CHAPTER 102.0

Meanwhile, the planet itself was a large production of war.

Bravo Squadron rushed in and succeeded in freeing up Oggie's forces, pounding mercilessly on the V-Haulers that didn't immediately obey Ideora's order to fall back to the Orpheus for the rescue. Two of the Bravo fighters combined their fire and destroyed a V-Hauler that had been giving Oggie's transport fits. Once cleared, the Guardian transports proceeded down into the atmosphere surrounded by the Bravos, following their sensor readings towards the mountains many miles ahead.

Looking over the readings on his vessel, Oggie noted the separation of life forms; high concentrations of them, some in the heart of the battle, others on the other side of the mountain moving away. Their approach presence pushed the bombing V-Haulers away, and short time the Herd passed over the Sanctuary Vhinech not fighting in the battle, most of them taking shelter under the trees.

"Bravo Leader this is Wrangler, we have Sanctuary Vhinech in sight," said Oggie. "We're commencing with a first wave landing. You have the skies."

"Copy Wrangler. Good luck." Ric turned his fighter away and looked to his right to find two familiar faces. "Bravo Ten, Bravo Twelve, on me. We're going to conduct some recon. We'll fly over and see whose winning. Bravo Two, keep your assigned group in a high altitude; call out those V-Haulers."

Once the acknowledgements were all passed along the groups proceeded as planned.

The Herd collectively landed in a snow drift covered plateau that was a only a few minutes walking distance away from the Sanctuary Vhinech's last known location; the snow blowing away as the vessels fired their landing correction jets to augment their landing to avoid any missteps, such as a landing skid finding a rut that causes it to roll and break under the ship; such an event would more or less take a ship out; the snow whipped around and made things blizzard like for a few moments. Finally nine out of the remaining heavy freighters landed, the egress doors dropped and scores of fully armored Guardians ran out with their Series Twenty heavy rifles ready; from each ten Guardians dropped to a knee in standard guard formation while others moved quickly up the middle. Oggie emerged and walked quickly, flanked by three guards and the group headed into the woods.

In short time, the group came across the emerging and frightened Vhinech with Magus Orrick in the lead. Oggie said over the roar of the winds blowing across the plateau into the woods, "I am Ogwa Newhausen, Headmaster of the Order of Guardians out of Naboo! I was sent here to rescue your people and secure their new location!"

Orrick gave him a short bow and said, "I am Magus Orrick! May I ask who sent you?"

"If you mean Enothchild Sarch sent me, the answer is unfortunately a yes and no answer," said Oggie. He handed off his rifle to one of his guards and removed his sleek helmet that only didn't cover his eyes and mouth to reveal his elderly features, and then took a knew. "However, I do believe you know of a way to believe my sincerity. It will also bring you up to speed on the situation."

Orrick studied him well, and with his hairy, small hand he placed it on the Human's head, closed his eyes, and used the Force to read his thoughts. It took some doing on Oggie's part to push aside his training in order to allow the mind probe to function without having Orrick to push, but a man of training knew when to keep the battle on the battlefield.

After some time, Orrick removed his hand and sighed away his weariness. As Oggie stood up, the small Vhinech nodded and said, "I believe you." He turned to the other Vhinech and yelled, "IT IS WELL! THEY ARE HERE TO SAVE US! EMERGE!" He turned back. "I counted nine ships in your group, Master Newhausen. Do you have more?"

Oggie looked at the Vhinech approaching and kept seeing more and more of them coming forth towards the transports, being guided by Guardians with kind hands and sharp eyes on the look out. He put his helmet back on and said, "We lost three ships on the way down. We may have enough for everyone here if we squeeze them in."

A few subordinates under Orrick's charge had arrived and just heard that. Orrick looked to them and said, "Get our people divided by nine, have adults carry children is need be. How long will our journey be?"

"I haven't picked an exact location yet, but it will be a long journey. No worry, we have supplies for everyone here." Oggie looked grimly towards the mountain, his ears picking up the sounds of war echoing over the peaks. The question was now at hand; granted they had supplies for the thousands boarding the nine ships, but… "How many fighting?"

Orrick sighed, "Two thousand, perhaps even three. We did not count heads. My Brother Magus Nautilus leads them."

"Shavit," muttered Oggie. "Even with the three ships not lost that would have still been too much for us to handle." He thought some more, rubbing the bristly hair on his chin. "But we're not leaving anyone."

Touching a button on his wrist computer the Guardians began to move away from the Vhinech crowds and walk in formation towards the mountain, allowing the Nubian army personnel to oversee the rest of the extraction. Oggie then entered some text commands and brought on line in the ship pre-deposed orders to be given if his bio readings went dark; the Guardian's individual readings were tied into the all the vessel's tactical mainframe. The orders would be downloaded to the assigned personnel and so orders were to be carried out. He then signaled the pilots in the ships and typed in their instructions. 

