CHAPTER 80.0

Even in the realm of unconsciousness, a Force sensitive being was never far away from the action. 

It was hard for Juna to ignore it since she was using the same energy to rest and last out the long flight. Things were happening, and like vibrations from a strummed string instrument in an enormous concert hall she couldn’t help to hear the noise no matter how far back she stood from the stage.

A familiar presence called out to her, in pain, and in desperation. It was all too compelling for her to ignore, and she found herself calling out.

Enothchild.

Thinking of him brought up the reasons why she was furious with him, and just as quickly as the feelings of trouble occurred, so did her care about him. 

And yet, she still did.

She couldn’t necessarily put it aside anymore. Juna opened her eyes…

Juna opened her young eyes and found herself in a very unusual circumstance. She was floating face up on a water surface with only her body as buoyancy, wearing a white dress made out of light and thin fabric that clung to her skin, gazing upward at a moonless, unrecognizable star-filled night and unexpectantly without a cloud in the sky had gentle raindrops coming down upon her, adding more to her all ready drenched existence. She wasn’t compelled to swim, or stop her floating progress to prop herself upright and look around which was so very unusual to her because she didn’t know how she got here.

Then she remembered, and looked back towards where she came from. Her private island, her romantic getaway location and the love of her life, were just as distant as the memory they resided in. Dreams and hope were left behind as well. Much more was too, but she didn’t think about that. She told herself again, and in unconvincing fashion, that there was no going back to such dreams. Why she was having one now was beyond her just as much as it was beyond having a relationship with Enothchild Sarch.

Yet the oceans were warm, the sea was calm, and the rain continued to soak whatever the waters that tasted like honey didn’t touch. Although she drifted away from her dreams, Juna found they weren’t so easy to give up. It was ironic to her; she wanted to give her dreams up and couldn’t. It took outside help to make it so. From Pern to her mother, it always took a being to put an end to it. But she apparently didn’t have what it took to kill her own dreams. 

Juna realized that it had to take some form of audacity. Like in real life when it took a rational, sane, good person like her great amounts of will power to kill another living being when she fought off the Vhinech aggressors going after her on Alderaan, killing a dream to her took just as much, if not more it seemed to her, effort.

Perhaps it took the dark side of the Force. But if that were so, then how could Enothchild kill her dreams since he was a Jedi?

Juna let herself float in the water and let the thought float in her head as well. It made her cry a little, and her tears cooled the waters as they dribbled down her face. There was a small part of her on this journey that missed her Enothchild. A small part of her that saw him do no wrong. It wasn’t his fault. 

It was her Mother’s doing! 

Her Mother, the serial murderess of little girl dreams!

Shivering from the cold waters, Juna said aloud, “If I ever have children, I will let them live out their dreams!” It was a proclamation, a promise said loud enough to make it so. Her children will have dreams, and she will make it possible for them to live them out. To ensure such promise, it would require great power, greater than those who have taken away everything she held dearly so no one could take away her children’s dreams. She never questioned the rationale of it, neither what power it took nor who’s children she was going to bare. Damn it, she was going to make sure the dreams would come true for them period!

The seas to Juna suddenly were not just cold but rough, and soon the rain was no longer gentle but stinging in it’s downpour way, falling hard from a clouded up heavens. The taste of the water soured, and a few times it seemed as if she was going to be pulled down by the unseen undertow. Miles from anywhere, she panicked just a little. This was all happening because she wanted the power. 

In the bleak, unromantic night that had taken over her senses, Juna heard the sound of music. She strained to listen; perhaps it was someone near by, on an island or atoll, making such familiar music. A light appeared in the distance, it appeared to be getting bigger and brighter as the seconds past. 

“A Light House,” said Juna, spitting out the sour water. It was her way out of the nightmare. “I’m coming, Enothchild,” she suddenly blurted out, hesitating…

Just as she turned herself around into a breaststroke position, a shadowy figure emerged from the black sea. Out of the corner of her watery eyes she saw him, and realized too late that there was no escape from it all. Not from Prophet, not from her mother, and not from the dark side of the Force. This was where she would perish, because she tried to live out her dreams.

