CHAPTER 14.0

“Pardon me, Sir, Senator Dod requested privacy…SIR!”

With a pushing hand, Dace Palpatine shoved away the silver Trade Federation protocol droid and just barged into Lott Dod’s office. Has he figured the Neimoidian wasn’t doing anything important during the break the Senate took from the filibustering debate still going over the ending and declassifying the war. The Trade Federation managed to introduce their bill to declassify everything and have it debated at the same time with Senator Essu’s bill, causing full confusion with everyone on which bill was being debated on. 

And it was allowed; the procedure was called ‘whirl winding’. It was created so any measures that had cleared the main committees that were not brought to the Senate Floor could be dealt with all at once at the end of the Senate’s yearly session; by law they were required to wrap up all unfinished business by passing the bill, defeating the bill, or put a hold of debate on the bill. Thankful, and finally, Supreme Chancellor Valorum tabled adjournment for the day so everyone could digest the differences between the bills. 

But that wasn’t why Dace was pissed off. Controlling his temper, he said rudely, “You no good excuse of a ziglot poodoo eater, how dare you-!”

“Excuse me, Senator Palpatine, but what is this outrage!” Dod shouted back.

“Don’t give me that excuse that you didn’t know! I saw the press conference you allowed Krendel to have on Uiennar!” He wanted to tear the Neimoidian bastard a new ass; granted it more or less was a coming out of the truth about Juna’s ‘father’, but the way it was used rubbed Dace very raw through the Dark Side. There was something strange about it that he couldn’t put his finger on and felt Dod had an answer; it felt too much like a plot more than achieving a political edge against an opponent. When he saw it, Dace was honestly convinced that Krendel told the truth and the Dark Side more or less told him so as well. It meant that Krendel knows about his affair with Naressa, but why he didn’t go further with it by not mentioning him by name was a curiosity that affected him thinking more clearly on it for the time being. 

Therefore he had to see if the Trade Federation were the ones who supplied the fricking bastard the information to give such a compelling argument. It was supposed to be the main reason why he was in Dod’s office. However his anger towards his adversary was very genuine as well as very controlled. Perhaps it was a deep personal matter as well, another thing that proved he cared about Juna his daughter than Juna the Dark Hope of the Sith. Perhaps, based on how Krendel said it, the attack was also meant for Naressa as well; Dace still hated her, but hated her enough to still love her. Anyone that slaps her in the face was kicking him in the balls.

The furthest idea in his mind was that the accusation would fall back to him; after all he was a good friend of Bendian’s, everyone knew it, so why not broadcast the tabloid assumption that he had slept with Naressa and was the father of her child. Curiously Krendel did not bring that up in the press conference when, politically, he should had even if he wanted to speculate.

But that was another matter to think about for another time. Now he had to deal with this slim ball. “You just couldn’t wait to have your favorite Nubian to slander Queen Angelleia and her family, eh?”

“Oh, you mean that press conference,” said a now remembering Dod. “You know in the Trade Federation those who are arrested get 15 minutes of media time that cannot be used against them in a court of law. It is in our charter. I thought you would approve being that you are from a democratic society that we allow one of your citizens the right of speech.”

“Don’t patronize me, Dod, I’m not in the mood for it.”

“Come now, Senator, you assume too much. I would not allow such a thing if I knew about it given our agreement with one another.” With the Force Dace knew Dod was lying. The entire lie filled the room and he could hear faint echoes of a conversation between Dod and the authorities on Uiennar; little Force markers left behind for him to feel. If it were another time and place this green piece of skunked slime would be showed how he could scream continuously for days on end. “I would not allow something to occur that would jeopardize our good faith between our two worlds.”

“Your sincerity can’t shovel shit in hell, Dod.” He stood up from leaning against the Neimoidian’s desk. “You are going to regret this, Dod. Mark my words.” Dace turned around and left to cool off some more before he felt it was the time and place to yank the fool’s innards out from his mouth.

“Tell you what, Senator,” yelled Dod after him. “Since your lips can’t reach out to kiss her royal highnesses buttocks, why don’t you vote for my measure so you can go home and do it!”

