CHAPTER 17.0

The intrusion alert rang throughout the Royal Vessel as the Vhinech got through the escape pod hatches, and shortly thereafter the clanging of metal and the shaking vibration of vessels attaching themselves to the large transport signaled the beginning of a potentially grueling battle in order for everyone to not just escape, but survive. After this, no one would ever be the same.

Almost everyone on board retreated back into the Royal Throne Room when the first intruder alerts began. They all knew they were cut off now. The question became what they were going to do now. 

Their practical advantages: they had had 30 total personnel where the majority of them had combat training of some form and they were armed, they were on board a large ship most of them knew the layout to and that had oodles of hiding places and coverage points and offered them many ways to reach the rest of the aft section of the vessel to reach the escape pods. 

The minuses: although the rooms were very large the corridors and other recesses were narrow in width and some where very short, each level and section was connected in some fashion giving everyone, including the enemy, quicker ways to move about from one section to the next, none of the personnel’s arms were larger than pistol size and therefore limited in overall stopping power and range, the escape pod section itself only had two points of entry thanks to a design flaw and out of everyone present only the Royal Guards and Muriel Arnes were trained in cutthroat warfare; Muriel, the former Political Guardian, being the only one with pure special forces training and she was without her specialized equipment.

The main intangibles to Queen Angelleia, though, were not there: the Force. She felt very naked without the power now, and knowing what beings could do with the Force based on her own personal experience added a sense of gloom to the entire situation. Their most reliable weapon of defense and counter offense has been removed.

“No,” said her mother suddenly by her side. They were together in a corner with the rest of the civilians and Handmaidens as the Royal Guards defended the door and were devising plans of action. Muriel hovered around the enclosed group with a blaster in her hand, keeping her focused glued on the doors and listening to everything around her. But her mother’s statement caught Angelleia off guard. Despite her admission that she couldn’t use the Force, it seemed as if she read her mind anyways. It must be the bond they have, the maternal bond a mother has with her children, which allows her to have such insights into her daughter’s thinking. The old saying is true; mothers know what their children are doing or thinking at all times.

“My Gessa, you may think the Force is our greatest weapon here and we have lost it,” said Naressa in calm tones. “However you forget the Force can only be applied in a directive matter by only one factor: the mind.” She tapped her own skull. “The Vhinech cannot take that power away from us. Anyone can kill a Jedi Knight and they can do so using their weaknesses against, the weaknesses in the Force.”

“A lot of that is luck,” mentioned Angelleia. “A pick pocket stabbing a Jedi Master on the streets on Coruscant is just successful chance.”

“Really?” Naressa shook her head. “The reason why such a man could do that is that he kept his wits, his focus, and his determination before, when, and after he did it, and therefore the Jedi Master could not foresee it happening. Luck does play into it, but it is only a factor not the direct circumstance.” She smiled a little, a kind of smile produced by pride and ego. “Knowledge and foresight can defeat the entire Jedi Order in a matter of seconds if applied correctly, Juna. We have such knowledge, and we can use it against the Vhinech.”

Muriel interrupted while the others around them just listened on. “Excuse me, Naressa, but are you implying that the Vhinech can still use the Force with these ysalamiri or whatever you called them when you two can’t?”

“I couldn’t tell you for sure, however it seems impractical to overlook the possibility that they can still use the Force when me and her Highness can’t.” Naressa then looked at everyone who has been listening and pointed at Muriel. “Look at her. She’s keeping her focus, going back to her training. She is shielding her mind from any possible intrusion from the Vhinech and from any fear that threatens her. The fear that is overwhelming everyone in this room, question is what are you going to do about it and what are you prepared to do?”

Angelleia reflected things and found that what she said rang a lot of truth. She had a mind; she could think and she knew a few things. Unless they prevent her from thinking there was a chance to get out of this. She found the Jedi Code beginning to sing her head, and she realized to some degree that non-Force users in this situation could use such life philosophy. She said, “We have the knowledge to beat them with what we have.”

“Right.”

Captain Baines stepped forward with Captain Archer by his side. “Your Highness, we think we may have a way to get you and the others off this ship.”

Angelleia’s mind shifted gears again; there was an undertone of dread in Baines’ voice and she knew too well why; sacrifice. “Captain, my intention is to get EVERYONE off this ship.”

“Your Highness you are far more important to our people than most of us,” said Captain Archer. “I’m not crazy about the prospect either, but it comes with the job and we all know it. Especially you.”

Angelleia could see everyone agreeing with that, including her mother. However she wasn’t going to hear it. “I will not allow people to willing throw themselves in the way of shots coming at me, and I won’t be cuddled into accepting submission based on Royal Protocol. We are all fighting out of here together. No one alive gets left behind.” 

Baines went to object, but she cut him off with a very stern, loud voice motivated by a little of her fear. “My standing order is everyone alive gets off this ship or I don’t! Is that clear?”

The two captains looked at one another, and the both them looked at Angelleia proudly. There was no guarantees that anyone was going to make it off alive, but they had a leader, a leader they swore to protect to their very ends, willing to go down with them not only because she cared for them, but she viewed them as valuable assets to have for both the people of Naboo and as her friends. She would follow their recommendation, but she wasn’t going to let them just die for her. They agreed with her with a slight head nod.

The ship shook, and Muriel said, “We’re being boarded.”

Baines’ comlink buzzed to life with shouts from one of the positions taken at the hatches by the guards. “We have Vhinech coming in fast. We’re having trouble holding them. Request instructions.”

“Stand by,” said Baines and walked away from the group for a brief moment to talk to them. He came back a moment later. “We got to do something, whatever it is, now.”