With acknowledgements secured from the pilots, Oggie turned to Orrick and said, "We will take the enemy's ships and use them to evac the rest of your people. To have that many MerCons join Prophet's forces they had to use a lot of V-Haulers to bring them down. I'm willing to bet there still on the ground."

"Perhaps I should assist your people, Headmaster Newhausen," said Orrick, grimacing as he rotated his wounded arm.

"You could, but I think you can help your people more if you stay with them. Just in case." Oggie began to march backwards, falling in with his Guardians in a way to kill any more offers of help. Orrick in turn gave up, realizing that the Human had made a good point. And despite the bad odds Oggie's sure as Lore statement that the Guardians were going to take the MerCon ships was filled with fact more than fiction and set Orrick's minds at ease. 

Oggie touched a button that chimed twice, and every Guardian received the chiming order to double time. Another chime, and about twenty Guardians emerged from under the heavy freighter's equipment bays on long sled I-9 repulsor bikes; with their orders they each took on an extra passenger - sitting back to back, the rear seat position ready with their rifles and clenching on with their thighs - and proceeded ahead and out and around the remaining force's intended destination. As one the remaining ground forces moved to a jogging pace, rifles ready and thin packs hanging from their backs, and they all seemed to effortlessly move through the deep snow. When they reached the Sanctuary Vhinech's tracks it all became a lot easier for them to move as shadows in the snow white scene.

In Oggie's ear was a listening device that overheard encrypted conversations linked with the fleet; at times he listened in as he ran, tuning in on the action above…

"…The ship is launching escape pods…Dreadnaughts falling back…V-Haulers retreating…main vessel acquired…"
A resonance of sound caught everyone's ears in the group and they looked up to watch escape pods streaking downward from the cold heavens. Between his breaths Oggie said in his portable mic, "Wrangler to Bravo Leader. Can you track those escape pods for us? By sounds of Muriel's transmissions their maybe hostages in these pods."

"Affirmative, Wrangler. We're on them." 

"Good." Oggie turned his attention to the riders. "Barebacks, we have stranded cattle. Take them."

High above and passing the black armor clad Guardians, Ric and two of his wingmen flew over them and split up to pursue different areas of where the escape pods were falling; wasn't hard, they had homing beacons guiding them towards them. Other Bravo fighters not engaged in some way with V-Haulers either gave pursuit after those escape pods as well or lined up to take out the portable heavy deck gun placements that were being used without mercy on the Sanctuary Vhinech; their lancing attacks trailed upward towards their targets, kicking up snow along the way, and finally the bolts found targets of mechanical and biological makeup in nature and destroyed them in a spectacular explosion.

Slowly but surely snow was not the only thing that fell from the sky. In various points throughout the planet, within hundreds of miles of the battle, escape pods screamed across the heavens on traverse arcs or in horrible straight down patterns; the former betraying the pod's entry with the moisture contrails they left in their wake, the latter in flames due to their steep entry angles; escape pods, unlike life boats, were twenty-five/seventy-five propositions that leaned heavily towards failure; and like today, most of them don't make it to the ground; a few became spectacles of art as their burnings left a array of gray and black smoke to trail them, marking the remains. To make matters worse, Bravo Four was struck in the tail by one of the flaming screamers when she drifted too high into the clouds; her sensors were late picking it up. She had no chance, and after falling out of control with no rudder the fighter broke and showered the forest lands below with flames and fragments.  

In the general vicinity, the Sanctuary Vhinech rose up and began their counteroffensive against the MerCon-Vhinech warriors that just spent the last hour getting bombed and aerial attacked for a change from their newly arrived Nubian friends. Their casualties were now equal in loss, and now more and more Sanctuary Vhinech had salvaged modern weapons at their disposable to replace much of their spent and unusable hand cannons and long rifles.

The once proud forest Magus Nautilus and his army took refuge in was practically a valley filled with obliterated lumber and stacked poor cord wood after the short hours of war. Wood littered the snowy earth, along with the evergreens, the branches, the assorted bodies and body parts, the familiar stains of blood and detonation that only seemed like a bad memory to those Vhinech who were alive to bare witness to such scenes on Vhanba.

With Bravo Squadron's help, the funnel trap was ruined with the destruction of the flank side of it. Nautilus was quick to move the people around him in that general direction to successfully spread their numbers even further apart; to force it into a side versus side battle. 

During the move, Nautilus felt Orrick and listened intently to his mental message. Once secured inside a crater and surrounded by many of his fellow Vhinech, he said, "The Keeper kept his promise! Help has arrived; they're getting our people out of harm's way on the other side of the mountain as we speak!"

Thor, who was close by with Destiny leaning next to him, asked, "Is the Keeper with them?"

"No, but that is not important!" Nautilus stressed. "What is; our survival, right now! We will have support in the form of armored warriors from Naboo coming over the mountain very quickly! They are going to help us liberate some of the ships that are still on the ground that these Mersader Conglomerate personnel came down in so we can escape!"

