CHAPTER 109.0
The fifth time was no less tolerable, but it came as soon as the train had stopped and Muriel could exit to dry heave. She did manage at least one quick guard roll and look around before putting a little more distance between herself and the stench of the train car. Nowen said nothing but he was more thorough with his look around. No enemy in sight, both Nowen and Nach took up positions not far from their ally.
The urge to throw up struck Muriel just as soon as they left the previous station. The odor of the drones’ waste was pungently strong, and all three had smelled worse. However only Muriel found herself breaking the odors down in her nose and in her mind, and right on conclusions she started to loose whatever was undigested in her stomach. Such foul stenches never fouled up her stomach before, yet this time -- five times at least -- she felt nauseous just thinking of it.
“Looks clear,” said Nowen after he went to the next opening in the wall and examined the hallway in both directions. Both he and Nach took a look around and found no information kiosk to show them their next move. “End of the line?”
Nach examined the surroundings and continued to rack his brain for perspective. “An unruly long ride has not gotten us all that much closer to the center of the Device. We are in an unknown location.”

Belching, Muriel then said with a harsh throat, “We’re closer to something important.” She coughed and forced out, “I can….feel it.” She bent down again and heaved, but nothing more came out. The sensation slowly passed, but her legs felt weak and she sat down. She had expected Nach to encourage her to stand up, but the Vhinphyc turned his attention away from her in an attempt to gain some semblance of recognition of where they were. It irked her in a small way; she figured he was thinking she was just another female with all the limitations of one that was not a female Vhinphyc.

“We need to do a careful search of our immediate area,” said Nach. He looked to Nowen and nodded towards the opening the Human stood in front of. “Take the hall.” He gestured towards the train. “On the other side of this should be another corridor. I will inspect that as Muriel composes herself.”
Nowen didn’t hesitate. “Gotcha. Five minutes of searching and then get back here.” Nach agreed and the Guardian went to the right. The Vhinphyc, on the other hand, did not move.

Muriel got out her canteen and rinsed her mouth out. She then said, “Don’t worry about me, I’m fine.”

“He was not the least bit curious as to why I changed my opinion on either him or you scouting,” reminded Nach. He turned his head towards Muriel. “Not once.”

Muriel had forced herself to drink a gulp of water just as Nach was looking at her, making her stop taking that second mouth full. She wasn’t sure what he was getting at, and she sensed that he wasn’t becoming a threat. Naressa had told her to trust Nach no matter what he did, but if the Vhinphyc was to double cross them all this was the time to do it. It was more trained suspicion than gut feeling telling her of trouble; in this case she trusted her gut, and Naressa’s wisdom.
“You got a point to make?” she asked, resting comfortably as possible.
Nach walked up to her and for just a breath Muriel thought about using her lightsaber. The moment was forgotten when he stopped right in front of her with all of his imposing fortitude hovering over her much smaller -- to him -- form. He bent down, taking care in doing so, favoring his knees and his right leg that she suspected he had injured during the skirmish with the Acid Probes.
“My Valk'ries'sol could not contain sustenance within her a few weeks after I had planted my Seed in her Garden of Life.” No sooner had he referred to his point that Muriel became introspective of herself. She gazed away from Nach, every second very long as the possibility he brought up made sense to her instinctively. “With her nose being so sensitive to smells simple odors bothered her stomach during her pregnancy for Enothchild. Alas, in my travels, we had discovered many females have such ‘morning sickness’ when they are with child.”
Muriel rattled the words in her head and wanted to say he was crazy, but she couldn’t. Something in her told her he wasn’t far off the mark; Nach had hit the damn target dead center. That same, rational part of her that did not want to believe Nach was all ready asking her a thousand questions. Not one of them was why it never failed any woman to believe she was pregnant when someone suggested it when in fact she was. Muriel had thought she knew her body, but it took someone that did not to suddenly make her see the light.
Nach’s sigh was genuine, betraying much of his concern. “I did not expect this, so this is one more reason why we should have not come here too small in number.”

She snapped out of her thinking trance and said, “I didn’t expect being pregnant either, but I am and I’m here. Don’t think for one second it changes anything.” Muriel forced a steady stream of water down before standing up. “This thing’s defenses don’t care if I’m female, pregnant, or not fighting anymore.”
Muriel stored her canteen away and checked her blaster rifle. “I can’t entertain the idea of how I got pregnant, not now. And you shouldn’t worry about it or more about me either.”
Nach was not deterred the slightest. “You should not jeopardize the life you now carry, even for the sake of this galaxy.”

