THE SITH MAIDEN: PROLOGUE ONE: THE SILENT PLANET
Approximately 450 years before The Dark Hope, 460 years before The Fading Light, 462 years before The Sith Maiden.
The fleet of assorted ships emerged out of hyperspace and immediately scanned the system in which they entered for any sign of trouble. Being that they were just within the border regions of the Hapes Consortium Star Cluster as pirates they took no chances along their way to safety the sparsely populated world of Jangure. A world not recognized by the Hapens or by the Republic, it was home to a roughly thirty thousand poor people and at least a few hundred beings that liked to avoid the authorities; including the pirates, who's Hapen ancestry was not in question. Near enough to the trading routes and smuggler's alleyways, Jangure was the perfect launching point for any raids on vessels carrying cargo having to make any hyperspace correction a system in any direction. They did well at times, while other times they spent more on just starting their reactors than what they collected on their runs. Often in those poor cases the pirates would have to take smuggling jobs, such was the case here. They were returning home having just finished a long, difficult task. That was the life of a pirate, and in their minds there was no other way to live.

As the ships landed on the southern outskirts of the main town that shared the same name as the planet, the captain of the Corellian YS-250 freighter emerged ahead of his crew to lead them to their leader -- at the moment -- Ammon Ifset. The all Hapen crew -- Human in species -- walked through the town proudly, carrying weapons daring the citizens only glancing at them as they walked by to stare if they wanted their miserable lives ended. They didn't make attempts at first, but none of the people could resist looking at the mid-size metallic crate that took two pirates to carry. Such crates -- or boxes, or bags, or any other means of carrying something -- usually meant something of value, and the more men it took to carry such things the higher the potential value.
The captain of motley crew, Yodules Afarr, led them through the gates of the fortress, calling halt with a raise of his hand. Ifset's men imposed themselves on the group to do the usual pat down security check, followed by disarming; all twelve pirate groups went through it, Ifset learning after the last five leaders of the world had died. 
The scanning crew went to the crate, and on of them said after scanning it, "Who's in the crate?" 

"Ifset gets the first look at it, sport," said Afarr. "Nothing dangerous, but it'll amuse him."
The man just huffed and went to open the box, but both handlers of the crate planted their hands on the lid. One of them sneered, "Back the frag up!"

Ifset's men raised their weapons, and in response so did Afarr's men. The stalemate was in full affect. The scanning crewman said to Afarr after a few moments of tight tension, "If it isn't dangerous, why the smeck all the drama?"

Afarr smiled a little and said, "Well…just because something isn't dangerous doesn't mean it isn't difficult." He rubbed by his yellow-bruised eye, seven days into healing. "You don't have a fricking clue how hard it was to put this present together. I rather keep it in the crate until we get deeper inside because, you know, it means so much to me. If you want, come along. Ifset is waiting."

After a few more moments, both sides mutually lowered their weapons. Afarr and his men picked up where they left off and passed through the two access corridors once the battleship-like bulkheads raised to allow them through. Ifset's men stayed with the disarmed band, blasters trained on men and crate. The doors quickly slammed shut behind the group, preventing escape and if whatever it was in the crate was meant to slaughter Ifset and his men, then it would have to be ravenous and kill without question. If so, then Afarr -- who didn't have the access codes to the doors -- and his men would die as well.
The fortress itself was quite large; a former home of royalty until the royal family abandoned it during an uprising that occurred thousands of years ago. Its vastness made for quite a long walk to the old throne room. Entering the room, they found the leader of the pirates and the world enjoying a plate of dinner with his feet propped up on a fancy stool, slave girls dangling all around Ifset as if he was the King of Hapes himself; if such a man actually existed in female-dominated society on Hapes; another reason why they were pirates.

"Afarr," piped Ifset with curiosity, but not because they brought the mystery crate into his fortress. "How went the operation? Will you give me tribute today?"

A tribute was a good size of the profits gained from plunder and smuggling and whatever else of value that came into any minor pirate's possession. The tribute was required if one wanted to maintain what control of what they had on the planet, to run their own band independent from Ifset most of the time in exchange for a place to stay and backup if fighting breaks out. If not, if enough tributes were missed, it wasn't a question if Ifset was going to collect a blood payment, it would be when.
Afarr was behind, and had to agree to the smuggling job. However, after going through what he and his crew did, he showed no worry even when he told Ifset the bad news. "First off, the smuggling job we went on was a complete bust. We delivered that stuff from Kamino, you know the 'don't wanna know' stuff in those 'guess what we are' boxes to that 'place you don't go on vacation'. Long story short: we were screwed."

"That's very disappointing," scoffed Ifset, who showed more carrying towards one of the slaves' larger than IQ breasts than for Afarr's story. "I mean you could have spared yourself death here by dying back there."

Afarr gave Ifset a scowl. "Hey, you didn't spend a night in fire fight while freezing your ass off in a blizzard at the same time, Ifset. You sent me and my men on that lousy trip to begin with; I say that's your loss. Your set up: your loss! Look at this." He held up his right hand, and when Ifset didn't look he shouted, "Look at my hand, damn it!" 

Ifset did, taking note of Afarr's several frost bit hand; the pinky and ring finger black and petrified. Shrugging his shoulders, Ifset said, "I'm not the one that has been a slump lately. It appears you have some terrible luck."

Afarr gritted his teeth. "It's my smecking hand! If anything I should be cutting off your hand just to call it even. But I say forgive my debt and call it even."

"Towel," ordered Ifset, and one of the slaves gave him what he ordered. He wiped his hands while he observed Afarr and chuckled, finding it all amusing to him. "Afarr, I can't sell your lousy hand on the black market, so how in the hell do you expect me to make any money on it?"

"You know what I mean. This was your deal, not mine! Your loss!"

Ifset dropped his smile slowly. "AND you know what they say about bad luck, Afarr. It has a way on rubbing off on other people. It’s a shame really about your hand. And yeah, you were screwed. But think about it: all this bad stuff has been happening to you and your crew. Why in the hell would I want whatever it is you all have? You're a cancer, and the only way I know how to remove cancer is to cut it out."
Ifset's men raised their weapons and took aim at Afarr's crew. Ifset put his hands behind his back, took a look around, and then looked at Afarr. "Tell me why I shouldn't start cutting?"

"Because out of the frost bite and the dying and the lack of payment I think we may have something." Afarr motioned to the men that were carrying the crate. The men set it down right where they were, unlocked the top of it, and took one full step back. "Given how you enjoy exotic things, I think you will find this interesting."

Ifset looked on with disinterest; his men kept one eye on their targets and the other on the crate. The lid slowly rose up; raised by the occupant of the crate no one could really see. Afarr motioned at the men, and together both men pushed the crate over to eject the occupant. The lid hit the ground first, followed by a frightened yelp, soon followed by a very child-like form. The small being was quickly up, making sounds of crying, but caught from behind by the two men that flip the crate. He struggled and it was quite a struggle for the two grown men to contain the young boy in their grasp, but soon they managed.
Noting that it was a child, Ifset frowned a little and moved closer a few steps to take in the crying, trembling form. The boy wore heavy, wholly animal skins so thick it seemed impossible for him to carry on his body yet he was giving the adults holding him a lot of hell. Upon him, he grabbed the boy hard by the lower jaw and forced him to look up at him; he could feel the child's fear just vibrating his hand. The boy's cheeks were streaked with thin lines of blood that came from his teary eyes. An odd sight, until he noted the lumps in the formation of the boy's long hair. He brushed the hair away on both sides of his head to reveal two bone-like protrusions just emerging from the scalp.

Ifset let go, turned to Afarr and said with some shock in his voice, "You…took a Vhinphyc child off of Vhanba?"
"I thought you would like it," said Afarr with a slight smirk on his face. "I ran into him in the blizzard; he must have got lost like everyone else did. I don't know why a kid would be a meeting in the first place. But finder's keepers."

Ifset let out a laugh, took another look at the Vhinphyc boy; in the proper clothes, cleaned up, and smelling a hundred times better than he was now he could pass for a five year old Human boy. He looked back at Afarr with the same smiling look. "You…took a Vhinphyc child off of Vhanba." He let out another chuckle, walked by Afarr, turned, and shouted, "Are you mad! Are you that fricking stupid! When you were born, did your mother happen to push you out standing up and you hit your head!"