“Okay, so what do we do,” asked Deannta, gripping her blaster over and over for assurance. 

“We fight back with what we got,” said Angelleia. She gave her mother a nod and the both of them went in separate directions. She walked over to one of the utility doors and opened it. She looked in, and then said to the others, “Look around for anything we can use for traps. Captain Baines, you said you had a plan?”

“Yes, we were thinking of a corridor by corridor stop and go approach to reach the escape pod, splitting up everyone into escorted groups while the rest of the Guards provide a distraction.”

She nodded, but then said, “That plan will be a back up plan. We’re leaving this room together. Mama?”

Naressa came out of a similar utility room and said, “I got astromech droids in here. What do you have?”

“Cleaning supplies.”

“Deck wax?”

“Yeah, and flooring detergent, heavy industrial grade with 20 percent ammonia. And there is some other cleaning chemicals.”

Naressa’s grin grew wide. “Good. Bring them here.”

Muriel thought it over and smiled as well. “Oh, that’s wicked. I like it.”

“I don’t get it,” said Cessa with confusion. Horatio shook his head in agreement.

“When it happens you will. To bad we don’t have purr litter,” said Angelleia.

“We’re not making a bunker buster with this stuff, my Gessa,” chimed Naressa. “Just a little explosive.”

Angelleia shrugged and nodded, pulled out the bottle of deck wax and motioned for one of the guards to step forward. She gave the young man the bottle. “Pour this evenly starting from the bridge and leading back to here. Take some men with you.”

The man left with five assigned guards. Ten A-series astromech droids came in chirping and beeping, ready for service. They lined up, awaiting the Queen to address them. She said, “I need your help. It will require your sacrifice to do it. Can you help us?” The beeped in acknowledgement and understood what she was implying, not showing any signs of resentment for what she suggesting. “Thank you.”

Then from behind, Naressa began shoving them over, their wails of protest ending with a loud thud on the metal plated floor. She grabbed Asia by her dress and said, “Go into that cleaning closet and find me empty containers, anything but preferably small. Captain Baines I need your comm link.” She stopped, and then looked at Captain Archer. “Les, dear, does this ship have an augmented reserve fluid to gas pressure system for the loading doors?”

“Yeah. In fact…” he began to smile a little. “Whoa, I didn’t think about that.” He grabbed two guards and they slipped through the droid passageway. Just then the intruder alert alarms began wailing again.

“We’re running out of time and options here,” said Angelleia. “We need advanced scouting.”

“And we need a distracting, running hare.” Before anyone spoke up, Muriel said, “That’s me. No argument.” She said that to both Angelleia and Baines. They both nodded in agreement. 

She tore off the lower half of her dress to give her legs more freedom of movement. Naressa held out her hand and after a moment of hesitation followed by understanding Muriel gave her the left over material. Grabbing a spare blaster and checking her comlink, she went to the door. “I’ll call them out. Draw them away from you guys as long as I can. And if I can I’ll commandeer one of their ships.”

“That’s insane,” said Horatio.

“So is fighting in tight fitting armor during midday on Tatooine against my father, but I did it,” she said with a smirk. She then walked over to check on Lunette Solms one last time; feeling for a pulse, letting her hand feel her breath on the back of her hand. Taking another look in the old woman’s eyes, Muriel let out a held breath and lowered her head. “Naressa, how far were you in healing Lunette?”

Naressa looked at the red head just as she was about to pour cleaning agent into the droid’s fluid carriage and said, “Not far at all.”

Muriel grimaced, not looking at the others. “Frak,” she said quietly. Finally she stood up and looked at Angelleia, giving the look a very long pause. “I leave it up to you when the time comes to leave. But if you take her, get her on strong shoulders and fast feet.”

The unspoken truth rang loudly in Angelleia’s soul and she said softly, “I understand.”

Muriel walked up to her before leaving and whispered the proper advice. “Do the right things, Juna, when the times come.” 

CHAPTER 17.1

Muriel walked out the door with blaster ready and began to run down the port side hallway, hearing and do her best to filter out all the noise and commotions ringing throughout the large cruiser, echoing and reverberating against the durasteel housing forming the walls, floor, and ceiling. She put all pretenses behind her, all the emotion and the thoughts of how hurt Juna was looking through her eyes about the possibility of leaving Lunette behind so everyone could escape quickly. She began to think what would happen if she, a Guardian, failed. What the Vhinech will do to everyone, and what Prophet may very well do to Juna.

Pissed, it took her very little time to find her first victim. She just charged madly at the Vhinech in space garb, not caring about the fact that he had a partner just now arriving, and managed to squeeze off a shot that separated the two into opposite sides of the corridor. She went quickly to her right, down a tunnel that connected an adjacent running corridor, and met the Vhinech there trying to sneak up on her. She ducked his attempt to hit her with a closed fist, in which she wasted no time pumping a shot in his leg and then three more shots when he landed on the floor. 

His partner, though, wasn’t falling for it. He appeared in the hallway, fired a few times, and vanished when the smoke from the misses cleared. Muriel grabbed her dead opponent’s rifle and his lightsaber and proceeded to run the opposite direction, doing all she could not to make it seem obvious that she wasn’t trying to draw them away from the others. There was a commotion, and suddenly Les Archer and one of the guards was running by her ready for combat form. 

He said, “Don’t go that way.” Les turned and just fired blindly down the corridor.

Sure enough about four Vhinech in their standard military garb came around the corner and fired. Muriel shot low to make them jump, and then ran around and back towards the bridge. She pulled out her comm and spoke in it. “How we doing?”

