CHAPTER 11.0

On the Orpheus, Cade Hooley entered the massive battleship’s science and industrial section with several of his officers in tow, each of them carrying data pads to speak to Magus Prophet, who ordered the meeting. On them was the complete first report on Sullust from Republic military observers from the carrier-frigate Ugortius, which arrived nearly three days after Sullust’s allegiance beacon stopped transmitting; a vessel normally attached to Sluis Van. Everything in the report left Hooley speechless to say the least; Sullust, with no serious civil unrest of any kind, just went through the most violent event in the planet’s civilized history with no warning or reason. It was so spontaneous the report indicated that the Jedi Knights all ready there were nowhere prepared for it, indicating that they did not sense anything before hand.

And something told Hooley that the Jedi Order didn’t see it coming either.

Yet Prophet did. 

When Hooley finished reading the report the sermon the Vhinech leader had spoke to him when he asked what his plans were came back to him. It still made no sense, but it hung there in his mind refusing to leave; something about the words seemed to connect and stay with his military mindset more than it did to any religious belief he held. Perhaps the meeting was going to clear that all up once and for all.

The group passed by clear windows, taking a passing glance at the automated, MerCon issued mass assembly robots putting together with great detail and care the new multipurpose troop packs to be used in the upcoming conflicts, based on Prophet’s own designs and specifications. They were unique for they could carry items or be used to restrain prisoners; with just a keyed command restraining mechanisms protrude out to lock the prisoner in, and even chemical injectors with various unconsciousness-inducing compounds can be administered for the more unruly prisoner; the built in medical sensors and diagnostic was there to control what was administered. They all ready had several hundred made for every Vhinech on board the ship. Thousands more will be ready by the end of the month.

Hooley and the others turned their attention towards the environmental controls suite and entered the gravitational studies center. The large room’s purpose was to simulate non-gravity enviroment, and sure enough dozens of Vhinech that could fit in space environmental suits were floating around in the main arena while Hooley and his entourage watched on from the main observation galley. By the looks of it they were Prophet’s Studies, or apprentices in the Vhinech Order, and they were seriously preparing themselves for zero gravity infantry combat; such combat was obsolete and too risky for those who are involved in it. What purpose it served, Hooley hoped, would be explained.

“The purpose.” Everyone jumped as Prophet’s voice echoed from the darkened corner of the room, where no light could reach, “Is to achieve victory in the shortest amount of time. Docking collars and link ups burn up seconds as hull connecting targeting arrays conflict with tractor beams fighting to hold a struggling ship still. To pull a ship into our docking ring requires us to beat it into submission, and hope what weapons that are on that ship are not used in a close quarters fire fight. Or worse the occupants of the ship eject from escape pods before hand and leave us with a parting gift in the way of explosives.”

“Obsolete? So much so no one will expect it. Furthermore, with our new weapons, they will never detect it until the ship is taken. And then we link the captured vessel to one of our Moonhaulers, and it makes the jump to hyperspace without the rest of the fleet. This will save our troops from making an even more troubling trip back through the void to the awaiting battleships.”

Hooley was very impressed. “Interesting tactic if it is ever carried out.”

Prophet suddenly said, “In the next 24 to 30 hours, it will be. After this meeting we will leave the Orpheus here while the rest of the fleet sets a course for Uiennar.”

There was a brief sound of surprise among the entire group; all indications off hand were that they were going to directly attack the Mersader Conglomerate’s business rivals and most despised foes in this decade long conflict. Originally the MerCons only problem in the universe were their competitors in the form of the Trade Federation. Both groups battled only on market, saving the more physically brutal subject matter for the illegal market; both sides were in it deep, just as much as any Hutt crime lord. When the Vhinech suddenly were able to communicate through interstellar means as they fought the Vhinphyc, the MerCons got the signal first and began illegally supplying weapons and ships to the Vhinech. Such actions finally brought the secret war out in the open, and when the Vhinech decided they wanted the Republic, the MerCons easily took their side as their rivals joined the other.

One of the junior officers remarked in fear, “My Magus, its suicide to attack the Trade Federation now. We don’t have-.” The officer suddenly grabbed his throat and started coughing, struggling to stay on his feet as air was failing to entered his just recently exhaled lungs.