The figure rose over her, the figure of Darth Vader, and in one swift motion ignited his lightsaber and impaled Juna through with the blade through her lower back, and then she felt the weapon gauge out her spine as the Dark Lord of the Sith pushed the blade towards her head…

By the time Juna woke out of her trance, Artee was practically screaming the agreed upon Hoek von Evia music piece; his whistles, beeps, and other sounds was all ready murder on the good song, but in Artee’s panic it sounded even worse. She was alert and refreshed, not groggy as she had expected any sleep would do. Then again she followed the instructions passed down by the Jedi Masters to her to the letter, so there was no reason to be tired or panic. All systems showed normal, and she was five minutes away from coming out of shadowspace as she called it. Her only peeves were Artee’s bad singing, the slow creeping feeling of having sat in a fighter seat for three days coming on, and certain parts of her internal body feeling…not there; the latter was because of the trance; the Force energy had slowed her systems or put a hold on regular body processes such as her urine production and storage in her bladder. In time the energies will leave, the feeling return, and she will have to relieve herself.

Grabbing her water bottle she had stored under her seat, Juna took a drank to get her mouth wet again. She said, “I’m awake, Artee.”

The droid was quick to respond: ABOUT TIME! I’VE BEEN TRYING TO WAKE YOU FOR THE LAST MINUTE OR SO! WHAT TOOK YOU SO LONG?

Juna thought about what she saw in her mind and said, “Dreams.” She looked over her shoulder, wincing as her back complained about the movement. Just like that, her concerns for Enothchild faded away. “It won’t happen again. I promise, Artee.”

The droid swiveled his head, not saying anything, silently contemplating all that she said. He said: YOU MEAN YOU PROMISE NOT TO DREAM, MY LADY?

Juna just turned around in her seat and relaxed against it. “Yeah, Artee.” She popped up her tactical viewer, but instead of sensor readings a digital document came up baring the Supreme Chancellor of the Galactic Republic’s Governor’s Seal at the top. It had been, at one time long ago, a personal letter in which Finnis Valorum expressed his deep regret over the loss of her mother; kind words from a man that never met her mother; and were such a thought so expressed wrongly for no one really knew Naressa Rapier at all.

The document, however, had a new purpose in the event that Prophet wasn’t at Sanctuary yet, or was but was hiding like he always did, and she had to deal with the Republic fleet directly. Such official documents had sophisticated, but not uncommon security encryptions that prevented duplication and editing, and could only exist on its original data card baring his personal seal and personal code attached to that specific card. Very few people ever came into possession such a data card with such an important document, but Juna knew such documents were used in private government transactions involving the Supreme Chancellor, like in the area of security and intelligence gathering.

So while still on Naboo preparing to leave, Juna sliced past the encryption and altered the document in its entirety. Gone was the heart-felt sympathy, and in its place was an official introduction and orders for the Republic Fleet Command to follow while she was there. She wrote up everything based on what was going on in the galaxy to make it believable; on it, she had Valorum introducing her to the Fleet Command as the Republic’s Ambassador, at the behest of the Jedi Council and Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch, to make contact with the Vhinech and help the Republic against Magus Prophet and the Legacy Virus situation. With her credentials and a sabacc face, Juna was confident the ruse could be pulled off. If not, she had a Fool to play hidden up her sleeve called the Force.

Juna reread it now for any errors and made damn sure it sounded like Valorum had written it. Satisfied, she saved the document to the official disk one last time, and then replaced the encryption with a few keystrokes. Finished, she pulled the data card from the reader built in her starfighter’s consol and pocketed the data card in her flight jacket breast pocket. 

Just in time as the seconds ticked away. “Here we go,” she said with slight worry in her exhaled breath; she knew she wasn’t going to die, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t going to suffer if the Shadow Ring decided to fail coming out of shadowspace. She pushed the levers forward to kill the spinning rod’s progress with reverse gravity thrust placed upon it. They emerged out of shadowspace unhindered, and not far ahead was a blue and white planet that reminded of Juna of Naboo. But more importantly there were no problems.