Hearing that last part, Dace stormed for the nearest comm booths and dialed in a private, secured number. He couldn’t risk using the Force now to contact Darth Maul, not with tensions involving the Vhinech on Sullust putting everyone on edge; undoubtedly the Jedi were keeping their feelings open for anything remotely threatening in the Force here on Coruscant on the Supreme Chancellor’s behest. He couldn’t take the chance with his anger running high all ready.

“Yes, my Master,” said Maul. The only one that contacts Maul this way was Sidious.

“Go through our contacts and see about obtaining information on Pirus Krendel on the world Uiennar. If we have any agents there I want them so close to Krendel they are sharing the same clothes.” His voice was a very low whisper although no one was around to listen and with the Force Dace knew the comm system was not bugged. However Lord Maul knew how to use the Force to enhance his hearing. “Contact me by messenger droid using message encryption Alpha Doubt with the results. Move swiftly on this, my young apprentice. I smell the rot of deception creeping from the cracks of logic.”

“Yes, Master, right away.”

Dace closed off the transmission and walked away. He was going to go right back to his office and contact Juna. He would have done so earlier if it were not for Dod. The Neimoidian was not good for anything to Dace except for one fact; when he spoke to him, he discovered through a mind probe that Dod had nothing to do with Krendel knowing about he and Naressa’s affair, and Juna being their child. It brought the focus of everything back to one question; if Krendel did not reveal his name as Juna’s father, then the person that supplied the information withheld that particular part of the revelation, then who did that leave…

Dace Palpatine stopped and just about lost what little control he had over himself. He said the name as if it were a great, racist slur. “Prophet.” He quickly increased his movements for his office; he wasn’t running, but he was damn near about to.

CHAPTER 14.1

With a finally look at all sensor screens, Admiral Hooley turned towards Magus Prophet on the bridge of the Sufficient and said, “The Octavo, the Rammenstein, and the Eracka are all ready for light speed. The brings the entire fleet up to full readiness”

Prophet examined the ships and nodded with satisfaction; everything but the Orpheus was going on this operation to Uiennar. Other than the main mission objective the Mersader Conglomerate will be striking Uiennar’s Spacestation and processing ports; to bruise the egos and redden the ink of their foe’s bottom line. “Make sure you keep them preoccupied long enough for our fighters to deliver the insertion teams to the our targeted vessel. Even with our advantage, it may still take time to reach Sarch.”

“Understood,” said Hooley with a nod. “What type of vessel will he be in?”

“Intelligence indicates he will be on an old L-Type 320 Nubian heavy transport, a diplomatic ship with no weapons. He left Naboo only an hour ago. If we leave now, in four hours, we will be on top of him.”

Magus Servant strode over from the communications bay and said, “We are all ready for combat, My Magus.”

Prophet nodded and ordered, “Tell all Vhinech to stand down from Force Hiding. We will use it for personal attack, but not on approach.”

Hooley, even Servant, looked at their leader in puzzlement; granted their approach is shielded now from the Jedi thanks to the cargo from Myrkr, but to tip their hands by letting Uiennar’s defensive sensor arrays track their approach did not seem right at all. 

“My Magus,” asked Servant again.

“Those are my orders, Magus Servant. Carry them out.”

Servant gave Prophet a head bow and left to go do that. Hooley stepped closer and asked, “With Force Hiding we ensure surprise.”

“Indeed we do, Cade Hooley. Tactics dictate that absolute stealth on approach equals absolute death of the enemy.” Prophet looked down at the Human. “The challenge, though, is not there. I want them to really think hard about our tactics. I want them to wonder why we are letting them see our approach. I want them to be so utterly confused they don’t know their right hand from their left. After all, they still cannot explain Sullust.” Just a tiny smile seemed to bless the left side of Prophet’s mouth. “They may never will.” 

Standing up taller, Prophet bellowed, “Make haste for the Uiennar System! I want to be there in four hours and not a minute more!” Looking at Hooley, he said, “You have the bridge. I must prepare myself with the rest of my kind.”

Hooley watched Prophet leave the bridge with squinting eyes. Strolling over to Magus Servant, who was alone in a corner, he asked, “Has he told you anything?”

“No,” said Servant, disgusted at the fact that his Magus, the male that trained him, was keeping things to himself. “No one else knows what he is truly up to. Except maybe one thing, however it is only speculation.”

“That is?”