Afarr shrugged his shoulders. "What's the big deal? They don't know it was you, you went through that respond only feeler. They were asking around; we just showed up with the merch."

"This" Ifset walked quickly back over to the child "is a Vhinphyc brat! Cripes, you don't just want to die you want to take all of us with you! Congrats: mission accomplished!" He shook his head and paced back and forth. "Do you have any idea how much they value their brats?"

"I know that at best their females can only put out one pup in their life," said Afarr without much worry in his voice. "I say that makes him very valuable. Worth far more than what we were supposed to make on this deal. Besides that, the last time I checked I haven't heard about any Vhinphyc conquests anywhere in the galaxy. We're deep inside the Republic; if they were the bad asses everyone thinks they are they would have steamed rolled Coruscant years ago. They can't get to us without alerting every quarantine sensor between the Core to Vhanba. Even if they did where would they look?"
Ifset raised his hands to bring everything back to an interesting point; mainly a point all about him. "Okay," he dragged out. "If what you say is even possible, what exactly am I supposed to do with him?" He glared at the boy, and in response the boy whimpered and tried to hide behind the two brutes holding him. "I mean cripes he's just a kid."
"You ever seen an actually Vhinphyc, Ifset? I mean I know you've heard of them, but have you seen one in the flesh?" When the leader shook his head, Afarr continued; like the minority many in the galaxy that have the little knowledge that had been passed around over the years he could only imagine what they looked like; at best accounts, they were large with horns; often called Bantha Heads. "Well I have thanks to this little worthless jaunt to Vhanba. They're big as rumored. Bigger. Something strong too."

Afarr approached the boy and gestured towards the struggle. "Even for his size this brat gave us a hard time. Still is a little, but he's probably weak from crying and starvation."
"You really know how to treat a kid, Afarr," said Ifset with a shake of his head. Not that he really cared and his fears were subsiding after Afarr's reasoning.
"Well he blackened our eyes early, so the kid had to be taught a lesson." Afarr walked around and stood behind the squirming child. He put his hands on his small shoulders, causing the boy to struggle more and more. "So imagine if you will this guy all grown up. The Hutts are always interested in such creatures, always making fights between them to see who would win. They pay big money for such critters. There's money to be made through the bets too. See where I am going with this?"

Ifset rubbed his chin, the gleam of greed shinning bright in his eyes and narrowing what little of hindsight focus he possessed. "Yeah. The Hutts would be totally interested. An enslaved Vhinphyc, the only one of his kind. I could get top credit and wupiupi for him."
"Plus you pass the responsibility on to the Hutts. I don't know about you, but the last time I checked the Republic didn't mess with the Hutts directly."

"Indeed." Ifset reached out and patted the boy's head.

"Nyeta!" the Vhinphyc child exclaimed in his native tongue. It was finally too much for the boy to bare. In the panic of being touched by so many not like him, his small foot lashed out and kicked Ifset square in the crotch. The men holding him responded by pushing him down, but the boy used the advantage of having Afarr behind him by crawling backward between the man's legs very quickly, causing a momentary entanglement of bodies forcing all three men to let go.
Afarr was quick to turn around to grab the boy. He was met with a jolting head butt to his own malehood. His crew grabbed their hurt leader, forgetting their quarry who turned and ran as fast as he could for the exit. His run for liberty ended when one of Ifset's guards took aim with his pistol and scored a direct hit to the boy's back center of mass, the crimson bolt of energy sending him tumbling hard to the deck, coming to a very still stop. Smoking slowly rolling out from the hole.
"Idiot!" muttered out Ifset, not at first directed towards anyone until he looked right at Afarr as they shared the same bent over in pain posture. He looked towards the man who fired the shot. "And you, you're a complete moron! Ever hear of a stun setting?"

Afarr stood up and inhaled deeply to help him regain some semblance of manly pride. He said, "I wouldn't be so harsh on him if I were you."

Ifset frowned as he stood upright again. The small noise drew his attention away from Afarr towards the boy, who was moving slowly and making a repetitive moaning noise. The boy now sat on his bottom, looking around, blinking a lot and rubbing his forehead, and still moaning.

Eyebrows raised, Ifset said, "No way."

"Any closer and he wouldn't be alive," said Afarr bitterly amused. He walked over, bull legged in his approach. He grabbed the boy and hauled him up to his feet, presenting the arriving Ifset the point where the blaster struck. Where there was a charred hole in the animal skin clothing there was no wound on the body after that; just a pink spot that resembled a minor flash burn. 

Afarr pulled the animal skin off to prevent any more burning of the young flesh; the animal hide was still burning. The boy's simple, pajama-like undershirt was burnt but fine. Pointing again at the 'wound', Afarr explained, "It may not look it, but this boy's body is denser than you and I put together. I hit a few Vhinphyc before I realized what I had in my blaster wasn't slowing them down. Blaster rifles did the trick." He gestured towards the boy. "He shrugged off the stun setting we had on our weapons. That's why we had to fight him to get him into the crate."
Ifset sneered and said, "Well it doesn't make me happy!" He rubbed his crotch, winced, and said, "He looks knocked out."

Afarr easily turned the boy's head towards him, tried to look into his blinking eyes. "Concussion. His head must have hit the floor just right, caused his brain to swim in his skull."

"Good. It's calming his ass down." Ifset worked his mouth around, looked at Afarr hard, and said, "All right. I'm game. I'll sell him to the Hutts. I think they'll pay more than enough than what you owe me."

Afarr smiled and said, "You won't regret it."

Ifset waved for one of his slave girls to take the boy away along with a guard escort. He said to Afarr, "You better hope I don't. If the Hutts don't bite, I'll use that brat like a club on you." He ordered that the boy be taken to a cell in the dungeon and have the slave girl take care of him, and then kicked Afarr and his men out. Tomorrow he would call a broker he knew that was in with the Hutts tight, and get the boy sold: the sooner the better as far as he was concerned.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The summer night slowly came to the town of Jangure, signaling the end to any form of civility until the next day's sunrise; driving those who were as descent a people compared to the pirates deep into their homes as the freaks emerged from their dank crypts and holes in the ground to once again rule the town. The beings of the world literally lived by the adage of day and night, for only the credit desperate, the foolish drunks and the malevolent opportunists strolled alone in the darkness. 
In the poorly lit not far from the shadows were the scantly clad bedriders -- prostitutes -- and not far from them was one of the few illicit dealers for whom most of their earnings went towards paying for their bad and unhealthy habits; a rather arcane example of the circulation of the fortune and its affects on the local economy and growth; the pirates often found their way to either misstep. 
The occasional drunken being could be found propped against the wall standing or sitting with their favorite -- cheap -- potion, enjoying the alcohol and only wishing they didn't have their habits as they looked at the prostitutes all night. Most of any business was conducted in the alleyways, and there was where anyone could lose it all without having to take one step into the numerous gambling establishments. The smartest stayed home. The smart stayed in groups. The foolish sometimes never saw the next sunrise.
Ifset and his pirate bands were the only power of authority on the lost world and they offered no solace, except perhaps if a woman was just desperate enough that she would give herself physically to any of the men. If they didn't take what they wanted before hand, which wasn't often; evidence of such protection providing were found in the form of pregnant girls and unmarried mothers; such problems promoted the sale of flesh on the part of the single parent at night, and thus the cycle continued.
The pirates that did not keep the fortress or their band's ships under guard were found mostly in groups in the drinking holes and gambling establishments. In either place they more often than not blew most or all what they earned on their raids on drink, on food, on cards, and on sex. For most it was the only shelter they knew, the only house they slept where the floor made for a damn fine bed, the kitchen that constantly served up meals in the form of lounging snacks. 
Every night it was basically the same routine. The exceptions were how long the night last. For some it was when they wanted it to end, while for others it changed along with the seasons. It was summer, and the nights were short, but it was hot and filled with its share of life altering moments. The wind that blew was dry. The sky was clear. The nameless, insignificant moon floated lazily over the sky. Rarely did starships fly during the night; everyone was busy on the ground. There were sentries in the sky as well as on the ground, but like every previous night for an unaccounted number of years now there were no surprises. No one accidentally came into the system, and those who knew of it stayed away because of the pirates. On the ground the guards stayed at the fortress and street justice prevailed. A body or two would be found by morning night; a family member would only have time to bury the dead and become a detective if they even cared to find the killer; essentially no one cared about anything except for themselves.