"And not take the victory?"

"The victory here IS escape, Brother Thor! By the feel of things from my Brother Orrick we have no time to dither and no room for dater! I am going for the ships, I need pilots! That way when they secure the ships they will bring them over to this side of the fight and we can leave!" Nautilus shivered, for his biology was taken a beaten from the cold and some bad thoughts crossed his minds. 

Sighing, he said, "I need volunteers! Who can fly a ship?"

Several Vhinech raised their hands in the group, and then Destiny raised her furry hand. Thor was quick to say, "NO!"

"Thor, I can fly a ship," she yelled over the latest explosion that stuck short of their position. "My Father was a pilot he showed me a few things! I know about Moonhaulers!"

Nautilus nodded to counter Thor's shaking head. "I knew her father, my Brother! She is sincere, she can fly a ship!"

"Out of the question!" Thor found no one supporting him, and he looked at Nautilus for help. "There has to be someone else!"

"Then go find him or her on the battlefield!" Nautilus shook his head. "We have no time!"

"Then I am coming along to protect my wife!"

"So be it!" Nautilus looked at the others that did not raise a hand and said, "Spread out now! Give us cover fire! We are heading towards the mountain pass to meet up with our new allies!" He waited for them to leave, waited a few minutes, and then yelled loudly, "COVER FIRE!"
The valley erupted in fire and Nautilus lead the pilots in a quick retreat up the tall hillside. The cover fire personnel moved about to draw fire, some moving in backpedal and other exposing positions to make them more appetizing targets in contrast. The results favored the intent; none of the volunteers perished.

High above in the skies, Corpa Reindere flew low enough to have his shields clip some of the tree tops and thus adjusted his altitude. When he elevated his nose, a visual angle was created that allowed the pilot to bare witness to an escape pod with occupants emerging from its spent hull; six beings of varieties of species dragging out two heavily robed Human females. He recalled some of the banter that was filtering through the combat transmissions from Mustang about possible Nubian hostages and said, "Bravo Leader, this is Bravo Eight; I have at my position an escape pod with six armed beings escorting two Human females forcefully."
Many miles away to the south, Ric said, "Send me a hotline on it." After a few moments - which in that time Corpa was turning around to do another pass - he watched a sensor-video transmission of the scene; the feed controlled by the droids to invoke both sharpness and digital capture rendering for crystal clear playback if needed. The pass showed, all be it too quickly at its real time speed, exactly what Corpa was talking about. "Rendy," Ric said to his droid, RN-DE, "zoom in on the hostages and try to get an I.D. on them. Stand by, Corpa."

The image capture appeared before him on the monitor; a blurred color image where shapes of beings could be made out. The software began to tighten everything, and finally a close to clear image betrayed to Ric two familiar faces; Muriel was right it was Cessa and Deannta!
"Corpa, when this is over I am buying!" Ric shouted gleefully. "Bravo Leader to Wrangler. Bravo Eight has spotted two hostages surrounded by six armed personnel north of your position, one-point-six."
"Acknowledge, Bravo Leader," affirmed Oggie. "Continue giving us bulletins as the conditions persist, over?"

"I copy, Wrangler."

Below, as Ric passed over them, the Barebacks group got their orders and quickly they split up; half went towards the battle while the other half rode high and wide of everything, on their way to the given coordinates supplied to them through hush communiqué via their wrist computers; the passengers read the information while the drivers listened to their assessments. On occasion they did encounter the enemy as they drove past the rear engagements; at one time one of the vehicles was destroyed by a barrage of shots, killing rider and passenger; there was minimum engagement in other circumstances. 
At the crest of the hill behind the Sanctuary militia, the first Guardian to arrive found position and began to give cover fire to the Nautilus led group. A few shots showered the shooter, but with just a lowering of his face the shots only struck his Saberhide helmet and gunstock. A fellow Guardian joined him, separated by a long width, and she fired her portable proton grenade launcher in a blind launch, with enough angle to carry the object clear to the other side of the valley. The rest of the running and moving Guardians arrived, running past the Sanctuary Vhinech running up the hill and firing at their antagonists.

Both leaders were winded when Nautilus and Oggie met one another just on the other side of the hill, clear out of the view of any high point advantage the Vhinech on the other side may have had.
"You must be Head Master Newhausen," said Nautilus.

"Magus Nautilus, call me Oggie," said Oggie. "I'm your friend here." He looked over the Vhinech with Nautilus. "Who are these people?"

"Our pilots."