“Success,” she said with a smile, proud of herself and her invention. But then sensors began to flash; the Shadow Ring’s superstructure was actually collapsing towards her. “Artee, disengage the locking collars and light the engines!”

Artee complied, and quickly Juna piloted her starfighter away from the self-destructing apparatus. Looking back at it through her rear sensor array, Juna mused, “That was close.” 

IF I MAY QUOTE MY PROTOCOL DROID BRETHREN, MY LADY: THANK THE MAKER!

“It wasn’t that bad, you worrywart,” she mused. “It could have been worse; it could have happened while in shadowspace.”

OH MISTRESS UNDERSTATEMENT, COULD YOU REPEAT THAT? THAT WAY IF WE DO IT AGAIN IT WILL HAPPEN.

Juna smirked at him and said, “No one likes a superstitious, smart ass droid.” The comm unit began to alert of an incoming call. Turning around, Juna looked carefully straight ahead to catch a glimpse of any Republic fleet sticking out from the bright glow of the stellar nursery in the background. “Here we go.”

“Unidentified vessel, you have entered a sector of restricted space unauthorized for public travel.” The voice was full of authority and bluster, with a touch of excitement building up in the background from a once bored person in charge. “Power down your ship and prepare to be taken in. Do not comply and you will be destroyed.”

Juna did as she was asked, killing the ion drive and just letting her N-One drift around. As she figured they weren’t going to identify themselves as Republic ships, the admiral of the fleet, or whoever it was doing the talking, didn’t identify themselves either. She surprised them with her arrival, obviously, and that may have saved her from being accidentally shot; curiosity was always a driving force in any person experiencing a dull life. Although she never bought the anti-defense rhetoric since she was a pilot of combat, it did cross Juna’s mind that if any of the gunners on board the ships were desperate for a target to hit they could easily throw away any professional decorum they had built up; three years, and for some nine years, was a long time away from anything. Out here it was not even a debate; Enothchild picked well, making sure this sector of the galaxy was the most boring place for anything; practically no surprises.

Soon Juna picked up three Dreadnaughts on her scoops emerging from three different directions…and that was it; when folks talked about a fleet being at Sanctuary, they assumed the obvious fleet compliment one would normally find around a Republic world, like a two pairs of Dreadnaughts, perhaps a contingent of Corellian Action Twos, modified corvettes of various home ports, and several squads of fighters, preferably Z-95 Headhunters. Sifting through the memories she absorbed from Enothchild a little as the lead ship began to tractor her in, Juna realized that this was part of the stealth that was Sanctuary; Enothchild wanted a small group of ships to keep inadvertent detection to a minimum; too much metal in concentrated forms near a stellar nursery, where no metal like that should exist, would peak the interests of any information seller happening by. Enothchild wanted more ship, though, but the Senate held pat to achieve their only victory in the Sanctuary talks; other than how many ships and personnel was going to guarding Sanctuary and the vote on approving the treaty, the Senate had no other involvement in it, and thankfully so.

Still, she mused in as a previous thought entered her mind again, with a smirk on her face, to have the entire ‘fleet’ show up to investigate one ship? Stupid; I could be a point ship, something for them to all focus on, and have warships tag them from behind.
Sighing, Juna started the landing cycle and reminded herself why she was here. Closing her eyes she stretched out with her feelings, trying to find an indication that Magus Prophet was near by, be it in his presence or through the null field effect the ysalamiri produced. By the time Artee landed the ship and the technicians were quick to get to her ship, Juna opened her eyes discouragingly; there seemed to be no evidence that Prophet was there.

Time will reveal him, she thought. She could feel something, and it felt like destiny was approaching.