“Rather selfish of me to put myself ahead-.”

“Not you!” Nach’s concern face flushed with anger, and he stopped himself short of really yelling out his answer. “For the life you now carry in your Garden, that is who should protect. The dangers that will lay ahead are far too many and too great.”

Nach shook his head, blinked, and implored, “Leave. I could not bare it if your life and the life of your growing child were ended.” He gestured towards the train; the engine system was beginning to power up to leave. “I will explain it Nowen. He will understand my view.”
She could understand Nach’s view, but it was Nach’s view. Being devout to his religion and his species, he could not bare the burden of losing even an unconfirmed expectant mother -- the idea was still alien and a surprise to Muriel even as she believed she was pregnant. Nach was just like Enothchild in that he felt, given whom he was, he had an obligation to protect and save absolutely everyone in his sight. Muriel was certain, however, that Nach was more focused on the people immediately around him, whereas Enothchild just cared for everyone; both, on the other hand, would feel bad if something went wrong.
Muriel looked at the train and never gave it another thought. She just said, “You hop on if it bothers you that much.” That made Nach’s mouth drop open. “You heard me. I’m not going anywhere. I’m seeing this thing through, and I’ll be damned if I let anyone fight a war for me when I’m still able to.”
They stood there, alone, looking at each other for a long time. The doors closed on the train. The train quickly pulled out, flushing the air with winds of its departure and echoing with traveling noise.

 “Like I said, it’s too late for that, and this Device isn’t going to let up because of it.” She sniffed the argument away, for the most part. She was done talking about, or at least she told herself that as the thoughts just kept piling on top of each other. “Besides if we don’t destroy this machine trying to have a baby will be a mute point anyhow.”
The debate ended when they both heard Nowen’s footfalls. Muriel and Nach pointed their weapons at the doorway; her blaster rifle, and some strange over and under barreled rifle Nach seemingly produced out of nowhere. Soon Nowen stopped dead in the doorway and held up his weapon to indicate no problem. He wasn’t totally out of breath, but his face indicated something perplexing.
Without asking what Nach had found, Nowen said, “You must see this.”
The other two followed Nowen easy enough down the corridor that after a while became unevenly narrow. Clearly it was a security measure with the crooks and crannies that came out oddly along the way to prevent a clean run to and fro. Even if any of them had the honed reflexes of a Jedi they doubted they could get themselves around the obstacles swiftly.
Collectively Muriel and Nach began to note some changes once they cleared the obstacle course corridor. It was more metallic in their surroundings, breaking away from the typically dominate hard rock look they had encountered so far in the Device. The air was much cleaner, more sanitized and sterile. They also noted too there were no traps and none of the hidden chutes the Drones traversed to get to victims. A brighter light from standard illumination and not from irradiated particles shined at the end of their journey.

Nowen said nothing more as he leaned against the large opening and gestured with his head without a hint of caution. Muriel and Nach both peeked around the corner on their side of the doorway to look in. Once they took in the initial sight before them they forgot caution and in shock stepped out into the open to get a better view.

With the light was also a dramatic increase in heat, as if the blindingly light source was a star. It was not possible, even to Nach, for there to be a star inside of a planetary core, but it was some form of brilliant, heated light trapped within the confines of a seemingly unending vast chamber of metal; distance and atmosphere along with the proto sunlight blinded them to the extents of the chamber’s end.
The trio walked further in for at least a minute, and that was when Nowen showed them the real reason why he had to bring them there. Nach did not take note of them because all he saw was the familiar tanks that undoubtedly would be holding drones in them. Nowen went right to the first one -- the first in a long line of rows and columns -- and tapped on the window.

“This is what you two must see,” stressed Nowen. “It explains why things have changed.”
Muriel stepped ahead of Nach as the two approached the capsule. They could see a drone inside; child-like visage. Then they looked again and Muriel said, “Wait. She’s a she.” She noted the two small, white horns just emerging from the little girl’s hair that floated uncontrollably in the liquid of the capsule. “She’s a Vhinphyc.”

