CHAPTER 89.0

Far away…

There were many clear examples that could be found in and around and about that betrayed Naboo as a non-war threat to anyone. The obvious examples were found in their literature, their art, their music, and their long-standing history towards seeking an agreeable peace; there were, of course, variations to how such tranquility was achieved; different philosophies in which the leader lead the way with. Retrospectively, Queen Angelleia was the most different in maintaining the peace, but her successes scared her detractors away more than her actions to achieve them, which they were just a fraction of applied force. She was the first Nubian ruler in a millennia to increase spending in defense; was able to do it with the largest tax reduction in a hundred years. The increases went to updating and upgrading the current defense technology and increase both payroll and enrollment, and in a short period of time their fighter pilot core’s reputation gained even more respect and recognition.

Alas, however, they were still Naboo in their thinking and Naboo in their funding. Naboo’s aerospace defense ‘fleet’ consisted of two long range N-33 Dust Off carriers designed to carry all of Naboo’s primary tactical wing group Bravo Squadron in the most cramped of conditions; like an ancient submarine personnel took turns sharing bunk space when it got crowded, taking turns based on who was on call, on active duty, or off. Add to that what little ground personnel Naboo possessed as an army; under Angelleia’s rule, overall military personnel increased from 1200 to 1500; even with those numbers paling badly compared to the other worlds and their military strength, Juna’s few detractors still cried ‘warlord’ at her. Currently all of Bravo Squadron’s 48 pilots lead by Ric Olie and 100 available Nubian army personnel were on board the only carrier of the two Dust Offs they had going to Sanctuary, augmented by the 200 clad in Saberhide Guardians. Squeezed inside the prep bay, where the N-Ones hung from their ready racks for stand by launch, were the Millennium Falcon and ten Nubian C-3 stock heavy freighters; long vessels that can hold tons more cargo than Dizzy’s ship, or hundreds of people if necessary.

Under the Corellian stock light freighter everyone gathered around as much as possible for the first planning briefing. Reason for such a location was that the normal briefing room was only big enough for complete contingent of pilots the Dust Offs normally carried, not the well over 300 personnel they had on board now. After five days of travel and a lot of thought going between Ric, Oggie, Ros, Casper, Muriel, and Dizzy and a few other military planners on board, and with about four to six days to go in order to prepare for the attack, it was concluded that everyone had to be set down for a ‘wingit briefing’.

With the hum of the portable holographic generator running hooked into the external outlet of the Falcon’s ventral aft section, Ric Olie, who was in pretty much the leader of the rescue mission, began the presentation, flanked by the others behind him. “Ladies and gentlemen, we’re going into a bad situation blind. So, this will be nothing more than a wingit briefing.” 

There was the expected mumbling between pilots and soldiers, soldiers and Guardians, and Guardians and pilots. For those who had watched too many war Holodramas or the quasi-action revenge flicks with plenty of warfare being conducted by one or few individuals, those kinds of being viewed the military as being so proficient in their training that no pre-planned strategy session was required, and in fact none was ever shown. On a more post-adolescent level there were some that realized that no amount of great training made a rescue force or infantry unit so dominant in an operation without some form of legitimate planning; but even then they see the results and not the preparation, and they assume that such planning with so little can be conducted in mere minutes.

In real life the usual military operations take months of practice, and then quick action is planned realistically weeks to months in advance, the most devastating and most conquering takes years; there were exceptions but only based on the leadership and circumstances. The operation in which the Guardians used to get in to the Palace of Theed took a day to plan due to it’s simplicity in the areas of personnel, location, movement of equipment, and intelligence; the majority of Guardians had returned home, their target location and target were totally ground bases so there was no need for ships, which goes to what equipment they needed, and with Muriel’s first hand knowledge of the Palace of Theed’s security protocols, secret locations, and schedule, it was a clear example of an easy military operation. Such planning is done to meet primary objectives, but also to spend the minimums of the cost of war, such as keeping the losses of munitions, supplies, and most importantly personnel at extreme lows.

This was the worst-case scenario all elected and military leaders avoided if they could. There was many a man and woman that didn’t want to hear the term ‘wingit’, for in order to pull the mission off everyone will be, literally, winging it; making up strategy as every adrenaline pounding second ticked off. There was going to be unacceptable loss, but they knew that before they signed up.