CHAPTER 80.1

Her introduction successful, Juna spent a day and a half on board the Republic Dreadnaught Palamao resting and going over the mounds of gathered intelligence reports the crews of all three ships had, or rather she fingered and glanced through the scientific data the scientists and researchers had gathered over the last nine years. As it turned out to Juna’s surprise, for what she learned from Enothchild’s memories didn’t cover everything, the super majority of the fleet personnel were actually scientists, researchers, professors in biology and studies of societies and cultures where half were part of the military while the rest were there to study the Vhinech from afar with their equipment; either from the ships, or occasionally on the planet’s surface at a considerable distance away to avoid detection. 

Talking to them, it turned out that the ones who were rotated out of the guard assignment the most were obviously military personnel; even with no family background or constant ties with anyone before taking the assignment, the longest most of the military personnel lasted would be between one year and three due to inaction. On some of his trips to and from Sanctuary, Enothchild was not alone either way. For the most part the fleet stuck to a crew rotation schedule in which Enothchild supervised; no one left Sanctuary command. Each non-military personnel had a background specializing in long-stay research, and like any die-hard research they had no life; the perfect agents to have to keep things secret, but the worst warriors anyone could have.

With her ‘authority’ as Lady Juna Angelleia, Special Ambassador of the Republic, she was given a lot of leeway; why not, she was a diplomat assigned by the Supreme Chancellor and approved by Enothchild Sarch. Like any data to a starfighter pilot, or for any warrior, it was intelligence to be used. Juna read up on it to get an idea as to how Prophet may use such matters to his advantage just as much as she read it to get information that may prove valuable in her search. Besides that she had to keep up on looking like she was there as an ambassador to the others, and not someone seeking revenge.

Juna decided to leave 36 hours after her arrival, which with her chosen landing site it would be just sunset and with the cover of darkness provide her with a means to scout about. First, though, she removed an ominous black case from under her fighter’s compartment usually reserved for spare parts. When asked about it, she told them the truth, or the truth to a degree. “It’s insurance.” Indeed, it was in the event that things went sour for her. The Force was telling her of great danger, but it had been ever since Uiennar. Still she brought along an insurance policy of sorts, inspired by one of her more embarrassing moments brought forth by the unwarranted wisdom of late Doctor Lunette Solms while she was Queen; for once, the thoughtful old woman’s advice, on matters Juna knew all too well about, had finally paid off.

Back in her N-One, Juna waited for Artee to get locked in the droid socket. With clearance, she was up and out of the Republic Dreadnaught and on her way down to Sanctuary. The flight wasn’t an adventure as she entered the atmosphere on the planet’s dayside and took to flying low over the terrain without incident. Day was quick to become night as she broke across the determining terminator. From there she completely killed her ion drive and strictly went to the emergency batteries to keep her in repulsorlift flight to keep herself undetected as much as possible. Using the Force, she was able to skillfully land her craft through a small opening in the treetops of a thick forest created by the winds of her descent; when relaxed, the forest shielded her ship perfectly from visual detection, with the fresh fallen snow cushioning the sound of her land upon the ground.

After some final preparations, Juna left her heavy flight gear on for added protection against the winter elements, slung a shoulder pack over her right shoulder, a light pack on her back and picked up the Guardian Series 20x blaster rifle as her primary weapon to hold along with a few other surprises, and walked over to pat Artee on his square head. He was busy working on the starboard nacelle, clearing the snow that got in the vents.

“Artee,” she said, bending to a knee, her breath frosting on his dome. He looked at her with his blue photoreceptor. “This is where we part ways.” He whistled and warbled back and forth on his legs, and Juna didn’t need a translating device to know what he was saying. “Don’t be brave now, old friend. Where I’m going there’s no other droids, or a need of your services. You will only slow me down.”

Artee’s slow whistle was followed by a questioning whine. “I don’t know if I will be back or not, Artee. At least not right away. You may have a long wait.”

He sputtered off with whistles and chimes, his attempts at appealing to her common sense. Juna smiled and said, “If you get power hungry, feed off the reactor of the fighter.” She caressed his metal head some more to sooth him. “I will keep in touch as much as possible, Artee. In fact I would like you to be standing by to get the ship airborne to come rescue me if necessary. Would you like to do that?” He whistled. “I knew you would. I wasn’t going to leave you out totally.”