From the high tower above Ifset's front gates, two of the guards overlooking the center of town could see the entire central street leading out, see everything not behind an obstruction in the lights and in the shadows with their electrobinoculars. It was boring work, watching everything once a week, listening to the fuzzy transmission link in the comlink ear pieces on a tactical band the ground and the space force above shared. Very little charter was allowed on the stream, so it added to the boredom. And it wasn't the best link up; at times the link would cut out for hours, but no one cared that it did except for Ifset.

On this night it was Afarr's men that had the watch; Afarr himself was busy at the crap tables. One of his men took noticed of something in the shadows, zoomed in with his electrobinoculars, and said quickly, "Yo, check this out! Hurry!"
"What?" questioned his partner. He took the visual aide, took a look where they were being pointed at, and took note of the scene of debauchery that was taking place. 

Laughing, the first man said, "You think he'll find anything in that alley?"

"Sore warts," the other remarked dryly, referring to the vernal disease that was rampant throughout Jangure. "Isn't that one of Kealeado's men?"

"Yeah," said the first, taking the electrobinoculars back. "I always knew they were a desperate bunch, but man I didn't think they were that desperate. She isn't even remotely close to pretty." He looked on again, then turned and looked at his partner. "Say, how do you know she has sore warts, Lare?"

Lare looked at him, coughed, and said, "I don't know, just a guess."

"Oh I'm sure." Suddenly the both of them -- as well as the other guards -- winced as a great deal of squelch entered their ears; another common occurrence. "Damn it!"

"I hate these things." Lare took his out, putting it and his fist in his pocket to keep him from throwing it. "Not like anything happens."

"Sure true. But say the Vhinphyc followed us?"

"Dude, we have a week's distance between us, and we pulled several reversals. We did scans: no one had followed us. If they come here, if they know to come here, it will be…a month. And just exactly what will they bring? We got over three dozen ships here."

Cromie was inclined to agree with Lare, and just removed his earpiece when he heard something faint. He put the earpiece back in, held his finger to the piece, and listened. Lare looked at him and asked, "What, Cromie, you hear them telling dirty jokes up there?"

Cromie listened, only hearing static noise that wasn't much different than what they normally heard, and just shrugged his shoulders. "Nah. I thought I heard them say something."

"What?"

"I don't know, the signal cut out like usual." They both looked up at the sky above for a few moments, and noted nothing unusual such as it would be if ships were engaged in combat close enough to the planet. "You're right, damn transceivers. Maybe once they sell that brat Ifset will fork up a new set."

"Doubt it," remarked Lare, and from there they continued to go on with little chatter. 

Some time passed, and the sky changed slightly in color. No one paid notice to it, but it was still too early for predawn rays. It appeared to be like the end of twilight, only the brightest of stars shining down, and the moon faded within a reddish veil. It became irrelevant when the storm clouds began to crawl across the heavens. In hours they stretched beyond the vast horizon and left no morning sky; it was still night, though. 
The thunder awoke many from the homes to the streets to the watch towers, the lightening illuminating the black skies, making the clouds momentarily visible. To the guard's sarcastic delight the first drops of rain began to splatter all around. The street people were soon seeking shelter as it increased in intensity. It was a monsoon of rain, the likes many that have lucked out and lived for so long have never seen in Jangure before. 

The complaint about the down pour changed in short time. It did not come down any harder, but the rain seemed to sting a little. That stirred up some paranoia with the pirates on why that was, but after a time in which no one was dying they waived away the silly notions and accepted the fact that it was merely acid rain. Unusual since there was no industrial complexes on the planet and no active volcanoes within thousands of kilometers, but they just accepted it as such and moved on.

The thunder continued to roar above and heed was not paid. That is until the guards took note of a fire ball breaking the clouds and hitting the ground. There was a secondary explosion when it struck, and a third that made them finally conclude that it wasn't a meteorite; it fell too slowly to the ground in the first place, but the last explosion was the ship's reactor. They want on alert immediately, unsure what to make of it, and not so confident that it wasn't one of their own.
Lare put his earpiece back in, and like the others heard nothing coming from above. Cromie listened in, and the both of them heard reports that the rain was playing havoc with the pathetic ground base sensors and the lousy transceiver. Ifset soon broke in and gave three orders. One, he wanted the town locked down tight. Two, he wanted a crew of men to go see who crashed. And third he ordered a few ships to take on the storm, get above it and see what was going on in space. 

Soon it seemed like every pirate was out on the street pretending to be a cop and doing a lousy job at clearing the town roads; half the time they prodded someone and then moved along when the person didn't budge. The group that volunteered to go the crash site soon left town in their land speeders, and as they did a new plague hit them all: hail. A delightful feeling for someone standing still out in the elements, but not too much for those going over 200 kilometers per hour; the two in the high tower watched the speeders slow down considerably. Those that struck out on the crash site were prepping there ships for lift off, a few ships emerging from their hangers and waiting in hover for the rest so they could all go up at the same time. Eventually five ships left and flew near the fortress, their repulsors splashing rain water all over everyone to add to their misery.
"Damn it!" yelled Cromie as the ships buzzed their tower. He rubbed his face, felt something metallic, and with a tiny bit of pain he pulled off a ball bearing-like sphere with a bunch of prickly tines on it. "That's nice. Rain. Hail. Parts of their smecking ships. When they get back I'm going to kick their ass." 

Lare watched him throw the object out the opening and said, "If they get back. We still don't know what's going on." 

There was a faint voice in their earpieces, and quickly they grew silent. It was Afarr's voice on the comlink. "High Tower, this is Afarr. Can you see that wreck out there any good?"

"Stand by sir," said Lare. He took the electrobinoculars used the fires of the wreck as his aiming point. Try as he could, the rain disrupted his vision. "No sir. Zero visibility beyond one hundred yards. Night vision no good. Infra red only works on the fires."
"And nothing from them comlink wise." Afarr's voice betrayed his nervousness and did not instill confidence in his men listening in. The confidence in everyone was further shaken by the loud booming above that did not sound like thunder. There was a distinct difference between thunder hidden in the clouds and the metallic echo of a starship exploding. It was the difference in the bass, at different levels and pitch, and all followed by some form of visual evidence; thunder had lightening; flaming pieces of ships began to rain down on everyone. 
"Smeck, look out!" Lare's shout came late, and both he and Cromie felt the heat and heard the SWOOSH of burning hull wreckage coming just mere centimeters from making them forgetful stains and burning fuel. One whole part of a Consuff X-p3 frigate -- the largest ship that had went up -- spun out from the heavens, brushed every roof top with a widow's kiss of softness, and finding its way towards the hanger bays where the rest of the ships were all grouped together. 

Once the explosion rocked everyone sober, and the debris blanketed the town now in flames, Ifset's voice could be heard on every comlink within a certain range. "I want everyone with a blaster out on the street! You hear me: EVERYONE!!!!!"
Everyone was the pirates that were remaining, most of them pouring out the fortress, others breaking away from whatever they were doing before hand. It was not the citizens who were rudely awakened by the explosions, or by the starship bridge or the occasional burning body part belonging to someone crashing through their roofs and windows; those people used their adrenaline rush to run. It didn't matter how, by foot to their land speeders or simply by foot; they wanted no part of what was clearly a fight between the pirates and entities they must have really wronged in the past that has now caught up with them. The far away hills looked very inviting to them and not the defense of Ammon Ifset or their poorly built homes that surrounded the primary target for possible orbital bombardment. They did not mind the acid rain that didn't burn their flesh, or the hail that stung, or oddly at random the same fragments of metal Cromie took to the face not so long ago.
To the people, to the pirates, they were worried about the skies. Regardless wherever both classes of citizenry were they paid no attention to the insignificant. 

