CHAPTER 83.0

Once he landed his V-Hauler with the rest of the ships in the secured landing zone located where the once proud forest had stood adjacent to the town of Sanctuary, Magus Prophet stormed out of the craft before the ramp touched the snowy earth. The strong, chili wind blew his cloak’s hood complete off his large, horned head and lifted his black mane of hair with every winter breath that cooled his face, but not his demeanor. 

A Gotal-Vhinech was there to greet him, but Prophet practically tore her to shreds with his tone of voice. When he spoke, it was never in the form of a question. “Where is this Jedi problem located, Sergeant!”

“Towards the north and east, my Magus,” she said through chattering mandibles; Gotals were better suited for more milder climates. With a quivering hand, she pointed off and tried to give him the coordinates. “Towards what the Sanctuary faithful call Presence Lair-.”

Prophet just ignored her and brushed past her raised hand, walking fast with the combination of long strides and strong stomps of his feet. A small scout detail of his Vhinech made for the weather was quick to fall behind and follow him with more of a strong emphasis on ‘get out of the way’ than follow. They did not ask a question, nor did they say anything to him. Prophet wanted that; all he wanted was to get back to Juna quickly, and like on Vhanba all his kind had to do to win a battle was point; he knew how to find any foe, and from there he knew what to do. The places may change with the season and years, but if he spilled enough blood to fill a several cargo containers he knew victor was achieved always.

He had some doubt to Hooley’s claims until Magus Servant’s Force signature wavered when Prophet attempted communication telepathically, followed by an abrupt cut off. To Prophet, as he scaled over the crags and hill mounds easily and practically leaving his small detail of troops behind as they climbed, the sensation reminded him of seldom used Force stratagem known as the Blanket Block, a Jedi grouped plan of counterintelligence Jurivicious Pern taught him and the rest of the Five many years ago and described in detail what occurred when executed. 

When a group of Jedi were faced with a strong Force opponent, or opponents, they first organized their numbers and hope for a greater number than their foe, then they surrounded their foe and cast the Force at them in a indirect attack, which in practice did nothing except cut the foe off from contacting reinforcements; they linked their abilities together in a ‘over the top’ fashion, like laying a blanket. 

If his fellow Vhinech from Sanctuary employed such an advanced tactic – to his knowledge only the five original Maguses learned the strategy and had never used it or taught it to their students – then perhaps they were getting some Jedi instruction of some kind. That almost made Prophet laugh, for in a way it mirrored the excuse he used to get his Vhinech and Hooley to Sanctuary; that the Republic and the Jedi were going to have the Sanctuary Vhinech help them. It was total bullshit, of course, but it was sold to Hooley and Servant based on the circumstances created by his plan that relied on cause and effect.

Continuing up the mountain on an unmarked trail, Prophet though had to admit privately he didn’t think Sarch would be this sloppy in putting together the protection package to include Jedi directly in it. He considered that theory briefly as he put his plans together, and concluded at the time that having Jedi, having ‘aliens in the Force’, so close to Sanctuary, would only draw the Sanctuary Vhinech attention to the skies above and defeat the whole point of having a fleet in secret guard the planet; hence why Vhinech Maguses, who weren’t alien to the people here because their Force signatures were similar to them, were the ones that kept an eye on them.

Apparently he was wrong; Prophet would be the first to admit it to Servant once he found him. Beings were the true limiters of the Force, and there were limits to what they could do, and the Vhinech were no exception to that rule. Even a trained Jedi could not ‘see’ or sense everything, be it distance as well as the unwritten future; there were exceptions to the rule, but in this case if the ships were far enough away from the planet no Vhinech in deep Force focus, if there were any, would have sensed them.

Prophet had to give credit to Sarch for he didn’t believe the Vhinphyc would have stooped to such tactics. The addition of Jedi, along with the Vhinech Maguses, would make the upcoming fight very interesting and perhaps difficult. He assumed that it would have to take time, time they had, to dispel the situation. He had to look at it also as good valuable time invested in making Juna leave her armored inhibitions behind. Eventually she would grow hungry and thirsty, and eventually to avoid a poison death she will have to dump her biological cargo sooner than later. He firmly believed Juna would never accept suicide as a winning strategy; Juna was deep in her heart a cunning warrior, but not so evilly savvy as the late Black Rose was. So this was nothing more between him and her than a stare down match.

Prophet wasn’t going to hurt her because he wasn’t going to blink.

The wind blew in his face, and the air carried scents. The scents entered his nose and triggered a response; he stopped. Prophet signaled with a loud, animal-like snort for the others to stop that sent them to find cover positions with rifles raised, Force alert senses increased. Prophet strolled towards the steep incline before him, examining the land right above him with his eyes, his nose, and finally his passive Force senses; Vhinech minds, alert for danger, a feeling they were looking back towards the town looking for any trouble. 

Carefully, Prophet waved for the nearest soldier under his command to come over. The Vhinech did a slow belly crawl over, and Prophet took a knee beside him. He mumbled, “We have look outs above us. They have not seen us. But we must take this position out.” Prophet pointed off to their right, towards a natural corridor. “Take that line of trees up. I will handle this problem personally.”

The Vhinech detail moved quickly in a crouch as Prophet pulled out his lightsaber. He waited for them to vanish, and then he sized up the height of wall. Satisfied with his guess, he slowly squatted down in a wide stance, all the while keeping his Force senses glued on what was ahead of him. Once his rear end touched his calves, he let the Dark Side power his legs even more and he leapt skyward on an arc that would have landing somewhere in the clearing above…

Half way up, Prophet felt Juna scream! The sudden flash of emotion hit him like a fist, and Prophet about clipped the edge of the flat land above. His concerns for his bride to be kept his conscious open to any change that occurred to Juna and it did occupy his thoughts too much. The element of surprise that he had was now lost as his ascent was not as high and landed sloppily on his feet, dropping to one knee in the process.

“IT’S PROPHET!” Prophet looked up, and in the short distance he discovered Magus Ulysses’ large form standing up among the now running group of Sanctuary Vhinech. Another Magus, Orrick, appeared from above a large group of rocks. This wasn’t a look out, he was right smack in the middle of the escaping group of Sanctuary folk!

