CHAPTER 46.0

It was a struggle and those on board the Orpheus at first thought Magus Servant wasn’t going to be able to land his Nubian shuttlecraft. However with some off the wall wiggling and overuse of his corrective jets it landed with a hard thump. It didn’t take his fellow Vhinech or Admiral Hooley very long to discover why; Servant was missing a good part of his arm. They escorted him to the sick bay and contacted Magus Prophet, which then the Vhinech leader immediately ordered the Orpheus to be taken a pre-determined remote location in Hutt Space and ordered a short squadron of V-Haulers to double back and follow up, making sure no one followed Servant from Naboo.

Once in the infirmary the doctors began working on Servant’s arm and Hooley quickly went to him, wanting to gain some insight as to what happened before Prophet arrived on the scene. In Hooley’s opinion and given Prophet’s behavior towards failure recently he was looking at a dead man. “What happened? Did the Jedi find you out?”

“No not the Jedi,” Servant growled out as the doctors played with his stump with scanners to look for signs of infection. “It was Palpatine’s apprentice. He did this to me.”

Hooley frowned. “Wait a minute. What do you mean apprentice?”

He groaned in pain when they began to inject solutions of antibiotics into his arm and bone. “The Sith Master’s smecking lap dog! I am sure my Magus had told you about them!” He watched Hooley turn pale. “What?”

“You said Sith?”

“Yes.”

“Sith, as in Dark Lord of the Sith.”

“Under the circumstances Lords would be the corrective term.” Servant growled a little in pain and couldn’t say anything for a few seconds. But in that time he watched Cade Hooley turn away and take a few cautious steps as if he were walking across a planet covered in mines. Through his haze of pain the Magus could still feel the Human’s emotions and the emotions were flashing and dire. “What?”

Hooley turned to Servant slowly, revealing a very pale, near to dead as anyone could be and still be alive. In fact his skin color matched Servant’s own loss blood sheen. The Vhinech also noted that some of the medical technicians employed by Hooley were keeping an ear open to the conversation, feeling the action when he said who attacked him.

“You mean to tell me,” Hooley started with great fear in his voice, “you and Prophet knew there are Sith around involved in this? Who else knows?”

“He never told you,” questioned Servant back.

Hooley shook his head. At the same time the doors opened and Magus Prophet stormed in. The Vhinech was as stoic as ever and like an impatient leader he pushed the doctors aside and stood tight to Servant’s table. He didn’t wait for the Magus to set up, glaring at him to lie back down and give his report from his back. 

“Explain yourself for your failure. From the beginning will be sufficient.” He snapped a look at Hooley. “Don’t say a smecking word!” Prophet turned back. “I am waiting!”

Servant stared hard at the male who taught him and bravely sat himself up, pushing the rest of the doctors away and finding his feet. Prophet let him; let him stand, obviously waiting for the Human-Vhinech to do something incredibly stupid. Instead stupidity went away and duty replaced it. “I was watching the Jedi and his charge as per your orders when they took off and left-.”

“They left! You did not report this!”

“I was in the process of returning to my transmitter, which was on my ship, when this dishonorable man-boy Sith attacked me from behind!”

“And you let this dishonorable man-boy Sith get the best of you!” Prophet didn’t hide anything now; it was obvious he knew that Servant and Hooley had been talking. “This dishonorable man-boy Sith lives, I assume!”

“He does not,” Servant countered back. He looked down at his loss limb and shuttered in anger more out of fear or sadness; those feelings conflicted within his being, but after having them course through his dark half it made him feel better and resilient. “I killed him to get away. I lost my arm in the process.” He looked at Prophet and frowned. “You doubt my honor?”

“I am wondering how in the name of Lore you allowed him to fight you when you clearly had the advantage. Where was your ysalamiri when this was transpiring?”

Servant managed to let out a bark of laughter. “Would you believe me if I said it ended?” Prophet stood up a little taller and gave him a look of disbelief. “It had to die. That is the only explanation I can give you. I left the backpack on Naboo so I do not know for certain. But how else do you explain the warrior able to use the Force.”

Hooley watched on, silently, and noting the stare both Vhinech were giving each other. He could hear it in the smaller beings voice, the accusation without saying the words. It was clear what he was applying; Magus Prophet had in some way sabotaged Hooley’s ysalamiri. It hung there, one or the other waiting for the response that knocks it away from the other’s face. 