Oggie nodded; he first thought to argue it since his Guardians were trained to fly just about anything and to protect the Vhinech in general, but this battle was one where nitpicking was not an option. It was nice, on the other hand, to have someone all ready up to speed on his plan. "Very good then. We're gathering intelligence on the location of ships as we speak."
Nautilus held up a hand and said, "We know where some are strategically located, not far from our position, but far enough not to draw unwarranted attention. We just need a tactical diversion."
"I think our arrival will suffice," Oggie said with a smile. He looked at his wrist computer and with a few keystrokes the tactical assessment manager came on line; all the data from the other wrist computers followed into his modified version, which compared the situation to mathematical scenarios and probabilities. It was difficult at first, but since the Vhinech on the ground were not Force Hiding to gain advantage over their brethren the assessment was completed quicker than Oggie anticipated.
"My people will push against Prophet's forces," said Oggie. "If your people aide us the effect will be compounding. They will have to engage us in the valley, pulling out all the stops; this will be aided with a push from my riders. It will be brutal for whoever participates, but with all those forces focused at one matter it will be this group against the rear guards; not many I would think."

"There isn't," noted Nautilus. "I would have suggested the tactic before, but Prophet's Moonhaulers kept us from the attempt."

A large, echoing boom caught everyone's notice and as they looked up into the sky they heard another. A third. The Guardians put a finger to the transceiver devices in their respected ears to listen to the chatter. Oggie said, "The Moonhaulers that we originally chased away are coming back."
"Then we must hurry," implored Nautilus. "All they need is one to get through as we make our move to ruin everything. The faster we go, the sooner we are away."

Oggie nodded, and the Sanctuary Vhinech gathered around the Guardians to quickly share in the plan that was chosen due to conditions. In short order, both military leaders issued orders to their respected personnel through their unique ways. They all began to walk around the hill towards the south to get away from the mountain and into what cover was left, waiting for all on their side to cease fire and deliberately betray their movements to draw the forces towards them in the middle ground. In the 'quiet', the sounds of Guardian speederbikes picked up in volume. The MerCon-Vhinech contingent began to fire at the emerging fast and nearly indestructible targets. 
When some of the Guardian riders were able to pilot into the middle of their front, the Sanctuary militia and the Guardians by their sides charged with a throaty roar. Instantly there was a charging counterattack from the Vhinech, and the mayhem commenced in the lower bowl of the valley. Various beings of Vhinech, of Guardians, grabbed and threw one another. Lightsabers found easy bodies to cut through and fizzled out. Blaster fire raged in the tight quarters and from afar, but the Guardians on the bikes used themselves as bait frequently to draw fire; without heavy batteries or V-Haulers at their disposal, the MerCon-Vhinech forces held no advantage; as it stood, it was an even battle that continued with separation and close quarters fighting, with one's interpretation of honor dictating the events.
Else while, the ship liberty team began to move quickly through the snow to get around the flank of their opponents, heading for the ships in question.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 101.1
Meanwhile, not far from the battlefield, Magus Servant and his guards moved quickly through the snow despite the inability of their hostages to do so as easily as they could. Cessa and Deannta were dragged mercilessly by their shackled wrists, and when one or both fell the dragging uncomfortably continued until they got on their feet. Despite their heavy clothed appearance the two women were freezing after a few minutes; the only counter to the cold was their constant movement. A few times the group noted the N-One Defenders scream above them before they could react; much of the Force was in such turmoil none of the Vhinech really could get a descent handle on it for long range sensory use; and to the Nubians it gave them the strength of hope and the dread knowing they could be used as some form of bargaining chip if the tide of the battle fell in their people's favor. At times Servant changed the angle of approach, and some of the fighters gave him no choice but to do so. This went on for a long time.
When they were close enough to what was perceived to be the home point, where much of the landing ships were in the distance, Servant then stopped, and as the sounds of war continued to play off the trees and hills that surrounded them the group vanished within the confines of a Force Hiding cloak. Cessa and Deannta were grabbed by the mouth and enveloped in the same energy field as their guards. To their dismay and to the Vhinech's delight, the shadows of Guardians faded in and out of background of the surrounding environment. They seemed oblivious to their presence, and continued to move until eventually they were never seen again.

Servant dropped his invisibility cloak, but ordered his guards with a hand gesture to remain unseen; a task not made easy, for Force Hiding was a short term application for some Vhinech and movement was all that was needed sometimes to disrupt the field. With lightsaber drawn, the one armed warrior moved slowly towards the woods and seemingly vanished again out of sight.
At once, from the snow under the guard's feet, where their still clear footprints ended, Guardians sat up as one from their buried positions and opened fire. To an observer, it would have looked as if they were mad wasting fire on empty space. In truth it was a highly sophisticated ambush that combined the strengths of both Bravo Squadron, the Guardians, and their communications advantage, designed to push the Vhinech with the hostages towards a Guardian skittish group being used as bate while others maintained a 'sleeping vigil'; waiting for their targets to attack. The Guardians were well schooled in mental discipline, and given the reports from the Jedi of their problems with reading the Force they presumed correctly that the Vhinech were having the same problem. It helped that the whole scene was utter chaos; they could sense danger everywhere, and the immediate threat could not be predicted.

