CHATPER 16.0

The Mersader Conglomerate fleet converged on the system from hyperspace with the much smaller Oblivion-class ships attacking in an a swirling-convergence pattern; like any swirl swap a ship travels in a predictable curved pattern as part of a circular formation to where eventually the swirl swap reaches the center, or the intended destination, or in this case the intended target. The strategy normally used by a full contingent of snub fighters and used strictly for multiple engagement at once combat scenarios, strategist can normally predict the intended target of the target due to the number to aggressors involved in carrying out the attack. Six battleships, even with their size and firepower, would not give the Trade Federation much data to work with at all. Since the target choices included all the ships within shooting range of the guns it would give the Trade Federation a theory that the attack is a total seek and destroy mission towards them. Therefore, the swirl’s end would be Uiennar, and therefore the Trade Federation would keep their four massive destroyers with full droid fighter squadrons very close to the planet.

Just as Admiral Hooley knew they would. The Trade Federation, with their massive armed forces resources, were cowards by nature; Neimoidians, after all, used to be small, amphibious creatures that were hunted down by larger mammals thousands and thousands of years ago before they evolved to beings that could strike rocks together to make fire. Then they had a brief period of enslavement under the Hutts until they rose against them some 15,000 years all thanks with help from the Republic. Those primordial fears have never and will never go away and that’s actually what made the Trade Federations such troublesome business rivals against the Mersader Conglomerate; when they feared Hooley and his allies getting an edge, the Trade Federation, Neimoidian controlled, ironically called upon the Hutts or other organized crime elements for resources, espionage, or wet works against them to gain an edge.

Here, though, was a different story; they used their fears against them for as long as they can. This was Hooley’s element, using a bit of psychology to his advantage and deploying a large resource strategy with only a few war ships.

With the spiral attack pattern and the over aggressive attacks on outgunned ships it left the Trade Federation on planet to switch into self-preservation mode and left everyone else in space up against 6 battleships attacking them and three destroyers cutting off points of escape in a heavily congested zone of space around the planet and the Vhinech modified Sullustan Moonhaulers have not come into play as of yet. In short, everyone in space around Uiennar at the moment were literally screwed.

And that included the Nubian vessel the battleships were finding range on shield busting quad-cannon fire. Hooley did not like that fact at all. As he sat in his chair, encircled by moveable monitors above his head as well as at waist height, he began to get the feeling that this whole operation was not as it appeared to be.

Indeed as Prophet said the vessel would be a L-Type 320 Nubian cruiser, but it’s shiny, reflective exterior was beginning to make him wonder, as the vessel appeared before him on a zoomed in visual sensor scan, if indeed General Sarch was the important occupant on board. This was made more apparent by the six Nubian N-One starfighters that had been escorting it and were now engaging one of the battleships closes to cruiser. 

Quickly, he looked over at one of his own men, not a Vhinech, manning a sensor station and asked, “What is that Nubian cruiser broadcasting for a transponder?”

The sensor officer ran the scan, and then transmitted his findings to Hooley’s station. “Sir, the ship is broadcasting a Royal Nubian transponder signal, Highest Diplomatic Feed, status Royalty.”

Hooley’s bad feeling hit him in the balls. “The Queen’s ship.” Just then he watched Magus Servant enter his line of sight. “We’re attacking Queen Angelleia’s ship!”

The Human-Vhinech slowed his walk and looked out the bridge’s massive view port. He closed his eyes and let out a deep breath as he tapped the Force. After a few moments, he opened his eyes and he was fighting down a growing frown. “I cannot say for certain, but I cannot feel any Vhinphyc presence on board that ship.”

“Get me the Hanger and get me Prophet, right now!” yelled Hooley at the Vhinech comm officer; too mad to give a damn about his tone or slanderous way he spoke of Prophet’s name. “I want the launch of Moonhaulers delayed so we can fully retreat!”

“Admiral Hooley, that may not be too wise,” started Servant. “Maybe we should continue the op-.”

“NO! I will not commit MY small resources on ONE PERSON! I don’t care if it’s to take out the Supreme Chancellor. These are MY ships under MY command and with one word they can all cease fire!” He turned back towards the comm officer. “Well!”

“Admiral Hooley, they have just launched. It is too late.”

Indeed, Hooley looked out the window and watched 30 V-Haulers leave the bowels of his destroyer and the two other destroyers with quick pace. “Too late you say? Hail them.”

“Admiral Hooley, they are under radio silence,” noted Servant. “They will not respond.”

“Contact Prophet through the Force, Servant, and tell him that the fleet is retreating.”

“He will want a reason why.” Servant then moved closer and whispered. “I ask you to think you reason out very carefully before expressing it.” He eyed some of the other Vhinech and Hooley followed his example. “Your tone is being tolerated right now, however if you say very offensive words about Magus Prophet now, you will have more than a Vhinech leader and a spiritual icon rebelling against you.”

Hooley took another look around and felt sick; he more or less had no choice with Vhinech spread out all over his ships. His personnel outnumbered the Vhinech now ten to one, however strange things have happened during mutiny attempts in the past; sometimes ships in peril ended up being destroyed in some way and nobody won. The Vhinech have also shown the ability to overcome great odds when dealing with forces with superior numbers; beings that have been pushed to the brink of extinction for as long as the Vhinech have tend to develop an much more sensitive need for primitive survival. Self-preservation can be one hell of a fighter, but a large group of them in unity would be a mess.

“Belay that order until further notice,” he finally said to Servant, in which the Vhinech nodded. “For now the fight is in our favor.”

And if it changes, Hooley vowed that Prophet would be on his own.

CHAPTER 16.1 

From one of the V-Haulers making it’s run into the congested part of space where ships were either destroyed, fighting, or being flown by pilots so filled with panic they flew with no rhyme or reason into even more trouble, Magus Prophet watched out the view port and caught glimpse of Juna’s vessel, the very large, slightly bulky ship. He then noted the other Moonhaulers beginning to engage the Nubian starfighter escorts, and then the rest of the groups making blind runs for the planet to give the Trade Federation something more to think about. Undoubtedly Hooley’s tactical plans were working, but it did help to keep the Trade Federation with the same mindset of fear. 