“He wants us to stand down from Force Hiding because honestly when we attack the Vhinphyc’s ship the Trade Federation will undoubted know we are there. Therefore, he must be trying to lure someone to us from outside the system. The Vhinphyc Sleeper, perhaps.” 

Hooley hid his cringe; if that was true, the entire operation was in jeopardy. Worse they couldn’t confirm the possibility before hand. “Until the battle commences we will never fully know for certain.” He worked his mouth around, finally deciding to take a chance on solution to the alliance’s, that is excluding what Prophet wants, problem. “He told you about Sullust? About everything?”

“Yes, however I debate the fact that it was everything,” said Servant with a look of neutrality. “I have a feeling he has always knew the truth all this time, he just did not know how to use it to his, and not our, advantage. That is, until now.” He let out a quiet sight. “He may be my Magus, but I do not appreciate being held out on anything that will benefit our people. This is the war our Savior wanted to ensure our survival. I fear Magus Prophet has decided to make it his war, to ensure his survival.”

“I couldn’t agree with you more.” Krendel turned his back away from the others and looked into Servant’s eyes. The Human-Vhinech met his gaze unblinking. “Would it be forward of me to suggest a shared interest partnership? One kept from the others. One that will give us a future that may not include Magus Prophet.”

Servant was silent for a few moments, and finally he said, “It is forward, however forward is the direction one takes to reach the end of a successful journey. Beings, especially ones who may become unimportant or lost to the honor cause that we have partaken in, have a tendency to be left behind as others move towards the future.” They both nodded in agreement, and both went their separate, respected ways.

CHAPTER 14.2

Just as she was finishing reading the damage assessment on Sullust on her flat screen, Helle’anglotov’vesil brought her let her quad-toned irises up to the holographic display area as it alerted to her a possible war scenario about to commence. She studied the board in puzzlement as the sensors told her that the nine vessels, three destroyer type profiles and six cruiser type profiles, had just appeared when they did not exist in the galaxy at all. Heavily armed, carrying smaller vessels that fit the profiles of the modified transport vessels she enjoyed slicing up for scrap metal, especially when they tried to fight back; the fools, the Repubo Unu’s weapons technology, though strong enough, was not viable enough against her based on their intelligence levels, both biological and militarily. 

Then a very familiar, very large object appeared and she didn’t need the sensors to tell her that it was a Vhinphyckian Galactic Dominator; the Vhinech had used incomplete versions of them before to escape Vhanba, and then used a nearly fully operational Dominator at a planet not on her charts; what the Ignorant called Eve-Rae-More-ea, a small world the Ignorant of Nah-Boo had colonized and another world the Vhinech ruined with their existence. They used that Dominator to near success, however it was still not fully operational, allowing a small contingent of fighters to enter the super vessel and destroy it; once again both the Naha-Boo and the Millennium Falcon involved in the situation; apparently ‘brio gave them the means to it’s end.

Nonetheless, if this Dominator was fully equipped…

The sensors came back with good news: although complete, the Dominator was retrofitted with poor technology from the Ignorant. Its effectiveness could be challenged with little to no effort on her part; the Repubo Unu would have Lore of a fight on their hands though, an Overlord-equivalent situation to contend with. Not that she cared either way, if they annihilated one another the better the universe as a whole would be. 

Yet although complete it did not move. It held position, that is position relative to the constant galactic axial rotation of 5.3 centimeters per second, not joining the other Vhinech occupied craft; the sensor readings indicated that the ships contained 542 Vhinech intermingled with various species from various worlds from a sector of space the Repubo Unu used to recognize as the Mersader Conglomerated Territories; a mouthful to learn how to pronounce in her mind alone. They were allies with the Vhinech, and so in Helle’anglotov’vesil’s view, their fate was sealed in death wax.

And yet their Dominator, there most reliable and most destructive of weapons, did not move. They are moving nine vessels, ready for war based on power readings alone, towards the Rae Vinuues System, a mechanized society, and the most critical piece of hardware needed for victory is not even on active standby. Even with Vhinphyckian technology the Dominator would need 30 minutes from it’s current cold condition to become war ready. With the Ignorant components it would take longer.