Ric pointed at the holographic image, showing an ancient long range scan of the Sanctuary System; there only heads up, preliminary intelligence they had on the situation; all ready, the faces were sour. He said, “As you can see from this image, Sanctuary is not much to look at. One thing that is in our favor is that it has no moon, so we can emerge from hyperspace much closer to the planet due to the lack of an expanded gravity shadow. The bad news is that it is within .003 light years of a stellar nursery, and if we get in a battle within .001, then our escape window vanishes. Plus the gamma and X-ray emissions are higher as you get closer, so your sensors can losses signal integrity and weapons will not lock on.”

“Is there any good news, sir?” asked one of the Bravo pilots.

“There is possibly,” Ric admitted, but he wasn’t convincing in brightening up the personnel’s hopes. “There may be a chance that this attack may not happen. We have a 50-50 belief going on here. On one hand we are assuming the worst, but on the other we are assuming that the Vhinech-MerCon fleet has not arrived in the system yet. We base this on the distance factor. As you know from the early reports, Lady Angelleia used an experimental propulsion system to get to Sanctuary quickly. If she was tracked, we’re hoping that the Vhinech-MerCon fleet needs time to reach her; a possibility exists that either we will both arrive at the same time, or we’ll beat them to the system. In either case, we assume for the good that the Republic fleet in charge of protecting Sanctuary is still active and has Lady Angelleia in their custody. Unfortunately, that’s in a perfect world. Guardian Arnes?”

“Captain,” said the red headed Guardian, stepping past her comrade to continue. “Some of you know that Lady Angelleia is very cunning behind the stick as she was on the Throne. There’s a great chance that she used that cunning to slip past the Republic patrol, possibly through direct contact that can be achieved with some measure of espionage thinking. Plus, this Republic fleet is under constant radio silence and is manned by the bare minimums of military personnel; knowing her like I do she will get by them. If they detained her, and the Vhinech are not there, then our fears are much less. But if she managed to get by them to the planet Sanctuary, or if the Vhinech is there, then our rescue mission just gets that more hectic. If they’re not there at all…then we will have to start the hunt. But it is our belief that the Vhinech have not arrived yet, but will soon. Oggie?”

“Our rescue mission profiles will be very liberal,” said Oggie, taking up Muriel’s side as the hologram changed again. “Not only do we have a duty to save our Ladyship, but the lives of thousands of Sanctuary Vhinech on the planet. After much debate, we are in agreement that the Sanctuary Vhinech will have to be evacuated from the planet and taken to a classified location.”

“Why is that sir, if I may ask,” asked one of the younger Guardians.

“Three reasons. One: the rogue Vhinech will slaughter them. Two: the rogue Vhinech will use them against us in the future if we don’t help them. Three: Lady Angelleia, if she escapes the rogue Vhinech’s clutches, may be among them.” Oggie cleared his throat a little and looked at the Guardian thoughtfully. “And if you recall your modern politics lessons, you would have also known that her Ladyship thought well of the Sanctuary Vhinech, and felt it was imperative for future relations with them to keep them safe. Tactically that is sound for they were once our enemies, now they are our friends, and we should do everything we can to make sure the latter continues. We know the enemy’s numbers our depleted, but all it takes is a stab in the back from us and they will have an estimated 5,000 reinforcements ready to go.”

Muriel stepped ahead and said, “And like Master Oggie has stated, there is a slim chance that Lady Angelleia could be among them. That is where a combination of Nubian Army and Guardians will take the freighters down to the planet IF the Vhinech have indeed beat us to the planet where we will go on a seek and find mission.”

Ric stepped forward and said, “Bravo Squadron, in any event, will be launched. If we have to we will engage the forces in space to give the freighters time to reach the surface. Knight Ofcheck?”

Ros stepped ahead and began his presentation. “As this is all going on, their will be a floater group assigned for one singular purpose; to find Lady Angelleia, secure her, get her to a ship, and leave as quickly as possible. With Captain Arnes and his ship the Millennium Falcon, a small quick strike team will be on board where we will stand ready to carry out the task, orbiting the planet but not directly taking part in the battle. We are currently taking into account many scenarios for this task involving a space rescue. For the ground forces you will be given special signal calls that use a low wave frequency that only allows us to hone in on your location; that way if we are jammed from using standard comm traffic we can still detect it. If you happen to find Lady Angelleia among the Vhinech, you are to activate the signal and we will come to you as soon as possible.”