“Make one full pass by the planet, then one full pass by our target before we engage it,” he ordered with low growls. His pilots complied, and Prophet turned to the ten space suited humanoid individuals back behind him in the ship’s hold. “Prepare for egress from the ship. Remember my instructions and the success of this mission will be guaranteed.” 

He began walking amongst them, letting his large form bump into a few of them to remind them who was in charge; to get their territory instincts flowing within and make them much more efficient hunters. “Once again, I cannot stress my general orders. Again I will repeat them for if you do not follow them you will be ended as a dishonorable warrior. Under any, and I strongly emphasize the word ANY, circumstances is there to be one bruise, one cut, one mark and not one hair out of place on the body of Queen Angelleia. If there is, you will answer to me, and you will not like the answer. Secondly you may use whatever means are necessary in taking her royal highnesses’ mother. She is the female with two large ceremonial wedding bands on her left hand and resembles her daughter very closely. Understand, however, that I want her alive as well. If any of you kill her, or take her prisoner in a way that leads to her end later on during captivity, I will have you and any family you have cleansed.”

That last part shook them awake very quickly. Cleansing was a fate worse than death that the Vhinphyc did upon their own kind when they gave birth to Vhinech children and performed such dishonorable procedures on Vhinech in the past. Prophet knew it would motivate them to do right by him, and he made it clear in his voice that he would not hesitate to order such a disgusting, Lore punishment. “Anyone and everything else on that ship is expendable. No prisoners; this operation will take time to come to full passage just claiming the females in question.”

“Third: any beings that happen to come aboard during the operation are to be given quarter unless they engage you. If we engage them and draw support from others, the true intentions of the operation are forgotten, and we waste valuable time.” He looked over his shoulder and saw the planet quickly approaching. “Time to load yourselves up for firing. And may the Force guide you on your adventure.”

Prophet turned his attention away as the insertion teams prepared themselves. Closing his eyes, he sent out a telepathic call to the other Vhinech Moonhaulers. Commence with the leeching. 

Then Prophet casted his thoughts towards the Trade Federation below on the planet and in the command clusters orbiting Uiennar tightly and in the battleships that were trying to target them. He was satisfied with the impressions he was getting back; the Neimoidians, with what occurred on Sullust still fresh in their minds, were maintaining a level of cautious paranoia among their ranks and their own civilians. They split their attention based on highest-to-lowest priority interests; keeping an eye on their own people for coup attempts, the destroyers, the battleships, the Moonhaulers, their own ships and equipment in orbit, and last on their list Juna’s ship; no mind in the Trade Federation military here had a mind that digest it all, so they stuck to preserving their self interest as the only course of military action. 

There was a hint, an undertone in the higher command’s thoughts, that suggested an order was given from a high civilian authority not to rush aide to the Nubians. It was obvious why; the Sith Lord Palpatine had been against the Trade Federation wanting to declassify the war and that had angered the Neimoidians enough to cast a blind eye towards any Nubian in jeopardy. If they do help, it will be in a ‘wounded foot’ way, a dragging in their actions. This only helped Prophet in the long run when they boarded the ship; when the Vhinech’s focus will be on the cruiser, the Trade Federation will take the opportunity to protect their bottom lines.

As they began their approach towards Juna’s ship, Prophet watched the other Moonhaulers within weapons range fire the ‘leeches’; concussion missile casings that have been modified extensively to carry out a very unique, non-destructive task. Like any concussion missile the warheads struck the hulls and with kinetic energy and momentum on their side burn holes via friction to bury themselves into the outer hull, which normal by design concussion missiles then detonated and increase the damage effectiveness of their attack. True armor piercing and armor defeating weapons in every way. 

Instead exploding upon impact, the leeches deployed magnetic grab pads to keep themselves attached to the hull, and then initiated charges to flash welding pads to finalize their hold on the hull. The super heated hull metal around the leeches instantly cooled via the void of space and fused to the casings. The only way they could be detached currently was by well placed combat fire. Plus the missiles’ penetration of the ship’s shields added more of a drain to them and disrupted the shield harmonics enough to where no amount of recycling of power could save the vessel from soon-to-be complete shield failure.

But the leeches got their name from the cargo they carried. In each leech missile was a Force inhibiting ysalamiri, living in a well-shielded, shockproof life-sustaining environment. Thanks to the information the Jedi Master provided him, Magus Prophet conceived the idea to use the ysalamiri in this way; their natural negation fields had a 10-meter radius, or thirty feet of arc in one direction. If one deploys enough of them upon a vessel, then whoever was Force sensitive on board the ship would be entrapped within the building fields and rendered useless, letting the Vhinech have their way.

Prophet’s ship began making it’s one pass, and as it did Prophet let his presence extend out from the ship…

His heart missed one of its required beats; there she was. 

My Juna. He thought, projecting it out towards her. He felt her response, her reaction, and felt her awash with fear.

Suddenly, she vanished.

Prophet opened his eyes, wondering if something had gone wrong, that the ship had been inadvertently destroyed. If it were now, with Juna on board, he could never live out the rest of his long, natural life.

But it wasn’t destroyed; the crippled L-Type 320 Nubian heavy transport, although energy shield poor, was big, bulky, and heavily armored enough to take the heavy fire being directed at it. It was the ysalamiri doing their job, cutting off her use of the Force and therefore blanketing her usually large than life presence to his normal scans. He probed deeper into the cruiser as his ship began to circle around to face the underbelly hatches to where the escape pods and lifeboats were housed, he found Juna again, and he could still feel the Force in her, just different. Same for the Black Rose; she was producing a Force signature, but had no connection with it nor with the Force outside the presence of the ysalamiri field. Everyone else seemed to exhibit such Force signatures, but they were barely readable. Prophet theorized that had to do something with their born abilities of whether or not they were Force sensitive; the familiar presence of Muriel Thahada, Juna’s slightly Force sensitive protector, proved the theory for her presence ‘glowed’ brighter than the Forceless infidels, but less bright than the two entities he was most interested in. Just another curiosity he will have to figure out when Juna and her mother were safely on board the Orpheus.