Or throws the first blow. Servant wasn’t in any shape to even try it and that was even before he lost half his arm. As far as honor went Hooley believed Prophet threw the concept of honor away 10 years ago. Out of all the Vhinech currently under the MerCon-Vhinech Order alliance Servant was the only one who seemed to still hold on to those unique beliefs of honor handed down by the Path religion with tight gripping hands. With Prophet anything that resembled honor was one of his making.

Magus Prophet, however, didn’t blink, didn’t stutter, or didn’t get mad; once again he was surprising everyone. Instead of snapping off a retort he just said plaintively, “Perhaps you forgot to change the feeding kiosk.”

Servant held the gaze for a few moments longer, and then dropped his eyes in defeat. However he kept his head up high; pride wouldn’t let him drop it since it was Prophet’s decision to keep him there, which lead him to loose a limb. But the silent admission, the unspoken affirmation, rang loudly. 

Prophet’s eyebrows lifted a little from their usually permanent perch and he mused, “Very well. Rest. Heal. If you wish female companionship it will be arranged.” When the Vhinech leader turned his back on Servant, the one time Study let his mouth drop and he stared at him in disbelief. Prophet looked down at Hooley and said, “What do you make of the reports coming from Alderaan now, Cade Hooley.”

Hooley shook himself around, still trying to understand what he missed as far as the Sith went. He finally managed to strangle out, “S-Strange if the rumors are true. But it could be a lure.” He held up a hand to get the giant’s attention, or at least tried to, about something else. “However I would like you to ex-.”

“Once the Orpheus reaches it’s destination I want a small ship prepped for my immediate departure.” Prophet didn’t give Hooley another breath as he just turned and left with no explanation.

“Prophet!” The shout was too late as the door closed. Hooley went to follow him but Servant’s good hand caught him and stopped the Human dead in his tracks. “Look I’m tired of this!”

“So am I,” muttered Servant coldly, holding Hooley firm. “Going after him will not benefit you in any regard. I need you alive, Cade Hooley. I need your resources and information. I need you to lead your men.”

Hooley regarded Servant closely and moved in closer. “Are you implying what I think you are willing not to imply?”

Servant looked at the Human with cool reserve. “He did not pardon me from ending, Cade Hooley.” His eyes trained towards the door. “I insulted him, my Magus, and he did not pardon me. He wants me to kill myself to avoid a warrior’s death so I do not go the Bowels of Lore. If I die now, not by own hand or by his hand, I am damned.”

“Or you redeem yourself by killing your foe,” said Hooley in understanding. “To prove what you have claimed to be true.” Servant nodded slowly, and Hooley moved even closer and whispered, “Then I may have means to do so, and in the long run may benefit us. However as soon as Prophet leaves we’re going to exchange some stories.”

“What stories?”

“The Sith. I want everything Prophet told you. In return I’m going to give you a startling history lesson.”

CHAPTER 46.1

It took a few days but once they reached their destination Magus Prophet left, without flight plan, for parts unknown. In that time Servant was making a full recovery and had been fitted with an artificial limb. It was a purely droid construct; they didn’t have any fake skin in supply. Factually there supplies were running very low and it was getting harder and harder to maintain anything. Here they were on the threshold of possibly taking the Republic down and one wondered if the Orpheus would suddenly loose a screw and send the whole thing flying in different directions. Decryption was getting nowhere closer with unlocking the ‘SON’ disk and apparently the rumors about Vhinech on Alderaan had turned out to be true. Another whispered emerged from Coruscant and it pointed to the Legacy Virus has the cause.

So the question really was if it was not a ruse, then who sent the virus? And who was next?

With that out of the way Hooley and Servant did as talked about before. Servant explained what he knew, and Hooley gave him several volumes of material related to the known history of the Sith. All the while he spoke of the stories he heard as a child and while in the Republic Naval Academy on Cardia as the Vhinech read on. It was hours and hours of explanation and discussion. An education that Servant had to admit he was a little shocked. 

“By Presence,” he mumbled as he read through another doctrine. “It claims here that Tsak the Malevolent killed an entire world in the blink of a Sefern eye.”

Hooley pulled out his data cards that he had his researchers hording for him behind Prophet’s back. “Seferns blink slow too. Takes three days for them to pull it off. He convinced the populace that he was their god and he ordered them to kill themselves.”

“Why?”