Juna looked down for a few seconds, and then stared at him sincerely. “But if you don’t hear from me in two weeks from my last transmission, Artee, I want you to power up the ship and take it to the nearest Republic friendly spaceport.” He let out a wail. “No exceptions, Artee. Do what I say.” She looked at him sternly, and spoke regally. “Do as your Queen asks of you, my loyal droid and friend.”

Artee was quiet save for his photoreceptor, the hardware moving about and making its accustomed grinding noise as he thought about it. Droids were, by fault, all ways loyal to their owners and listened to them dutifully and RT-8V was no exception; it was part of his programming. In some cases, over time, a droid becomes a member of the family of sorts and, again, Artee was no exception there either. Juna knew she hurt him by giving him an order, made him feel less a friend by doing so; despite the claims that droids have no emotions, there was something in them that made many rethink their feelings on the subject.

“This is my fight,” Juna said sadly. “Don’t you understand, Artee? I am only protecting you.” He whistled. “Like I said, this is my fight and my fight alone.” The droid warbled sadly, and seemed to accept her wishes. “Thank you, though, for your loyal concern.” She patted his head again and kissed the deflector plate around his long-range sensor. “Thank you for everything.”

Standing up, Juna reached in a pouch slung around her shoulder and pulled out a pair of daymaker goggles to help her see in the dark; to avoid detection, she had to keep her Force usage to a minimum, relying heavily on wide open eyes and ears than even passive short range Force sensing. Gripping her rifle, she gave Artee a little head nod, turned, and followed the small compass heading readout she saw through her goggles towards the east. 

In the far distance was where the Sanctuary Vhinech were, and if Prophet was planet side he would undoubtedly be around. If not, if he was in the heavens above, then Juna felt that Prophet would go to the village anyways; she had the feeling more than the theory that the Legacy Virus couldn’t work on natural Vhinech; it made sense since the Vhinphyc either didn’t try, or tried and failed, to use the Legacy Virus to take control of the Vhinech on Vhanba. Perhaps they held a secret in making innocent people immune to the effects. If so, the Sanctuary Vhinech were a liability to Prophet’s plans.

Not that she cared; Juna only wanted Prophet. For once in her life, but not to give into Prophet’s hopes, that was whom Juna only cared about the most.

CHAPTER 80.2

Later in time, above the heavens and the earth, Magus Prophet entered the bridge of the Orpheus and for what seemed like an eternity to him, and perhaps for those who nervously looked at him it was a long torturous time for different reasons as well, he just stood very still, unmoving with his hands behind his back, head forward, but his mismatched eyes locked on the small countdown clock indicating how much longer they had to travel in hyperspace to reach the Sanctuary System. When he arrived, it had been his watch, and they had five hours before they emerged from hyperspace.

It felt like years were passing instead of hours, and Prophet found it very difficult to take his eyes off the clock. In a way, the clock was countdown the long wait he had to endure. Nearly ten years of waiting, of discover, of planning was now down to these last hours.

Prophet watched the clock, undoubtedly unnerving everyone with his one blink an hour stare, his statue still posture enhancing his all ready massive size, daring someone to distract him and pay dearly for it; the reminders of the other day, of the sensor officers face planted into their screens, was still evident with the specks of blood dried in the grain of the polished metal. And he did try to not to blink, for he didn’t want to miss a second. The blessing of the clock, of the countdown, was Juna waiting at the end of his journey; the priority he made to himself so long ago after his defeat at Rapier Manor was to have her. He had dreamed, as he told her in the letter to her, of such a day; not necessarily revealing that fact, just that he had. In a perfect universe, one the warrior could see in his dreams, Juna would confront him on Sanctuary, take his offered hand, and together they would live out their destiny.