Baines came back. “Misses Rapier says she’s about ready.”

“Listen, they probably got a team of troops heading your way that got past the first line of defense. Watch it.”

“Understood.”

Putting the comlink away she came to a stop near the bridge, just outside of it. Muriel peaked around the bend, and then fell back; she didn’t like it. Something was wrong and unfortunately she didn’t know what. Her hand came up with the acquired lightsaber and after inspection she managed to turn it on. With a quick step she went to throw it towards a nearby row of computers…

A blue lightsaber stuck it and knocked it out of her hand. And for a second she saw no one physically holding it. The lightsaber began swinging at her as she fell back firing where she assumed center of mass was on a person would be based on the relative position of the attacker. She began to backpedal while on her back, pushing herself with whatever footing she could get and firing as her aggressor continued to block her attack and doing all they could to either cut her or redirect the shots. Finally she felt something dampen her back. She aimed low…

The lightsaber flew over her and twirled as if someone was doing a back flip. There was a sound of something landed just above her head…

And the invisible assailant slipped on the pool of deck wax. There was a yelp, and finally the attacker appeared just as his own mishandled lightsaber cut him in half.

Muriel took her time backing away from the deck wax and pulled out her comlink. “Baines, this is Muriel. Tell Naressa that she was right. The Vhinech can use the Force.”

Getting up and retrieving the lightsaber, Muriel took another corridor and very carefully moved about.

CHAPTER 17.2

A contingent of Vhinech ran into one of their space-suited brothers and one of them asked, “Are the escape pods disabled?”

“Yes. And we have a rear guard posted.”

“The fight goes well on the port side. If we hurry, we can join them there.” 

Just as they began moving down the hallway, a beep and whistle brought them to a stop near an access way. Soon thereafter, an astromech droid whistled friendly at the group and pretended they weren’t there as it rolled out and slowly making it’s way through the group. 

A Trandoshan-Vhinech stopped it with the butt of hand, not liking the fact that it was just roaming the halls. A faint smell hit his nostrils and he muttered, “Cleaning fluid? This isn’t a cleaning droid.”

The droid extended its long-range transmitter, and the smell got really bad.

“RUN!”

It was far too late; as soon as the droid began transmitting it’s signal, the exposed electrical wires inside of it touched of the pungent fumes and liquid compound of cleaning fluid and oil and the droid exploded like a shrapnel bomb.

Inside the Throne Room, everyone along with Angelleia heard the bang of the explosion and Naressa put her comlink away. The idea was rather simple really; cleaning chemicals of any kind usually have high amounts of volatile chemical compounds mixed in to give it more effective cleansing power. Diluted with water the compounds are neutralized. In the original free state form the gases alone were dangerous around a lit match. 

In this case a induction spark produced by rewiring from the droid’s transceiving modulator to the fluid case; per instruction, the astromech droids find Vhinech, sends a locator signal tuned to Naressa’s comlink frequency, and then Naressa sends an acknowledgement signal, which then channels power through the exposed wires going into the fluid case setting off the combination of cleaning solutions and droid oil. The results spoke for themselves. 

Naressa watched the other droids rolling out with guards and guns aiming in all conceivable directions and said, “Droids always give Force users trouble. They give off no emotions so the Vhinech cannot perceive them as threats.” 

“Effective for only a short period of time,” said Angelleia, now clutching a blaster. “They’ll grow wise to it.”

“It will be enough.” 

As the last droid left, Les came running in with a bag, which upon opening it he revealed several sealed bottles of clear, watery-looking fluid. Out of breath mostly he said, “Here…you go. The others…didn’t make it.”

Naressa grabbed one of the bottles and looked it over; basic seal caps on the tops and warning labels all over them, the bottles were slightly bigger than one of her hands. She looked at everyone and said, “These are our multi-purpose weapons.” She handed one to one of the Handmaidens. “Be very careful with them.”

“What are they,” asked Asia, looking over her newly received bottle.

“Ether,” said Les, taking a bottle from Naressa. “Violate enough to be used as grenades.”

“And hazardous in close range combat,” noted Angelleia, grabbing herself a bottle. “The fumes alone from ether can make anyone permanently blind, so be very careful. What we can do is use a hairpin or knife or whatever sharp object you have to crack the seal.” She made a motion with the cap end facing outward. “Splash it in a bad guy’s face.”

“Everyone gets one,” noted Naressa. “Use it wisely and again be very careful.” She then noted Cessa’s stare. “Yes?”

“Remind me not to make you mad, or warn me when you are upset or something,” said the blonde. “Do you spend your free time thinking about stuff like this?”

“When you run a multi-billion dollar business you have to learn to be a constant thinker and keep things in mind at all times.” Naressa walked over to the door with the guards.

“But this is so arcane. So inhumane even for us, and so evil.”

“This is war, Cessa,” she said with a snapping look. “I never have heard of a humane, good war before, and quite frankly when someone is inches and seconds away from killing you or someone you like or love you won’t be thinking about morality and ethics, about good and evil. You are going to want to kill that bastard. It’s about survival and self preservation, and besides self preservation I have more personal reasons to be evil.” She let her eyes dart over at her daughter for a second, which everyone took a look as well. “You be good and humane if you want. Me? I’m going to be a very rotten bitch.”

That got a few silent nods from everyone in the room. Angelleia moved towards the door and asked, “Anything?”

Before Baines could answer, his comlink popped on. “Vhinech forces have overtaken are position. Repeat Vhinech forces hav-.”