“This may seem like a ‘one versus many’ scenario, and you are right,” said Ric to interject. “But I don’t have to remind anyone here what we’re going up against anyways. There’s a lot of wants in this made up plan, but understand we have no choice. There is no support back up coming. We’re it. One of our leaders may be held against her will, Force only knows what they are doing to her. Her life is our priority, but if we can save as many Vhinech on Sanctuary too then we will do it.” 

“What about the computer virus the Vhinech have,” asked a female junior officer. “The one they have employed against Sullust. Do we have any countermeasures against it?”

Casper cleared his throat and stepped up to face the crowd. He said, “To date, there is no countermeasures against the Legacy Virus. However we still may have hope here in the event of a space battle. Like any virus the Vhinech would like it to hit as many targets as possible, so that means it has to be delivered in a wide band passive transmission, a transmission that covers the greatest amount of space close to the source. If they make such a transmission in a battle with their V-Haulers about, then those ships will be infected as well. They can’t afford that, not with their depleted numbers. I have asked Captain Olie to consider a erratic approach with Bravo Squadron than a filed formation.”

The pilots began to talk among themselves, and the female officer said, “If we spread ourselves in the approach, we won’t have our wingmen for backup. Not only that those guys on the Republic cruisers may think of it as an attack formation.”

Ric threw up his arms to calm his squad down and he said, “Look, we all are facing an unknown here, we don’t know what to expect when we get there. Truth is, even with a lot of planning and training sometimes the battle doesn’t play out like we want it anyways. So…keep your minds open, maintain your visual scanning, keep your audio sensors close to the phones, and we’ll do what we can with what we got. That’s our job. That’s what we signed up for.”

Ric’s posture grew grim and he spoke the previously unspoken truth. “I won’t lie to either when I say there’s a good chance most of us won’t be coming back. If you haven’t made a Will, the supply office has quick buoy transfer sheets; I suggest you go pick one up when this meeting is over, fill it out, and get it uploaded to the main computer. No sense leaving a spouse or family without support. Over the next few days you will be given your flight assignments, and we’ll have another briefing to go over them. All right? Dismissed.”

As the crowd began to disperse, the group minus Oggie got together around the holographic generator. Ric said, “This could turn into a no contest.” He looked at Dizzy and Muriel. “A day before you showed up on Naboo they alerted everyone in the Mid Rim about this ship.” He brought it up on the holographic display, and Dizzy’s eye began to twitch; the familiar saucer shape vessel of a Vhinphyc Galactic Dominator. “It picked up the ship Coruscant alerted us about that had Magus Prophet on it. If it’s the same as the one at Evramora, then our mission profiles are all ready in jeopardy.”

“I remember Enothchild telling me that the Vhinech he took to Sanctuary that had intimate knowledge of the Dominators said they only had enough Vhanbadian resources to get one fully operational,” said Ros encouragingly. “The Vhinphyc were actually in the process of building them, the Vhinech just half assed most of them into completion.”

“And the MerCons resource lines were cut off after Evramora,” said Casper. “Once the member planets began to surrender and leave the MerCon alliance, the rationing of materials became a high priority.”


“So we could be facing another half-assed ship?” asked Ric with lifted spirits.

“If we think that,” said Muriel, “them we might as well go in without shields raised.” She sighed and added, “Worse Juna could be on that ship; all ready the planet is going to give us fits because we will have to locate her with sensors, and both the ship and the planet will be large to scan. If she’s on that ship, we’ll be fighting through a constant tin can filled with sharks.”

“That is if she is on the ship,” said Casper. “If so, then the question is how do we get on board?”

“AH-hem,” said Dizzy with swagger. “Leave that to me, Junior.”

Ros crossed his arms, cocked an eye, and asked, “Dizzy, is there a secret handshake that you know about that we should know about that lets you just walk right on board that ship?”

Sarcastically, Dizzy said, “I know the universal one to walk on board and fly in. Trust me, I’ve done this kind of thing before.”

“Let’s hope so,” said Ric.

“You don’t believe me?”

Ric smiled and said, “Whatever you told Juna, she told us whenever she hung out with the Squad. Excuse me.” He left with a wink towards Muriel, and the red head sighed and shook her head at her husband, who didn’t sway away from his confident look.

“Still, if she’s on board the ship we won’t know for sure,” said Casper regretfully. “Our sensory range is limited, and my Master and I don’t know Juna enough to have established an empathic awareness. And if she is on board the ship-.”

“She’s going to be surrounded by ysalamiri,” added Ros, frustration well hidden except for those who could read the tension in his lekku. “Either way, there will be ysalamiri a plenty.”