It changed in short time when the pirates back at the town began to note that many of the people that had fled were coming back fast, running so hard for so long they were out of breath, and for some they were just too scare to tell them as they passed by what they were now running from.

It wasn't before long that they all heard someone scream in agony; for the pirates, too many of the screams were from men who bellows were cut short. When it got too close for their manly comfort, a group of men charged towards the latest scream that was cut off sharply. The rain made it difficult for them to see in distances beyond the limits of their visual scanning, so Lare and Cromie provided some look out by using the Infra Red setting on their electrobinoculars. 
After being asked if they could see anything again -- be it who screamed, or anyone coming back from the downed spacecraft that still burned off in the distance, the two men barked off a negative. Faint bright green glows caught their attention approximately a hundred meters away. They grew closer, and through the roar of the monsoon they actually heard shouting. Eventually as they drew near they could clearly see they carried no weapons and had to be more townsfolk. 
"We got panicked citizenry coming towards your ten o'clock down there," Lare called down to the nearest group. The two of them watched on, and very violently one by one the green-white heat signatures hit the ground, and in moments their temperatures changed rapidly; they went from normal, to yellow, to red, to a very hot white reading. "What the smeck?"

Cromie lowered his glassed, looked, and saw no flames. He could hear them, though. And through the glasses, he watched the heat signatures slowly vanish with no residuals. "What the hell is going on?"

The comlinks all around began to buzz with hyper-activity with loud voices of panic and short-lived sounds of pain. Blaster fire erupted, some of it heard, some of it seen as stray shots emerged from hidden recesses from all angles, most of the bolts scaling the atmosphere as their origin's 'fell backward'.
As the commotion continued and the likes of Cromie and Lare looked on and desperately tried to see the enemy they did not take notice of the pool of collecting acid rain water in the corner. They paid no heed to the supposedly metal fragment that birthed from one of the hailstones, its shape and design similar to the material that pelted them earlier when the ships buzzed the large tower. The small fragment came to life, an iris opening and a very muted red glow illuminated from it. The liquid surrounding it rippled, bathed briefly by electricity tendrils in short lived arcs and from the center slowly raised a humanoid head. In very little time, using every drop of the puddle at the point of the metallic controller's point of activation, the nearly transparent humanoid figure stood tall.
Cromie happened to look over his shoulder as a blaster bolt fired in error missed him and just barely saw the new intruder; only because the blaster bolt had hit it and passed through it, causing its body to ripple. He whirled around to fire at it has it ran at him, his shots also passing through it unharmed. It came at him, reaching, and at the very last second its humanoid form ceased, replaced by the sight similar to water being thrown.
Lare hadn't registered what was going on until Cromie fired his first shot. He turned and saw nothing until Cromie's third shot illuminated the see-through intruder. Lare fired and fared just as badly as Cromie in stopping it. At the last moment, when it was on top of his partner, he watched the figure change into a diffused form with no definition; from human-like into something that resembled water being thrown. When it struck Cromie it made a loud plopping sound. Cromie fell back and through the ugly sound of meat sizzling he howled in horrifying pain. 

Lare watched on in frozen terror as the now gel-like substance that had engulfed Cromie melted the flesh and muscle off his bones. His friend struggled, but his struggles lasted much shorter than his suffering as the acid compound melted through his tendons and joints. His jaw detached from his nearly exposed skull, and when his eyes dripped back into Cromie's head Lare turned away and ran for the exit. He undid the locks on the door, opened it, took one more look behind him, and ran outside. 

After three steps, Lare turned his attention ahead, stopping when he noted the low, diffuse glows of light occupying the raised walkway ahead of him. He raised his weapon and fired, and kept firing as the glows rushed him. The acid beings rushed him, leapt at him, and the last blaster of the high tower was forever silenced.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

"Hit the lights!"
The words were repeated once again in desperation, and the reminder once again served the huddled up pirates well in the lower court just outside the fortress. They had enough of the streets and the acid men that had emerged from the collecting mud puddles and retreated within the first perimeter walls. The doors were locked, but their moment of safety was short lived for there was no roof above them. All around them were rising acid men from the mud puddle grounds, from rain barrels, even ridiculously from bowls and pots, in every case draining every last drop of acid rain water readily available to the metallic control modules, reflected in their various sizes. The men began to fire at their seemingly invincible foes as the new attack began; their visual scanning capability improving significantly has the hard acid rains finally let up. 

In the randomness of battle, of firing blasters and losing lives, it was discovered that well placed shots could defeat the acid men. It was discovered when desperate shots found the lightly glowing control modules, destroyed them, and thus rendered its control over the acid. Others took notice and paid heed very quickly to destroy such opponents as far away as possible; in one instance a female town citizen with a blaster scored a direct hit, her target fell and upon striking the ground its acid body splashed and melted off her foot. It was paramount even after those revelations that it wasn't enough; not when they left the woman behind to be slaughtered by another acid man; not with the mentality of looking out for one's own self, a belief seemingly instilled since their birth.
But even thoughts inherited through breeding or circumstance were capable of being changed. All there needed to be, in any case, was motivation. Such motivation was found when three pirates concentrated their firepower on one target -- for the control module was not always in the same place -- and stopped it quickly; the acid men were very quick and at times dodging bolts after too few of their fellow non-living allies were destroyed by just simply charging in a straight line. They repeated the feat again. And again. And a third and it was then the others started recognizing a pattern. It started a trend called teamwork, and like a deadly airborne virus -- or ironically like the enemy before them -- the thought contagion spread quickly. 
"Hit the lights!" 
"Spot them!"

"Pour it on!"

"Spend it! Spend it all!" 
The repeated shouts of slang words came over and over and over again, cliché after cliché. It didn't matter who said them. The words were not needed. No one said for whoever was saying them to shut up either. The shooting just continued. A loud and smokey sight from afar. A louder, cloudier and smeller experience in the thick of the carnage. 
When the last visible acid man fell, the blaster fire continued on for a time afterward, for the pirates were not all too sure of their victory. The blasters silenced, and after a long observance of their immediate surroundings the large group cheered in celebration. A few pirates were wiser, and the wiser group broke away, climbed the nearest stairs up to the lower observation tower. They had remembered the acid men of which they closed the doors on.
One look upon the town made them curse; they could barely see them in the long lasting darkness, but how many they had seen was enough to cause them to open fire again. This drew the attention of those celebrating and they were soon quick to ascend the stairs and take the high ground. It drew the attention of the acid men, and one by one they threw themselves in suicide against the blast doors. The pirates didn't waste any more time as it dawned on them that the enemy was trying to melt the thick metal that kept them out. After a few minutes the pirates could smell burning metal. A new surge of adrenaline filled their bodies to match their panic and desire to live. Without the rain, the acid men seemed sluggish; malnourished, affecting their size and speed. They existed only because of the rain water in winced they came, and now that supply line was no longer coming down. They were still trouble, but there were so few. Their work on the blast doors was incomplete as the last of them fell against a concentrated burst of fire. 
Once again, victory. A few pirates, though, wised up and continued to look out and around. The majority of them though jumped around and whooped in celebration, forgetting that it was only minutes ago that the latest attack came only after they had assumed victory the first time, and only a few hours after a large portion of their fellow pirate's ships came crashing back down on Jangure.
Before long, Yodules Afarr emerged from a hidden recess he had fallen back after the second major fight at the wall so he could use the point-to-point comm system to speak to Ammon Ifset; a closed circuit link rather than the wire free comlinks that were not working. He waved his hands and shouted, "SHUT UP!"

When the others finally paid notice of him, Afarr said, "The fight isn't over, so stop it! Ifset wants spotters back in the towers right now! Guards on the doors!" He made gestures towards some of his men in his group to go do it. He then grabbed the attention of the other leaders of gangs left. "He wants men to check out the hangers, see if there is anything to get us off this rock."
His voice became a hush and he said, "There is a substantial reward if whoever finds a ship secures it and gets Ifset and the rest of us off this planet."