“What are you trying to gain with this stupidity,” Helle’anglotov’vesil asked herself aloud. “You show yourselves from your camouflage and you move your ships into orbital invasion upon Vuniera-Rae. Why do you not use the Dominator? Your success is ensured with it.” She let a hand caress her chin in thought. “Even you are not as ignorant as the other Ignorant, Prophet. Yet you appear to have lost a good portion of your intelligence. I suppose living and eating with the filth will do that to any good military genius. I just hope that has not occurred with ‘brio as well.” 

She could feel her meal wanting to come back up, as the sensor readings remained the same; the warrior in here was getting sick at the sight of Prophet’s continuing stupidity. There was a part of her Helle’anglotov’vesil that wanted to act now on the Vhinech, and there was a part of her that held her back. It was not fear, but caution and her mother’s hunting patience no less. From her position she could reach the Vhinech at their intended destination in 15 minutes so she can wait and see what happens. And the Dominator just floating there at its fixed position, with its crew of only 50 Vhinech, was a ripe target for the plucking if she wanted it.

There was something about this that just did not make sense.

Her sensors beeped again, and an audio transmission began to play. The source of the transmission was in the S'll'estesian System, from the Millennium Falcon transmitting through a newly emplaced outer orbit hyperspace communications relay, to Naha-Boo Rae Ocenisi. More importantly it was who was making the transmission. “Lady Terese, this is Enothchild Sarch…”

“Nice male voice,” she mused with interest. She went silent again so she could listen, trying to remember that she shouldn’t just focus on his voice.

“…is Her Highness there?”

“Hello, Master Jedi. No, she isn’t. She left here not too long ago in the Royal Cruiser. Naressa and Muriel went with her.”

There was a silence, and that puzzled Helle’anglotov’vesil; why was he thinking what to say next? Just before she put more thought into it, ‘brio began talking again. “Lady Terese, it is imperative you tell me where they went. Everyone on board that ship is in grave danger.”

There was a sound of the female on the other end sucking in a worried breath. “They went to Uiennar, to pick up Pirus Krendel.”

Helle’anglotov’vesil watched her translator work with the sensors to locate this U-In-Ar on the holographic map…

Vuniera-Rae.
“Are you in charge?”

“Yes, for the moment. Prince Veruna is not on the planet currently but on his way back.”

“Order whoever you have left in Bravo Squadron and the reserves to Uiennar. The Vhinech are going after Juna again, I’m sure of it. We’re on our way and will try to bring any back up we can.”

“Understood. I’ll get on it right away.”

The transmission beam ended, and Helle’anglotov’vesil stared at the screen again. If what ‘brio was saying was true, and it had to be, then the Vhinech were committing nine ships for one person. Overkill; if it were the Vhinphyc Premier she would understand the reasoning. Frustrated, she called up the report on the Nah-Boo she had read a few days ago to refreshing her memory of why the Vhinech would go out of their way for one Ignorant female. She mused aloud, “Stupidity needs the company of stupidity undoubtedly.” 

Finished, she sat back in her chair and stared hard at the sensor readings. Although there were thousands of words and hundreds of points it was terribly incomplete. It gave no clear explanation to why the Vhinech as a whole or Prophet as one would want this Ju-Nah Rae-Pier. The report indicated that she was an ambassador of her people as a kit, or little girl child, and the Vhinech had kidnapped her; thus the reason why the Nah-Boo sought vengeance against the Vhinech; she could not blame them, children were not pawns in war. She was rescued by ‘brio, and then the Vhinech tried to reclaim her twice.

Why? It made no sense; as a kit, the bargaining power with her in a hostage situation was dominating and yet, according to the report, the Vhinech made no demands. Now her home world’s ruler, her status of importance has improved but not so much as for the Vhinech to bet almost everything they have. This marks the forth attempt by the Vhinech to take this young female hostage. Why?

The Millennium Falcon jumped to hyperspace according to her sensor readings and it was destined for Vuniera-Rae.

“Of course,” she said aloud. “You want ‘brio, don’t you Prophet?” She looked at the report again on her flat screen; Prophet and Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio fought one another in honorable battle in which ‘brio defeated the Vhinech brute, during one of Prophet’s attempts to take Ju-Nah Rae-Pier “For revenge sakes you are using the female to draw him out. The more in trouble she is, the more likely he will come. And there, with all that fire power, you will end him and the ship he is on.”