In the real universe, Prophet knew it was not going to be exactly that easy. Juna was going to fight him to an end; an end he viewed more as favorable for the both of them and not the kind of end many associated death with. She will fight, and do so by Force, by weapon, by mind, by skill, and by mouth; the latter always a weapon of last resort for those unable to fight back at all, but like all matters he knew it was a means of strategy that when employed right could win the day. Even a philosopher would say it was nonsense in these trying and desperate times for all, but Magus Prophet was no philosopher and he had lived more lifetimes in such circumstances than anyone else. He had seen it happen, through the commands he gave to troops that turned the tide and won battles on Vhanba to Pern’s gossip of the wonders of the Force that gave the Vhinech so much hope; the spoken word had the potential weight significants of a nuclear bomb, a destructive force that not only could wipe out the target but the one who deploys such a strategy.

Prophet kept it in mind always, even as he stared at the clock, telling himself that when Juna is safely aboard he would be careful in what he said until he discovered what she knew. He also noted another potential problem, and agreed silently that his Juna, in some way while under his protection, wasn’t going to have contact with anyone else on the Orpheus; the hassle problems she could bring with her having contact with Cade Hooley or even Magus Servant were the last things he wanted when he tried to mend and bond with his bride to be. He could smell the scent of treason on them strongly, but he kept that fact well hid just to see how far the two would go with it.

And if it involved Juna, the scent they would give off would be the stench of a gored death.

Prophet continued to stare at the clock, eventually daring it to screw with him as if it were Hooley or Servant or the Sith. Slow down a second; regain a minute; don’t take time off the clock at all: he dared it to do something very stupid. He was not as patient as he was before, his persistence to maintain civility and not reveal his true intentions his only savior. 

The clock counted down to one minute…

“Stand by offensive batteries,” said Prophet. Everyone on the bridge jumped an imaginary mile, not expecting his deep, loud, commanding voice at all; they were all too transfixed by his presence and hoping he wouldn’t tear them all a new poop chute all the violently sudden. “We attack with no shields; we’ll let the energies gather first before employing the shields.” 

The order was relayed and no one questioned it, all because they knew ships of their great girth lose energy in trying to erect shields during the first five minutes after exiting hyperspace and thus penalized the weapons. They, like their enemies, were blind to the facts; they didn’t know what waited there to meet them. The Orpheus, however, could afford it due to its size. It could take a pounding, but spare the entire shield system during the time; the five minutes of their foes wasting their resources was going to be enough for them to turn the tide of an attack.

Admiral Hooley strolled in and took residence on Prophet’s right. “Magus Servant is ready with ground forces.”

“Relay to Magus Servant,” said Prophet to no one else except the comm officer, all the while still staring at the clock, “to prepare to launch from the shuttle bay as soon as we emerge from hyperspace in a Force Hiding cloak. We will leave when I join him shortly.”

“You’re not coordinating the entire operation from here?” asked Hooley.

“I have an obligation to my people, Cade Hooley, all my people.” Prophet finally turned his attention away from the clock when it reached ten seconds and counting down. “And I have a more personal obligation that I alone must handle.”

“I see. Forgive me, I forgot of your vengeance against Lady Angelleia.”

Prophet frowned a little at him, only because he sensed the lack of sincerity in Hooley’s voice, little as it was. He spoke to him in shorten words. “You didn’t forget. You just don’t care.” He left before letting Hooley respond, which the Human didn’t have a chance as the Orpheus emerged from hyperspace; even under a Force cloak of protection, the Fleet Admiral always assumed they could be seen.

Prophet took the lift and headed for the shuttle bay. Once there he removed his new, black cloak as he walked over to the supply table to grab an ysalamiri filled battle pack. Servant came over as the tallest and largest Vhinech snapped on the last of the flexi-metal straps. There was a natural reaction pause between the two as place shook minutely now and then; the space battle was under way. “How are these newly designed packs, Servant?”

“Still heavy, but we can function,” said Servant. After Uiennar and after Servant’s fight with the Sith Lord on Naboo, many of the Vhinech troops did complain about the weight of the packs; although the ysalamiri didn’t work on their against their kind, they were the newest combat field pack in which they carried their combat personnel gear and supplies. Before it was sacks with straps, and if one were lucky it was made from durable materials. Since Uiennar they have been modified to some degree. “I can feel them. They are in a cold region, so we are preparing for a light artic battle.”