The gamble of the plan was the crap shoot; they had only seconds to acquire their targets based on what they felt near them or in the way of locating the Vhinech via their tracks in the snow; a little something the Vhinech guarding Cessa and Deannta forgot to manage with better care.
And at first, the blaster bolts struck nothing, and then the unknown, and after that Vhinech began falling dead or wounded. In a suddenly quick instant, Cessa appeared and Deannta joined her on the ground, both taking refuge from their captors in desperation. The Guardians followed the track and fired, finding their captors just as they lost hold of the Force.

Two of the guards remained and they ignited lightsabers, quickly pulling away from the center of the rescue operation, deflecting shots as they went. Four Guardians, two a piece, threw their armored bodies on top of the hostages and just covered them as blaster bolts that were deflected towards them to kill them struck the tough metal harmlessly to protect them. One Vhinech flipped and charged while the other feinted; the feint got him killed. His friend whirled his lightsaber one handedly and attempted to behead one of his enemies, but the Guardian shrugged her shoulders and tucked her chin. The blade only struck her Saberhide helmet, the design of it reminiscent of the ancient war helmets of old with it's rolling swooshes that protect the sides of the head and neck, and the Vhinech's emitter fried.

A Guardian was right behind him and fired into his head. The brain matter found his fellow Guardian even as she ducked out of the way.
The Guardians protecting Cessa and Deannta got up and without any remorse they were thrown across strong shoulders like sacks of grain. With new orders, they ran adjacent from the way to the ships in a long, wide arc.

Two of the Guardians in the group lagged behind, weapons poised…

A beam of yellow light was the last thing one of them saw as Magus Servant rammed his weapon directly into his target's exposed face; the only part the helmet didn't protect. In one smooth motion he ripped it out, blocked the counter from the other's blaster, and caught the Guardian off guard with his head held high; the tip of the blade opened the man's throat just above the armor's collar. Leaving his prey bleeding to death and gurgling in the snow, Servant ran hard for the ships. Within shouting range, he yelled to the guards, "THE ENEMY IS NEAR! THEY ARE AFTER THE SHIPS!"

Just as Servant got around to alerting whoever was on the battlefield that could listen to his warning, blaster fire suddenly erupted from the southern tree line, somewhat between the MerCon-Vhinech front and the ships. A few of the dozen guards bought it on the first salvo, but with their lightsabers ablaze the shooters were not so lucky.
Servant could see what was happening; with the battle at hand in the valley, a group had managed to out flank it all to try and steal the ships; more than likely to evacuate the Sanctuary Vhinech. Worse, the Guardians who just rescued the hostages were coming from the other direction; a sizable group, and with their weapons and armor it would only be seconds before both groups squeezed the middle.

Servant was about to issue orders for the guards to take off but there was one problem; there wasn't enough pilots on his side to fly all the craft; the MerCon pilots were conveniently in the air, so that left his Vhinech warriors, the majority of his warriors, to fight on the ground; they were at the battlefield. In the quest for an honorable fight, the Nubians had successfully used it against them.

Servant was not defeated so easily. Telepathically, as he reached one of the walls of the portable strongholds put up, he ordered to whoever maybe of his side disengage from the Nubian fighters! Bomb the entire valley. He felt some apprehension from the skies above. Do it! It will force them to retreat and we need our warriors back at our ships! Afterwards, find the other escape vessels and destroy them!
After an affirmative, Servant ran back out with his lightsaber and deflected shots back at his attackers, who he could see clearly now in the woods. The blasted Guardians with their damned to Lore body armor flinched at his retorts and nothing more. However, there were Sanctuary Vhinech among them not so lucky.
Servant then raced past the ships towards the other flank. Just as he reached the end…

A shot was deflected away from his face, and another, and a third. On the last shot, the Guardians scurried and took cover, expecting a great counterattack that wasn't going to come. Taking the moment of slowing down, Servant ran back and into one of the V-Haulers facing the direction. When he reached the cockpit, he noted the Guardians cautious movements, took them in measure, and proceeded to use the starships cannons on them. Unlike small caliber weapons the ship's cannons were not as hampered by the Saberhide. When a bulk of the Guardians fell and retreated, Servant sat there in the chair and continued to fire into the woods. A few of the repulsorlift riders screamed on by, and he managed to tag one with the torrent cannon, spinning the passenger of the wild ride into a horrific crash against the wall of the temporary stronghold.

A shout woke him up from his daydream.

It was more like a roar. A Wookiee roar. 

While Servant was busy trying to slaughter his adversaries, he forgot about Thor and the other pressing the side behind them. Thor managed to get past the front lines, and encountered the Magus in the shooting V-Hauler. He sought Servant's neck, and roared to announce his attack…

Unfortunately, Thor did not have a lightsaber. Servant did.