The leaders nodded, quickly and quietly they moved about in the crowd to assign their men; loyal men, ones who would not leave them if they found a ship, ones that would kill the other men from the other gangs when the time had come and secure their passage off the world. 
Afarr shook his head, went back to the recess, and activated the comm. "Ifset, the others are going to the hanger."

"Nice to hear it," said Ifset. "We don't need the complication of unneeded personnel scampering to get to the nearest available ship to leave us behind to rot. That is if your ships are still available."

"Oh, they are." Afarr took out a pocket security device, one hooked into his ships through a weak carrier signal to show their location and operationally status. He had landed on the southern outskirts, away from the hangers because quite frankly he never liked the outdated, crowded location. With all that had happened he was a super genius, practically a lucky Jedi for guessing right. "I'll send a few of my men to them to get them prepped and ready to roll. We just have to wait for the others to be looking the other way."
"Very well, but Afarr one thing: my patience is gone. Whether you believe it or not I can't help to think that this attack was done by the Vhinphyc."

"That's-."

"Impossible? What, because you lost them? Because you gave them the slip? You never told them who you were?" Ifset made a rude noise, and then continued. "Spare me! In fact that's exactly what you are going to do."

"I could just leave you here, you know," muttered Afarr.

"And this fortress still has blaster cannons capable of dropping your ass out of the sky!" Ifset's point was pretty clear. "Like it or not, this is your fault. You wanna live? You get me the hell out of here, or no one is going to see the next sunrise."

The transmission ended, and Afarr conceded the point about leaving without Ifset. He, of course, could care less about everyone else. This was about him, and Ifset held the trump card of air defense; four rotating eighty-eight diametric cannons with blistering accuracy; not much against Hapen Battle Dragons or anything just as serious, but against a Corellian YS-250 it was more than enough. Plus, there was still a least a few hundred desperate men around that Ifset could contact and tell them about Afarr's ships.
Afarr checked his blaster. Empty of power, he holstered it for he had no extra battery packs on his person. He concluded that just about everyone was just as empty as well, but not everyone. Anymore fighting had to be avoided. So he waited, slowly telling a few of his most loyal men of his plan, and they all waited for the time to be right.

It had been only a few minutes since the first groups of men sent out to go to the hangers when they came back, however they did not come back under their own power. As the men in the towers shouted in horror and began to fire, those behind the wall were greeted by the returning squad from above; what was left the groups was being thrown easily over the wall. It was raining bodies and at times merely body parts. 
Then the next stage of the new attack took hold of the guards above. At one moment they were firing. The next they would make a startling yelp just before they were pulled out of their high posts. Some screamed on the way down. Some screamed until whatever was attacking put an end to their protests. 

The pirates inside the walls raised their weapons, prepared themselves for the new onslaught. This was a far different attack from another unseen enemy. Quicker, definitely more bloody. More of a surprise with how they managed to take out their lookouts without firing a shot.

Afarr emerged ahead of the group and said, "They'll probably come over the walls, or go through them. Or the door. Wait until they're through-."

The blast doors suddenly rattled and heaved. Another bang, the thick doors that were weakened by the acid men's previous attack buckled even more. It was no longer just a battling ram-like attack on them. It was more like men in panic banging on the door desperately trying to get in. The dent impressions of human-like fists put an end to that belief. With every beating of the average-size fists, the doors and walls and mounts shook, and trembled, and grew weaker and weaker and weaker…
The blast doors gave way, flying through the air as if shot out of a cannon, and the last thing Afarr ever saw was the decapitating and slicing in half of jagged metal hitting him in the chest…

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The loud bang that came from the fortress' main doors told Ammon Ifset everything he needed to know, about why he hadn't heard anything from Afarr or anyone else for that matter since the newest attack occurred five minutes ago. He looked to his bodyguards and said, "Pull back to the dungeon!" They're questioning looks infuriated him. "NOW!"

They obeyed him, but only when they heard the sound of metal giving away. Multiple sounds of flesh pounding the ancient fortress' stone floor echoed from the darkened chamber ahead of them. Has Ifset entered the corridor that would eventually take him down and deep into the dungeon blaster fire erupted in a panic flourish behind him. They were followed by the sounds of horror defeat, and then by the sounds of silence. Ifset just kept running, afraid to turn around as the rear guards of his group had begun to fire. Some time passed, and the mid guards shouted at him to keep running as they turned and fired. It wasn't long after that for his four remaining body guards to divide by two; two stayed behind, while the other two kept moving with Ifset. The screams were catching up to them.
Ifset reached the wing where he knew the Vhinphyc boy was being held, pulled out his blaster, and said two the body guards, "Hold them off here! They won't attack us if we show them the boy!" 
He left them, and just before he opened the door he was still trying to decide whether or not to just kill the boy before he too was killed, or even attempt some form of negotiation with the Vhinphyc. It had to be the Vhinphyc, for the Hapens didn't have anything in the way of warfare like this. The Jedi Order was too passive to be this aggressive. He hadn't pissed off the Hutts or that underground group calling themselves Black Sun. He had never heard the Republic even dwelling in thought on such warfare. It just had to be the Vhinphyc. 

Ifset reached the cell door and attempted to open it. The shouts from his bodyguards stopped him. He turned with his blaster raised, catching an eyeful of his last guard being attacked by something small and humanoid in shape. Silhouetted in the dark he couldn't make it out, but its deadly intentions were clear to see when it sunk down at the man's throat, a sickening sound followed, and it emerged with the man's throat hanging from its mouth.
Ifset lined up and fired at it, causing it to spin and fall. Soon, though, another one appeared and he fired at it. It fell, and at that moment the first one he hit was up and leaping at him. He fired, missed, and he took the full blunt of the impact from his attacker on his chest. Hitting the ground hard, he was almost knocked out until the child-size creature -- practically a young adolescent boy in mass -- bit blood-drawing hard into his wrist with long, pointy teeth to disarm him of his weapon. 

On instinct, Ifset slugged the child-beast once and then again to rattle the ravaging, ravenous creature. He kicked him off, but wasn't fast enough to get to his feet as the second beast and five others stormed in. They were all children, each of them however possessing wildness in their actions and in their eyes that said anything but children even if he were to discount their teeth, the sharp nails that also dug into his flesh to aid in his containment, and the adult-like strength.
Ifset let out a scream and fought back like any mammal would when the end of their life was near. The beastchildren remained relentless even as he struggled and knocked them around, yet they took care of their intended prey; an act that became profound when they finally overpowered him and just held him hard to the floor. It was not long before more of them stormed into the corridor, all of them sharing the common appearance of successful predators featured in a holodocumentary; blood profoundly staining their mouths and hands, at times gore covering the entire length of their childish bodies. The others paid no attention to Ifset as they stood around the cell door sniffing it, the air, and Ifset has if they were all linked. 

Has it transpired and it appeared the beast children were just waiting for something, Ifset realized many things as the euphoria of adrenal hypersurvival faded, though his heart still pounded hard enough to figuratively bruise his rib cage. He didn't want to really look, but they gave him little choice given their proximity. The blood thirsty animals were children, so too the point on the subject of animals they wore no clothing which made Ifset feel uncomfortably weird on a completely different psychological level. 
The children snorted loudly as one suddenly and turned towards the way they had all came. Mere moments later a taller humanoid arrived, by all appearances a young man, a boy in his late teens to early twenties by human standards. He bore characteristics and features exactly the same as the boys; bald headed, red eyes, covered in blood and naked. Setting him apart was his more defined physical stature and a more controlled purpose in his hardened eyes. And horns; he had horns starting to grow from either side of his head in line with his forehead, angling back. Upon approach was the first time Ifset realized for the first time that the naked aggressors, even the large one, had no malehood; absolutely no sign of sex organs; like drones in a insect hive they had a predetermined purpose and the purpose was obvious.

When he reached for Ifset the manchild grunted and the beastchildren scattered, allowing him to pick Ifset up by the throat with one hand. He further exhibited his strength by slamming the Human hard against the wall, holding him above his six foot tall stature with ease. Ifset thought this was it as he hung from the manchild's vice grip hand, barely holding on with both his hands around the aggressor's wrist and forearm. He looked down has anyone would naturally to see his feet failing to the find the ground. 
Just before Ifset passed out, the manchild lowered him down enough to where the man could touch the ground with his tiptoes to keep him from choking to death. Ifset utilized it the best he could and what air he could get in was greater than any amount of wealth he could dream about.