The transmission ended very unpleasantly with a loud squelch. Naressa’s comlink chimed again, and the Sith Maiden acknowledged the signal. Once again another astromech exploded, but this time the boom was not far from the door. She ordered, “BACK!”

Just as they did, a green lightsaber blade punched through the door and through a guard’s head, spiking it. Quickly, Angelleia turned and said, “Come on!” They followed her into the droid access hatch and into the droid muster room. Angelleia waited by the door for everyone to come through while the guards continued to fire at the door and the Vhinech behind it. Les ran over and picked up Lunette in his arms. “Come on, Les! Come on!”

The pilot rushed across the room just as the door gave way and about five Vhinech warriors spilled in. One of them leapt across the room and caught Les by his foot. Angelleia shot the wayward entity in the face when he looked up. She was about to order the others to follow when someone grabbed her and dragged her through the corridor. She turned to find Captain Baines had a hold of her arms. “No, the others, Captain-.”

“They will follow your standing orders, your Majesty,” he told her as he let her go and they kept jogging towards the others. She didn’t like it, but she was losing the argument. They had a duty, but to her it still wasn’t proper for her to run away. 

They caught up with the others, and Naressa was repeating some instructions. “Keep your focus. Don’t let your thoughts wander.” They watched her, weaponless save for the bottle of ether, a satchel full of other useful items, and her comlink now set on vibrate mode, move quickly and quietly with guards around her. The Handmaidens surrounded Angelleia, Deannta, Cessa, and Horatio in the middle, while Captain Archer with Doctor Solms on shoulders with Captain Baines and other guards aiming their blasters rearward bringing up the flank.

Three Nubian guards appeared from the rear as the group was leaving the droid muster room and was entering one of the junction corridors. “Run! They’re coming in a flash!” 

Laser blast barely missing them told the flankers all they knew. Baines told Archer, “Get moving! We got it here!”

Archer began running and as he left the droid muster room a laser bolt just missed his head. He saw one of the Handmaidens take an access stairwell, followed her, and soon everyone was together again one level below their previous location.

“This may be bad,” Angelleia said after assessing the situation that laid ahead of them. 

The entire group was now looking down the long mid ship corridor that ran from just starting under the bridge towards the engine room and just above the escape pods and for the most part was just one long hallway with only three major junctions that could be used to divert someone to another part of the ship; unfortunately those were under the bridge, above the escape pods…and the very middle of the ship, where more than likely the Vhinech had bored on the opposite sides of those tunnels. It was both the best way to get to the escape pods and the worst place to be given the Vhinech might have come this way all ready. 

“We’ll back track,” whispered Angelleia.

“Not a bad idea,” noted Naressa.

“But the escape pods are this way,” noted Deannta. “We have to take this opportunity.”

Before there was any more argument, blaster fire quickly struck a nearby wall behind them. Right behind them Captain Baines and three guards appeared and he yelled, “RUN LIKE HELL, WE GOT A PLATOON BEHIND US!”

The group began to run down the corridor, and as they got past a section of wall, several Vhinech seemingly emerged from the wall and began to grab people; they were using the Force to camouflage themselves. There were screams and shouts of protest followed by close exchanges of firepower. The close quarter fighting allowed advantages for both sides, so it was a matter of who killed enough people that determined the winner.

Naressa was grabbed from behind and to the Vhinech’s shock the woman threw the back of her head hard into his. She then popped open the ether bottle and threw the contents in the beings face. Seeing his comrade fallen to her, another came over after snapping a guard’s neck to aide him but got the same treatment. Both Vhinech clawed at their burning eyes and wailed as the potent compound did its work on their eyes.

Angelleia felt someone trying to grab her in the melee, saw it was a Vhinech, and just began to club the beginning in the face frantically with her bottle. Another grabbed her from behind by the arms and lifted her up. The moment did not last long as he let out a stifled grunt and released her. Looking up, she saw Captain Baines, his forehead cut open, pulling her up after having shot her offender. Retrieving her blaster she shot a Human-Vhinech that had slapped Asia unconscious. 

There were bodies everywhere; standing, fighting, running, falling, laying down, and flying through the air. Lost in the confusion in the tight fitting corridor, Angelleia tried to find her mother in the mess. Along the way she ran into Cessa having trouble with a Vhinech trying to break her neck. 

For whatever suicidal reason, Angelleia managed to gain a running start and knocked the Vhinech sailing with a body tackle. Recovering, she found herself surrounded by 5 Vhinech soldiers.

They were looking down right at her.

She smiled, and then quickly crawled under one of their split open legs as they reached down to grab her. She felt her foot get grabbed and she let out a yelp as the person tried to pulled her back. Out of the sea of humanity Deannta dove down and grabbed Angelleia’s hand and began to pull. “HOLD ON, JUNA! NO!” She was losing her grip, and the Vhinech began to pick her up to gain an advantage.

Les Archer flew over Angelleia’s form in a yell of rage and tackled into the group. Laying on them and pulling out his blaster, he yelled without looking, “GET THE SMECK OUT OF HERE NOW!!!!!” He just stood up quickly and fired round after round at the down assailants. 

Suddenly a lightsaber ignited, and a few others followed. Royal Guards began to shout more frequently than the Vhinech. The shouts were incoherent yells of pain and shouts of agony as the colored blades began to mow them down as if they were tall weeds in a large field. Blaster fire ran and did manage to catch a Vhinech or two off guard and thus killed them. However their brethren 

Angelleia was being pulled so hard by someone she lost sight of who was doing it. Finally coming to her senses she realized that Naressa had a hold of her wrist with a death grip and was dragging her out of harms way. “Mama, the others-!”