“What?” Nach examined the contents of the capsule again: a kit, beginning adolescences, and very much of his own. The context of it all befuddled him. “This cannot be.”
Nach looked into the next capsule: another Vhinphyc but male. He traversed several capsules to find more pre-adolescent pups of roughly the same age, but all different characteristically. He discovered another kit; she was of dark skin and red hair of different shades. He reverted back to boys immediately, and after six of them they found a tan, white haired Vhinphyc girl.
He looked up at the row of capsules above the capsules before him. Muriel took a peek over the side rail of their walkway and noted several more rows, heading into the unseen bottom of the colossal room. She said, “What…in the hell is this?”

Nowen said with a look over, “I think they would call it victory, Muriel.” He looked over at Nach when the Vhinphyc shot him a glare. “Look’s like something they totally left you out of.”
“I was not aware of this!” Nach walked by more capsules in utter disbelief.
“We know that,” said Nowen emphatically. He shook his head because of his own disbelief in not seeing it before. “I mean, who really knew.”

“I bet Helle didn’t know,” said Muriel, now trying to wrestle with thoughts of pregnancy and this new surprise before them all. “I wonder if Prophet knew.”

“Doubt it,” offered Nowen. “He was never going to be in control of this thing. If he knew, he would have never tried to control it knowing who was on board.”

Muriel thought about what Nowen had said and recalled much of the events of last year. She said to Nach, “Why not do it? Why not clone an entire civilization on the brink of extinction? Got the technology, the resources, and the genetic stock!”
Nach shook his head; spoke without looking at Muriel as he continued to walk away without his allies. The other two followed behind him as he looked into each passing capsule. He said, “That would have meant my people conceded to death and suffered by the hands of the Vhinech based on an idea that has no guarantee of success!”
Spinning around in disgust, Nach barked at the duo, “No Vhinphyc would have let their children just die such a horrible end to achieve this!” He gestured towards the nearest capsule next to him. “Not even for victory!”
“I’m not saying they let themselves be killed voluntarily,” shot Nowen back. “I’m saying your government kept this idea hidden from its citizens like it did for Dark Prophets, for Maternal Prophets! Just based on your reaction alone, I’m pretty damn sure others wouldn’t be happy about the idea.” He then offered, “But your government has a winning strategy. What good is victory if you’re not around to celebrate it?”
“He means, Nach,” butted in Muriel, “that these Vhinphyc were cloned from the unsuspecting Vhinphyc citizenry. You said the government was constantly testing people for Vhinech, by that reason they would have enough genetic material from each and every citizen to do it.”

Nach turned his back on them and continued on, no longer looking at the capsules. Muriel followed and reiterated Nowen’s point, “But what good is victory, Nach, if the victorious are not around to celebrate it!”
“It’s the rebirth of an old civilization at the expense of innocent lives,” said Nowen. “There are about six boys for every girl. That ratio fits what’s commonly called a herd index of sustainable growth. Usually there are more females than males, but the Vhinphyc probably buck that index. Theory is, anyways, that if the ratio of the genders is correct, you have the genetic diversity in a species that will allow it to grow. And by the looks of it they’re going to come out during the puberty stages of their lives. They’ll come into, at the least, a galaxy that no longer has its central government. Worse, a galaxy with much of the Vhinphyc’s racist fears eliminated.”
“I’m damn sure the Prophets will obey these new masters the moment they are born,” said Muriel. “I don’t think anyone’s going to bother Coruscant for a long time after they loose contact with it. It will give these Vhinphyc time to grow, and their children time to grow as well.”
The three continued to walk around the ever bending walkway, still taking in the grandeur of everything and contemplating all that it meant. Nach was the most puzzled of them all, although he was beginning to believe that his government would dig down deeper into the mountain for no reason. The common people, religious or not, would have condemned the idea of being copied for the sake of their existence. The process of cloning had long existed for many ages in the Republic and it was not foreign to the Vhinphyc thousands of years ago before the birth of Maternal Prophets. Maternal Prophets was going to be the genetic correction to the multitude of single child birth; the option of pure cloning with the proper genetic corrections was not going to be entertained.
As the reality of it sunk in new dangers emerged in Nach’s mind. He picked up his pace and began to trot without saying another word. Muriel and Nowen were quickly on their toes, giving chase to the older, slower Vhinphyc.

The doorway from which they came was soon occupied by ten manchildren that had emerged from the trio’s original direction. They passed the door and moved slowly in the direction that their prey had gone. A much enlarged bulkhead of heavy rock slowly and quietly emerged from above the doorway and with a very quiet thud sealed the large chamber.

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

CHAPTER 109.1
THUD!
THUD! THUD!

THUD!!!