“OPEN FIRE!” Prophet whipped his head around to the near ridge on his right to see Magus Servant, live and well, and the detail he had once commanded take aim…AT HIM! With this and Juna’s cry of pain, the act of betrayal was all clear to Prophet now. 

Prophet ignited his lightsaber, the red blade betraying his position in the moonless night with an eeriness that only frightened the Sanctuary Vhinech more into a running frenzy. He moved quickly with his feet right behind them as Servant’s treasonous riflemen fired at him. He blocked the shots or evading them, feeling the force of the blaster bolts against the blade and determining that the fire setting were enough to burn his skin, and after several hits could penetrate his thick skin. Prophet also knew the weapons well, and knew that such high power usage was draining their weapons packs very quickly and this close to the enemy without a weapon was not smart.

Then again it was growing obvious why he was brought here. Out of the corner of his working hard eyes, Prophet saw Ulysses and Orrick being joined by a Bothan Vhinech, Magus Titus, and although they appeared to be confused they also looked very determined to finish him as the blaster fire pushed him towards them, and the deflections were heading in the general direction of the fleeing citizens of Sanctuary. So this is how it is going to be thought Prophet. I am a fool. I should have killed you for your failure at Naboo, my Study.
When the fire ended, Prophet had three long seconds of stare time to give to Servant. While the other Vhinech ran, he stared back at him with disapproval. Servant transmitted to him this would not have come to pass if it were not for your obsession with the woman. You have used us; mislead us, to only gain her. Now we will use her to our advantage.
Servant left, and Prophet’s eyes grew big with hatred; they were going to hurt his Juna! His woman! His love!

They all ready were!

Magus Nautilus arrived to join the side of his brothers. He sized up the situation and without questioning their unbelievable luck he ordered, “Spread out and await my attack!” He pulled out his lightsaber and ignited it, it’s aqua green blade shining bright. The other’s blades came to life as they quickly spread apart, a mix bag the colors orange, yellow and blue.

Enraged, Prophet turned his attention to the Army of Light, glared at the light side Maguses, and his deep threatening growls propelled him to let loose with a challenging roar that shook the snow off the limbs of the nearby fur trees. He thoughts were single minded in Dark Side purpose; everyone that opposed him and Juna was now going to die. 

It did not matter who.

It did not matter how many.

It did not matter.

At a four to one advantage, the Army of Light was going for the tandem offense against the biggest and most skilled warrior the Vhinech race had ever seen and followed. 

Nautilus indeed ran in first with a mid-high attack that Prophet not just stop but sent the blade almost back into Nautilus’ face with the force he put behind the counterattack. Prophet pushed him off and blocked Titus attack, and that blow knocked the Bothan Vhinech flat on his ass, allowing Prophet to swing low and clear away the much smaller but speeder Magus Orrick’s aggressive assault. Ulysses, the tallest of the four, came up above to encourage Prophet to block the attack, which Prophet did. In practice a warrior would have stayed there and played the attack away, but Prophet instinctively didn’t buy into it; if he had, one or more of the others would have a free shot at his unprotected body.

Prophet snarled at Ulysses, and Ulysses was hit with a Force Push. Prophet spun to block Titus’ coming attack and just went right at him, pushing the Bothan back. Nautilus came up behind Prophet, but the beast just grabbed the Mon-Calamarian by his robe sleeve and shoved him away with considerable force. Titus came at him in response and clipped Prophet’s shoulder. Prophet answered with a sudden snap of his head and his horn ripped a gash straight across Titus’ chest; not deep, but the Bothan Vhinech fell back in pain and was momentarily out of the fight.

Instead of stepping away from the fight to gather and prepare, Prophet just charged into Ulysses coming to his Brother’s rescue. The attack began high, than low, and high again. Ulysses flipped away as Orrick came from the opposite side to take his place, to cross Prophet up and keep the Vhinech confused. Prophet just stayed on him, and when Ulysses landed he was hurriedly blocking Prophet’s rapidly moving blade. They locked blades, and Prophet just grabbed Ulysses’ throat with his free hand and began to ring his neck. Orrick was fast to come over and break it up, realizing that speed was key here over power; Prophet was too large to overpower, but easy to outrun. The Ewok-Vhinech’s low attack also gave him an edge for Prophet was not use to bending low to attack such a small creature.

Prophet, however, surprised him. The Vhinech just reared back once and with a primal roar ripped off a suddenly violently fast sword swing. Orrick was quick to stop his attack and blocked it, but when he left his feet and sailed across the landscape from the impact did he realize the brute’s intent was to knock him into orbit. Skillfully he flipped and at the last moment caught the top of tree that stood next to the edge of a long, falling drop, thanking Presence silently as he climbed down.

Nautilus and a recovered Titus were quick to go after Prophet, and Prophet was right there hitting their blades just before their lead foots in the attack touched the ground. The blows were tremendous, shaking both fighters more and more with every impact. They stayed determined, and Nautilus launched a counteroffensive that would allow Titus and Orrick, now coming to Prophet’s left, to strike…

But it just didn’t happen. Prophet was not displaying skill, but unmatched relentlessness. He was lost in his rage, fueled by the very thought that all his hard work, his efforts of thought and his final success in obtaining the only thing that mattered the most to him was in mortal danger. He felt her in pain! He promised her no pain! NO DAMN PAIN!

In one movement followed by a blood letting roar, Prophet swung his lightsaber with both hands back around after deflecting three attacks and sent the three Maguses sprawling on their backs several yards with velocity. Titus was quick to get up and reengage Prophet, and found his lightsaber knocked out of his hands in one blow towards the tip of it. Prophet stabbed him in the upper chest; impaling Titus into a locked positioned, and then ripped the blade through his shoulder. In the next movement Prophet kicked him brutally hard in the sternum, and the Vhinech’s rib cage snapped wetly before he sailed into a large trunk tree. It wasn’t enough; Prophet charged past the other two Vhinech and landed on Titus’ legs at the knee caps, adding to the dying suffering, and Prophet rammed his head with considerable force down upon the Bothan’s skull, splitting it visibly in two.