“They’re right behind us, Juna!” Naressa yelled, lying just as easily as she was running. Tactically they just stumbled right into a trap; the Vhinech behind them were pushing them towards the intersection, where undoubtedly there were more Vhinech there waiting for them. If they had more room and time, Naressa swore to herself that she could have devised a plan to counteract all of this and saved them all. It did, though, require some foresight before hand of this occurring and none came.

People were going to die today. Naressa was not about to let Juna be one of them.

Just as the two passed, Cessa picked up Asia and struggled to get the young Handmaiden out of the way. Horatio appeared and yelled, “Cessa, DIVE!” She did, and the young man threw his bottle of ether towards the crowd of Vhinech. And miraculously Captain Baines got up from his downed position and shot it. The contents exploded and fire managed to find it’s way on a few of them.

Cessa smiled and looked back towards her husband. “Nice wor-.”

She had stopped her compliment short as her husband Horatio Ferngully had a golden lightsaber running through his gut. “NO!” She pulled out her blaster again and shot at the Vhinech, who had removed his blade from his dead body and deflected the shots back towards her…

Asia, who had awakened from being knocked out, got struck in the head by one of the deflective shots. In one instance her head coverings popped up, followed by a smoldering hole and blood soaking through the orange and peach coloring of the material and the rest of the matter ejected from her skull hit her friend. 

Cessa stood up in complete, numb horror as her young friend’s brain matter splattered into her face. She didn’t realize a Vhinech grabbed her by the hair and was ready to decapitate her head with his orange blade until the Vhinech suddenly got floored by a tackling Captain Archer. 

Deannta got up from being decked hard and saw Cessa crying and standing around doing nothing. She came up and looked down at both Asia and Horatio. “Oh God. Cessa, honey, we got to go.” The older woman shook her head. “Cessa! We’re going now!” The young Corellian grabbed her and managed to get the hysterical woman running. As they ran, the two-at least Deannta was aware of it-noted Doctor Solm’s shot up form on the ground, explaining why Captain Archer was fighting now without the old woman on his shoulders.

Archer got up and decked a Vhinech so hard the being’s eyes went into different directions. Just as he went to shoot at a Vhinech coming up behind a Royal Handmaiden, a lightsaber came down and cut off his forearm at the elbow. Captain Baines painfully delivered a kick to the Vhinech’s side and followed it up with a hand thrust. Grabbing Archer and two other Handmaidens, the Royal Security Guard pushed them to run and catch up with the others with the Vhinech hot on their tail, shooting at their forms. A few remaining guards there began giving suppressing fire, but they were falling quickly like poisoned ramnarts. 

The ship was shaking now, the sounds of something rubbing against the outer hull very loud and very true. Naressa and Angelleia reached the mid section junction and suddenly got so very dizzy. As they stopped, the cruiser shook very violently as the sounds of metal being snapped off could be heard now above them; not the next level above, but outside on the outer hull.

CHATPER 17.3

Outside, Helle’anglotov’vesil watched the Millennium Falcon dock with the Naha-Boo vessel and said in vain, “No, ‘brio, do not go on board that ship!” If she could she would scream it so loud it would have been Holy Testament. As it was she could not, and her sensor readings were very telling; there were several dozen Vhinech on board and they were winning the battle on board judging by the number of non-Vhinech fading off her sensor sight. She was sure that Magus Prophet was on board the vessel as well, but as of yet she was unable to determine the fact; more of that hiding technique the Vhinech dishonorably employ; in fact they continued to use it and so therefore she had no concrete number of Vhinech personnel on board.

However it did not change the facts; her Brother was going into a trap all because of some Ignorant female. She could not let that happen, leaving her with one choice.

Quickly she moved her ship along the spine of the vessel and towards the vessel’s bridge. Along the way she knocked off several of those unexploded missiles that had imbedded themselves in the hull; curiously she was confused to why the Vhinech had unleashed these shells with small life forms on board. The sensor data relayed back to her indicated that they were fairly good size worms: that was it. They emitted no unconscious-inducing gasses, they do not eat hull metal, they absolutely do nothing other than suckle on the food nutrients that were also inside their little habitat. 

Sighing in frustration, Helle’anglotov’vesil ignored the significants and after her pass, which knocked off the missiles on the ship’s spine, she locked her ship onto the dorsal hatch just above the ship’s main bridge. Quickly, she ordered the ship to remove the restraining module and she disengaged herself from the ship. 

In fluid movement, she grabbed her weapons and slapped them onto her static-cooled combat suit; a prototype she was ordered to work on when the Vhinech began to gain the upper hand on Vhanba. The holsters, made with the same material, statically clung itself to the fabric and held, using her movements as the power source through kinetic energy. But that did not end the suit’s potential at just there. Flipping on the generator on her belt, it began to emit a pulse deflector shield, which came on when a threat is assessed by the sensors woven in her garment. More sensors were added with the addition of goggles that were connected with her ship’s sensors to give her real time data and location of targets on board when applicable. 

Helle’anglotov’vesil reached the combat insertion tube and said a little prayer, asking for Presence to give her the strength needed to end this threat, to give her greater vision to see her prey, and to give her the heart to continue on. Finished, she pulled out her flash cannon, turned it on, and watched the four large blaster cannons spin on a mounted cylinder in a blur; another little invention of hers. With a release breath, she said, “Execute.”

Like a shot, the insertion tube used directional lasers to blow out the hull in her way, and then magnetically the tube fired her inside.