“We would be more surrounded by them on the ship,” pointed out Casper.

“And that is why we are still going to board their ship anyways if it calls for it,” the Master of Casper Knightshade pointed out. “Ysalamiri or no, we have an obligation to save her. Enothchild would expect me to carry it out and that is what I intend to do.” He sighed a little, giving his Padawan a look to let him know he didn’t mean it to sound rude. “I wish he was here.”

“It would only mean one extra body taking up air,” said Muriel realistically. “Don’t get me wrong I wish he was here too, but if we enter a ysalamiri situation like we did on the Royal Cruiser, then one more person won’t make a difference.”

“A thousand would,” added Dizzy. “Why not ask the Sanctuary Vhinech to fight if Prophet is there all ready?”

“I’ve thought of that; such a scenario would require some to be left behind,” said Ros. “Question is how many against whom?” He held up a hand. “It’s an idea, but I’m not too fond of giving any Vhinech a weapon if I can help it. There were some Enothchild had to put in a headlock and drag them here. They may remember who they were before the memory overlaying. I fear those type; they could be among the innocent, planning to attack them by surprise.”

“I haven’t thought of that,” said Dizzy. 

“I have,” said Muriel. “But we have to get as many as those Vhinech out of there as much as possible. Not giving them weapons would make the process go faster.”

“Indeed, they won’t be stopping and shooting,” said Ros with a nod. Finally he looked at Casper and said, “We should go meditate. Think of a solution to the Legacy problem.”

“If there is one,” said Dizzy. 

“Everything has a weakness, Dizzy,” said Casper, and he joined Ros at his side as he left.

“Yeah, be it in warfare or in the bedroom, that is the understatement of the millennia,” chimed Dizzy, referring to part of the problem that lead them into this situation involving Enothchild, Naressa, all alone in Rapier Manor, and Juna finding out the hard way. “Well, I should get back to work.”

“On your plan, Dizzy,” asked Muriel sweetly, and the Sullustan nodded. “Just exactly what is this universal handshake my little, lost muffin of a Sullustan?”

Dizzy popped opened a secret compartment not far from the access gangplank – once again, another hiding spot he neglected to tell his wife about – and pulled out a garden hose, something molded and mildewed in a plastiglass jar, and three rolls of duct tape. “Honey, relax, I’ve told you about that before. Remember that story about me, Sade, and Djuva I told you about, when we had to go get that friend of a friend of a cousin of a friend that owed them money jailed at the space station, and we went there to go collect?”

She thought for a few seconds and frowned. “Wait, didn’t that plan kill the guy?”

“He was all ready dead,” he assured her loudly. “Look, it’ll work. I know what I’m doing.” He set the stuff down by his feet and grabbed her by the hand. “And whatever happens…”

“Yeah, Dizzy,” she asked with a little smile.

“We need to get far away from the aftermath. If you want we’ll take Juna with us, but I want you to promise me that when this is done we split.”

“Why?”

Dizzy gripped her hands in his over and over. “Because…it isn’t healthy for us, you know? Crisis, I’m too old to being getting in the middle of a lover’s spat; it’s worse than a bar room brawl. And I really think we shouldn’t take a side; the best way not to is to get the smeck away from it.”

Muriel looked at Dizzy thoughtfully and said, “But Juna is my friend.”

“And the last time I checked so was Enothchild.” Dizzy held up his hands to hold off a retort. “This kind of thing is for those two to work out, if not at all. Okay? This thing is the kind that ends friendships even for those not directly involved. If you want to bring Juna with us, great she needs a few months off. But eventually we have to give them both their own time alone. Okay, promise me that?”

Muriel huffed a little, and finally she said, “Okay, Dizzy.”

The married couple leaned towards each other and hugged, sealing the deal on a touchy subject and looking ahead towards the next danger only a few days away.

CHAPTER 89.1

Farther away…

It didn’t take long for it to happen again.

“JINGLEHEIMERSCHMIDT!” bellowed Enothchild as he once again just let his overly sensitive, badly damaged left leg bump into the side wall of the utility port we was currently laying down inside to repair a computer relay the best he could. The tight fitting junction was the only way to the much needed component that, if repaired, would speed up the repair processing transmissions between the repair drones and ensure that manual flight control will have much better stability over it’s current physical condition. A risk, of course, was causing more damage to the relays, but so far the Jedi Master was finding that he was only causing more damage to himself.

