we never seem able to get ahead.  Especially with those guardians blocking our invasion efforts so effectively.  Because of them, we have already lost many of our brothers," he replied gruffly.

The first glared slightly at him.

"Hold your tongue, comrade.  We do not wish for such words to find their way to the ears of our master.  If they do, he will punish us severely," he said.

The second rex grunted dismissively.

"Is that any worse than the fate we will suffer should we cross over to the other side?"

The first rex was intrigued at this.

"What do you mean?" he asked.

The second rex gestured at the room around him, and said angrily, "Take a look for yourself!  This world is dying.  We, and our master, have soaked it dry of anything useful, and drained its energy until there is nothing left in it but rusty stains and foul odors.  Only if we cross over into the next dimension will we be able to survive, and only if we are not discovered by the guardians.  If we are, we will die no different than if we remain here.  As such, our very existence is hopeless, regardless what our master has told us." 

The first rex pondered this briefly as he considered his friend's words.  They were indeed true.  However, there had to be a better answer than merely giving up and dying.  Something else needed to be done.  Just then an idea struck him.

"What if we...made peace with the guardians?" he asked.

The second rex looked at him as though he were insane.

"Peace!?  They only want to kill us," he replied.

"Well, yes.  But you must also remember that they do so only because we have attacked their world, and threatened it with destruction," said the first. 

The second rex grunted.

"Our compatriots have done that evil on their own.  It is not our hands that are soiled with the blood of innocents!" he protested.

"Very true.  However, one's personal perceptions are nine tenths of what one believes.  So it is only reasonable that they treat us as such, given what they have already experienced.  But that also does not mean that we can't change their minds if given the chance," said the first.

The second rex looked at his compatriot through narrow, thoughtful eyes.

"Hmm, I agree.  However, doesn't such efforts also risk getting us killed if we try?  And, if it is not the guardians who do it, would not our own master slay us should he find out what we intend to do?" he asked.

The first rex grinned slyly.

"We can either die here, or we can die there.  Either way we will die.  Even so, I would rather risk dying there, than hold fast to the certainty of dying here.  Especially if fate should permit us the chance to live through reason of words, and a dialogue of ideas."

The second pondered this for several moments.

"So, what you are proposing is that we risk our lives by going there, rather than remain here and be guaranteed of death," he replied.

"Correct," nodded the first rex.

The second rex sat quietly for several moments before returning to resetting the chess board in front of him.  The first watched him as he did this, and then began playing a game against himself, as though he were using the movements of the chess pieces as an aid in his efforts to think.  After several minutes of this, he paused his gameplay, and lowered his hand.

"While what you suggest is indeed dangerous, it may be worth our time to engage in such an effort, and see what it brings us.  And, should we fail, we will do so while seeking peace, and go to our graves knowing that we did not die as cowards who foolishly laid down and waited for death," he said.

The first rex grinned at this.

"Those are my thoughts exactly," he replied.

The two rexes then got up from the table, and made their way outside.  However, as they did, a dark, malevolent form, who had previously been hiding in the shadows, and listening to their every word, watched them depart before leaving to report this to its superiors. 

 

 

Paul landed gently in the street, in a quiet suburban neighborhood, and stared in disbelief at what he was seeing in front of him.  Standing there, right before his eyes, were two rexes, one of whom was holding a man, who had a smart phone in his hand, close to his body as though hugging him.  Not long after this Destin arrived, and landed next to him.  He then took several moments to assess the situation before turning to Paul.

"What's our play on this, sir?" he asked.

"Whatever you do, don't hurt these two!" protested the man with the smart phone.

Paul found this to be an odd reaction to being held captive by two, blood thirsty rexes.  It made him wonder if the man wasn't suffering from a case of Stockholm syndrome.

"Are you being held against your will?" he asked as Destin shifted to his left.

The second rex saw this, and quickly stepped behind his friend to avoid getting picked off should Destin suddenly attack him with a flanking maneuver.

"Call your friend off and let's talk," said the first rex.

This caused both Paul, and Destin, to pause in surprise.  Rexes weren't supposed to talk.  Or, at least, they'd never seen one do that before.

"Let go of the hostage and we'll negotiate with you," said Paul.

"Guarantee that you won't harm us, and we'll agree to speak with you," said the rex.

Paul thought about this briefly, and then gestured to Destin to return to his side, which the young man obediently did.

"You have my word that we won't attack you, just so long as you free your hostage, and don't harm him," said Paul.

To his surprise, the rex nodded, and then gently ushered the man off the street.

"Go that way.  You'll be safe over there, and out of the line of fire," said the first rex.

The man quickly obeyed, and scurried off the road.  The two rexes then turned back to Paul and Destin, and studied them pensively. 

"As you can see, we have done as you've asked.  Now, may we speak with you without any harm coming to us?" asked the first rex.

Paul pondered this for a bit, as Destin looked at him for advice, and eventually nodded.

"You've done your part, so I'm willing to listen to what you have to say.  Now tell me, what's this about?" he asked.

The rex grinned.

"You will have to forgive my taking of a prisoner.  But I had to do so to ensure that you would be called here as we desired, and then abstain from destroying us immediately upon your arrival.  Given that we are mortal enemies from opposing armies, whose only concern for the other is their total annihilation, such things were necessary for me to do to ensure my survival," he replied.

Paul cocked an eyebrow at this.  For being a mindless, blood thirsty monster, this rex was surprisingly thoughtful and well spoken.

"So you never intended to hurt him?" he asked.

The rex shook his head.

"We did not, as we are not savages," he said with a sly grin. 

Paul studied the rex for several moments, but didn't see any deceit in his eyes.

"Alright, I believe you.  So what can we do for you?" he asked.