Landing in a crouch, Helle’anglotov’vesil noted three Vhinech waiting for her all ready. They drew their glowing weapons out and began to come towards her slowly. She grinned and said, “Do you truly believe you can stop me, Filth?” She had seen the sensor data; with that cursed Force they were able to deflect the Ignorant’s laser fire with ease. They were fast with the Force against those on board the vessel.

However, she was not an Ignorant. She was a Vhinphyc, a Vhinphyc with time to develop creative ways to defeat Force users.

Finally, she flinched towards them and one of them swung his lightsaber in a downward arch. His blade made contact to her invisible shield, absorbed the power of the blade, and rendered it useless. Smiling, she said, “Try to dodge this.” 

They finally noted the cannon.

With a squeeze of the trigger, the roar of battleship-like quad cannon fire began to thunder throughout the ship in rapid-fire succession. Muscles tensing from the vibration and the kickback, Helle’anglotov’vesil growled and bared her teeth as she showered the room with red-hot mutli-round fire. The Vhinech did all they could to avoid the fire but they were not fast enough. One Vhinech standing close only had his legs remaining as evidence of his existence after one round hit his chest to blow off his arms, another in his abdomen to cause him to eject upward, and the third and forth shot exploding the rest of his torso. The other two evaded her with the Force, but briefly: one deflected one shot and then began ground meat, while the last one ran behind the far wall through the access corridor thinking the bulk head would save him. Her shots pierced through the thick metal, and his head rolled back into the bridge.

Stopping, she suddenly heard her ears pop. Her ship sent notice to her that her fire had penetrated the entire length of the ship and compromised the hull on the other side. The ship’s force fields sealed the damaged, but her ship suggested that she use caution when near the outer bulkheads or decompression will occur.

“Understood,” she said back to her ship, and with that Helle’anglotov’vesil began to run hard down the nearest corridor.

Exactly behind where the female Vhinphyc had stood to lay waste his fellow Vhinech, directly between both pilot seats, Magus Prophet lowered the Force energies that hid his presence from everyone ever since he boarded the vessel. He still maintained his hold on the Force to prevent anyone with electronic devices to sense his presence, as most certainly this ever-resourceful Path zealot would have developed some way to tie her ship’s sensors to her communication gear based on the fact she spoke into a tiny cue microphone. During that sudden utterances, he casted his senses up into the ship; there was no one else.

“Alone.” He stared up through the hatchway. “You have to do something to pass the time.” 

Indeed the ship, the laser cannon, the other gadgets; he never saw technology like that from the Vhinphyc before. It was discussed in some of the materials he uncovered from his exploration of Vhanba’s remains, but the Vhinphyc never really had a chance to create some of the innovations she was using in time to save them. Obviously the female was going to be a foe that will be tough to contend with.

Excellent. Prophet had in the female Vhinphyc the perfect, unknowing fool to aide him by keeping Sarch preoccupied when the hour was right for Juna to come to him. Her mere presence alone will cause enough strife for the Jedi Master and the Republic to cause a schism. Knowing what he knew, and judging how the Sleeper was behaving, she believed Enothchild Sarch was her contact in the Republic, the vital last piece to the Vhinphyc’s military strategic initiative known as the Last Command.     

The Vhinech could only smirk in amusement at that. If she only knew the truth…

However she did not, neither did Sarch, so now it was his tactical advantage. However he had to hurry; thanks to the Sleeper knocking off the leeches on the ship’s outer hull, the Force was returning to both Juna and her mother. So long as the Rapier females stay in the upper half of the ship past engineering and away from any space troopers they could use their abilities.

All ready, the Black Rose’s power signature foretold of impending doom if he did not hurry with planning and improvisation. Prophet sent a mental message to his troops to gather all the space troopers they could and proceed with the entrapment plan. If they cannot trap them in the mid level corridor, then to force the females towards the escape pods or even downward to where the ysalamiri influence still existed.

Prophet looked up again at the open hatch, and used the strength in his legs to leap up and through the opening. He landed with a hard thud inside the ship, bent down low at the knees with his one hand on his lightsaber and awaited for some time of counter-response to him intruding. When none came he kept his gloating to a minimum as he began to locate the main computer operations terminal. Finding it, he pulled out a super high wave density platter diskette and placed it into the special data disk reading tray. The tray entered the system, and Magus Prophet began to initiate a downloading procedure for specific files.

The computer responded to him in Vhinphyckian: [INTRUSION! YOU ARE VIOLATING VHINPHYC CONTROLED WORKSPACE! YOU ARE REQUIRED TO PROVIDE YOUR PROOF OF IDENTITY AND PERSONAL ACCESS CODE IN ORDER TO OBTAIN OFFICIAL GOVERNMENT CLEARANCE. AT THIS TIME, PROVIDE THE NECESSARY INFORMATION AS MENTIONED BEFORE!

“[My identity is] Prophecna, [my government clearance code is His Supreme Being Premiere] Kolso’dolwow Xerverie’piet [assigned Special Forces operation protocol’s Infinity Code]”

The computer changed it’s tone: [Specify.]

Prophet was a little amused by what he had to say. It seemed to fit in what the Vhinphyc wanted to do to the Republic some hundred years ago. “[Crush them all, one soul at a time].”

The computer went blank, and then computed: [Access granted. What do you require]?

“[I desire to replicate all files and associated materials to the subject file The Last Command].

[ACTING!] The computer immediately downloaded the data onto the disk Prophet had put in. [COMPLETE! DO YOU DESIRE MORE ASSISTANCE?]