The task, however, was accomplished; the threat of Force retaliation from Juna an her mother was neutralized. 

Prophet ordered, “Fire the insertion team, and then commence full evasive maneuver Pitan before we dock with the Nubian cruiser.”

The co-pilot on the main fire controls hit buttons, and through the view port those on board watched space suited Vhinech be hurled into space towards the Nubian cruiser, two at a time, propelled by air pressure buildup in the concussion missile launch tubes. The release of atmosphere was just the launching mechanism

The L-Type 320 Nubian heavy transport was the ideal vessel for any demonstration of military-planned insertion, take over of the ship, and the taking of prisoners for many reasons. The ship, more than 50 years old, based it’s design solely on outdated security thinking with no room for improvements based on changing military technology; the ship’s designers opted on hard shielding, sacrificing a strong energy deflector shield for more speed, which the added velocity was very minimal given the size and weight of the vessel, thus the vessel had a piss poor tight turning envelope. 

The ship’s size also offered vulnerabilities in the way of compromising points of access for anyone to cut in; this ship was much larger than the proposed J-Type 2 Nubian Queen Angelleia proposed as the next generation Royal Cruiser in which that vulnerability as well as many others had been removed. The shiny surface of the vessel also betrayed all the access ports; the designers, looking to make the ship stand out, neglected discretion as well and failed to install camouflaging on the outer hull to disguise the hatches. 

There were many, many ways to get in, but there were many places to hide; the vessel had six decks in the aft section alone. The best scenario in taking the ship was the one Prophet was pursuing; crippled the ship, insert a team, have them cripple the means to escape, and eventually have Juna and her mother transported to his ship once it and two other support vehicles link up the cruiser. All the while other points of his plan will be executed as soon as those particular parts of the plan arrive. The main objective was still Juna and her mother, but he needed for Sarch and the Vhinphyc Sleeper to arrive as well.  

The insertion team had the basic essentials for space combat, including air propellant brakes built into their air tank backpacks to slow their approach to the hull, magnetic grapplers in the knees, boots, and hands. Along with the necessary tools they needed to enter the ship they carried three critical weapons; lightsabers, blasters with multiple settings, the specialized backpacks Prophet had made so they can carry ysalamiri, and the Force. 

The Force was all ways with the Vhinech. After all, they were the perfect beings to represent it. They did not possess the weaknesses the Jedi or the Sith had; no mind to them was untouchable, and the ysalamiri had no affect on them. 

Prophet smiled; the war, indeed, will now go in their favor and Juna will have no choice but to be with him. She could not run. She could not hide. She could not fight back.

CHAPTER 16.2

After another round of being tossed around like dry beans in a tin can being thrown off a cliff, Angelleia got up along with the others and was met right away by Captain Baines, who sported a cut lip thanks to weapons fire striking the craft. “Your Highness, are you all right?”

“I’m fine,” she said, and Angelleia took the sleeve of her dress and wiped the blood from his mouth. “How are we all doing? Where’s my mother?”

Everyone turned and noted Naressa seemingly unaffected by what happened. Angelleia could feel why; her mother was using the dark side to keep her stabilized in one place. She watched her approach, and felt the cold waves of death touch her soul come from her at the same time. “I’m fine, my Gessa. I’m sorry I couldn’t grab a hold of you.”

“That’s all right.” Angelleia nodded somberly, and then asked, “Is there anyone hurt at all?”

Asia stood up and said, “Doctor Solms hit her head. She looks bad.”

Angelleia, Baines, Muriel, who had a little bruise over her right eye from hitting something, and Naressa joined Asia on the ground where she held the elderly woman in her arms. There was no blood, but her forehead was swelling badly; it was now smoothing out the wrinkles. Muriel opened Solms’ right eye and looked deep into the blue iris. “Lunette. Lunette it’s Muriel. Lunette!” She pried open the other eye and noted the smaller pupil. “Brain bruising. Possible skull fracture.”

“Mama, can you help her,” asked Angelleia. There was no point keeping the preverbal purr about her Force usage in the bag now. Everyone knew it, and besides that a life was at stake. She may have caused some embarrassments for Juna as she grew up, but Lunette Solms didn’t mean to do those things on purpose; she was a good woman only doing her job. She didn’t deserve to die.

“Of course,” said Naressa, in which Angelleia let out a sigh of relief. Everyone really looked dumbstruck, trying to guess how her mother could save someone all ready on death’s door knocking. She grabbed Lunette by her head and closed her eyes. Opening them, everyone gasped, as the elder Rapier’s eyes were now an eerie, disgusting yellow. She ignored them all and began speaking. “She has a crack running from brow to top. Pressure from fluid buildup is what is keeping her unconscious. Tiny pieces of her skull has embedded in the frontal lobes, but there is no mental impairment. I can help her, but it will take time.”

“Thank you, Mother,” said Angelleia. Unlike Enothchild, Lunette Solms had no Force energy to augment the healing process so Naressa had to use her powers solely. She could heal her quickly, but that would tax even a powerful entity like Naressa; not good if she wasn’t able to use her strengths in the event the Vhinech boarded the ship.

Right at that moment, everyone felt the battered cruiser slow down and the main reactor powering down. She walked over to her chair and turned on the comm to the bridge. “Captain Archer, report.”

“The MerCon ships pounded us badly, your Highness. They have our shields nearly depleted and have soften our engines. I did all I could but if I pushed them harder they would have imploded the reactor in energy backwash. I had to shut down.”

“Your Majesty,” said Baines to get her attention. “We have to get you off this ship. We all must proceed with escaping in the lifeboats.”

Just as Angelleia was about to speak, Captain Archer cut in, “Moonhaulers baring in on our position! They are target locking us!”

Angelleia held her breath; she had hesitated too long, and now they were going to destroy them! They wasted time and now everyone on board was going to die! It was her fault!

“THEY’RE FIRING, MULTIPLE WARHEADS! HOLD ON”, came Captain Archer’s warning.

They did, someone clutching someone tightly and closing their eyes for support. Angelleia looked at Naressa and wanted to say something one last time. 

The ship shuddered from continuous multiple impacts.

That was it.