"We would like to help you," replied the rex.

Paul looked at him in complete disbelief.

"Help us?  Why?  How?" he asked.

"By providing you with information about our dark master, his armies, the reasons for this war, and the ways that you can defeat him, and save your world," said the rex.

Paul crossed his arms and studied the rex suspiciously.  Its offer to him sounded more like a blatant phishing scam than a legitimate proposal.

"And what do you want in return?" he asked.

"Freedom, and the ability to live safely in your world without risk of death, or dismemberment," replied the rex.

Paul pondered this briefly.  While he liked the idea of gaining an advantage against their still mysterious, and enigmatic enemy, he also didn't want to fall into what was almost certainly a trap.  However, if their offer was indeed legitimate, he couldn't pass up such an incredible opportunity to put his fellow guardians on a better footing.

"Alright, give me a moment," he replied.  He then activated his communicator, and said, "Central, this is DB05631.  I've got an odd request for you.  I need a negotiating team down here to my current location on the east side.  I have a couple rexes in front of me that we need to hash out terms of surrender with."

There was a brief pause on the other end before the communicator crackled to life.

"Uh, DB05631, would you please...um, repeat that?" came the reply.

"Yeah, I've got a couple rexes in front of me wanting to discuss an information for freedom exchange, and I need someone with the authority to do that, if you can send them down here."

Again the communicator went silent for some time before a reply came.

"Um, yeah, let me get back to you on that, okay?"

"Sure, we're good.  Whenever you can get someone here is fine," replied Paul.

Destin looked at Paul in curiosity as he listened to this, not sure what his mentor was doing, before turning and studying the rexes again.

"So what are your plans?" he asked quietly.

"Just like they've asked, we're going to talk.  If what they say is true, we'll know soon enough.  And, if it is, we stand to gain a lot from this exchange," replied Paul.

Destin thought about this briefly for several moments before narrowing his eyes. 

"I sure hope you're right," he replied. 

Paul frowned.

"So do I."  He then gestured to the two rexes, and said, "We should probably take this out of the street for now, and move it to the sidewalk.  Are you alright with that?"

The two rexes nodded.

"As a show of good will, we would be happy to," said the second.

The two rexes, as well as Paul and his apprentice, then stepped off the street, and onto the nearby sidewalk.  As they all sat down and waited for the other guardians to arrive, they quietly, and cautiously eyed one another with varying degrees of suspicion.  Eventually a group of five men, two of whom looked like lawyers, landed on the sidewalk behind Paul, and approached him.  Paul soon turned and began to talk with them, briefly explaining everything they'd been told by the rexes just in case dispatch had relayed something wrong.  After a bit, the two lawyer like men looked briefly past Paul at the two rexes, and then back at him.

"Do you feel, honestly, that you can trust them?" asked one of them.

Paul nodded.

"So far they've been very cordial, accommodating, and have kept their word.  So I think it's worth risking it," he replied.

"Do you believe they know we're suspicious of them?"

Paul snorted.

"You'd have to be an idiot not to.  I mean, we are their mortal enemies, after all.  But, if this can give us an advantage in this war, I'm willing to risk it.  The only question now is, are you?"

The two lawyer like men turned, looked at each other, and seemed to hold a conversation with their eyes for several minutes.  Eventually they turned to the three men who had come with them.

"I think we should go speak with them as was suggested.  If anything goes wrong, we'll need you to rescue us.  But, if it instead goes well, we might come away with enough valuable information to win this war," said one of the men.

The three other guardians thought about this briefly, and then looked at Paul.

"Are you absolutely sure we can trust them?" asked Paul's boss, the leader of the team.

Paul looked thoughtfully at the newly arrived guardians, and soon nodded.

"As I said, I think we should give them a shot.  And, even if we eventually find out that they're lying, we're really not out anything," he said.

His boss thought about this for several moments, and then looked at the two lawyer like men.

"Do it," he said. 

The two lawyer like men nodded, and then hurried over to begin negotiations with the rexes.  As they did, Paul's boss crossed his arms and studied the two rexes.

"Why them?  Why now?" he asked, more to himself than anyone else.

"They've likely been engaged in war for far longer than we have, and are tired of the constant fighting.  Thus they're willing, even perhaps foolishly, to risk death in exchange for the simple, and potentially vain hope of peace and safety for themselves," said Destin.

Paul's boss thought about this for several moments before grunting. 

"That assumes they can actually give us something useful.  And, even if they can, we still have to fight this war until it's won, which isn't guaranteed," he said. 

"Agreed," said Paul.  He then slowly shook his head, and said, "I still can't believe we're negotiating with a pair of rexes over the fate of the world." 

Paul's boss chuckled.

"That makes two of us.  But, if this works out, we may be able to end this war, once and for all, and never have to dirty our hands ever again," he said. 

"At least until the next world war starts," said Destin.

"What do you mean?" asked Paul's boss.

"Nations will be nations.  As soon as we no longer have a common enemy, they will all go their own ways.  And, when they do, those of us who now defend the world as a whole, will likely be forced to fight one another, on behalf of our respective nations, in a global struggle for power."

Paul snorted, and rolled his eyes.

"I sure hope that never happens.  Then again, I wouldn't put it past our leaders to do something boneheaded like that," he replied.

"Yeah, same here," said Paul's boss.

As the three guardians continued to look on at the two lawyer like men, who were still negotiating with the rexes, a dark, shadowy, malevolent figure looked on at them from a distance and grinned slyly.

"Everything is going exactly as planned, just as our master said it would.  Even with the betrayal of these two, who are counted among our number, we will still win this war, and take this world as our own, as well as all that it possesses," it said to itself with dark, devilish glee. 

 

The End 
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