“Nyeta, [return to original status prior to my involvement].” The computer complied, and Magus Prophet stared at the disk with satisfaction. “We now have the power to make those of my kind amongst the idiots in the Republic do our bidding, my dear Juna. For now on, they will fight the war for us.” 

He moved for the opening and dropped back inside the Nubian’s vessel, content now with what he had and began his hunt for Sarch when he felt matters going south in regards to detaining Juna and her mother; he could feel the Black Rose gaining the advantage with every passing second. Quickly, he adjusted the straps on his ysalamiri-carrying backpack and began to hurry towards the epicenter of trouble.

 CHAPTER 17.4

After a few moments on board the cruiser, Enothchild and Ros met no resistance even as the sounds of heavy blaster fire echoed all around the ship. Very carefully they moved one at a time across open breezeways and crept around recesses as the navigated the corridors towards the Queen’s Throne Room; having been on the vessel before, Enothchild knew how to get there so Ros let him lead the way. The experience overall more heart pounding than the two could have possibly imagined, all due to the ysalamiri influence that effectively surrounded them, the ship, and all those on board. 

It was a totally new experience for the two; for years they have felt the Force. They could feel it as children growing up, as they learned about it through study, channeling it for application as Padawan Learners, and employing it as established through the Code as Jedi Knights; the Force, in short, was all ways there, a fact some who respected or loathed the them would say they preach if a Jedi actually preached in sermon. 

They heard an explosion go off not far from their position, followed by some shouts of protested agony. Quickly the two Jedi worked fast to the location and hoped it was not Nubians in trouble. Instead they ran right into a group of wounded Vhinech, and immediately the narrow corridor got very busy with aggression. 

Neither Jedi had a choice in the matter; though wounded, the Vhinech in question still went after them. There were four of them of different species against Enothchild and Ros, each one in bad shape with open, oozing wounds embedded with shrapnel. That was both their saving graces essentially since the damage took away their full attacking impact. On the other side of the token, both Enothchild and Ros were consummate fighters; as Padawans of the handed down teachings of the Moranna fighting principles neither just regulated themselves to the normal Jedi fighting techniques. Enothchild, with his more resilient and very strong body resorted to pure clutch and grabbing without his lightsaber, while Ros employed some of the hand to hand combat tactics he learned after becoming a Jedi Knight, mainly Azu Tuzga.

Still the Vhinech gave them hell. Enothchild managed to let loose with his full physical might and slammed one opponent against the wall with bone crushing force, and then resorted to a tactic Magus Prophet would resort to; head butting. The blow drove the Quarren-Vhinech’s head down between his shoulders. Freed up, Enothchild pulled the one Vhinech that held Ros in his arms just as the other was about to slug him. Freed, Ros barely managed to avoid the Force-enhanced blow and quickly drove the opponent against the wall, and then drove his head upward to catch him on the chin, and in one more motion jabbed his fingers into his throat to follow up an elbow to the back of the Vhinech’s neck. Enothchild whipped his opponent once, twice, and a finally a third time against the wall.

They began to move again, and Ros muttered, “That was tough.”

“We were lucky they didn’t have lightsabers,” noted Enothchild, the better of the two health wise. Another explosion caught their attention, this time it was much further ahead in the ship. “Come on.” 

The two Jedi ran through the wide open expanses where one would normally travel on the vessel, looking quickly down each mini-hallway they came across for anything, keeping what senses they had open and alert for any telltale signs of trouble. The both managed to negotiate a corner Enothchild knew would take them to the Throne Room and for one instant the two of them felt they ran right into a trap with the unforgiving, very familiar sound of a lightsaber being ignited and reared back to strike. 

Both Jedi did all they could to turn around, pulled their lightsabers out in the process, and were ready to do all they could do to fight without the Force augmenting their abilities…

“Whoa, Whoa, WHOA!” exclaimed a slightly bruised Muriel Thahada Arnes, shutting down the commandeered weapon. “It’s me!”

“Muriel,” said Enothchild in great relief. He put a hand on her shoulder to let her know how relieved he was to know that she was alive. However it occurred to him that she was alone. “Where are the others? Where are Juna and Naressa?” 

The red head pointed behind her, towards the Throne Room, and they heard the sounds of a firefight taking place. She said, “My guess is that they are in the mid-ship escape route that takes them straight to the escape pods.”

“Let’s go then,” said Ros, and the three of them ran into the Throne Room. Immediately blaster fire from the entrance of the droid muster room rained on them and three immediately made a hasty retreat back out of the Throne Room. “Rear guards!”

“It’s been like that for the last 20 minutes since this has begun,” said Muriel disgustingly. The Jedi began to follow her lead down the starboard side of the ship, climbing down an access stairwell and began to travel down the inner junction ring, which ran parallel to the corridor Angelleia and the others were in, but separated by a dozen or so meters of metal. “The place is crawling with Vhinech all over and worse we don’t know how many. The space suited ones have strange backpacks on them. I looked in them and seen these long worms feeding so some fungus or sap or whatever it was.” Stopping by a connection ring, she looked around the corner and then looked at Enothchild. “Naressa mentioned about ysalamiri. That they were cutting off our use of the Force. Are those them?”

Enothchild nodded his head, and for just a brief moment was surprised that Naressa knew about ysalamiri. Then again the Sith Maiden was well read and intelligent, absorbing information much more effectively than any computer or droid could. And yet again no one outside the Jedi Order knew of the ysalamiri’s affects on the Force, so how did she know that fact. Did the Force tell her before she lost her powers, or somewhere deep down inside she found the answer there? It was a question, though, that would be asked of her later once they got the smeck out of here. “Yes. Just the space troopers wore them?”