Prophet knew who he was referring to in the first sentence and could hear the reluctance: the Sanctuary Vhinech down below. They were so close to them in life as they were in distance from the planet. Speaking low, he said, “If you cannot lead the fight against them, I will understand and take full command.”

Servant looked at him as if he suggested that he commit suicide. “No. No, my Magus, I will lead. It just feels wrong to me.”

“We have done wrong feelings before,” said Prophet insistently, putting a hand on Servant’s shoulder, but had absolutely no feeling in either regard. “That is why I am letting you lead the way. You will show them some levels of mercy where I would not.”

“Then you do want prisoners?”

“I leave it up to you, my Study. Remember; our resources are thin. If you must take prisoners, then I suggest children of post weaning age and lower only.” Prophet let go of Servant’s shoulder. “Again, I leave it up to you. I have my own war to fight.”

“Then may I suggest something boldly, Prophet,” uttered Servant as Prophet pulled back on his black cloak, which clearly separated him from the rest of the Vhinech dark blue cloak wearers. “Kill this Angelleia slowly. Her Sith brother’s deaths will not be enough to quench my thirst for vengeance for the great amount of death they caused our kind. For their action, it has ultimately lead us to this,” he pointed towards the opening of the shuttle bay, towards the planet now coming into view, “site of murder.”

There was a moment of glaring at one another, and then Servant said, “But that is just me.”

Prophet nodded stoically and said, “Consider it done.” He turned towards the gathering Vhinech troops and yelled, “BOARD YOUR SHIPS! AND MAY THE FORCE GUIDE YOU ON YOUR JOURNEY!”

All the Vhinech on board the Orpheus all at once ran to their assigned transports in the form of V-Haulers, while Prophet, Servant, and a few others strolled into one designated for command. One by one the ships rose up and left one by one in crazy exit paths out of the shuttle bay to confuse any targeting arrays from whatever ships were awaiting them out there.

Meanwhile, that question was answered as Hooley took one look at the great and mighty ‘fleet’ the Republic had left to defend Sanctuary; three Dreadnaughts. The ships were tougher than any other kind of battleship with it’s shields and armor, but Dreadnaughts were not large, and therefore not armed at every square yard, vessels, so the popular theory to use them in a port defense scenario would have been double the number, or even triple, what was all ready here. Against something as big and destructive as the Orpheus, a dozen Dreadnaughts along with a full compliment of Headhunters and a competent mind as commander could win the day, or prolong the loss as much as possible for people to escape.

After the first salvo of laser fire, Hooley wondered more about cutting power to half his batteries than about raising the shields five minutes later as planned to prevent the wear and tear on them since they had very little in replacement resources. In fact as the thought occurred to him, he said to the fire control officers, “Disable the drives on those ships only. Don’t destroy them. We’ll pillage their weapons and armor.”

“And the personnel, sir,” asked a commander.

Hooley thought about it for a few moments, and then shrugged his shoulders. “We must keep our operations here secret, and our resources must be kept to us and Vhinech alike, so the decision to execute them is straight forward.” He let out a sigh; war was a cruel living. “We’ll space them.”

“Sir?”

“Either that, or we shoot them in the head. Which would you prefer?” Hooley waived his commanders silent. “That is the way it will be.”

“And if they escape to the surface?”

Hooley thought about that as he looked out the main bridge window and saw one of the near by Dreadnaughts get struck in the aft section just behind it’s deflector array. A yellow flash was followed by a blue energy plume, indicating a main drive reactor hit. Sure enough, an escape emerged from the ship, followed soon after by others, and drifted downward towards Sanctuary.

Shrugging his shoulders again and said, “I wouldn’t call it them escaping to the surface. I would call it escorting themselves to jail. They have no long-range communications of any kind, and if Prophet is right Lady Angelleia is the only Republic response. Either way, it works to our advantage.”

And that was that, and as the second Dreadnaught began to show signs of trouble, Hooley just couldn’t help to think that this was all too easy.