Hooley gestured and Servant handed him the data pad. He scrolled down, highlighted a passage, and handed it to Servant who read it. The Vhinech quoted, “Because he wanted to see if it could be done.”

“That’s it,” said Hooley as Servant sat the data pad down. “The Wyvernosk were a species that were terrified of holy retribution. It took Republic explorers a year to convince them that having them there wasn’t a bad omen. I remember the Tsak case from the Academy. You see after he killed off all the Wyvernosk he used their resources to help the Sith build a fleet of warships and suicide machines. They took the biggest ships, slaved circuited them, augment the shields, filled with high explosives and sent them out on destructive course to various worlds.”

Hooley leaned back in his chair just for a moment and mused, “And I got to believe all these years since their suppose demise they have been doing more dirty works.” The admiral looked at the Vhinech. “Like Evramora.”

Magus Servant’s eyes flashed when Hooley said that. So many Vhinech died there… “How do you come up with that theorem?”

 “I’ll tell you in a moment, but first here’s something that is a motive.” Hooley brought up the first data pad and handed it to Servant. “This is a report from the science team regarding Naressa Rapier’s arm. It shows radical changes in her DNA from her original Human self. Of course we’re speculating because he can’t find a record of her DNA anywhere in the Republic. According to the techs her ancestry has been through a controlled experiment environment to create some unusual new entity.”

Servant handed back Hooley the data pad. “She has Vhinech markers.”

“I noticed that. But the scientist now believe that the ‘markers’ as you call them are not exclusive to the Vhinech.” He popped another data card and gave the data pad back to his ally that featured the subject he was about to discuss. “It’s called the Diamonds of the Universe for a more elaborate name. They call them that because it goes to the old saying ‘diamond in the rough’. Well genetics is an explored science, there’s nothing there to gain anymore except one concept. It’s called the Theory of Uniformity.”

Servant read up on the subject and then gave it back to Hooley with a look of quiet worry. They talked about it as it relates to the Vhinech in whole and to their over all plans. The Magus could only say, “That is disheartening.”

“Afraid so for the Vhinech, but anyways let me show you this.” Changing the subject as fast as he was changing data cards, Hooley gave Servant the data pad and said, “But because of those diamonds, Naressa Rapier, a Human, was able to carry a Vhinphyc child. She was 6 months in, just past the first quarter.”

“No, this cannot be. I know the Human biological system. No entity other than a female Vhinphyc can bare a Vhinphyc child.”

“If it weren’t for the diamonds I would agree with you.” Hooley walked around Servant who stared at the report in further disbelief. “But the results don’t lie. Her blood had traces of Vhinphyc biological matter intermixed with her P.H.C. tap levels. She was going to have Enothchild Sarch’s kid.”

Servant made a face of disgust after a few moments. “Then thank Presence that she is ended. I fought too damn hard and long to have to fight a Vhinphyc army again.”

Hooley sat in the chair just off to Servant’s right. “You don’t understand, Servant. She may be dead, but there is another out there.” He leaned forward and gave him a knowing look. “The former Queen of Naboo, and Magus Prophet is starving.”

The Vhinech’s head snapped around in a surprised stare. Hooley nodded slowly and Servant brought a hand to his mouth in shock. The Human regular continued. “That’s right. If Naressa Rapier can bare a Vhinphyc child, so can any of her offspring. And that offspring is Juna Rapier. And that could be why Prophet is so hung up on her. I mean let’s face it Prophet can be a genius but he is an animal. Like any animal he goes with his gut, his instincts, more than he does with that mind of his.”

“He never had a mate,” noted Servant, still looking at things with astonishment. “No one could ever recall seeing a female version of whatever species he represents. I remember that quite clearly when we raided the offices of the Premier on Vhanba. There was nothing in the government files about a mate for Prophet.” He shook his head and said flippantly, “There’s got to be more than just that, and how does this link to the Sith?”

“I’m getting to that,” said Hooley with raised hands. In response the impatient Vhinech clicked his metal fingers together by flexing them. “Animal in his reasoning or not Prophet wants Lady Angelleia. Perhaps instinctively he knows that he can bare him an offspring. Animals in the wild have that perception with any female.”

“In their own species, but this? She is Human. He is Vhinech.”