She thought for a moment how this could be used for her advantage; she did not want Prophet to succeed in ending ‘brio, however at the same time this seemed to be the perfect opportunity to introduce herself to her comrade. An opportunity that required patience and planning, and in exactly 3 hours, 38 minutes and 12 seconds she could in time.

“Mer’de’Noms’Oiado,” said Helle’anglotov’vesil to her ship, the ship’s computer responding to the name with a chime. “Prepare for battle, I want virtual reality simulations prepared for me in thirty minutes. I want sensor tracking on Vhinech targets, the Millennium Falcon, and anything coming from Naha-Boo Rae Ocenisi heading towards Vuniera-Rae with any form of tactical fighter escort and broadcasting any of the Repubo Unu neutrality signals. I want detail plans of all those vessels involved and ready by the time I finish the simulations. Plot a course for Vuniera-Rae, but do not engage engines until I say so. Alert me if there are any minor changes in any regard.”

With that she left the ship do its work as she went to prepare for battle. There was no rush to get there; the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado was average in speed when it came to hyperspace extra-dimensional transit, but it was faster than anything in existence that the Ignorant had. Given her relative distance to Vuniera-Rae, it would take them several days to reach the planet.

It will take her ten minutes. Shamefully not the fastest ship in the Vhinphyc Navy, but she was stuck what she had.

CHAPTER 14. 3  

Shortly after speaking with Lady Terese, Enothchild was on the comms to the Republic vessels in orbit around Sullust to drum up more support from the Falcon’s auxiliary bridge station. Sighing he stormed back towards the front where Dizzy, Ros, and Casper awaited to hear the news. He sat down and said, “No good. There staying here on the Senate’s order.”

Dizzy shook his head and said his peace. “The sons of bitches. If anyone gets killed…”

“Just like Evramora One,” noted Ros with disdain. He didn’t like it either. “The Senate controlled the military and got thousands of innocent people killed.”

“So it’s just us?” asked Casper. After noting the silence, he felt compelled to point out an important fact. “We still have an obligation to Sullust. We should not leave.”

“Then you and Ros will stay here and me and Dizzy will take on the Vhinech by ourselves,” said Enothchild. “The Republic presence here with the regrouping Sullustan combined militia are handling things now.”

“But what about contacting Master Yoda? Get more Jedi to the area.”

“No time,” said Enothchild with a shake of his head. “We’re the only ones remotely close to the problem. We will have to deal with whatever is there on our own. Uiennar is a Trade Federation world. Given their fearful nature they will have a military presence there. We’re going to need it.” 

“We are going, Casper,” said Ros with a slight tone of order in his voice, ending the debate. “There is no one else that can help Queen Angelleia and her people on their ship. And I for one don’t like to rely on the Trade Federation for help.” He turned his attention back towards his old friend. “Enothchild, you said you would explain why we are going. I think now is a good time.”

“The tree sap aspemu is found on the world Myrkr. Nadja’s brother, a Jedi Knight by the name of Dux Gheruit, was attacked on Myrkr by an unknown force.”

“Dux, Dux, Dux, where did I hear that name before?”

Ros’ eyes ballooned out of his head and he muttered, “From ‘A Knight is Born’.” He was realizing it now and shot Enothchild a look. The Jedi Master nodded, and Ros left his mouth open in shock. “A book written by Nadja.”

“Ah yeah.” Dizzy rubbed his head as he made the necessary course corrections. “I tried to read it, but I have never really been a non-technical manual reader kind of guy. So, what’s so special about that?” 

“Dux couldn’t use the Force at all on Myrkr.” Enothchild looked at Dizzy with a serious face, one he projected to drive home his next point. “He couldn’t because a life form existed there that lives on aspemu that can negate the Force, regardless of who wields it. They are called ysalamiri, and I now believe the Vhinech have been stockpiling them to use against us. In this instance, it’s going to be used against Juna and Naressa so they can capture them.”

Dizzy looked at him with a crooked face. “You’re joking? Negate the Force? Besides that Naressa wouldn’t let them near Juna. She’s make them into starship rivets.”

“I said anyone who wields the Force, Dizzy. That includes Naressa; regardless of how powerful she is she is not immune to it. No Force user is. It has been a secret only a select few fully credited in confidence Jedi Masters know about. In fact we had thought about putting the Vhinech on Myrkr, to negate their use of the Force there, but with its close proximity to Obroa-skai it was too risky so the idea was scrapped.” 