“Regroup!” yelled Nautilus as Orrick rejoined the remaining three. Their sorrow was short lived not because they had business, but because Prophet came right at them. Out of the glare of the clashing blades of light there was an energy in his eyes that illuminated his hate; his right eye pulsed with an eerie yellow glow that just got bigger and brighter. 

Prophet was an animal with skills. His body and rage were one, forcing his body to do the movements needed to win a battle against a hundred Vhinphyc. The three remaining foes could not get in an offense; it was beyond any fight they had ever been in. Orrick played smartly and stayed quick; letting the other two try and distract Prophet. Every move, though, was one to protect themselves from the ravenous onslaught that appeared on its face to be an unfocused affair being conducted by a psychopath with nothing to loose. 

But Prophet had everything to lose, and that was why he was winning.

The attack, or rather to defense of their lives, continued, and all the while Prophet pressed and pressed and pressed and all the three could do was move, and block, and evade, and repeat. Ulysses stepped in and managed to throw a punch while Nautilus held Prophet in a blade lock, Orrick coming quick from behind again. Prophet in response advanced his head towards the blow, and with a loud CRACK the other two Light Maguses at first thought Ulysses delivered on the punch. Instead Ulysses pulled away with his right arm severed just above his wrist, the rest of his hand fluttering on the ground, and Prophet’s face, and especially his unhinged mouth, was covered in Ulysses’ blood; with a snap of his steel trap-like, jagged and fang filled mouth, the Vhinech warlord had impossibly bitten through the limb.

Ulysses stood frozen in shock, staring at the remnants of his bleeding limb with paling eyes. Prophet moved to behead him, but Nautilus threw his blade into the blow, and then tagged Prophet with a sizable Force push to get some distance between he and his injured comrade, who could only fall to the ground staring at his injury.

Nautilus did all he could to draw Prophet away from his downed brother and shouted at Orrick, “GET OUT OF HERE! GET OUT NOW! SAVE HIM AND THE OTHERS!” He then executed a flip and managed to cut part of Prophet’s back before he landed and reengaged the brute with a Force Push, gestured towards his center of mass. Prophet flew back, but landed right on his feet with unnerving ease. Nautilus went to say something to Orrick again to get him to go, but Prophet thundered right back into the fight, fighting one handed with his lightsaber, the other hand trying to grab and claw Nautilus into his grasp. Nautilus stayed out of his reach, but found it difficult to be so counter-defensive when the need to fight was having a war with the need to run in his head.

Ulysses dragged himself up and picked up his lightsaber, while Orrick went in and took over the winded out Nautilus; after ten minutes of continuous moves without a stop, the MonCal-Vhinech needed a short break. Orrick, rested, kept his attacks low where his height had all the advantage. Prophet, though, began to use his reach instead of bending over, which gave him back his leverage to go along with his power. The one saving grace was that Prophet was all arms and legs and Orrick was quick enough to evade the larger body masses being thrown at him.

Nautilus gave Ulysses a shove, but the Vhinech was dead set on finishing the fight they started and stubbornly held his ground…

Prophet sent a spray of Ulysses’ blood through his fanged teeth in a threatening hiss at Orrick, which the heat of his anger translated in the air with a heavy steam that drifted past his red blade and blinded out the rage on his face, but in a metaphoric sense it translated what was building up inside of him, and the light side entities could not help to feel it. The rage went beyond the great Magus Prophet’s legend. The furiousness had made him blind to everything except one fact; to get to his Juna, he must kill them all.

“[Presence help us],” squeaked Orrick out between his breaths. Prophet reared back and roared again, and Orrick was quick to say, “If we do not end him now, he will end us all!”

Nautilus could have been on a different continent and still would have felt Prophet, it reached the heavens and even the winter skies let loose a crack of thunder in response, as if echoing the beast’s statement. The power was just…insanely incredible, only matched by the uncontrolled fury that gave hesitation because like the predator that he was Prophet was stalking them, sizing them up for the kill as he began to step to his right, growling and trembling on adrenaline and bloodlust. Despite all that, Prophet still displayed his perfected skills, contradicting the notion that rabid animals did not know what they do when insane. They had said Prophet was in truth a monster, and now they were truly seeing it.

“Agreed,” said Nautilus, and re-ignited his weapon.

Once he did, and before Ulysses could raise his one hand to defend himself, Prophet just drove at them with lightsaber held high in one hand, and hand stretched out with the other, bellowing with thunderous echo. Prophet moved with power and purpose; hacking at Orrick, knocking back to his left Ulysses, and punishing Nautilus up, down, down, left, right, left, left, left, LEFT, LEFT! 

And drop…

To their shock, Prophet dropped to the seat of his pants doing the splits and whirled his blade around backhand towards Orrick. Orrick blocked part of it, but the power as well as the angle of the move meant to take his life still burned his fur and sliced a chunk of his shoulder muscle off his body. Nautilus was quick to come to his brother’s aide with a slash down, but Prophet just sat back up to avoid it, then fell flat to avoid a follow through backhand by Nautilus. Prophet twisted his huge legs around and kicked his latest aggressor in the hip, sending the MonCal-Vhinech off his feet and away. Orrick was now moving in and whipping his blade around to come over top…

Prophet suddenly hand sprung to his feet, blocked the attack downward with his blade, and shoved his claws right into Ulysses throat. The Vhinech pulled away, but Prophet held on to whatever meat was there. This time Ulysses could not fight back as the blood loss was too great and too fast coming out to calculate, and neither Prophet nor did the returning Nautilus glare or gloat for the dying entity; one cared but had his duty to perform, the other just stared at his next victim with face twisting beastly contempt.

Nautilus, though, had enough; using all of his abilities to evade, he flipped over Prophet, ducked under an attack, rolled under a third, dove under a forth, grabbed Orrick and felt part of his cloak cut off his body, and with his remaining Brother jumped down to the ledge below, the ledge over, and finally the ledge across. Lightsaber coming back on, the MonCal-Vhinech turned and expected their relentless pursuer to be right behind them, and so decided to hamper his progress…

But Prophet was gone.