Letting go of the weapon controls, Servant spun to his right out of the chair just as Thor was trying to bludgeon him with a metal tool he fashioned from his forge. The lightsaber was out, and with a spin Servant struck…
Thor's tool was cut in half and quickly he stumbled backwards to avoid a follow up strike. Though a Vhinech warrior, Thor had never been a Study of the Vhinech Order; unlike Juna Rapier, Thor was not born ready to use the Force. His saving grace behind Presence was his natural speed; the Wookiee species were agile creatures; more so if he could get turned around. However, Thor had to keep his eyes on Servant to avoid the other's blade, changing position to avoid the ever correcting one hand guided strike angles. 
After avoiding three spark producing swings, Thor put weight on his bending leg that was behind him, bent into it, and like a pushed back spring sprang forward into Servant as the Magus opened wide for a swing. Thor grabbed Servant at the wrist and used his strength advantage to hold off the attack and get close. It lasted a second; before Thor could hit him, Servant directed his energies and used the Force to push the Vhinech-Wookiee away from him hard.
"No, do not hurt him!" The voice belonged to Destiny; she screeched from the auxiliary landing ramp not far from opening in which Thor laid next to, getting up slowly. Her plea stopped Servant for a second. "Stop, Magus!" He moved, and she instinctively hit him in the chest with a Force Push that forced Servant to back up.

"Destiny, stay out of it!" screamed Thor down the ramp. Just as he stood up and turned his focus back on his opponent, Servant stormed him quickly and with one stroke took off Thor's head.

"NO! HUSBAND!" Destiny screamed as his head rolled down the ramp and rested before her feet. Just as she looked down, Servant jumped and drove a hard foot into her chest, taking advantage of her distracting sorrow. Destiny managed to collect enough of her wind to take note of Servant's ready stance to strike her down…

"MAGUS!"

Magus Servant stopped, and slowly turned his attention to his right. Standing there, tattered and torn, was Magus Nautilus. The Mon-Calamarian-Vhinech removed his robe, and with aquatic body shivering from the cold he spoke boldly not afraid. "What would Presence say of your conduct? Striking down an unarmed female."

Servant stepped away from Destiny, shut off his weapon, and shrugged off his robe. "I would debate it, Brother, against your traitorous actions any day of the calendar year."
"You will find no pardon from me when I say I would win such debate."

"We shall see."

The two were absolutely oblivious to the battle around them, and the battle around them was oblivious of the two as they began to circle. Destiny, though sad, was lost in the moment as well as the two Maguses stared each other down; she never thought she would have ever seen this in her life; she was seeing some firsts, and they were all close together, and she wasn't sure if she liked it or not.

At the same time both ignited their lightsabers. Servant smiled and said, "I will win, Brother."

"If so, then I know Presence will welcome me to the Lands of Plenty. You, on the other hand, will still go to the Bowels of Lore." When Servant frowned, Nautilus whirled his blade ready and said, "If you have redemption in your heart that says otherwise, then prove it to me loudly because I cannot hear it."

"Fish don't hear!" 

Servant swung first from afar and Nautilus blocked it. They clashed blades together, high, low, high, low, and then they locked up. Nautilus slammed his rubbery head in a surprise move into Servant's and the Human-Vhinech backed up stunned. Nautilus said, "I know. Fish FEEL. And even though I do have ears I feel nothing from you."
"Long on words, but short on substance!" Servant sprang forward again and again they trade tight blows with their lightsabers. Nautilus had to move quickly with his weapon because Servant's one arm was actually more of an advantage than a handicap; he lacked good technique, but with only one hand and arm involved the cross over delay - where with certain moves based on grip one arm lays over the other and a second is wasted to correct it on the next move - were dangerously low; a little too much for Nautilus to handle honestly, and a few times all ready Nautilus was being pushed back. The solution for it was to overpower the adversary, but Servant had more speed and was more fresh for the battle than Nautilus, who was freezing and wounded and had been fighting with Prophet's Vhinech and the MerCons for the last four hours.

Creatively in his thoughts, Nautilus just let Servant punish him and push him around; he didn't make it easy, for Servant wanted to do a 'Bat and Sway'; knock Nautilus' weapon to one side, step towards the weak side in the process, and sway his lightsaber back. Nautilus countered by just stepping back, more and more after each exchange in which neither left their feet or done anything fancy, based on the fact the other had not commit to such an action and ego was prevalent and heavy.
From the battle, Destiny went to her fallen Husband's head and picked it up in her hands to stroke the top of his head with a desire to will him back to life. She began to cry…

Run!
A voice in the Force broke her crying. It sounded womanly. 

Run! Go! Take the ship! Go save the people!
Destiny sucked in a breath in shock. She wanted to say Her name, but she became scared. 
I have your Mate now! He is safe, and he will await you when your time comes! Take the ship!
Destiny looked back down at her hands and let out a gasp; Thor's head was gone! She looked up to the foot of the ramp; his earthly possessions were all that remained.

GO!