My Juna.
Angelleia let out a frightened gasp as the cold presence of Magus Prophet touched her mind and soul, caressing her dark memories of the Vhinech beast and bringing them to the forefront of her conscious. She came to the realization that it was indeed the Vhinech, and Prophet was out there in this fight. Her calm resolve she had before was slowly fading away with the realization that this whole attack was no coincidence for certain. This had to be a trap of some kind, and the very symbol of evil in her young life had orchestrated it all.

Just like a poltergeist that haunted her, Prophet suddenly vanished from her conscious. Shortly there after Angelleia felt very dizzy and closed her eyes. There was the feeling of being hollowed out, as if her mind and body had disconnected itself from her soul. When she opened her eyes, she realized that Captain Baines had a hold of her; apparently she had lost her footing and caught her stumbling form. He asked, “Are you all right, your Majesty?”

There was something strange going on. Angelleia could see Captain Baines, hear him, feel his hands on her arms, smell his breath, and yet it was as if he didn’t exist to her. She wondered for the moment if another attack occurred and she had hit her head or something and did not realize it. She looked at the others and noted that with the exception of them probably moving towards her to see if she was all right they seemed all right, all right in the same strange way Captain Baines was. She was sure of herself that she wasn’t injured in the previous attacks, so what was happening did not make sense. She went to tap the Force for an answer…

Nothing.

There was nothing, as if the Force did not exist. She tried again, grunting out in concentration and there was still nothing. Not even a whisper indicating that the energy she could control and feel all around her had ever existed. Her mind was clearing, and metaphorically it was like she had just awaking from a deep sleep and she was tired, and that her Force usage in the past was just some dream, a fantasy a normal child make believes they have when they play Jedi Knight. 

She felt hollow. Empty. Depleted.

Angelleia looked around in growing shock and found Muriel shaking her head, rubbing her temples as if trying to find her center as well. The red head suddenly moved downward. “Naressa?”

Angelleia looked down and saw her mother slumped over Lunette. “MAMA!” When she moved to help her mother it felt artificial, unreal. There were really no words to describe the feelings Juna Rapier felt right now; she felt the Force, and now she didn’t. But all that vanished when she grabbed her mother and lifted her back upright. Naressa was unconscious. “Mama? Mama, wake up?”

Muriel grabbed Lunette and lifted her out of the way. “Move! Make Way!” She carried her over to the couch and laid her down, then came back over to Angelleia and Naressa. “Naressa?” She gave the Sith Maiden some light slaps to her face. “Naressa, it’s Muriel.”

“Mama,” Juna quietly asked in her ear. “Wake up, please?”

“What just happened,” asked a dumbfounded Deannta. 

“I don’t know,” said Asia, reluctant to touch Naressa, still freaked out over the eye color deal. “The one moment she was helping Doctor Solms, and then suddenly her eyes went back to brown and she fainted.”

Naressa began to stir, and Angelleia let out a great sigh of relief. The strangeness, though, limited the relief. She had a hold of her mother, and yet she did not feel cold. She felt her mother’s natural body warmth and nothing more. “Mama? Speak to me, Mama. Are you okay?”

“Ysal…” she began to say, but finally she fought her eyes open and said louder, “Ysalamiri.”

“What?”

“Ysalamiri. The Vhinech are using ysalamiri.” Naressa tried to get up, but it was clear to Juna that she had no center or balance to even try so she encouraged her to lay back down. Her mother looked at her with fearful worry. “They have cut off our access to the Force. We are powerless.”

Angelleia looked over at Muriel and she shared in the red head’s wide eye look of horror; Muriel couldn’t feel the Force either. And the Vhinech surrounded them.

And Prophet.

She shivered at the thought now; never had Juna shivered so much about Prophet just touching her. Without her abilities…

“Captain Baines, get everyone to the lifeboats, we’re abandoning ship,” she ordered, trying all she could not to panic. Immediately everyone began making the preparations to leave as Baines ordered some of his men to go get the bridge crew and tell them to leave and some of his men to attend to carrying Lunette. Juna had help from Muriel and Asia with lifting her mother to her feet and helping her walk. After a few seconds, Naressa was all right to stand up on her own, but she still looked very unsteady on her feet.

Just as they emerged from the Throne Room, the bridge crew came running with side arms drawn. Captain Archer stood by Captain Baines and showed his worried expression. “The V-Haulers out there launched space troopers. They’re coming in from the escape pod hatches.”

Captain Baines turned his attention towards Angelleia. “They’ve cut us off.”

Just before some of the panic took over the group, a trailing ensign came running up to them and said with a slight smile on his face, “Your Highness, last check on the sensors showed a new ship entering within our sensor range. It’s the Millennium Falcon.”

CHAPTER 16.3

“OH, we just exited into a shit storm,” blurted out Dizzy after seeing the chaos of conflict unfolding in the Millennium Falcon’s way. He fought the controls around so the stock light freighter could avoid the trouble of debris, Trade Federation ships running for their lives, and the V-Haulers firing upon them. His large eyes darted back and forth and up and down between sensor readings and what he could see outside the cockpit view port. Everywhere they went there was trouble and more trouble with even more trouble right behind more trouble. “Hold on, dudes, this is going to tickle.”

The Falcon suddenly power dove downward so it could avoid the entanglement of V-Haulers and the arrival of Trade Federation droid fighters that would have been in their former flight path if they continued on with it.

Instead now in their way was a dorsal view of an Oblivious-class destroyer and it’s main transceiver array approaching fast.

“DIZZY!” all three Jedi yelled at once. “TURN!!!!!!”

“Oh shut up will ya, I know what I’m doing.” With that, Dizzy pulled up…

BANG! CCCCCCRRRRRRRUUUUUUUNNNNNNNCCCCCCCHHHHH!
And took out the destroyer’s transceiver array. And now the destroyer, as well as the rest of the MerCons, knew they had arrived and began firing on them.

Ros chimed, “You mean you know what you are doing in regards to how to let them know we’re here?”

Dizzy let go of the controls to talk to Ros, all the while the Falcon spun out of control. “Listen you, I don’t tell you how to fart, and you don’t tell me how to crap, okay? I know I hit the stupid dish!”