Fighting away clear tears of anguish, Enothchild laid his head down for the twelfth time in the past thirty minutes to clear his mind and deal with the pain, a pain he really couldn’t bare anymore. For almost two days since emerging from his healing coma, Enothchild had found several ways to aggravate the injury and ignite his pain receptors, from bumping to brushing up to putting too much weight on it to sneezing; SNEEZING, from his nose some four feet from his knee, and it caused pain; vibration stresses generated by the action the root of the cause.

“Damn it,” he mumbled, his thigh trembling in pain in response from the new rush of adrenaline, which in turn threatened to reopen the internal ruptures and start bleeding out again. Enothchild happened to take a break earlier in the day from working non-stop without any sleep because he became dizzy and disoriented, and happened by a reflective surface. He noted his pale color, and realized he lost more blood than he thought. A Vhinphyc adult held 20 pints of blood in their body, more than any bi-pedal sentient species of being in the known galaxy, and that was another fact that made the species so damn tough to kill. He bled considerably from his open wounds, but not enough visibly to suggest great blood loss, but his pale color motivated him to do another Force probe of his injuries and he discovered that three minor arteries and six veins were bleeding whenever he moved in a certain way or bumped his leg. He used the Force to heal them, but with the bone jags and fragments still not healed – and wouldn’t be until he was complete off his feet and resting – the danger of internal laceration was still evident, and the more blood he lost the more strength he lost. The Force was strong with him, but the Force doesn’t manufacture blood.

There was a remedy as Enothchild pulled himself out of the shaft, coming to a final decision after debating it over and over in his mind. He had to immobilize the leg to the point where it looked normal and risk the chance of falling into a second, deep healing coma. The risk in each point was very apparent. First, by resetting his leg and forcing it into the proper position so it could heal right there was a chance of doing more damage to his leg bones, his muscles, body tissues, and more bleeding; it also required a little bit of radical thinking that bordered on insanity, a face that crossed Enothchild’s mind as he began looking around for what he needed to set the leg.

The second was the healing coma. In itself it wouldn’t be enough to completely heal his broken bone; he needed time more than the Force, a luxury he didn’t have. Time was a factor, for the first healing coma after he sustained his injuries robbed him of four critical days; with two days nearly passed added to the four days, six days total out of the available ten day time limit Helle gave them all when she unleashed the Legacy Virus was nearing its end. Another deep healing coma like the previous one may put him down another four days, possibly five, and that was cutting it too close to save the day. 

Enothchild would have liked to have the time to save Juna and the galaxy, and that was what made the decision all the more tougher to decide. The galaxy could take care of itself IF he didn’t feel there was more to the Vhinphyc’s Last Command than the Legacy Virus awakening the Sleeping Vhinech, but there was more. 

However he felt the single priority of the two matters to him was Juna. Selfish? Yes, he admitted to himself as he took residence on one of the medical beds with the items he selected. Vitally important for the future of the galaxy: without question yes. Prophet wants Juna not just for his needs to be satisfied; Enothchild had a strong belief now more than ever that Prophet had a connection to the next phase of the Vhinphyc attack. The plan apparently had a wrinkle in it for Prophet, and that was where Juna’s powers came in. Enothchild surmised that whatever it was Prophet couldn’t do it alone, but by joining his power with Juna’s they could both carry it out. 

How could he convince her to join him: Perhaps with some psychological trickery. The Letter he sent her now made more sense than before; it was originally clear in what he was conveying to Juna, now Enothchild could see in his mind as he prepped himself for what he was about to do the subtle dropping of hints and innuendo. Prophet knew things, things that apparently Naressa tried to hide from Juna. Things Qualeggoes told him; a strong possibility, a suspicion Enothchild had always had, that he had proof to show to Juna that Bendian Rapier was not her father; what it was it died with Qualeggoes. Things he discovered about Juna, or about the people around her; a good to excellent chance that Prophet found out about Enothchild and Naressa’s affair. 

All Prophet needed was a selling hook, a way to bridge the gap between he and Juna.

Enothchild had a bad feeling: the ‘same’ stratagem, the same psychological ploy he used to reach and connect with Naressa to ease her out of her depression. Juna, with her mind filled with anger towards her mother and Enothchild himself, and with vengeance for Prophet running high, made her vulnerable to dark side influences. What’s more was the psychological impact the ysalamiri had on Juna more than what the ysalamiri did to deny her access to the Force. He had taught Juna to know better, but Juna held a strong opinion that the Force, in a time of crisis, was the most reliable source of help there was for any Force user. She didn’t abuse the privilege, but her first instinct against someone like Prophet would be to use it so the playing field could be leveled. But with the safety net of the Force removed, Juna was now vulnerable; again, he wished she didn’t give up on becoming a Jedi, despite the realization he came to under Nadja’s guidance. 