Destiny was not sad anymore, she was spiritually strengthened. Possessed by it with only telltale tears in her eyes she ran up the ramp, closed the hatch, and prepared to take off. At the same token, several of the pilots began to get in the ships as well. With no time to spare they were off the ground. On board one of the vessels, the Guardian team who saved Cessa and Deannta carried the duo on board one of them and took flight, immediately the ship's transceivers began to broadcast the Order of Guardian's friendly signal so others on their side wouldn't shoot them down.
Meanwhile the battle continued between Servant and Nautilus, and just as the ships took off Servant had managed to push Nautilus down. He looked at the ships taking off, dozens of them, and shouted, "NO! Damn it!" He turned his attention to Nautilus, who held a sly smile on his features. "You tricked me!"

"Serves you right, Brother," said Nautilus. "For only a fool would fall for it, as they would follow someone like Prophet." He staggered to his feet tiredly, but proudly. "My sacrifice has given my people victory over the cold of his malice." He held his lightsaber in a ready position…
Servant whipped his lightsaber straight around and struck Nautilus down; the light side Magus was finished anyways. Strangely, when he did it, Nautilus disappeared as the lightsaber passed through the clothing completely. At first, Servant was not sure it was a trick and stepped on the clothes; was it some form of Force Hiding that Nautilus taught himself?
"Shavit!" spat Oggie; late in coming over to help Nautilus the Headmaster kneeled and from his position he aimed and fired a shot at Servant. The Vhinech found the crimson death shot with his lightsaber with sudden, unannounced movement. Another shot found only the lightsaber. It was enough for the old warrior; he wasn't about to go up against a Jedi trained warrior alone, and smartly with the ships leaving he didn't need to.
Oggie tapped a key and shouted, "RETREAT!"

Servant was suddenly quick to turn his attention behind him as more of his ships were stolen by the traitors; there were Guardians, dozens of them, running at his general direction. His own troops were few but coming, and he took cover quickly as both sides exchanged passing fire that scored equally well on both sides. 

As the Guardians headed against the grain of the approaching Vhinech warriors that were late in coming to help, Servant yelled out loud and through the Force, "STOP THOSE SHIPS NOW!"
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 102.2

The events all around trickled away on Sanctuary. The Guardians behind enemy lines joined their brothers and sisters along with the battling Sanctuary Militia on the valley floor, compressing MerCon-Vhinech forces together in a crazy stew of beings. Both sides began to loose people in such confine quarters, even the Guardians suffered in the retreat. Some of the Sanctuary Vhinech did not heed the retreat, staying and fighting as a manner of honor and pride and in the long term foolishness for they had no support as the numbers on their side dwindled; they were killed without hesitation. Those who changed their minds too late got as much support as they could from their people and Guardians lingering on the hills, giving them cover fire, but it was met with little success. The better results came from the Bareback Squads on their repulsor bikes, zipping quickly through the battlefield and with well timed and skilled approaches the riders managed to collect at least one expecting and prepared Vhinech right on the go; without stopping, their rate of success was greater than stopping, but a few times the dangers inherited in such risks showed themselves; riders falling off the bikes during the catch, or worse they couldn't get the Vhinech in the seat in time to avoid crashing or being shot at. Those who succeeded the most were one rider and one Vhinech, not stopping, flying up the hill.
On occasion during the brawl a V-Hauler would pass over as ordered, but did not drop any bombs; be it Human or Vhinech at the controls, they wanted to be sure of their targets before dropping any ordinance. When they hesitated it cost them either in weakening shields or destruction, courtesy of Bravo Squadron scrambling to protect the retreating troops and the heavy freighters that were beginning to take off with their cargo. When that occurred, and more V-Haulers came from the now refilled Orpheus, the MerCon-Vhinech pilots headed straight for the rescue ships. Bravo Squadron was fast on them, outnumbered but they did not care. They did everything they could to make their enemy's lives more interesting.
At one point, from the clouds, six Bravo fighters suddenly emerged and targeted the MerCon-Vhinech rear lines, where some of the remaining ships were, and every single one unleashed all their proton torpedoes upon them. Troops ran fast and some survived, but a good share of the ground forces was unable to avoid the destructive force of such a massive barrage designed to destroy ground, unshielded ships. The fighters were chased away, too late, by several V-Haulers and the fight carried on in the skies; some high as the first wave of transports took off, some low as the captured ships began to land on the other side of the hill and the retreating Vhinech and Guardians were beginning to reach the promise land. The opposition forces on the ground were not mute; quickly they were up and moving as fast as possible after the escaping opponents, and on occasion there was an exchange of fire. In vain, some of the enemy fired at the ships in some hope to destroy them or disable them, but without heavy fire power, taken out early by Bravo Squadron, it was like throwing pebbles to destroy a mountain.