Setting Orrick down, both Vhinech were quick to scan their surroundings, but the scan was short; to their disbelief, Magus Prophet was not just no longer attacking them or going for the citizens of Sanctuary, but retreating.

“[Thank Presence],” cried Orrick as he grabbed his badly wounded shoulder.

“[Amen],” mumbled Nautilus right after him. “He is so unstoppable, only a god can stop him.” He tugged on his small friend’s cloak to get his attention. “We have to move. We cannot believe the worst is over.”

“But our Brothers? What of them?”

“They will be given burial by the enemy, our kind.” Nautilus was convinced that whoever was leading the forces against them would because if it were Prophet leading the forces there would have been no doubt the renegade Vhinech would have followed his example to the last letter. “But our losses cannot be mourned if we are all dead.” He took one last look at the direction they could feel Prophet was heading. “Presence save the foolish who have angered him so.”

CHAPTER 83.1

Servant had moved his select troops with the rest of the company around the gullet of the hills as he felt the battle progress, taking the opportunity to move the troops through the coming night to get closer to their quarry. That changed when the energies, a great deal of Dark Force energy, shifted dramatically and at first they were unidentifiable as well as indiscernible in their scope. The form of energy then became definable; a locus of thinking hate, and Servant realized who it was foolishly too late. He broke from the pack and ran to the nearest ledge, letting his senses reach out to Prophet to track him. He looked straight ahead…

“Shit!” The exclamation ruined any chance they had to sneak up on their Sanctuary brethren quietly. That was not an issue anymore. The Light Maguses failed to kill Prophet, and now Prophet was heading straight back for the town of Sanctuary.

To the ships! To the main base of operations complete with the communications array…

“My warriors, fall back to the base!” he yelled, jumping back down to the path. “Triple time run!” 

All as one they tapped the Force, and the large group of soldiers moved with an accelerated purpose, mounds of snow and ice and frozen earth kicked up by the pounding their traction boots. They rushed through brush, snapped through small tree limbs and even slightly big around ones, trying to cut the distance to get back to Sanctuary. The run was made precarious more by their physical position than by Servant’s failed strategy to end Prophet. The troops were running down a mountain slope that was neither level or sturdy, and more often than not one or two would tumble and fall, some dying from the accelerated impact. 

Meanwhile, the rage had simmered enough for Prophet to realize that with two of the four Maguses down they could no longer surround him. When Nautilus and Orrick escaped his grasp, he saw the window to leave and took it when the rage had cooled juse enough for him to rationalize the fact that his anger, like Juna’s, was misplaced. With that thought barely in his blood filled mind, he leapt in a great bound back towards Sanctuary and towards his ship. Landing after the grand leap that covered a considerable down wind distance, Prophet sprung with every full stride length step as he ran, every step was a small hop that covered twice his stride in the beginning and grew to three times his stride as his concerns for Juna returned. He could not help to be motivated by his dark imagination, seeing her in his mind’s eye being tortured for information she did not know about and being killed because of his planning and his lies to Hooley and Servant were discovered.

He couldn’t feel her.

By the time Prophet reached Sanctuary he had a substantial lead on the traitors, and his anger was once again on the verge of taking him over. It was so hard not to embrace it, for the power of it, the unmatched energy, was so seductive and easy to touch and use to slaughter whoever dared stood in his path. It heightened his awareness of matters, but it still did not get him to feel Juna’s presence, which only threatened to infuriate him even more. As he discovered in his life, necessity was indeed the mother of invention, and that implied to destructive action and thought. The necessity of being with Juna, to help her, to care for her, to have Juna be his bride, to worship her Temple of Life gave birth to a cleaver form of vengeance. If Servant, with his betrayal, wanted the weak and the foolish, then he was going to have them. But he and Hooley were not, empathetically will not, have his Juna.

Still shaking with the rage that threatened to blind him again, Prophet collected himself and walked towards his V-Hauler with his right hand going into his pocket; none of the few Vhinech left behind to guard their main base of operations seemed to take notice of his hurried return, and if they did they were not going to ask; if what they felt on the mountain were any indication, they just saw it as Prophet going up, taking care of business, and just coming back.

In his V-Hauler with the hatch secured and the engines powering up, Prophet hailed all the remaining V-Haulers on the ground with a pulsating share wave navigation beacon signal, used primarily to coordinate the ship formations. The reason was that it required no power up procedure for the transceivers, and when one ship, the command ship, transmitted the signal the other ships automatically answered it. The Vhinech found a way cleverly to transmit information through the low gain signal feed in the form of teletype transmissions and page per page file downloads.

Prophet pulled his hand from his pocket, producing the disk he used to copy the Legacy Virus files from Helle’s ship, and accessed the command menu. “[My identity is] Prophecna,” he said, [my government clearance code is His Supreme Being Premiere] Kolso’dolwow Xerverie’piet [assigned Special Forces operation protocol’s Infinity Code: Crush them all, one soul at a time].” 

The computer beeped to clear him, and after a few keystrokes and the press of the enter button, the Legacy Virus was downloaded into the other V-Haulers through the beacon transmission, then he sent a more reactive version of the virus to the transceiver they had set up. Once completed, he shut down the software, pulled out the disk, and with full warm up complete took off for his battleship.

On the ground, Magus Servant and the troops fought his way through the brush. He saw Prophet’s exhaust flames rising skyward, smiling because Prophet had put himself into a disadvantage; in a space craft, Prophet was good but in no way equal to his ground fighting skills. He pointed at the pilots in his group and ordered, “Go after him. He is disserting us, and that is grounds for immediate execution.” 

They looked at Servant a bit apprehensively; undoubtedly the legacy of Magus Prophet’s exploits still mattered to them, that the Vhinech was still a hero in their eyes. Servant sighed and said, “Just bring him back here. Use whatever means to bring him back alive, but do so.”

They ran to their ships, and Servant took a couple of steps away from the group to make a transmission to Cade Hooley through his comlink to the transceiver to warn the Human in the event the V-Haulers could not catch up to Prophet. Worse, Prophet did have the command codes to the Orpheus; if he got within range to transmit, Prophet could shut down the defensive systems, override the controls, and do whatever the hell he wanted. The weapons on the battleship had a better reaching range, and there were still a few Vhinech on board the ship; an insurance policy, to make sure Hooley was not double-crossing him in this joint venture of theirs. If Prophet decided to Force Hide, he was in for a shock when the vessel’s mighty cannons opened fired on them.