He watched the overall realization hit Dizzy’s face. The Sullustan’s bluish color faded to gray. “The V-Hauler that was destroyed on Obroa-skai?” 

Enothchild nodded at him. “It was making a run from or to Myrkr when the rogue Vhinphyc attacked it.”

“It’s the only answer to why the Vhinech were traveling through that area and having that tree sap on board the ship,” said Ros.

Quickly, Dizzy began making more adjustments to the Falcon. “I don’t believe this. I don’t fricking believe this.”

“Believe it, Captain Arnes.” Ros noted before he sat down behind Enothchild. “Our only hope is that the negation affects also affect the Vhinech as well,” 

“But the Force is just the Force, Master,” said Casper in disbelief. “Light or dark it is still the same Force for me, you, and them.”

“You forget, my Padawan, that a Vhinech don’t have some of our limitations in the Force, such as being able to read supposedly unreadable alien minds.” Without making it a debatable issue for the next few hours, Ros pointed out things on an entirely different subject. “If they are neutralized like we are, then to them in regards to any Force sensitive beings on board that ship it will be just a simple boarding raid on the Nubian cruiser. They will have numbers and armaments.”

“And it takes ships to get them there, still. I can’t image them landing on a TraFed world to take hostages.” Dizzy grabbed the hyperdrive levers when the lights on his status board turned green. “Let’s hope they don’t have at least an Oblivion-class warship backing them up or this is going to be a really short fight.”

Enothchild closed his eyes as they entered hyperspace, doing his best to stretch out with his feelings and try to connect with Naressa or Juna, try to warn them to stop, turn around, and run like hell was hot on their trail. During the trance, he felt Ros nudging him mentally, asking for private mental communication. Enothchild complied, the two Jedi solidifying their link so Casper couldn’t listen in. What is it, Ros?

You’ve told me before that Young Rapier was Force sensitive. Not her mother though. I am curious as to why.

Enothchild frowned a little; he did let it slip out, didn’t he? And Dizzy pretty much affirmed it. As far as anyone knew outside the circle consisting of himself, Juna, Naressa, Dizzy and Muriel, Juna was a little Force sensitive and none of her parents were. In truth Naressa was extremely powerful and Juna, if trained properly, was even more powerful than her mother. They kept it a secret; all fearing some form of angst against Naressa for being a dark side entity, and for Juna’s sake as Naressa’s daughter. Enothchild also knew Naressa; although dark she wouldn’t purposely hurt someone unless provoked. She just wanted to be left alone and love her daughter, inspire her to greatness, just another loving parent.

You never asked before, Ros.

I’m asking now, Enothchild. I think it’s imperative for me to know everything before I put my Padawan in a possible deadly situation, be that he is over his emotional problems or not. Nadja’s first rule of engagement: know everyone, know every place, and know everything.

Enothchild shrugged his shoulders. Nadja’s tenth rule: sometimes its best to go into a dark room blindfolded, tied up in a sealed body bag with earplugs in place: That way you expect the unexpected. Whether the mother is Force-sensitive or not makes no difference at the matter we are approaching. The situation has not changed. I will tell you later, I promise, but right now we need to focus and center ourselves. Even without the Force there, we need clarity and arguing about what is and what isn’t known won’t help. 
He could feel Ros thinking things over, could feel his growing disenchantment about his friend’s reluctance. Okay. If that’s how you want it, I will respect it. Nadja had her secrets so why not you? Just before he broke contact, he added, Let’s hope this isn’t a scenario of Nadja rule number seven: a kick in the crotch is only 2 feet down and 180 degrees in either direction from a stab in the back. 

Feeling the connection leave him, Enothchild grimaced at that last one. It did pain him to mislead even the man he considered his adopted son. But the timing was not right to reveal such information to Ros, and Enothchild really didn’t know Casper all that well; the young man was Yoda’s student before Ros and gave off a Qualeggoes-type narrow view impression about the Jedi Code, that the Code is word and any being with dark side influences should be destroyed. So he kept the secret from his closes Jedi friends, unsure how they would react to Naressa or Juna being the Dark Hope.

He cleared his mind of troubling thoughts and began formulating plans to counteract the Vhinech. At the same time he hoped all was going to be all right, and that he was right on all fronts.