As the mad scramble continued, the Bravos that delivered their payloads tried desperately to leave in order to rejoin the group that was now assigned to aide the Millennium Falcon at the supervesel. The V-Haulers, and there were many about still, gave them fits because they felt with less N-Ones to protect the Sanctuary Vhinech the more likely they could take the escaping traitors down. In the end, however, it all weighed on that one critical moment, when Magus Servant tried to use the Legacy Virus disk; with evacuating, and then boarding the cured ship, it burned up valuable time and killed their heavy advantage. One mistake that lasted ten minutes too long.
Still, they were not giving up, at least the ones in the air.

In an isolated area far away from the escaping vehicles, Corpa Reindere gave chase to a V-Hauler down a long ravine and had him until the pilot used Force Hiding. He fired some leading shots, hit nothing, and said on the open channels, "Coward!"

Suddenly, there was an explosion behind him, detected by his sensors. Corpa turned around in time to catch two V-Haulers appearing behind him; in a bizarre twist, one was trailing the other, and the trailing V-Hauler dogged and destroyed its prey, saving Corpa.

At first Corpa was confused, but realized that there was a plan in effect to liberate enemy ships and be used by the rescue team. Obviously this was a friend, and it was a good thing too; his rear deflectors had been gone for a long time, his tail taking too much business on the recon flyovers.

Opening a channel, he said to the heavily damaged V-Hauler joyfully, "Looks like we can both use a break on my carrier, Friend. Follow-."

The V-Hauler fired a proton torpedo right into the vulnerable tail of the fighter, destroying the ship, destroying Corpa, and by doing so burying both in the valley below that obscured sensor readings and transmissions; no one knew what happened, just as much as the late Bravo Eight ever did.
The V-Hauler continued on its way, at no time interested in what was going on behind it. It made no commitment to join the escaping citizens of Sanctuary or their allies, nor did it feel like destroying them with the MerCon-Vhinech forces. It stayed close to the valley until it ended, and it ascended just high enough to clear the cliffs and tree tops and hills as it, without fear, entered the night side of Sanctuary, and proceeded skyward in a labored ascent due to the damage the ship had. Like a migratory avian, the Vhinech Moonhauler was returning to its roosting of origin, following an invisible trail towards a faint, metallic disk several kilometers in the sky in the form of signal static.
"…How soon…Need help now," said Dizzy Arnes.

"We're…way…hold on," came Ric Olie's garbled voice. "Almost…carriers…Smeck!"
Intermixed and suddenly in the forefront was two different signals sharing the same space; distinctively different encryption channels that waved in and out based on who was closer to the V-Hauler following it's signal.
"…Artee…on…help is on the-."

"Target in range, commence fire! Miss! Target in range-…"

"Why is that ship still…"

"LOOK OUT! Separate! Separate!"

RD-4E screamed in response…

"It's only a matter of…"

"I want the ships destroyed now, not later!" Ideora's voice was clear as a bell now as the massive ship was betrayed now with the laser firepower exchange lighting up the surrounding darkness, the lances of heated beams of light in elongated bursts traveled out and faded into the darkness to signify its misses. 
There were, a few times, insignificantly small explosions; little indications of either how close the Orpheus was from destroying the Millennium Falcon and the N-One Customized fighter, whose thermo plumes could now be seen with the Moonhauler's distant approach; still distant, but there was no mistake in the white dots swarming around the much larger capital ship like. The scene was like one featuring harassing flies on circling poodoo on a hot summer's day; in some respect, the Orpheus just sat there and could do nothing to swat away the invaders.
Given the occupants on the board, they viewed those on the Orpheus as fodder anyways, so it was an appropriate view of things.

"SpecStarThree, this is Command Central One. We have you on approach and can see your damage. Can you respond, over?" The concerned question made the battle conversations drift into the background, for the transmission that carried the question went directly to the Moonhauler. "Admiral, we have one of our Special Operations vessels on approach. They're unable to respond."

"What is their transponder setting?"

On board the Moonhauler, there was a loud ping to indicate that the Orpheus was scanning their transponder as well as engine frequency signature to match it up; a high end security option that ensured positive identification, especially with no Vhinech available on board the Orpheus to communicate with the ship through the Force. 
"Set to pre-existing perimeters, tuned into the success frequency. Unfortunately their comm system is fried." Which was not so; there was clever ways to fake the burn out. "They may be receiving, but unable to transmit themselves."

There was some pause, and finally they heard in the transmission, "Give them clearance to land in Docking Bay 94, and adjust the cannons to keep the vermin away."

"Yes Admiral. SpecStarThree, if you can hear me acknowledge by shutting off and on your transponder." Indeed, the pilot of the ship did just that. "SpecStarThree, you are cleared to land at Docking Bay Ninety-four."

With leather glove creaking, tightening grip on the steering/firing controls, Darth Sidious mused aloud as if he was actually talking to the flight control officer, "Ninety-four. Thank you, you insignificant bunch of fools. I must admit I admire your stupidity; it knows no limits."