"Ar'glau diou'thjou ameir ormo' degaul iserma," growled the manchild after checking him for any more weapons. Ifset didn't understand; he couldn't tell if it was just grunts or actual speak. "Ar'glau diou'thoujou." He said again, and it then shook Ifset very hard. "Ar'glau diou'thoujou! Basat! Dkkka!!"

"I don't know what the smeck you're saying!" Ifset squirted out.

The manchild tilted his head to one side, and his eyes looked off to his right. He was listening, to what Ifset didn't have a clue. He then lowered Ifset full on the ground, loosened his grip, and said, "Yugath." He then turned to the beastchildren. "Yeta."

As the beastchildren smiled, Ifset let the word swim in his head. It went to his tongue and he repeated it. His captor did not pay attention until Ifset said, "Ny-eta." The creature looked at him with a hard tilt of his head. "Nyeta."

"Nyeta?" questioned the manchild, his eyes narrowing. He gripped Ifset hard again by the throat and insistently said, "YETA!" As in 'yes'. As in implying 'yes, I know who you are'.

But what the exercise proved was Ifset's fears had become a nightmare in reality. The grip around his neck loosened again, and when he drew a decent breath he said aloud, "You-you're with the Vhinphyc!"

 The manchild did not confirm the Human's revelation. He no longer acknowledged him. He and the beastchildren were more interested in looking down the corridor to watch the arrival of six Vhinphyc adults; there apparent masters, the soldiers acknowledging the fact by coming to stiff bodied, standing straight up attention. The manchild, though, kept a good grip on Ifset's neck the entire time, presenting Ifset to the group.
Ifset had a moment to take in the group. They were Vhinphyc obviously, fitting the descriptions the every few have heard. Like any species there was more to them than mere generalization, there were obvious differences among the six that demonstrated their ethnic diversity: horns growing from the top of the forehead versus horns that emerged from the sides of the skull were an example of regional separators. Three of the males wore the same heavy green uniform that betrayed them as military commanders. The other three were civilian, the one male and the female wearing a combination of animal skins and manufactured fabrics that suggested they possessed wealth; the female very ornate with the very polished gold that covered most of her body; the other male looked poor yet scientific with the gadgets dripping off his clothing that was completely manufactured.
The wealthy male pushed the others hard out of the way to stand relatively face to face with Ifset. He stared at the Human hard, fist clenching tight until his knuckles cracked, working his mouth around in disgust. Clearly, he was the boy's father. "Unfoa bester recko Ifset?"

"Yeta," said the manchild to answer the father's question. 

The father ripped Ifset out of the manchild's grip, shaking him hard in both hands for a few moments as if to shake sense into the man. Angrily, the father tore into him verbally, squeezing Ifset so hard at the shoulders the Human barely said, "I…don't know…what…you're saying!"

The eldest of the military commanders put a hand on the father. "Dukakta. Nyeta." The father stopped shaking, but he held pressure on Ifset's shoulders. The commander became insistent. "Nyeta!"
The father threw Ifset to the ground, spat on him, and stomped back towards the female. The woman, his wife and the boy's mother, was starting to show the signs of emotional breakdown, grabbing her mate hard and whispering her pleas to him. The other military officers ran scanning devices over the door, and when satisfied they ordered the manchild to take the door out.

As the manchild beat the door down to the size of a foodstuff can, the military elder yanked Ifset to his feat by his arm. He spoke to Ifset, this time in lousy Basic, "He had demanded that you retort his inquest. Why did you claim ownership of his pup? Robbed from him and from his mate their precious treasure? Cause so much aguish towards his clan?"
"I-I…it wasn't me!" Ifset's attention went from the military elder to the cell door. Finally defeated, the manchild went in and roared. Several womanly cries -- Ifset's slave girls -- erupted. The manchild emerged, and with that the father and mother went in; the mother running in and almost knocking her husband flat out. "It was one of my…my men. He answered your inquiry-."

"Defining a man under your command!" interrupted the military elder. "We know who you are. Your transmissions have been watched over. Those who lead are responsible for those who follow them." He held his hands up and asked, "Where is this man? Defining, if you are so opposed of his thoughts, you desire him to face ending for treason."
"He was outside; unless you were like me, here, then you died outside," said Ifset. The noisy commotion inside the cell drew his attention again. One of the military officers emerged with a slave girl and threw her at the beastchildren. He left them to feed on her, and in mere moments threw at them another one; a blonde this time. "Oh god."

The military elder watched as his two subordinates each dragged two slave girls out, pulling their struggling forms to feed them to the beastchildren outside. He grabbed Ifset by the back of the neck and said, "Your god is not here to save you."

Ifset was pulled into the cell by the elder. Inside the parents sat on the hardwood bench, each holding on tightly to their son. The scientist was going over readouts on his small hand held, looking up to see the new arrivals. He spoke to the elder, from which the elder translated both what was said and in his way of expressing his own anger by slowly squeezing Ifset's neck. "The pup has been ill-treated."

Ifset struggled to stay conscious as the pressure was just too much for him. "He…He….just….got….here…"

"You have shot him. Injured his brain. Starved him. Kept him in his soiled clothing, in this place of fear." The military elder let go of Ifset with a grunt, and Ifset collapsed on the floor in pain. "It would be an honorable desire of mine to remove your cowardly spine through your rectum!"

Ifset crawled towards the elder, his throbbing sore neck distributing the pain of movement though his shaking arms and numbing hands. He put his hands on the larger being's boots and tried to talk, tried to explain everything. The elder just pulled his foot away in disgust. "It is not for I to end you. Nor is it I who you must beg for pardon." He pointed at the reunited family. "Grovel for her pardon, Ignorant! It is the explanation why I prevented your end in the hands of the father! It is her pronouncement!" 
As Ifset tried to gain some semblance of clarity, the military elder tapped the father on the shoulder, muttered something in his ear. The father gave the elder a heavy frown, and then detached himself from his family. The two men were then joined by the scientist off to one side. It was not before long that their hushed conversation grew rather heated; each man eventually exchanging a series of angry torts and retorts at one another; at times it was two on one, and then it would switch. The debate, unbeknownst to Ifset, had nothing to do with him. Then again he couldn't speak Vhinphyc either.

Ifset couldn't follow the conversation they were having, so he took the military elder's advice to heart. Afarr was not here, and even if he were it seemed to him that everyone was going to die anyways. He looked at the mother and boy, staring at her blood tear-soaked face etched with sadness and pain. All through his rough pirate life Ifset never seen such a face. He was a pirate after all; take the spoils and kill when necessary; one didn't wait to see the aftermath.
He imagined, for the first time, that same face -- minus the blood but keep the tears -- on a few widowers of men he killed. He imagined the face on mothers. On children; that popped up when the boy looked at him in tears, and then turned quickly away. He felt a deep sense of regret, but it was outclassed by his selfish desire to live. He felt that there was a way out of this, and it was there to be exploited.
Ifset struggled to get up, and steady on his feet he cleared his throat and put on his best theatrics. Not hard because he did feel some guilt. "Ma'am? Ma'am, I'm sorry." It took a few moments, but the mother finally realized he was talking to her. She drew her boy close and she stared at him with a pair of eyes that equally presented four shades of emerald colors in quadrants. Wet with tears. Afraid.
Careful not to give her a reason to feel threatened, Ifset kept his distance with both hands raised in front of him. "I-I didn't mean to…that is I didn't mean for my people to take away your boy. They were attacked…and he, your son, happened to come Afarr's way." 
She sniffled and blinked a few times, and it just seemed that she didn't understand him. The mother just stared on, just continued to hold onto her child. He said, "I-I was scared to return your son. I-I've heard enough about your kind. I can see you don't take anyone lightly. You all arrived and attacked before I could return your kid."
Ifset had burned his patience wick down to nothing as the feelings of doom just grew heavy upon him. Begging now more than ever, he put his hands together and said loudly at her, "Please! I'm sorry! Give me a chance! I was going to return him! Honest! Please!"