The vulnerability would force Juna into a panic, into a corner of uncertainty, unsure of what to do and unsure of herself. She was so connected to the Force as a Sith Maiden, the Force was ahead of breathing to her in ‘being there apart of her’. Take away her ability to breathe, Juna panics; therefore, take away her ability to feel the Force, she panics. She loses her will, her spirit to fight on, and like any hostage victim the psychological effects take a toll; the more the victim feels helpless, the more dependent they become to their hostage taker. If Prophet brings in other elements to play against Juna, the more Juna will do things to appease him, such as maybe threatening to unleash the Legacy Virus on the galaxy: join him, or he kills millions with a press of a button. Silly? Real life was never silly when it came to simplicity.

If anything, Enothchild just needed to save Juna. The other matter, he kept trying to tell himself, was secondary; the matter that Juna was his soul mate. Certainly that played into it. He had to find out if it was true, rescue her and then listen to her heart, and settle the issue once and for all. He told himself that wasn’t the sole reason why he was going to do what needed to be done; he kept telling himself that the Prophet aspect of this diabolical plot was the sole reason.

And when he closed his eyes after thinking that, Enothchild felt his head being slapped again by Nadja. Apparently Nadja was telling him the soul mate angle should be his driving Force, not the other. It made no sense to him, but with his late wife nothing did until the outcome. There was a method to her Jedi madness, and in the end it always worked out.

For Enothchild, he decided that a little madness was going to happen.

Using the Force, he did all he could to shunt the pain receptors in his leg, and the relief was immediate. It was, though, something he couldn’t maintain, and if he took any of the pain inhibitors available on board there was a chance that it would affect his thinking and motor control to some degree; one of the few things that would really could stop a Vhinphyc was Vhinphyc stuff; in any event, he needed his mind clear not in a hazy daze of drugs. 

Secondly, he took two pieces of hardened steel piping with cargo strapping wrapped around them, the ends unfastened, and laid each piece on a side by itself, the piping running the length of his ankle up past his knee. Carefully he used his hands one at a time to lift his leg and wrapped some of the slack in the straps around his leg; the process unnerving as he had to look at the bloodied bandage-covering momentarily come undone and give him a good view of what his busted up shin bone looked like.

Once done, Enothchild braced himself and redirected his focus from pain management to telekinetic control. Immediately, the pain from all the moving screamed up his leg, up his back, and it came out in a loud roar. With sweat dripping from his forehead, he pushed past the pain and discomfort, grinded his teeth, and forced his shattered bones together, realigning them and fitting them tight.

Quickly, Enothchild reached down slipped the remaining strapping through the catch lock, worked the handle to tighten the strap around his leg and piping, locked it in place, and repeated on the lower strap, creating a make shift leg brace that compressed his calf muscles around the split bone to keep everything in place. Finished, he laid back and let himself get use to the pain and discomfort. Licking his lips, he said, “Now the hard part.” 

Enothchild sat back up, grabbed his leg and bent it up, gritted his teeth from the effort. The split of his shinbone was taken care of, but the leg bone was nearly separated apart from the lower knee joint; with even the lightest of weight on it, the bones mashed together, grinding together and eliciting agony, or when he didn’t put weight on it the bones would move and pull out the remaining bone fibers that connected them together. When it happened either way it was the worse pain he ever felt in his entire life and it just wouldn’t stop. The corrective measure would be to stay off it for a long while, but he didn’t have that time. It was time to employ a Nadja tactic he saw once, and at that time he called her insane; this was before they were married, but even if they were he still would have said it.

With the knee presented to him, Enothchild ripped through his trousers and took off the dressing with a sickening slurp sound from the action. He grabbed the cleansing iodine prescribed for use by his kind and doused the knee and leg with it, causing him to groan as the dark liquid licked at his exposed nerves; very little killed a Vhinphyc in the way of bacterium, but even the Vhinphyc were smart enough to know that there was always a first time for anything, and therefore chemical antiseptic managed to get developed.