“Dizzy!” yelped Enothchild.

Dizzy looked, “Oh poopy,” and pulled hard on the controls to starboard and up to avoid hitting one of the Oblivion-class battleships. In the process, according to sensors, two V-Haulers that had been following them took the turn too tight in pursuit and hit the massive vessel. “See? See, what did I tell you?”

“Impressive,” noted Ros.

“Yeah,” peeped up Casper, “so impressive at least 10 V-Haulers pilots would like to ask you how you did it because they are coming fast.”

Dizzy casted his eyes downward on his scopes, the same readings Casper was looking at glaring right back at him. In a brave voice that failed to hide his fear too readable by the three Force users on board, he said, “10 gents. Well, I guess I’m the flavor of the month. Everyone wants to lick me.”

Enothchild kept his eyes staring out towards the mess Dizzy navigated the Falcon through and said, “I can’t sense Juna or Naressa or Muriel at all.”

“Could they be dead?” asked Casper plaintively.

“Bite your tongue, Junior, you don’t know my wife or the banshees she’s with,” said Dizzy. The idea that they were dead stoked a fire in his soul. “And if they are dead, these bastards are going to be sorry.” He pulled the Falcon into a hard to port turn, stopped the throttle, opened it back up, corkscrewed around, and suddenly three V-Haulers appeared tight to the ship. Dizzy touched off the automated guns and scotched the rear ends of the crafts before they vanished before their eyes; they weren’t destroyed. “AH! They don’t want none of this.”

He heard all three Jedi suddenly let out a startled choke. Dizzy stole a glance at Enothchild and noted his friends gaped wide-open mouth and bulging eyes. He mused comically to lighten the tension, “What’s wrong, that last turn pinch your balls?”

“We can’t sense them or the danger before hand, suggesting they have ysalamiri on board…AND THEY JUST USED FORCE HIDING!” Enothchild slumped back in shock. “The ysalamiri have no affect on them!”

“It’s like that with all their ships,” noted Ros, the dread of it all coming out. “Not just the V-Haulers. The battleships and the destroyers…by Yoda.”

“Smeck.” Dizzy got it. It would be like him with no ship or weapons facing off against Magus Prophet in a really bad mood, or in the here and now, with shot after shot hitting them unannounced without warning from the Jedi. “We’re in trouble.”

Enothchild was quick to point out. “The situation hasn’t changed. Prophet wants Juna and if he had her now, then this fight would have been over with. We can still rescue them.”

“We have to find them.” Ros turned in his chair toward the counter displays next to him. “I got a Nubian profile some 30,000 kilometers off our port. The ship is heading very slowly towards the planet and is surrounded by three V-Haulers.”

“That’s them, I know it.” Dizzy pulled hard to port again and read the sensor information on his display. “Yup. A Fat Lady. That’s the Royal Cruiser. She still has two of her escorts with her.” 

They noted the two Nubian N-Ones trying to encircle the cruiser, but were outnumbered and constantly chased away by other V-Haulers. The Falcon quickly came to the rescue and destroyed an unsuspecting and battered enemy vessel, and that caused the other V-Haulers to back of the two fighters. However, the three V-Haulers Casper had called out before budged the wrong way; they were moving in closer and closer.

As they got close again with another flyby, he let out a rude noise. “Crisis, they got about 10 unexploded concussion missiles lodged into the hull! What’s up with that?” 

Enothchild looked at the vessel with narrowing brow. “Those missiles are actually caring ysalamiri. That’s why we can’t sense them on board.” 

“Well I can.” Dizzy let his eyes cast down on his sensor monitors. “The missiles didn’t compromise the interior, there’s still life forms on board…and outside!”

“Outside?”

“In space suits,” said Casper, as the Falcon was close enough to see them. There were glints of white, barely visible moving in and out of the shadow of the large spacecraft’s lower aft section. “They’re boarding the ship that way? Why not tractor it in?”

“I don’t know,” said Enothchild with some apprehension in his voice. It didn’t make sense to anyone. “But I don’t like it nonetheless.”

“So what do we do, Bantha Man,” sounded off Dizzy.

“We hook up with the cruiser and evacuate it.”

“Good plan, that is if we can get the V-Haulers away from that epicenter of ‘peace’ surrounding the cruiser. If we dock now they’ll peg us.”

“What about reinforcements from Naboo,” asked Casper. “They’re coming. They can distract them.”

Enothchild shook his large head. “They are still an hour or more away.”

Dizzy had all ready made up his mind before Enothchild could say another word. He didn’t need anyone to convince him what he should do next. “I’m rolling the dice.” He pulled the Falcon around for another go at the ship. “If those floaters get control of that ship, then everyone on board is screwed.” 

Just as they pulled around again to make a run, several V-Haulers cut in front of them chasing a TAE-660 runabout, forcing them to take an outside approach to the Royal Cruiser. They discovered that it was not a coincidence that it happened as 5 V-Haulers suddenly came screaming towards them headlong in a rush of fire. Their splashes rocked the vessel, but both the retuned shields and the titanium haul absorbed the abuse. Insanely, Dizzy didn’t flinch as he kept going towards them headlong, and then just as they began to peel apart he gave the rudder a wiggle, causing the Falcon to wiggle and make it appear he was trying to ram them. One of the five panicked and turned right into a piece of heavy debris from a skyhook station.

“Ah,” he chimed with bravado. “No offense to present company, but those with telepathy and fortune telling powers sometimes don’t see it coming.” 

Right at that moment, a shot hit the Falcon from underneath and flipped it end over end, courtesy of an Oblivion-class warship. The heavy quad blast weakened the shields as well, and Dizzy fought with all his might to get the ship righted before gravitational stresses affected the inner moorings of the haul and spit the ship in half. Finally finding control, the Falcon groaned a little as it continued on its way, now with several dozen shots being tossed at if from a wide variety of sources.  

“Okay, I admit it, I don’t know when to shut the smeck up.”

Dizzy piloted the ship again for another run towards the Nubian cruiser, and time and again he was meant with more resistance.