Hooley and the others looked at the young man and could only pity him; they all knew better to second-guess Magus Prophet; the man was more unpredictable than a Corellian winning two straight hands with a Pure Sabacc. With or without the Force Prophet knew they were thinking what the officer had said. But to say it, to interrupt him, was not the wisest thing to do.

They could see Prophet now, or his silhouetted form rising from a meditative position, standing up. But what bothered them now was the faint, yellowish glow that slowly appeared and began to grow just a little brighter as time went by. Based on what they all ready knew, it had to be the giant’s regenerated right eye.

“Attacking the Trade Federation would be too easy,” mused Prophet, gesturing towards the choking officer. “Like choking this idiot with the Force. Quite frankly, I am not amused with easiness at all. All of my life I have learned to better myself through doing things the hard way. Sometimes I enjoy watching others fight against incredible odds.” 

The junior officer, who fell to the floor and was almost dead, suddenly could breathe again, but then his weakened form slid across the floor towards Magus Prophet. The officer was picked up by the head with just one hand and was taken to a nearby vacant gravity chamber, a smaller version of the simulator. Prophet threw the man roughly into the chamber, locked the door, and typed in a command standing by controls. The others watched the gravity indicator on the counsel increase from normal to 1.5, than 2, and so on. Then they noted the atmospheric indicator warning silently about the decreasing air in the room. 

Prophet turned his attention back to the others and got their attention by glaring at them with the most sternest of looks. But it was impossible, however, to ignore the officer struggling against the ever-growing heavy gravity field in the background, fighting to stand up and trying to breathe whatever air was left in the chamber with his heavily bruised throat.

Prophet didn’t even show one hint of recognizing the man. “Our objective is not the Trade Federation. We will not have to worry about them.” Hooley watched the indicator slowly creep past five, and watched the officer pant and struggle; his movements were extraneous exercise and asphyxiation with each passing second. “Our mission is detain and extract intelligence information from Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch, who will be in the system upon our arrival. The reasons for such extraction is heavily linked to the events that have unfolded on Sullust. It is important that this mission is successfully carried out if we truly desire to rule the galaxy.”

The officer’s hand hit the glass one more time, leaving an imprint mixture of blood, from having hit the duraglass with force and causing his knuckles to break open, and sweat as the gravity indicator hit 10. Prophet stole a slow glance over his left shoulder, and then looked back at the officers. “It will be difficult and hard. It will be slow, torturous, and painful. However, such a mission will force us to pay attention and retain focus at all times. When we are victorious, we will appreciate the spoils of our victory all the more.” 

Leering evilly, the Vhinech leader said, “Your job, Cade Hooley, will be the simplest; the fleet will counter any attack made against the operation, while I and my fellow warriors board Sarch’s vessel and do what has to be done.” He made a slight motion with his head. “You have read the report on the planet Sullust. What do you make of it?”

Hooley cleared his throat a little, trying his best to think of the right words to say. Finally he just went with what entered his mind. “One moment Sullust makes sense, as a strategist I understand it, and then it’s utter disarray. With no warning, no signs of duress in the social geopolitical superstructure, the society more or less buckled and buckled hard.” He shook his head. “It’s like someone turned a switch or pressed a button, and a small portion of the population turned against their kind.”

Magus Prophet nodded in agreement, and then said, “As a soldier you are confused. To a lay being they will be in shock and if they survive long enough they will be in terror. In essence, the most unique psychological warfare weapon ever devised. It attacks not only mentally, but also physically, covertly, and more importantly spiritually. The doubts alone caused by this are monumental all ready.” 

A slow forming, small grin formed on Prophet’s face. “Imagine what would happen if the entire Republic went through what Sullust just did. Imagine Coruscant.” 

Prophet could see in their eyes and faces that they were starting to understand a little: especially with Coruscant because that really got their attention. “What I am about to tell you will be the secret to our success. And believe me what I reveal to you will shock you and doubt everything you know to be true. With that in mind, imagine what the Republic will go through the same batch of emotions as well.”