Shaking again, Enothchild let out a held breath, reached down beside him in a dish full of cleansing iodine, and pulled out a eight inch by one-quarter inch non-threaded bolt. He didn’t look at, closing his eyes so he wouldn’t have any second thoughts, and with the Force guiding his aim he shoved it through the wound, into the bone, deep into the marrow with all of his strength in one thrust, and connect the bone legs together. He bellowed, but he wasn’t finished. Forcing himself to straighten out his leg, he screamed and screamed as the bolt head meshed together as the knee locked out. Finally, he swung his left leg over the bed, he let his body fall off the bed a little, and the weight of his body finalized the forced fusion of the separated bones. Finished, Enothchild collapsed to the floor, momentarily passing out from the pain.

Coming to and wiping his blood tears from his eyes, Enothchild climbed back onto the bed, propped his damaged leg up, and prepared himself for a controlled healing coma. He took a look at the wrist computer to get an update on the repairs of the ship, which were constantly changing by the hour: sometimes the progress was good, other times the computer would tell him it would take longer, than shorter, than longer, and then go through a period of stabilization. Currently, the computer was telling him that two more days was all that was needed, and had maintained that prognosis for the last six hours.

Enothchild played with the buttons until a high pitch wail filled the ship, shutting off with a single keystroke. He programmed the computer to unleash the alarm in exactly two days to awake him from the healing coma. With the sound committed to memory, he told himself as he drifted into unconsciousness that was his awake signal. His hopes, when he awoke, was that the bones were at least set, and hopefully the repairs were finally complete, and hopefully when this was over Juna could forgive him.

CHAPTER 89.2

Farther away…

The office of Senator Lott Dod was now more than ever an amphitheater of noise as the Trade Federation representative and his most trusted – bought – advisors listened to the latest proposal of ending the stalemate in the Senate over returning military power to the Supreme Chancellor’s chair from Chancellor Valorum himself, and as always the status quo was the most profitable element for any politician. “Chancellor, your latest proposal is unacceptable!”

Valorum’s holographic image was just six inches tall, but everyone could see the man’s frustration on his face before he sighed loudly. He said, “Senator, all I am asking for is two weeks of control. Just two weeks! That’s ten Republic days where you don’t have run of the military. You can’t manage to loose control for two weeks.”

“It is not us that are in control of the military, Chancellor,” said Dod with mirth. “It is the Senate as a whole who does.”

“Everyone on your side of the aisle will vote the way you do, and the undecided will follow,” said Valorum for the record. “I have reliable information that we can get the location of Sanctuary but only if I have control.”

“Huttwash, Chancellor, you’re a man of integrity! Why lie?”

Valorum frowned heavily and said, “The source of the information is from King Veruna of Naboo. His small forces are well on their way to Sanctuary as we speak.”

Dod pounded his fist on his desk and said, “This is outrageous!”

“What, that they are doing something without YOUR say so, or because the Trade Federation is not involved in what amounts to a rescue operation?” Valorum shook his head. “This is an independent operation that does not require YOUR pre-emptive say so, or even with my authority if I had it. Lady Angelleia has gone to Sanctuary, and Naboo is running a military operation designed to save her, the power given to him under Naboo’s Royal Constitution. A constitution, I should remind you, that the Republic recognizes and must respect.”

“He has no right to keep such information from us! Sanctuary is a Republic-owned location! Republic interests are involved here!”

“Actually he does; after all, he is the leader of his world, and the operation that is currently being undertaken is a secret one. He expressed his feelings that there were too many security leaks in the Senate to let anyone know about the operation and have the Vhinech find out. If you don’t like the accusation, you take up with him. But he is adamant; he will not reveal Sanctuary’s location unless I have my military command authority back.” Valorum crossed his arms. “Now, I am certain that within the next five days I will have enough votes to kill any challenge and get the authority back, but I feel that is five days too long for all of us; that means Naboo, you, me, everyone! Pull this ‘command by committee’ amendment from the bill and lets have an up/down vote on it!”

Dod leaned forward and nonchalantly stated his current position. “Chancellor, where is the urgency? The Vhinech have the Legacy Virus, if they had it in the first place, and have not used it. They have us dead in their sights and they are doing nothing. They have not done anything in a month! Not since Sullust!”

“And Alderaan?”

“Alderaan…was Alderaan! Who cares about Alderaan! Alderaan was not ransacked. Sullust is almost back to normal.”