“I know and I rattled my brain on that and I can’t figure it out. But I did this.” He showed him another data card filled with readings. “This whole process of up breeding makes it a certainty that any offspring Naressa Rapier bares will be able to use the Force. She had a midi-chlorian count about 17,000 or more. I know the Vhinech require less, but for any Republic entity that’s very high.” He snapped his fingers and pointed at Servant. “It hit me; Lady Angelleia has to be Force sensitive as well.”

“So?”

“So? Don’t you get it? Prophet isn’t just attracted to her power, he’s attracted by her power.” Hooley stood back up in controlled excitement as came around Servant’s back and to his right. “Prophet is undeniable the strongest of the Vhinech. As disgusting as it sounds he wants her to carry his child, or maybe more. Don’t you see? Her children will be as strong if not stronger than she is in the Force. You have something like Prophet thrown in…”

“Smeck,” muttered Servant quietly. He stood up in a rush and paced down the long table for a few moments, thinking of everything he had heard to date and processing other possible scenarios. He turned to Hooley and said, “Prophet’s children would be powerful beings. It would benefit the Vhinech Order, but it would take time we do not have. Those reports said as much. Then again,” the Human Vhinech looked off a little, “this would benefit only him. And him alone.”

“That is exactly what I thought.” Hooley walked down the other side of the table until he met Servant’s gaze. “If and when Lady Angelleia comes into his possession, Prophet’s going to screw us the first chance he gets. Whatever he is plotting it’s only for his gain.”

“How will he screw us?”

Hooley kept himself from giggling at the response. A few real snazzy thoughts came up and then suddenly he didn’t like the imagery. He waved them away with a shake of his head. “I don’t know, but it’s got to involve all of us and practically at the same time.”

“But how does this involve the Sith?”

Once again Hooley put a data card into a data pad and gave it to Servant. “This is a data research report on Naressa Jaina Rapier. Note the blank spaces and that it’s only half a page long.” 

Servant scrolled through the information on the screen and shook his head. “If any of our undercover agents had so many blank spaces a planetary intelligence officer would be on him or her before the file was saved on their data banks.”

“Right; as far as the Nubian citizen file goes she was married to Bendian Rapier, her daughter is Juna, she lived in the providence of Iossessa, she was the majority owner of Rapier Technologies after her husband’s death, she has no maiden name, she has no middle name, she don’t even have a fricking blood type, and she didn’t have parents. So, what, did she fall out of the sky?” 

Servant shook his head; he could understand a Republic file being bureaucratically flawed, but planetary records were better kept. A place like Naboo, which given his recent experience there, was not run by bureaucrats, cost overruns, or corruption and therefore a place that didn’t allow mistakes like this to appear. Getting even remotely close looking identification was a pain in the ass and therefore he relied heavily on the Force to get him through it, the ysalamiri aiding him to shield his Force usage from the Jedi. Under Queen Angelleia’s leadership, Naboo had run a tight check in national security without sacrificing her people’s freedoms and not draining resources to do it. 

“So you are suggesting the Rapier females are connected to the Sith?”

“You’re a trained spy, what do you think?” He gestured back over the data cards. “It can’t be a coincidence, Servant. And as stated in that report about up breeding it had to be done in very controlled, very precise, very calculated conditions and it was done for the sole purpose of creating an individual with tremendous Force potential; in other words a weapon. Then there’s Evramora. Till this day I keep going back over the data and everything says we had that battle won until that explosion ripped the planet apart. Are own data suggested the Republic had somehow delivered a high explosive device behind our lines.”

“Truth. They had the hostages, the Jedi escaped with them. Therefore the Jedi were the ones who planted the explosive.”

“The Jedi are not that vicious or that desperate. Remember we had surprise on our side. To have them bring a planet devastating device to Evramora without knowing that we had aggressor shields would either suggest they did know, which I don’t buy, they didn’t know, which I do buy, or they decided to throw the Jedi Code out the window and their whole intent was to endanger innocent lives further and forgo a Code acceptable end, which what we know from Coruscant they were just as surprised as we are about the explosion.”

“That is misinformation on their part,” threw in Servant.

“Not everyone is like the Vhinphyc, Servant,” Hooley chimed back. “The sources are reliable and you know it.” He held up his hands to illustrate a point. “Think about this. You are the Sith. One of your vested interest, the Rapier females, are threatened. What are you going to do?”

Servant nodded in acceptance and his face scrunched in a deep scowl. “I believe you. I see with clarity. The Sith destroyed my people at Evramora and not the Jedi. Our fight is with them!”