CHAPTER 16.4

Magus Prophet watched the Millennium Falcon fly by his Moonhauler and just let a little grin grace his hardened features. Undoubtedly the presence of the pilot of the craft was the uncoordinated, unskilled, and unrelenting Dizzy Arnes, the male Sullustan he first met on Corellia after the smuggler was arrested carrying the Givers of Life that was hoarded within the confines of the stock light freighter some 15 years ago. 

Arnes was as Forceless as a void in space and not the best of pilots to be found in the galaxy, and yet seemingly by repetition he kept proving there was a god called Luck; be it the way he makes panic moves look like practiced, honed skill to just being at the right place at the right time. Arnes was responsible for ferrying little Juna away from twice in the past, once on Vhanba, and then again on Alderaan. It was followed up with Arnes destroying of the Galactic Dominator at Evramora, saving thousands of lives in the process. Before him Prophet did not believe in luck all that much, but he was a firm believer of it now. 

Another time, Prophet would have had the ship destroyed by any means necessary.

Sarch’s presence on board, though, saved Arnes from an assured death sentence. Prophet ignored the two other Jedi on board, their Force signatures telling to who they were, and kept his perceptions on the Vhinphyc. There was this feeling within Prophet that since Sarch was from Vhanba, then there was a chance Sarch shared immunity from the ysalamiri; a known fact of science was that all creatures on one world who shared the same ecosystem had common traits. Also from what he uncovered about his people and from the Vhinphyc, there was that chance with Enothchild’s Force sensitivity was linked to a unique genetic heritage that existed within the Vhinech.

After a few moments of feeling Sarch, Prophet concluded that he would be just as Forceless as Juna and her mother are now within the ysalamiri influence; their was shifting emotions within the Vhinphyc’s calm state that betrayed the facts that he could sense Moonhaulers within Force-Hiding cloaks, or perceive any danger at all.

It will make a fight very interesting between them Prophet mused to himself. Would Sarch cling onto his light side faith, if he could not feel the Force, as he dissected him, or, like with any other Vhinphyc he had fought before, would he befall to instinctive rage and anger, and lose his faith entirely?

An interesting fight indeed, but one that was not going to happen; he needed Sarch alive and on board the Nubian Cruiser. Turning to his pilot, he ordered, “Move in and prepare to dock with the Nubian vessel. We will keep pace with it, and when the signal is given we will board the vessel.” 

After getting an acknowledgement, he transmitted his thoughts to the insertion team now entering the target. Quickly, my Studies, proceed as planned; disable all means of escape, take control of the ship, and locate the personnel on board. Her Royal Highness and her mother are not that far apart.
CHAPTER 16.5

From her tightly restrained form within the armored navigation rigging of the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, Helle’anglotov’vesil finalized the battle mode procedures with the mental interface apparatus that controlled the ship and feed her real time sensor data directly to and receive input commands from her mind. Such a way to command a Vhinphyc stunt fighter was only called for during this type of situation; non-combat situations she would just pilot the vehicle from the helm. Within the realm and protection of the rigging she reacts faster to the information being received by the ship and counteracts much more effectively with just the thoughts and not by simply trigger pulling.

Making one last check to the mental shielding systems to prevent feedback snarls, she said, “Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, commit to light speed.” 

Speaking the words to help resonate the command within her mental faculties, Helle’anglotov’vesil natural optical sight changed to her ship’s point of view forward ahead, and she watched the star lines of hyperspace stretch towards her, marking her entry into hyperspace. As she traveled, more data about the battle commencing scrolled into her mind for her viewing pleasure so she was not out of the realm of conflict entirely. 

Helle’anglotov’vesil decided to go when the Millennium Falcon entered the system and was right she did for the vessel carrying Enothchild Sarch Sura‘brio was all ready having problems with the Vhinech filth. If ‘brio was going to save the Naha-Boo leader, there were better tactical ways of doing it and yet he took the layman’s approach; either this was a calculative, well thought out plan to counteract an obvious entrapment scenario knowing that Magus Prophet was behind it, or on the other end of the common sense spectrum ‘brio allowed his Ignorant pilot to put him and his fellow so-called ‘allies’ into a situation with no means of gaining an advantage, falling into Prophet’s trap.

She put her monetary denominations in a game of chance on the former. There was no way in the Lands of Plenty that ‘brio was that gullible. After all, was he not a Vhinphyc?

Finally, the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado automatically shut down its hyperdrive, diverting power to tactical assault. Helle’anglotov’vesil began initiating her attack plans as the sensor information began to blend in with her pre-training combat scenarios she practiced before hand. “Engage automated weaponry and track fire all mapped hostile forces.” She saw the nearest destroyer firing at her and a little smile graced her face. “Give me tracking control and stand by the razor shields.”

Mer’de’Noms’Oiado responded and from a series of ports rapid-fire laser weaponry unleashed upon approaching V-Haulers, crippling or destroying the approaching aggressors after getting struck by dozens of rounds within seconds. Punching and knocking through the debris field undamaged, she set her sights on one of the three destroyers and let it fire upon her vessel with it’s heavily watted firepower. Her ship was much smaller than theirs but bigger than ‘brio’s vessel, mumbled in vibration from the response as the enemy firepower was recycled into her razor shield generators, stored for attack.

Helle’anglotov’vesil increased her speed. “Activate razor shields.” Once acknowledge, she penetrated the destroyer’s shields, and then she penetrated the destroyer, punching through it’s rectangular midsection and out through it’s aft plating. She encountered some resistance in the form of heavy cross beams and organic life forms. Turning her vessel around, she called up the main guns. “Fire!” 

From either side of the vessel, a bolt of heavy cannon fire lanced out, and along the way towards the damaged destroyer the bolts went through quantum infusion as the magnetic shell dissipated and unseen cosmic energies were drawn to energy. The longer the bolts traveled, the more destructive they would become.

In this case, a span of 5 adrenaline encouraged rapid heartbeats. The bolts pierced through the hull of the massive ship, released their kinetic potential, and tore it in half in a massive explosion. Helle’anglotov’vesil piloted her ship through the wreckage and back towards ‘brio’s last known location. The Vhinech was still pestering his ship and now there seemed to be a large battleship annoyed by the Millennium Falcon’s existence as well, opening fire upon it, the V-Haulers, and the Naha-Boo vessel. Taking offense, she lined up on the ship and with razor shields stabbed the spherical command center, killing that ship as well. 