“Because it’s taking everyone in the Republic to get it back to normal,” said Valorum on his last emotional straw. “You’ve seen YOUR own committee’s reports; all it takes is five worlds, FIVE, to succumb to a Legacy Virus attack at one time like Sullust, or over a month’s time, and the Republic’s combined resources and reserves will be spent! No amount of credit borrowing from the treasury or even tax increases would be enough to rebuild those planets in the same amount of time it’s taking us to rebuild Sullust. Force help us if at least one world gets hit with this. But if you want to pretend the Vhinech won’t hit us all you be my guest! But I’m begging you, Lott, drop the politics!”

Lott worked his mouth around, reached over to the controls, put his finger on the ENDTRANS button, and said, “You drop the politics, Chancellor, and perhaps I will change my mind.” He rudely killed the transmission, shook his head at his contemporaries – his yes men – and hit another button to bring up the individual they put on hold to answer the Supreme Chancellor’s call. A small smile, Dod said, “Forgive me, your highness, the call went a little longer than I had hoped. I do not know why I put up with it; all the woman does is bitch and moan when she don’t get her own way.”

The holographic eyes of King Veruna became small with his slit eyelids. He said, “Please, sir, I have a high respect for the opposite sex.”

Dod just smiled and said, “I will wager that you won’t be saying that after a year of marriage, your highness. Now let’s get back to business, shall we?” The Neimoidian folded his long fingers together. “I have had many successful business dealings with your father in the past, and we have both profited well from them, that is until Lady Angelleia stepped in as Queen and ended those ventures.” He spread his hands out. “Do I assume you are calling in some sort of favor that we may owe your father? If so, I hate to tell you but we owe your father nothing. We have a balanced sheet in that regard.”

“No, Senator Dod, I’m not calling in a marker,” said Veruna, who was speaking privately to the Trade Federation Senator. “And my Father doesn’t care for Lady Angelleia’s welfare, and I know you don’t either. I, however, do care. And I also know how much you lost over the last ten years against the Vhinech Order, and therefore you would be willing to do anything to get such information.”

“Really?” Dod lifted an eyebrow and let out a laugh. “Come now, Tomas, stop being naive. We do want the Vhinech dead, but believe me we have other means right now in progress to guarantee it.”

“But what I have will make the progress go faster.”

Dod tilted his head to one side and said, “Indeed, but our resources can’t be so easily swayed to aide your people so readily. Don’t get me wrong it isn’t I who would have a problem with this. The Viceroy and his contemporaries are looking to replace me, and a bad deal is all there is needed to engineer my own downfall. I need more than just the location of Sanctuary, your Highness. I need much more.”

Veruna sat back, sighed, and said, “Perhaps if I was to order all my forces to stand down in the sector and recall the patrols from the pirate lanes. Convince the other sovereign planets in the sector to do the same.” He let his eyebrows dance up and down. “Would that satisfy your contemporaries?”

“Oh don’t go out of your way,” said Dod, but then added, “Three lanes will do. I think you do know which ones.”

“Then I have your word. You will rescue Lady Angelleia if I give you the location?”

“I give you my word, as a friend of your father’s, that I will do whatever it takes to ensure her safe return.”

King Veruna nodded and said, “System 45763, in the Unknown Regions.”

Dod smiled and said, “If that is so, your highness, we will have your Lady returned to you in ten days time. I look forward to the new future we have.”

“Save it for a sound bite, Dod,” said Veruna. “I’m thankful, but this is the kind of deal that shouldn’t go public.”

“My lips are sealed. Goodbye, sir.” The transmission ended, and Dod said, “Just like his father, an incompetent son of a bitch.” He keyed in a new transmission signal, and in mere seconds a Trade Federation fleet commander appeared in the small holo field. “Admiral, Sanctuary is System 45763, in the Unknown Regions. How long will it take you to get there?”

“Currently we’re between Fondor and Bakura. All ten of my battleships stand ready. We can be there in three or four days.” The Admiral paused for further instructions, and then asked when none came, “Do your orders still stand, Senator?”

“You mean exterminate everyone? Yes, they do. And Admiral, there will be a Nubians there, possibly arriving before you do.” Dod sat back. “Kill them all as well, regardless who they are.”

“The Viceroy approves?”

“All on the ruling council has approved,” said Dod coldly, shutting off the transmission. “Who will care, when no one bares witness to the demise of the foolish?” And given that his secret alliance with the female Vhinphyc had shown no signs of paying off, this arrangement with King Veruna had to be made in order to show, in the end, profit, for in the warfare of business the measure of profit and loss determines the victor, and the Trade Federation would not be in the red.