The mother leaned back when Ifset began his tirade. Slowly she leaned towards him, measuring the sincerity of his words as they went by. There was a sense she was beginning to understand. The father took notice, but kept another eye and another ear towards his peers. The military elder heard what Ifset said and glared a little at the Human. The scientist just continued to ramble on, and what he said at times caused the other two males to snap back at him in response. 

But the mother was Ifset's point of interest. She was the one he had to convince. It appeared that he was succeeding.

"Ha…"

At first Ifset thought she had said something, but she turned her attention towards her son, the source of the short commentary. The boy wasn't laughing in mocking, but was trying to say something.

"Ha…Ha…Ha," he stuttered. His mother caressed his head and encouraged him with soft words in his ear. Finally, he said, "Hutt."

The military elder snapped his head around, raising his hand to silence the father and the scientist. He asked the mother, "Cudocu marber ruscet Hutt?"

Ifset felt his heart sink when he heard the boy say the word. The Vhinphyc knew about the Hutts, and worse the boy was paying attention when he first arrived. He turned pale as he looked on, the boy said again, "Hutt."

"Hutt?" questioned the mother. She looked to the military elder. "Cudocu ur Hutt?"

"Huteta." The military elder corrected her. He then walked towards Ifset with stomping, stampeding feet, hauled Ifset easily to his feet, and asked, "What is this about Hutts, Ignorant!"

"I don't know anything about it," was Ifset's weak defense.

The mother leaned close towards Ifset. Her nose twitched and she breathed in every time. She rocked back and snorted very loudly. Her anger was hard to ignore even if Ifset couldn't understand the words she spoke so rapidly, let alone the language. The military leader gave Ifset a hard shake and translated for her. "She spoke of you in the role of a desperate liar who speaks enough words to provide the proper length of rope to hang himself! She says you stink of fear and reek of deception! And her pup never lies!"
"The kid's got it all wrong!"

Suddenly, it seemed as if the mother could understand him, solely based on the rather evil glare she gave him after Ifset made his heated, frantic, selfish accusation. The military asked, "Do you accuse him of insincerity?" 
Ifset was able to take a few steps back from the elder, and he gestured towards the child. "He-He-He took it-it all wrong!" The elder craned his head, waiting to hear more. "I mean he don't know Basic, man! We were never going to hand him over to the Hutts! I swear!"
The military elder stood taller and smiled just a little. He pointed out, "An interesting observation on your behalf, Ignorant. Humorous, for we did not speak of you ever transferring the child over to the Hutts."
The elder grabbed Ifset by the throat, and added angrily, "Consciously guilty, are we not?"

Ifset realized his error, but it was too late for him to backtrack as the giant man strangled him. Before he completely blacked out, the elder released him and let him fall hard to the floor. He said something to the Mother, and after she responded the military elder said, "I think you will appreciate what we have in mind for you."
The next few moments were a blur for Ifset; his lungs struggled to draw in air as his damaged neck and throat and larynx throbbed and swelled, blocking the passageways. Without enough air he could not loose the blurriness in his vision or move his body. He was nearly oblivious to his surroundings. His thoughts were lost in the ocean of the unknown where it focused on light and shadow. 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

When Ifset came fully to -- or as close as he was ever going to be -- he did so to cover his eyes from a very bright, violent sparkling light before him. It grew dark again save for the faint film of light that aided in defining the walls of the tight, confining space he found himself in now. His long body was nearly folded double inside a container of some kind that offered very little in the way of movement. He couldn't move at first for he felt the container moving and he felt it was being carried. The irony was obvious; like the boy, they locked him inside a crate to punish him. Ifset doubted, though, that he was going to live long enough to emerge from the crate to laugh about it. He felt the crate touch the earth, and heavy footsteps walking away. 

Curious, Ifset moved around the best he could to look out the grating. He noted that he was in the center of town, and that the Vhinphyc were climbing up the ramp of one of their ships, leaving him, the beastchildren, and the manchild behind. As the ship left, he noted the dust not entering his mini-prison, and with the sun breaking through the clouds it betrayed the glistening transparisteel glass plating blocking out the dust. After a moment of contemplation, he felt the air against his back, oxygen being pumped in via a jet intake/outlet upon feeling it with his hands in the dark; a portable atmospheric generator outside. Apparently they wanted him to suffer, but not so much due to suffocation. 
Ifset tested the top of the prison, trying to push up, and failing against the arc wielding seal he could now see as his eyes adjusted to the darkness. Frustrated, he attempted to rock the prison in a feeble attempt at escaping. The prison was just too big and too heavy for a Human to move. He continued, and he screamed some more. After a while he gave up.

Ifset was then awakened from an apparent slumber by the sounds of screaming. He looked out the narrow windows of his prison, taking in the scene of the beastchildren hunting party dragging in one by one most of the people -- citizens and pirates -- that had run away. He couldn't watch anymore when he heard a woman's blood curling scream suddenly stop.

The carnage, the death, the feasting by the Vhinphyc's creations continued on and on. The days stretched into nights and it was just relentlessly worse. Each day it plagued and burned in Ifset's mind more and more, compounded with every scream, every growl of his own stomach, and his new phobia of being in tight, confining spaces. 

He had lost track of time personally, but on the fifth day of his confinement he was brought out of his traumatic stupor by the roars of war. The remaining beastchildren -- those who had stayed while others went out to find more food -- had consumed all the flesh within their range. Ravenous, they began to fight one another. The manchild entered the fight; his once stoic luster was no more as his superiority over the immature devils was so obvious with every head he took, every arm he ripped out of a socket, for every leg he bit into after he had claimed victory.
The manchild after a while, though, grew to dislike the taste of his former brother's flesh and eyed the prison Ifset was in. He stared at it, stared hard; trying to remember what it was for. Or who was in it.

Ifset drew himself tight to the back of the crate and stared wide eyed out the slot. He watched the young man slowly stalk his way to the prison. It sniffed the prison, and then proceeded to pound on it hard, trying to gain entry. Ifset about lost his mind completely at that moment, assuming his death was now upon him. The prison held the monster at bay, showing no signs of give even after two minutes of relentlessly heavy pounding. 

In frustration, the manchild picked the prison up and threw it down repeatedly. Ifset rattled around inside each time. The last time he hit his head when the prison was thrown towards downtown; Ifset felt himself weightless for a long time before hit the ground. Somehow the prison rolled back to its upright position and Ifset was able to weakly look back at his attacker.

The manchild was slow to come towards Ifset's prison, and every step soon became a burden for the creature to take. He stopped and it appeared as if he couldn't breathe. A noise drew the manchild and Ifset to look towards the north, and there a beastchild was crawling towards them having apparently come back from the wilderness. The boy then just died; he collapsed hard, eyes bulging, tongue hanging out and a thick, sickening green in color. Only seconds later the beast child -- like the other beastchildren throughout -- began to melt quickly like wax in a vat. A yellowish vapor drifted from the bubbling and oozing form, a thick fog that redecorated the blue sky in a dirty toilet water collage. 

The manchild dropped to his knees then, clawing out his own throat in a bloody mess as he tried to breathe, his claws tearing flesh in desperation. When he hit the ground he too began to smoke like his brethren, burning without a fire. 

Ifset watched on in horrifying bewilderment as the gasses killed everything that was outside his prison. Birds fell from the sky. Rodents lived for a short time out in the streets practically on fire. The grass and flowers and the few trees in town shriveled. The dirt dried, and the grubs emerged from their dead home to lie out and die. Surely if the Vhinphyc's monsters couldn't survive, or nature itself, then that left anyone left on the planet was sure to meet death; nothing so destructive could be so contained in one area. That left Ifset with absolutely no way out.

The sound of a loud buzzer drew him to a screaming look, and from a never before seen portal came a large, blue wafer. Puzzled, he fearfully took the wafer, smelled it, and had the uncontrollable urge to eat it. No matter how hard he tried, the aroma that filled the air was so damn intoxicating he couldn't get rid of it until he put the wafer in his mouth. He did quickly, and his body shuttered from the instant relief the strange wafer gave him. He no longer felt dehydrated. He felt a bulge in his belly. He felt himself somewhat energized and a bit refreshed. After a few moments, he realized that the wafer was some kind of ultra-ration bar, and he began to crave for another wafer.