“That will teach the other Ignorant from firing upon one of my people,” she muttered under her breath. Her ‘eyes’, the ship’s sensors, spotted a nearby battleship with a Vhinech flag. “Well…Greetings.” With a joyful smile she charged for it.

CHAPTER 16.6

And with a hopeless sputtering of his lips, Admiral Hooley watched a second battleship be destroyed. The unknown vessel, that had only appeared 10 minutes ago, has successfully destroyed one of his destroyers, two of his battleships, 19 V-Haulers just by passing, and, just as the thoughts rolled by, a second Trade Federation battleship and did it with technology far exceeding anything the Mersaders Conglomerate had, or even what the Vhinech had in Vhinphyc technology. He looked at Magus Servant. “Who is that?”

“My guess is that it is the Vhinphyc Sleeper,” he said with a deep, scolding frown. “The Sleeper is using technology we Vhinech have never seen before.”

“Wait, you said you guessed.”

“The vessel is transmitting some sort of energy field that is rebounding my telepathy. It is a safe bet, however, that it is indeed the Vhinphyc Sleeper.”

Suddenly, the Sufficient shook violently and everyone was thrown off their feet. Getting up, Hooley yelled, “REPORT!”

“We just lost the Rammenstein to the new aggressor,” reported a sensor officer. “And more of our engagement fighters are being destroyed.”

Hooley got back into his station. “Begin evasive maneuvers. Have all ships moving at flanking speeds.”

“I am afraid it will not be enough, Admiral Hooley,” noted Servant grimly.

“I want all fire power to bare upon the Vhinphyc ship and begin procedures for full retreat.”

Servant gave Hooley a look that expressed his thoughts on that. “Admiral Hooley, you can not leave Magus Prophet out there alone with that Sleeper.”

“No faith in your leader, sir,” he said smugly. Servant turned abruptly. “I told you before that one person is not worth a fleet. Now look what has happened. We have lost two destroyers and two-.”

“Four battleships, Admiral Hooley,” cut in a Vhinech sensor officer.

“FOUR!” Hooley shot Servant another look of disdain. “I’m down to this destroyer and two battleships, FOR ONE FRICKING PERSON!” He removed himself from his command center station and walked right up to Servant, putting a finger fearlessly in his face. “You tell Prophet that he has until the fleet has turned to leave to get done with his business. That’s 10 minutes at the most. Tell him if he isn’t back here then, then he is on his own.”

Magus Servant frowned evilly at the Human, but could not argue his point. He closed his eyes and made the transmission. For a few moments there was silence, and then Servant opened his eyes and said calmly, “Prophet wants us to leave in haste.”

Hooley frowned, but for different reasons this time. “Just go?”

“He is telling the others to leave as well. All those except his team. They are remaining to complete their task.” Servant looked at the carnage outside through the view port. “I do not see the reason why he should remain, however I will respect his issues in this regard.”

“I, on the other hand, am doing it with or without his wishes. Comm, send out a general order to retreat, all ships, frantic escape procedure. Helm, plot us any course on our current vector heading and when ready make the jump to hyperspace.”

As everyone began caring out the orders, Hooley shook his head in disgust and whispered to Servant, “All this loss of equipment for a piece of ass. He isn’t fooling me. This wasn’t about Sarch at all.”

Servant watched Hooley turn and walk towards his station. The Vhinech could only silently agree with him.

CHAPTER 16.7

Magus Prophet finished his discussion with Magus Servant and told his pilot. “Forget the signal. Dock with the Nubian vessel. I will open the doors myself.” He left the pilot to attend to the duty while he stepped towards the entrance of the airlock passage rigging. The rigging came to life and began to extend and with a loud metal pinging sound he knew his ship had docked with Juna’s vessel. This was planned for; with the stepping up of tactically aggressiveness, Sarch will have Arnes do the same thing. When he does, the Vhinphyc Sleeper will have no choice but to board the vessel as well. That is when he will initiate other aspects of his plan.

With the insertion team all ready on board, they will pin down most of the Nubian troops, offering him a quiet distraction so he could hunt down Juna and her mother, Sarch, and the Sleeper. If not him, then the other two Moonhauler crews may find them, or push them towards him. Either way, any of his targets were not going to escape him.

Stepping into the walkway, he opened the door to find the sealed door to the Nubian vessel. Prophet took his security decoder and ran it through the outboard computer link up on the hull. The outer hull hatch opened, only to reveal the heavy shielded blast door.

Prophet pulled out his lightsaber, ignited it’s large red blade, and with his strength pierced through the metal right at the seems of the door. Grunting and calling upon the Force for addition strength, he began to cut through the meter thick metal with easy, carving out a round entrance way.

 CHAPTER 16.8

“Holey underwear, what is she doing!” chimed Dizzy as the group on the Millennium Falcon watched the Vhinphyc ship punch through another Trade Federation battleship to go after a school of V-Haulers. “She doesn’t give a damn about anyone!”

“Apparently not,” Enothchild said with disgust in his voice. Indeed she did not care who was in her way, proving the fact by destroying a civilian craft caught in the middle of the battle because it was in her direct flight path. Vhinphyckian arrogance was fully on display. He looked upon the mess that was the remains of the battle and noted the clearing of space. “I think the MerCons have had enough of her. They appear to be retreating.”

“Undoubtedly the Trade Federation will take credit.”

“Look,” shouted Ros as the Falcon came around to face Juna’s ship. “Looks like the insertion team took control of the ship. The three V-Haulers are docking with it.”

Enothchild looked on and grimaced. This whole scenario was bothering him from the female Vhinphyc’s arrival to the MerCons’ departure to the use of space troopers to now the docking of the V-Haulers. There was some underlining element to it, but without the Force to discover what was occurring inside the transport he couldn’t draw any proper suggestive conclusions. There was something to this whole situation that got his hackles raised.

His concerns for Juna took precedent for now. “Dizzy, can you get us docked?”