“I don’t blame you, but let’s get smart about this,” Hooley said with cautious tone. “I’m thinking Prophet is looking for the Sith too because they are in the way. He has a plan cooking to eliminate the Republic; he spelled it out for us. Somehow he is going to find Sanctuary for us and do it, apparently, through Lady Angelleia; don’t ask me how but he admitted that the day he brought back the arm. It would seem to me, given her and Prophet’s past meetings, she isn’t going to give it to him just like that.”

“She is not,” said Servant. “Prophet had me get Pirus Krendel to implant a program into her astromech droid.”

“Why?”

“I do not know but it must have something to do with locating Sanctuary.”

“Okay, well in any event between now and whenever we have to think what he is trying to do to us. In the meantime I do have something of a counter plan that may interest you.”

Hooley explained it to Servant in great detail, and the Vhinech finally said, “It will only work if the conditions are right.”

“I know, but it can be done. The scientists guarantee it at their end. We just got to manage our end. It will be difficult, but the results will be such that we won’t need Prophet at all.”

“It will not be difficult to find ones capable to the task in every regard. Warriors we have plenty. It will be volunteers that will be the most difficult.”

Hooley rubbed his jaw a little. “But you could sell it to them.”

A bit ashamed, Servant looked down at the table in front of him. “I could say…it is for our survival. Say it is a matter of Path principal. There is an amendment in the context that says ‘Thou shall sacrifice ones self and ones body for the greater glory of continued existence of the whole and not of the part’.” He looked up at Hooley. “It’s wrong, but I want vengeance against all who are opposed to us. The galaxy means nothing to me if I cannot live in it.”

Hooley nodded and let a satisfying smile grow across his old features. “We’ll let Prophet run with the ball and wait and see. My money is that somewhere down the line, maybe perhaps why he left, Lady Angelleia will fall into his possession. And that is when we rid our selves of a heavy burden, lay low for a few years, and when it is all said and done the Republic will really have something to fear over.”

CHAPTER 46.2

It was the worst-case scenario Magus Prophet never conceived.

Going for speed with the fully equipped six engine and winged U-42 Roughrider shuttlecraft, Prophet left the Orpheus and cut through the heavy primordial gas filled C’venael Nebula and with it’s advanced hyperdrive calculator he plotted a course that flew dangerously out of the prescribed hyperspace lanes and worse cut him so precariously close to gravity wells and other astronomically dangers that it would soften even the most hard core daredevil pilots into crying children. The jump was a single jump and not the usual multi-jump course corrective and safe way to travel jump even he would take to get somewhere, but time was against him and against him badly. 

Despite the advanced navigation system, the multi-trap hyperdrive motivator and even the Dark Side of the Force guiding him in plotting the course, Prophet still had a full week of travel ahead of him; five days of travel to Coruscant that was now added to the day they spent relocating the Orpheus to Hutt Space and the time Magus Servant spent making sure he wasn’t followed by anyone. 

Unfortunately he had to make that correction to actually keep himself from ordering the Orpheus to Coruscant, a foolish move that would see the super ship destroyed by all the Golan Alpha automated miniature battle stations that surround the perimeter of the system and the Republic combined major fleet between the battle stations and the planet. Even with the ysalamiri he and the other Vhinech still had to contend with the Blank Slates and their numbers and with Juna not under his security he couldn’t risk unleashing the Legacy Virus anywhere near her. Especially Coruscant; the thought he made about the possibility of half a billion Vhinech emerging from that world with Juna on it caused him to rule out that stratagem; there seemed to be no way to reprogram the sleeping Vhinech; their orders are just as much predetermined as the DNA that created them. And with that cursed Dizzy Arnes and his illegally modified freighter they would be on Coruscant by now, and if not they will be there much sooner than he could get there.

Five days. It was five days too long. Five days in which his plans go straight to hell. Five days in which his Jedi conspirator can plan and effectively finish what the Jedi wanted Prophet to do in the first place; kill Juna Rapier, and kill her before her destiny is realized and achieved.

“I’m coming, Juna,” he said under his breathe. “I’m coming. And if you die I will make them all scream.” He growled with the intensity that no predator or madman could equal. “I will make them all scream.” With his anger pulsating past his common sense, Prophet about yanked the entire hyperdrive control mechanism out of the dashboard and watched on with cold, frowning eyes as he entered hyperspace.