Turning on his comlink, Hooley said, “Servant to Admiral Hoo-ACK!” 

The little hand held device suddenly shorted out with flaring sparks. Look right at the transceiver, he and the others watched the small warning lights that signaled ships to avoid the tall, retractable tower, flicked off after a very loud, audible POP echoed from the portable power generator operating it. 

The whine of the engines cut through the hush, and Servant felt his body tense in warning from the Force. He looked at the V-Haulers with a startling revelation, something he didn’t take in consideration: what if Prophet all ready had the Legacy Virus they were so hard trying to get at through Sarch’s disk? 

Shouting through his mouth and the Force, Servant ran towards the vessels. “NO! DON’T TAKE OFF! DON’T TAKE OFF!” Their cockpit windows were on the other side so he had to run long ways to his right before the occupants of the right most ship could see him. He felt their confusion, but none of his worry. He waved his hands repeatedly and continued. “DON’T TAKE OFF! THE SHIPS ARE BOOBYTRAPPED! THE SHIPS ARE-!”

One of the ships was all ready off the ground, and it’s control thrusters ignited prematurely to send it out of control. The ship next to it violently jumped up, the ion drive command taking over the repulsor drive command, and the two vessels collided thirty feet or so above the ground, exploding and merging together, sending fiery debris raining down upon those on the ground now taking cover. The mass of fire hung in the air for a few seconds, and then came down on the other three ships that were trying to lift off. The crash wreckage impact caused an explosive chain reaction that spread down the line, reactors let go, and the wintry night was now a hot, bright sunny day to some, a day in hell for others as clothes, woods, or other things burnable caught ablaze. The armaments on board the ruined V-Haulers went off, their detonation packages set off by the heat and vibration stress of the chaos.

Buried in the snow, Servant emerged and discarded his burnt cloak and shouldered off his ysalamiri backpack in disgust. The survey of the scene was pretty bad; almost all the V-Haulers were taken out of the flight game by the explosions alone save for those ships parked further away and had debris miss them. However Servant doubted that was all that was wrong; if he were a gambling Vhinech, he would wager that Prophet did not settle for potential collateral damage by infecting only one or two V-Haulers with the Legacy Virus. He could not risk any more warriors to prove him wrong.

“Damn him,” he uttered in disgust. Hooley was now on his own, and he was lost on a world without a means to stop Prophet.

CHAPTER 83.2

Noting the Orpheus’ lack of presence where he last left it, Prophet began to feel his blood boil again and felt like tearing things apart. The sensors awoke him to the massive vehicle’s location, and with accelerated need he piloted his ship towards it. As he grew closer and closer, he tried to get a sense on Juna’s well being…

Help me.

It was a faint whisper of her voice that made his mind go numb, his anger ebb. Of course Juna always had that effect on him. Thinking about her always gave him clarity and purpose, opening his perceptions even more than their all ready high levels. She was far away, almost out of his basic sensory range; it also did not help that ysalamiri hindered her Force abilities, and therefore it required Prophet to apply more of his energies to sense and feel her. There was more to it, though; something was not right at all in the way he heard it. It was as if she were dreaming.

Help! Help!! Don’t do it!!!

Then there was a great shot of anguish in Prophet’s head. He grabbed his head and yelled in pain…

God, stop! It hurts! SSTTTTOOOPPPPPPP! PLEASE, STOP!!!!!!!!!
Prophet broke the connection and forced his eyes open in anger. Looking off into the distance he could see the Orpheus and he could still feel hints of agony radiating from his beloved Juna. Quickly, he opened transmission to the ship, directly to the computer, and ordered the ship to defer command to his current location, locking out primary control; any new major command of any kind would have to be authorized by his coded authority. From there he turned on his comlink so the ship could monitor him and his location and awaited his commands.

With her pleas fading little by little, but the pain more and more apparent, Prophet was quick to put the ship into automatic pilot and began the computerized landing cycle before his anger made him rip the controls apart with his ever growing malevolent anxiety. The need to kill those harming what is his just grew and grew with every beat of his bloodthirsty heart.

The Orpheus’ computer was quick to bring to Prophet’s attention something of interest as the V-Hauler was quick to adjust itself for final approach to the opening docking bay doors:

“Bridge to Admiral Hooley.”

“Hooley here.”

“Admiral, we have an unannounced arrival of one of our ships. We have tried to hail it, but the transceiver system is not responding.”

“Captain, listen to me. I want that ship destroyed. Lock on cannons and open fire.”

Prophet continued to grow more and more pissed off as the moments did not move fast enough to satisfy him, and every single time he heard Hooley’s voice he wanted to remove the Human’s tongue more and more. The conversation, indeed, continued:

“Sir, the entire defensive system is off line! We can’t even get a targeting crosshair zeroed in on the ship.”

“Blast it! Never mind. Where is the ship now?”

“On approach sir.”

“Can you close the doors?”

There was a brief pause, but Prophet smiled as he watched his ship pass by the locked open bulkheads. “Negative, Sir. Its like everything is no longer in our control. The ship is landing in docking bay 13.”

Prophet opened his robe as the ships engines whined down…

“Docking bay 13! Captain, I want every available trooper down there with a heavy blaster rifle. Drag them out of bunks!”

He pulled out his long shafted weapon, stood at the door, and trembled greatly with anticipation…

“We have men down there now.”

The V-Hauler landed, and Prophet ignited his lightsaber.

“I SAID GET EVERY AVAILABLE MAN DOWN THERE NOW!!!!!!!”

The hatch door didn’t open to Prophet’s satisfaction, and so with a stomp of his foot he slammed the door and adjoining bulkhead open, stomping some MerCon fool who was not fast enough to get away from the collapsing door, squashing him to the deck metal.

The thirty MerCon soldiers, three rows of ten each from laying flat to on one knee to standing, opened fire immediately. Prophet blocked a few shots but others found their way through; there was too many to block all at once. He stumbled back, and the troops continued the onslaught.