“So far, the only ones.” Muriel regarded him with hopeful eyes. “Tell me you two can feel the Force around you. Like in a ‘a rock, the tree, you and me’ sort of way.”

“Save for the Vhinech, we all are in the same boat Force wise.”

“Shhhhhhhhhiiiiiiiitttttt,” she slowly let loose with disgust. Taking a deep breath and checking the way again, Muriel said, “Well, let’s go get some scars.”

Enothchild grabbed her by the arm. “You shouldn’t be here, Muriel. You should head for the Falcon.”

“I’m not leaving Juna or the others.” 

“Dizzy is waiting for you on the Falcon.”

“I said I am not leaving. What part of that did you not understand, Enothchild?”

“Look, the more time we waste here, the more likely her Highness will be captured,” pointed out Ros. “Let’s just go.”

“Okay,” said Enothchild, but he pointed a finger at the both of them. “But stay behind me.”

Muriel agreed reluctantly and followed behind the larger Enothchild. Ros was showing just a tad bit of disdain, but he had concluded why his Master requested it; his Vhinphyckian body could stop most of their blaster fire. And if they needed to retreat, he was going to trailing behind to give them time. Even without the Force, there was that feeling Ros had that someone was going to sacrifice himself or herself today to save someone’s life. Selfishly he hoped it wasn’t him necessarily; what being in their right mind wouldn’t have such a thought. However if he died, he was one that would like to do it save someone.

The ship rocked again, and the sound of metal on metal occurred overhead, followed by loud bangs and metal tearing sounds.

About the same time, a large group of Vhinech came out of nowhere and began to fire upon them. The group got behind recesses just in time to suddenly be washed by energy. It filled them, and very shortly it became very familiar to them. 

Ros smiled and pulled out his lightsaber. “You getting the same feelings I’m getting?”

“You mean I go low and you go high,” mused Enothchild. He scanned the attackers and he could feel them. Muriel was right; only the space troopers and the attached missiles had ysalamiri, but not the main military forces. Apparently someone felt they had enough blanket coverage of Force inhabitation with the elements they had. Now it was time to capitalize on the mistake. “Let’s go.”

Then it happened. The entire ship from mid deck on up got extremely cold. 

Ros Ofcheck had been to many worlds, have encountered many things and situations, and indeed he had seen examples of the dark side of the Force in some form. The strongest example was the cave under the dark side large tree deep in the swamps on the planet Dagobah, where he spent some time with Master Yoda and Casper some years ago. But nothing, no tree, no person, absolutely nothing in his forty years of life let alone his experience in the Force compared to what he feeling right now.

Darkness. Pure darkness; generated by a thinking, breathing, feeling being. 

“[By those who have gave me my spirit, who is this evil I feel],” he muttered in wide-eyed shock in his native Twi’lek tongue. He couldn’t help to be overwhelmed by it. What was more was he could feel the source of the dark side energy had hints of Human thought patterns; it was definitely no Vhinech. It had to be one of the Nubians.

Enothchild had committed himself to the plan they had hastily discussed and did his part, but to his surprise Ros wasn’t there for the follow up. Keeping his focus as he pressed the attack of deflecting the blaster bolts back at the Vhinech, he said, “Ros! Anytime you want to be a hero, step right up!”

Ros collected himself as Muriel swung around and began firing on the now distracted Vhinech, who were now aware that the Jedi in front of them could feel the Force and fight back. They also could feel the shadows of death growing…

And growing…

And growing.

At first, Casper Knightshade felt nothing, and then upon Dizzy’s declaration that the Vhinphyckian ship was docking with the Royal Cruiser he could feel the insides of the ship up till a certain extent; the ventral sections below their line of sight and the aft section of the vessel were still a blank. 

But what he next felt literally made him stumble backwards in shock. He stumbled and fell hard on his ass, staring blankly at the entrance to the ship and gawking in horror. The dark side of the Force was now practically everywhere within the ship save where there was an ysalamiri black out. The power was great, and bone chilling worse it grew with intensity.

As Yoda’s lone student up until 10 years ago, the green Jedi Master had told Casper that the dark side was difficult to detect, that it was hard to see into due to it’s nature being far different than a Jedi’s nature and the Light Side they let fill them. In history the Sith had used such a fact effective when they moved about the populace prior to their extinction some thousand years ago to carry out covert attacks or just escape the hunters. They even could hide their intentions in the dark side during combat, and that was what made them such errorless fighters against the Jedi; a Jedi could not read their intentions in the Force unlike non-Force entities.

However history showed that when anything containing great Force energies existed and unleashed those energies, there was no way that those Sith could hide their presence or their intentions. Then again, when power like that was unleashed, the intentions of use were laid out very clearly and very plain to see.

This was different. This was incredible power.

What’s more, there was a familiarity in it all. He had felt power like this before. But that was so long ago, so far, far away. That time it was not based in reality, but in the realm of the cave under the tree on Dagobah. There, the Force showed him something that made no sense to him. He asked Master Yoda its importance, and he very warningly. Your destiny it is, young Knightshade. Your destiny it is.
Swallowing it down and worried for his Master’s safety, Casper pulled out his lightsaber and yelled towards the bridge. “Captain Arnes! I’m going in! Everyone needs my help!” Casper tapped the Force to increase his alertness and continued onward despite the Sullustan’s protest.

Dizzy came running to the entrance and yelled, “Wait, Kid! Enothchild and Ros said stay put! Casper!” He watched the Padawan Learner disappear. “Great!”