It then dawned on him that they weren't going to let him die so soon after all. It hit him hard and fast and left him breathless. The recycled air. The air tight seal. The food that was too addictive to pass up: they wanted him to live, with the toxic gas outside as a means to prevent escape if it were possible; a deadly prison guard that was restless and relentless.

It was conclusive when he awoke from a 'good nights' sleep to take in the yellowish scene in what he perceived to be the next day. To his shock he noted that the buildings and all other structures were also melting, yet his prison box withstood the onslaught. The toxic gas was not blowing over, and it wasn't going to let anyone land a ship as he noted a piece of a destroyed ship also melting; slower than the other materials on the world, but melting nonetheless; no one would risk their ship. Another wafer was dispensed, and like a mad man possessed he was on it and consuming it before he could stop himself. The next day, another wafer; the routine was one wafer a day. Ifset locked every muscle in his body, fought hard and struggled. He lasted five minutes, and then he was putting the wafer in his mouth to prevent himself from eating his own tongue.

It was food that left nothing in his stomach; therefore there was no solid waste. There was no liquid waste either. And it was too potent of a narcotic to pass up.

Another day passed, Ammon Ifset's seventh day of confinement. He did not know it was the seventh day. He was forgetting his name. All he had to look forward to was the food and the day looking out his small slot of a viewing port to look at wasteland. He was now on another planet, one that bared no resemblance to Jangure. His mind was elsewhere, on when his next meal will come to levitate his hunger. He trembled. He shook. His world was inside a box. His mind was in the shell of what was once a cocky, arrogant, proud man. 
Now he was merely a frightened child waiting to be fed. Like the Vhinphyc boy, all had come full circle.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Space above Jangure had been tranquil ever since the Vhinphyc Galactic Dominator had arrived to pacify the system. It annihilated the inferior vessels around the world and any ship that ventured into the system; no one was to know of their existence, of their time in the system. At the same time to prevent escape the Dominator unleashed its aggressor shield that prevented ships from jumping to light speed with its artificial gravity shadows and its responsive energy field that physically attacked approaching ships above it or below it. The first conquest was complete; the Vhinphyc owned the skies.
The next wave, the acidic probes and the cannibalistic monsters, took over the land. 

To the mother of the boy, she was not as worried as her mate was over the use of such untested methods of war. The experimental biochemical-psychological weapons got her pup back alive and well; her only child, the only one she could have, was all she cared about now. Alas, as she moved from makeshift living room towards her child's bedroom, they couldn't put it all behind them as the Dominator continued to orbit the dead world. The scientists, the military, the government; three conundrums with their own view of what was success and what was failure, each wanting to prove the either or two of the three wrong and the only way the argument would be settled was to observe the results for a few more days.
Again she was not pleased. All she ever wanted was her only child back. To her that was the success.

The mother entered the room, prompted to come to her pup's aide when she heard his whimpers. He had left him momentarily to attend to her husband, the pit of her stomach dropping deep into her legs when she heard him cry out, her nose catching the changing scent. She moved instinctively with aggressive leg movement, leaving her mate behind who knew not to question her reasons for leaving. He wanted to come to, but she assured him prior to the boy's recent cry that she could manage it alone; something created from a problem that had developed from a small argument they had after her husband's last meeting with the military and the scientists. It was something that was going to be discussed later, after they had left the system for good.

So she entered the room, and she noted her pup's fearful position; fetal curled, he hid under the warm blanket she had brought from home. Her multicolored eyes took it in, and sadly she said in their native tongue, "Frightened?"

His small head nodded, and she climbed into bed with him. Tugging the blanket over her body, she then drew him from hiding and held his tiny form against her and began to affectionately stroke his head. She asked him, "What frightens you now? You’re safe now. No stranger will ever touch you again."
"It's so dark in here, Mommy," he said quietly scared. Vhinphyc children were always scared, scared of the most smallest of things and tiniest of matters. Amplified when those fears came true. "I don't like it when it's so dark."

"It's all right," she assured him, sensing his anxiety. She held him tightly now, belittling herself for losing him in the blizzard on Vhanba and spending so many days looking for him and not finding him right away; it was far too soon to tell how much damage had been done outside the physical kind. However…"I'm here now, my Son. I and you’re Father, and our People."
The mother buried her nose into his hair, rubbing her nose and then her face against his head. She said in pain, "I swear on my life that you will no longer know harm. I promise you as long as I live. I am so ashamed for my lack of attention to you during your time of need. I will pray until I hear your very soul forgive me."
It was quiet after that, and she assumed that he had fallen asleep. The mother wasn't going to leave him, but she needed to shift his weight off her chest in order to make him more comfortable. He was still awake; too awake with his quick head movement to look up at her. Trembling a bit, he said empathically in Vhinphyckian, "Don't leave!"
"I am not leaving," she assured him. The poor boy had gotten practically no sleep, even having spent days on an invincible warship in the arms of his love ones. "You should close your eyes now and sleep."
"But it's so dark," he whimpered.

The mother sighed a little. The last few nights were just as sleepless for her with the full room lights on which he preferred. Currently the lights were set to muted glow; illuminating the room as if the light source was candlelight. The insomnia was affecting them both, more so on him; if it continued he would never recover physically. She couldn't live with herself if he didn't return to health. On the other hand the current problem had to end or she would be joining him. One good night's sleep would in turn start a trend of more of them, and all the needed was one.
Noting the blast door shield over the large bay window, the mother reached over to her left and found the manual room controls that were built into the nightstand. A press of a button later, the large, thick metal retracted slowly into the hull. As it rose a warm, orange glow illuminated the room; brilliant in its illumination, yet not blinding or intrusive with eyes closed. The subtle, calming light was from now toxic atmosphere of forever dead world of Jangure.
"Pretty," cooed her son. "Does it change colors?"
She wasn't sure if wanted to laugh at that observation of childish nativity let alone give him any answer. He was oblivious to the fact that it was the same world he had spent such a terrible time on, and it was the same world which his people had just wiped out; the cause of extinction found in that 'pretty' orange sky. 

She thought for a while, making observations before finding an answer she could live with. "The color orange is all there is. I do see, though, different shades. See? The higher clouds are lighter in color. And look at the swirl pattern to the south. You can see the shades and shadows well."
He nodded, his eyes gleaming with transfixed astonishment upon the doomed world. She began to stroke his head again, his trembling fears melting with every touch. His breaths grew heavy, his eyes heavier as time ticked on by. She had stopped petting him when she assumed he was near sleep, and was correct when he did not protest her stoppage or when she moved again to make them both lay comfortably. Long, the mother heard her pup's sleeping noises, of the loud nasal variety. The sounds of childish snoring, as tolerable as the good behavior of the youth; welcomed in any other circumstance and time; more so than ever here.
The relief of knowing he was asleep relaxed the mother enough to where her eyes were in need of closing and resting. Much still was on her mind, stepping forward as the fears over her pup were put to bed. Much was achieved; much was sacrificed on her people's part to get her back her child. To do so, to have such a rescue operation, much in return had to be promised. Promises made on the pages of their religion long forgotten in their family; promises that demanded they were met. For all of this for one small child, for one child shall all this be his burden when he grows. She struggled with it, but she found herself not backing down. Nor would she. If there were more Ignorant such as the ones that had took her child, then clearly there was a need to end the problem properly once and for all. If it required her child, then through him he would ensure that never again would the Ignorant endanger the Vhinphyc. Certainly the Vhinech problem would have to be dealt with first, but soon after the Ignorant would surely be next.
The mother felt the exhaustion of wide awake days catching her in its cleaver trap. Compelled to finish what she started before overtaken by space dust, she kissed the top of her pup's head and said, "Pleasant dreams, my Nach'cht'musik. Pleasant dreams."
Nach'cht'musik just moaned, stirred a little before finding blissful, sleep-filled silence again. His mother joined him, and together they laid there holding each other as the glow of the silent planet continuously provided them a convenient night light that covered and protected their forms. Providing comfort in more ways than one.