A loud roar echoed from the ship, and Prophet was a blur of a shadow and a red beam of light. Shots hit him, but only because he ran into them. There was a shouted command to increase the wattage in the weapons fire, and foolishly they all stopped firing to make the correct adjustment they felt could stop the slayer of a hundred thousand Vhinphyc. Prophet launched towards them, landed on a group of the laying down riflemen, his massive weight and impact of the landing breaking them up inside. Furious, Prophet reared back with his lightsaber and one huge swing he cut through the still firing second line, who didn’t have time to react to his sudden appearance in front of them. The blade cut through, but it also sent the upper halves of the bodies sailing towards the riflemen behind them because of the impact, and in turn the bodies struck the third line down, momentarily taking them out.

In one movement Prophet spun, his speed today too much for the mere mortals trying to kill him. He crushed another group of riflemen trying to get up, roared, and with a backhand he sent Humans flying off their feet with crushing force, scattering them like stones dropped from a hand on concrete, the sounds of crackling bone, cut off shouts and screams, and gurgling sounds heard by those victim of the attack, but drowned out by the laser fire that struck Prophet several times in the back.

Prophet just snapped his gaze in that direction and growled. The riflemen paused, and then picked up the paces too late. The red lightsaber blocked the shots as it got closer and closer to them, and either a blade or a hand found them; be it lightsaber or clawing hand or fanged teeth people died either way; slowly and quickly, they met their Maker all the same.

The next line of troops entered the docking bay to find a bloodbath the one second, and then Magus Prophet ripping into them the next. The battle spilled back inward as shots and Prophet did as well. He felt blaster fire on his flesh, but the pain only stimulated him. He felt the pounding of fists upon his muscle when he was close and had a hold of soldier, and it only infuriated him. He felt their blood soak through his skin, his hair, his tongue, his clothing, and it only invigorated him. He felt their lives ending under his hand, under his feet, by his head and by his saber, and it only motivated him. But nothing else mattered to him more with every unstoppable step he took down the hatchway and corridor filling with MerCon personnel than the scent of his Juna. Lost in the chaos was the fact he chose to land in a docking bay so very close to her location. Her scent, her cries for help, his promise to her, his desire to want her made his nose bleed – no, it wasn’t caused by a weak ass punch that was errantly thrown – and before he sunk his teeth into the face of a fool caused him to salivate with long streams of drool. The blood, the pain, the rage; the universe was made of those three elements alone to him. It only made him stronger. The bodies just fell quicker and deader, and the opposition became less and less.

Prophet finally grabbed the last man between him and the door leading into the medical ward and proceeded to use the man aggressively as a doorknocker upon the blast door. The first blow killed the man, crushing his skull. The second splattered his head remains upon the surface. The third snapped the rest of the appendage off. Dropping the body, Prophet took his lightsaber and stabbed clean through the blast door. Unlike those not as strong as he, Prophet did not wait for the blade to melt enough of the door. With a roar and a barely struggling strain, he began to rip a large circular opening for himself, all the while his lightsaber and melted metal burning his hands. But the only pain he felt was Juna’s pain, and that pain burned him, fueling the Dark Side within him with more and more power, and he grew stronger and stronger with each passing second he worked on the blast door.

Inside, Hooley and several others retreated back inside the surgical bay as the main blast door was almost opened, halted when a bright red blade pierced the metal and began to cut through. They dropped another blast door passing through the next room, and finally they began to slip back into the slim opening slowly. Hooley was all ready inside, waiting for Doctor Zorin to reappear to ask him one question. “Is there another way out of here?”

“Admiral, this is a surgical bay, not a docking bay,” he said stoutly, but his fear was apparent with his sweaty brow. There was a loud thought that unnerved them both; Prophet was through the first blast door. “Dear god, he got through the first blast door! It’s impossible!”

“What about chemicals, heavy drug concoctions, anything!!”

“Right, against that thing!” Zorin pointed towards the other room, which laid beyond the lead wall. “Against that Thing!” The other medical technicians were all ready working on a possible chemical weapon as fast as possible soon after Hooley suggested it; they did not want to die. “He’s going to kill us all.”

“Not if we stop the source of what he wants.” Hooley pulled out his service blaster and walked over to the examination table. There, Lady Angelleia laid quietly with her eyes closed, her naked body covered by an operations blanket, an oxygen mask over her mouth, and an extraction needle buried into her lower left abdomen, still draining away when Prophet abruptly came home. “If we can’t use you-.”

There was another loud thud, and the last technician trying to get into the room was caught at the small door and yanked back into the room. One of the others hit the hatch seal to shut them inside tight. The door snapped to close…

A large, bloody hand caught the fast moving door, held it open, and finally the door just broke. Prophet slid his body through the opening and threw the head of the victim he pulled back into the adjoining room with screaming velocity at Hooley’s blaster hand, knocking the blaster away. The giant threw a backhand that caught the group of lab technicians high and sent them hard into the nearby wall. He rammed his head down and impaled another with his horns, and then with a snap throw back of his head sent the dead body off and over. Hooley recovered the blaster and shot, only to see the shot’s paths intercepted by a lightsaber blade that wasn’t there a second ago. One of the shots hit the machine above Juna and showered sparks on her prone form. Prophet shut down his weapon, fearing for Juna’s life, and went quickly around the room, knocking victims out of his way to get to Hooley. Hooley continued to fire, hitting technicians or Prophet; stopping the former, not stopping the latter.

Finally Hooley moved right to the table and pointed his blaster at Juna’s head. Prophet was one step away from Hooley when he final stopped. The Human pressed the muzzle right against Juna’s temple and said, “Back off, you son of a bitch! You care enough about her to stop, you will care enough to back off! Do it or I will-!”

Suddenly, Hooley’s gun hand snapped unnaturally back, the wrist and arm bone compounding through the skin in the process. Prophet’s parting lips to reveal his bloodied smile told the story; making demands against a Force user never, ever works when one gives a Force user time to attack with the Force. Even in his feral state, the beast had the presence in mind to use his powers. Hooley held his arm and stared at his broken wrist with a graying face as Prophet grabbed his lapels with his blood-covered fist, staining the Admiral’s uniform, the blood soaking through it.