“Yeah, just a second.” He came around and pounded on the V-Hauler about to dock on the starboard side access hatch of the Nubian vessel. The vessel veered off and Dizzy quickly moved the Falcon in to take its place. “Give me a minute and we’ll be docked.”

The three Jedi got up and immediately ran down to the port side-docking collar. Once there, Ros looked at his young Padawan and said, “Casper, I want you to stay near the entrance once we have gained access to the ship and guard it.”

“But Master, I should be with you. Without the Force…”

“Exactly my point, Padawan. That’s why you are staying. We need you to guard the ship from the Vhinech on board and rush the innocent to safety. And if need be,” Ros pulled out his comlink, “we may need you to get somewhere fast on that ship I or Enothchild can’t get to.”

Casper looked a little dejected, but somberly he nodded his head and said, “Yes Master.” He understood his importance, but there was a part of him that wanted to be in the mix of the action. Not because he had that desire to see action like some Padawan Learners; that was just not his personality. After having to kill that Sullustan-Vhinech child to save his life, and then accidentally allowing the Legacy Virus to infect the Jedi transport and causing that ship’s destruction he felt he needed to prove to everyone he wasn’t a screw up, that he was someone worthy to be a Jedi, that he was able to put things aside and do what was needed in the here and now.

Ros knew it, and that is why he wanted him to be a guard. Casper wasn’t over what happened on Sullust, not completely. The last thing the young man needed was to find himself in the middle of a no-win scenario, having to face making a very critical, life or death decision in the heat of battle. Ros Ofcheck knew that this was one of those situations and if everything went to hell, if he and Enothchild manages to get Queen Angelleia and the others off the ship and onto the Falcon, he wanted Casper to do the proper thing by protecting them and getting them out of there. To leave him and Enothchild if need be.

Enothchild knew that and nodded at Ros when he former Padawan looked at him. Ros smiled, showing that he had no hard feelings about not knowing certain things about Juna’s mother. Ros knew he was right; it was irrelevant to the task at hand. They were going into a situation far dire then not knowing about the truth over one’s ability to tap the Force, especially since they themselves were going to be void of it.

In fact as their ship docked, they felt nothingness not far from the hatch. Enothchild looked at Casper and ordered, “Do you sense where the Force ends?” He nodded. “That’s where you don’t cross unless we call for you. Got it?” He nodded just as Dizzy came running towards them with a blaster rifle. “What are you going to do with that?”

“I’m going with you, Sarch,” said the Sullustan. “My wife and my friends are on board that ship.”

“I understand, but Dizzy you are a pilot. We need you here if we need to quickly get off the ship.”

“Just how long will you last against the Vhinech,” asked Ros.

“Just as long as you.” The Sullustan went to the door controls and opened the Falcon’s hatch. “Once we’re on that ship you and I will be the same. Forceless as neutrino gas.”

“That is not true, Dizzy.” Enothchild put a hand on his smaller friend’s shoulder. “As Force users we know all the tricks to defeat Force users. We are better equipped to handle such situations. You are better equipped here, on the ship. Please, Dizzy.”

The Sullustan chewed over it, then said, “I trust you guys. I’ll stay.”

“Thanks, Dizzy. We trust you too.” Enothchild looked at the Royal Cruiser’s hatch now facing them and said, “Can you open the door?”

Dizzy shrugged and said, “Does a Nightlily eat her mates?” 

The Jedi watched the male Sullustan pull out his tools and play with the controls, and Ros whispered, “Are we better equipped against Force users?”

Enothchild chuckled as the hatch unlocked. “In about two seconds, we better be.”

Both friends took a breath, waited for the hatch to full open, and jumped through…

“Arrrrrrgggggggghhhhhh!!!!!” 

Only to have a space suited Vhinech spear tackle Ros back into the Millennium Falcon hard, crashing the Twi’lek into the wall across from the hatch with bone jarring force. Enothchild and Casper both hesitated has they suddenly felt hollow and empty with the ysalamiri influence the Vhinech carried on him. 

The warrior got up in quick economy just as Dizzy settled his feet under him from backpedaling and pulled out his yellow-bladed lightsaber to block two successive shots. He looked poise to block a third, but suddenly he spun around to strike down an approaching Enothchild. However he wasn’t fast enough as the Vhinphyc managed to grab the Vhinech by his arms and physically pulled his hands off the weapon, forcing the Vhinech to leap back to avoid getting cut open by the falling blade. The Vhinech, a Mosuk subspecies, pulled away from Enothchild’s grasp, reared back, and let his closed right hand move in a unseen blur towards the Vhinphyc’s skull.

Dizzy was going to shoot the enemy, but upon seeing what he was doing he decided not to; his own experiences with throwing a punch into Enothchild’s face 10 years ago came back all too easily. The Sullustan only saw the body motion, and finally heard the sound of bones becoming dust.

Enothchild stumbled a step or two from the Force enhanced blow and it hurt, but he just turned back towards the Vhinech and regarded the being in great pain with a shaking head. The creature was howling at the top of his lungs, leaning towards his left to favor his shattered left arm; his hand appeared boneless, pieces of bone protruded through his tight space suit and began to color dye the white material with pink-purple blood, the shoulder was separated with a good chance that every tendon in his shoulder muscles and upper back’s left side was twisted or torn, and it appeared that his collar bone may have been broken.

Enothchild ended the threat and the being’s pain by grabbing him by his suit remains with one hand and quickly lifting his head hard into the ceiling. He let the Vhinech drop down in a dead heap. He walked over to Ros and helped him up. “You all right?”

“I think so,” said Ros, still winded from the blow and rubbing the back of his head and lekku. “He sure hit me running. But I’m fine.”

Enothchild wasted no time to get the body off the ship by throwing it back inside the Nubian Cruiser, removing the ysalamiri influence affecting them for the time being. “It seems after 10 years he forgot how to fight a Vhinphyc.”

“Yeah, now I know why the Vhinech won the war on Vhanba; they kept their fricking distance,” mused Dizzy with a smirk. 

More carefully, both Ros and Enothchild took a look before they leapt in, and then were on their way.