Doctor Zorin grabbed the high compression injector filled with the chemical concoction his two last living colleagues made up and rammed it into Prophet’s back. The techs began to run for the door until Prophet took his eyes off Hooley and stared at them, freezing them with fear. One of them pointed at Zorin, and the giant, who seemingly didn’t feel the injection, tossed Hooley to the floor so he could look at Zorin. Zorin didn’t help his case at all by still holding the injector in his hand. As he dropped it, completely emptied, one of the techs whispered in horror, “That would have dropped an army of gundarks.” If Prophet was affected, it wasn’t visible.

Prophet grabbed the good doctor before he ran complete around Juna’s table, holding him in a screaming vice grip complete with his nails in Zorin’s flesh. His horn bumped the extract, making the beast flinch. He stared at it, as if seeing it for the first time, as if discovering anything technological for the first time existed in his universe, and sniffed it. He examined the design, and followed the long arm that went down to Juna’s abdomen, and began to snort when he saw the heavy gauge needle coming from the arm piercing her flesh. He looked upward and saw the clear bubble container filled with a reddish liquid. Prophet sniffed the bubble, stopped, and his eyes drifted down towards Zorin in a slow, icy evil. A low growl began to seep out from his ever-growing sneer that revealed his dental work, and his hand squeezed Zorin’s arm more.

“I’m sorry!” yelled out Zorin in pain. “I-I-I wa-was j-just following or-orders.”

“Paaaaaaaaaaaaiiiiiiiiinnnnnnn,” Prophet rumbled from his gullet. He had said ‘pain’, and pointed towards Juna’s unconscious form to indicate who else in the room was feeling pain. “Paaaaaaaaaiiiiiinnnnn.”

“She is not feeling any pain, I can assure-AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH.”

Prophet squeezed harder to tell him he was lying. Releasing some of the pressure, but not releasing Zorin, from his throat came growling words. “Liiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeee!” He pointed a stern finger towards the needle. “Ooooooooouuuuttttttttttt!”

“C-C-Certainly,” uttered Zorin painfully. With Prophet guiding him back around to the control systems with a yank; the elderly man worked the controls with his one good hand, shaking as the pain and fear and adrenaline grabbed hold of him just as badly as Prophet was grabbing his shoulder. The machine shut down and the needle extracted out, which Prophet growled and squeezed Zorin’s shoulder to let him know that Juna felt it. 

Hooley took the opportunity and quickly made for his blaster with his good hand. Whipping it around, he took aim, fired…

Prophet spun and put Zorin in the line of fire; the doctor was no longer needed. The shots scored in his center of mass. Prophet tore his hand free of the doctor’s shoulder and with his leg kicked the doctor towards Hooley’s laying down form. Blaster knocked away again, Hooley tried for it but found Prophet’s hand covering his face, suffocating him slowly, painfully pulled him upward and upright to his feet. He flexed his fingers to tighten and loosen the grip, but did not commit fully to one particular action.

Hooley’s mouth slipped under Prophet’s moving hand; Prophet wasn’t removing his hand, just moving it north. Gasping for air, the MerCon commander cursed what he said towards his deadly foe. “Go on. Do it. Get it over with.” After a moment without any action, he slapped at Prophet’s hand, then threw a few punches at his forearm, sincerely trying to antagonize his one time ally to kill him. “What are you waiting for? Kill me! End my misery! None of my people will follow you! You’re an animal, Prophet! A sick, twisted animal!”

Still heated, still angry, Prophet turned towards the two scared stiff technicians and rumbled out, “Want to live?” It took them a moment to decipher what he said because, as Hooley accused proudly only seconds ago, it sounded more like a rumbling animal growl than actual spoken Basic. When they nodded, he ordered, “Move.” His finger pointed down at Juna, and the two men understood. Both men grabbed either side of the hover bed and moved it out of the way. Then he pointed at the bubble filled with Juna’s eggs, and one of the men removed the bubble and waited for Prophet’s command. Glaring, Prophet said, “Complete task.” The man nervously nodded and put the bubble in a portable cryogenic carrying cylinder. He then offered it to Prophet, which the giant took with his free hand.

“Leaveeeee,” Prophet hissed, blood spraying into the tech’s face in which both techs took their leave immediately. Turning his attention back to his snickering captive, he said Hooley, “They will follow, or they die.”

“So you have it all figured out,” joked Hooley with a laugh, face blotchy red from the strain. “Tell me, if your girlfriend doesn’t obey you, is she going to die?” Prophet shook Hooley a little to stir the Human up. “AGGGGGGGGHHHHHH, damn you! Kill me! Let’s face you can’t win this war! All you wanted was the fricking girl!” 

“Juna key to win war,” Prophet mumbled under a heavy breath, still cryptic in his speaking, still angry over what has transpired. “My love will set her free.”

Hooley let out another laugh. “Oh how original, Dom Juano. You think that one up over the years?”

Prophet grumbled incoherently, and let go of Hooley so the Human could see his eyes. The rage, the evil, was more apparent than ever before. “War win guaranteed.” He cocked his head to one side. “Lead the army.”

“You’re making no sense,” muttered Hooley. “But then again, you never do.”

Prophet closed his eyes and seemed to struggle on what to say next. His hand drifted over towards Juna’s resting form, finding her hand and holding it with great delicate care. To Hooley it meant nothing, but then he saw the anger in Prophet’s face begin to ebb. Prophet said in a clear, concise sentence, “She will help me lead my army, Cade Hooley. She will lead them once she has embraced the Dark Side of the Force, and has seen my clarity of vision, my love for her. She will embrace her prophesized destiny.” He opened his eyes slowly, not at all staring at the MerCon Admiral. “The Legacy Virus will awaken them.”

“Some army, they die soon as the chaos is over,” mumbled Hooley dejectively.

“Cade Hooley,” said Prophet slowly and calmly, looking down at him finally for the first time since he allowed him to live, “I am not talking about that army.”

Hooley just looked at the cryogenic tube and said with a headshake, “That’s a crap shoot, Prophet. Even I know that impregnating a bunch of women with this has a lot of error.” He laughed. “Although getting her Ladyship pregnant a bunch of times doesn’t seem like a good way to go about it either.”

Prophet started to smile a little, and very slowly he shook his head no. Hooley paid attention to those moving horns, pondering which one was going to be used to spike him. Prophet’s voice brought his attention back to the Vhinech. He gestured with his hand holding the container. “These will not be our army. These will be our heirs to the galaxy. We will have many heirs for they must control our army.”

“What army, Prophet! There is no army to command!”

Prophet let his hand come away from Juna and his face began to grow aggressively intense again. “You do not get it. You never will. The less you knew the better off we were, but I see the error of my ways now with that.”

“Oh, that’s just bullshit, Prophet!” yelled Hooley as he rechecked his broken wrist. “You didn’t tell me because you were going to end us when you got who you wanted. Well, you got who you wanted. You win.”

Prophet glared at Hooley, and the magic of Juna’s touch seemed to wear off just as quickly as it affected him. The rage, the beast, was coming back with an evil passion. He tried to talk to him, but it just became less understandable. “I have not won yet. The war will escalate. The Legacy Virus will be unleashed. Death great. Awaken the Sleepers it will.

“Army soon follows. We shall lead. Republic ours.”

Hooley shook his head and rethought everything just said. It finally clicked…

Prophet grabbed the arm of the extractor and planted the long needle right into Hooley’s head. Hooley stood in complete shock, barely alive after the needle had penetrated his skull and brain. Prophet reached over the control panel to the machine, knowing how to operate it after watching the good late Doctor Zorin and said, “Pity you, I do not.” 

Prophet turned the extractor on, and slowly it began to drain Admiral Cade Hooley of the insides of his skull, his body held in place by the strength of the metallic arm, the next empty containment bubble filling with brain matter. The Human made a choking sound as he quaked in place, and his eyes rolled eerily to the back of his head.

Prophet went to Juna and put his hand on her face gently, feeling himself calm down again for whatever unexplained reason; he was still upset though, but he could think with some drawbacks; he moved his hand, saw the blood print he left, and at first thought he had cut her face open. He realized all the blood he had on his hands after a few more moments, and then went to the nearby sink to wash them off. He returned to Juna’s side and cleaned her face with a damp towel.

Finished, he removed his cloak, the inside free of blood due to the double lining, and wrapped his unconscious beloved in it along with the med bed blanket, pulled the hood up over her head, and left Cade Hooley standing in the middle of the room nearly brainless.

Outside the infirmary he found a couple of the bridge commanders there with depleted forces heavily armed, but they weren’t pointing any weapons at him. There was a long stare down, and finally Captain Adlen Ideora stepped forward, cleared his throat, and asked, “Has the attempted mutiny take over of your command being thwarted, my Magus?”

Prophet just sneered-smiled; one look at the corridor, filled with the bodies of those who opposed his command and his might, and just like the medical technicians the others understood the futility of opposing him. He stood there with his Juna, with his wounds, his blood, and more of their mutinous allies’ blood covering him, and they decided to be the fools that followed him than the fools that opposed him.

Also it was the frailty of all beings that when opportunity of power presented itself, no matter how insufficient but significant in some way, they take it without question: opportunity of power in the form of being able to still breathe the strongest of all powers. The want to survive surpassed the need of honor Prophet discovered so long ago; surely one can avenge the death of their Admiral Hooley, but the honor to do so had no guarantee that they would succeed. Those who didn’t take the time to realize such an opportunity were either the foolish who opposed such belief or the dead. 

They could see the dead part of the argument just below their feet. Their choice was clear: draw another breath, fight another day, and reap the benefits of doing both under his command. For now it would save them.

For now.

“It has,” he said with loud authority; part augmented by his anger, the other part augmented by his need to mark his territory. “Cade Hooley is no longer in command of our combined forces, and as of now all Vhinech on Sanctuary, including our own Vhinech allies down below that were in concert with Cade Hooley’s plot, are considered Prisoners Of War. If somehow they get off the planet, they will not be allowed access to this ship, and they are considered enemies marked for death if they approach. I will return command authority of the ship to the operators in due time, Admiral Ideora. For now, my standing order is to secure from General Quarters, all personal are to clean up the mess, and stand by for further instruction.”

The newly appointed Admiral Ideora came to attention, and the others behind him did as well. He said, “We shall carry out your orders, my Magus.”

“See that you do, Admiral, and until further notice do not disturb me,” he said coldly, eyeing the medical ward. “I do not wish to see another brainless high commanding officer any time soon.”

Prophet just turned without an explanation, drawing Juna closer to his chest. Admiral Ideora sent a few men into the medical ward to see on Admiral Hooley. They came only a few seconds later to tell them what they found. The new Admiral of the Fleet realized how sincere every word Prophet spoke truly was.

But that didn’t matter to Prophet at the moment. The young, feminine life in his hands was the only life other than his own that he cared about. Her pain hurt was his pain, and with each passing moment with her disconnected from the Force the fainter she became and the more angry he was at himself for leaving her. This would have never happened if he had never listened to the weak and the foolish. His instincts were right, there were no Jedi on Sanctuary, but he had to listen to conspirators the worse bringers of bad information. The results spoke for themselves, or rather Juna was not speaking.

“That will never happen again, Juna,” said Prophet, not giving a damn that he spoke to her unconscious form as he passed through, not necessarily pass by, people in the hall. “I will make amends to you for that error. I will let you feel the Force, feel it from your new home. Our new home.” 

Prophet stepped into a turbolift car, wanting privacy by growling at any wannabe riders trying to board. “Forth inner ring.” The car doors closed and obeyed his command. He looked down at her hidden face and said, “I will make amends to you. I had promised to love you like no other has. Now, I will see to it that it is a love that will never be equaled and together we will forge an empire so great and so vast we will be immortals.” 

The doors opened to the floor that led to his private sanctuary he had created for her arrival. With a slow first step, Prophet felt like a husband carrying his newly wedded wife across the threshold of married life and into the hopeful future only the two of them could see.