Dizzy gritted his teeth and held onto the counsel for dear life, even though he was still strapped into his chair. The first series of THUDS had unnerved him because he and Alluetia could not see what they were hitting. The blinding protective bulkhead covering their cockpit window never relented, so the next few THUDS after the first few THUDS only ramped up his paranoia. The following THUDS were just too much.
“DO YOU HAVE TO HIT EVERYTHING!?!?” shouted Dizzy out of sheer, panicky frustration.

“DO YOU KNOW THE FORCE!?” was Alluetia’s retort. She had been trying desperately, and in vain, to use the ship’s sensors but all the scopes were dead. The repulsors were still taking their time coming back online, so poor Alluetia could only pilot the ship on ion drive, unable to hover, unable to keep the ship in one place.
There was another THUD, which prompted Dizzy to loudly chomp his teeth. Alluetia barked at him, “IF YOU’RE EARS AIN’T TOO WOUNDED, WHY DON’T YOU STICK YOUR HEAD OUT THE HATCH AND SHRIEK AND LISTEN FOR THE REBOUND!”

“OH! AH! FUN-NAE!” The ship rattled and Alluetia nearly lost her hold on the manual controls. She regained them, but found she was fighting them like a purr would a piece of yarn. Dizzy said, “I take it the bad guys ain’t off the ship!”

“What was your first guess?” Alluetia stopped talking when a loud rubbing sound greeted them on the port side. She pulled starboard; it got worse. She pulled up; worsen yet. Finally she went opposite of everything and the rubbing of metal against rock faded away.
Exasperated by Dizzy’s constant teeth gritting, Alluetia Hailstorm decided to do something foolish. She switched all propulsion off. She shut the reactor down and yelled, “HOLD ON!”

“WHAT THE -?!” Dizzy joined Alluetia in screaming as the gravity of the Device took hold and the Hailstorm’s Hauler dropped like a rock shortly after they floated briefly in a straight line. Both rogue’s hearts raced. Bodies locked. Hoped diminished…
A quarter of a second after Alluetia had shut down the ship it connected with the deck. The Hailstorm’s Hauler had not been that far off the ground; in hindsight, Alluetia may have saved them both and the ship for her next maneuver instead of shutting down the reactor was turning the vessel downward at full speed. Momentum carried the ship a distance across the smooth rocky floor, and then finally the inner wall of the landing bay stopped their forward progress.
Meanwhile, one of the manchildren had let go of his cable handhold and landed hardly and bounced off the dorsal of the ship. The manchild fell right under a part of the Hailstorm’s Hauler that was beginning to tilt downward. The creature attempted to stop the downward crushing force of the much heavier, much bulkier vessel, but even his strong body was unable to prevent the listing vessel from making contact with the ground. The last manchild had good foot and hand holds on the ship and survived the crash. He watched and waited patiently for some indication of enemies.
Inside, both Alluetia and Dizzy only sat in their chairs and stared straight ahead for a considerable amount of time. The Sullustan didn’t need pain reducers for his wounded ears anymore because the shock of what Alluetia had just done was enough to numb him. Alluetia was just as numb, realizing that something like that to become numb was much better, if not much more dangerous, than doing spice.

It may have been a quarter of a second free fall, but it was long enough. Dizzy finally snapped his head to his left and said to Alluetia, “What the smeck was that!” Alluetia snapped her head towards him. “Shutting down, in the air, in a gravity well!!!!”
“Well…” Alluetia stammered because she just couldn’t think. She really couldn’t. “Well….well….well, what was your glamour idea, Ears!”
“Not shut off the engines, up in the air, in the gravity well!”
“I was out of ideas, okay! Cut me some slack!”

“Cut you slack? Cut you slack?!? Okay, the next time you’re hanging off a cliff-”

“Oh shut up-”

“-holding onto a rope-”

“-you shouldn’t even talk -”

“-I’ll cut the damn thing-“

“-Mister Flipping Off the Man in a crowded Droid Bar-“

“-and let you fall, see how you like that!”
“-and blame the astromech droid next to you!”
Outside, the manchild craned his head in confusion as his ears picked up the argument inside. Even with some holes in the thick hull the heated exchange were only murmurs to his sensitive ears. The manchild craned his head repeatedly, back and forth left and right on certain tones and only blinked in confusion as it wore on. After a while his patience wore thin. He was hungry. His instincts drove him towards the front of the ship, and his claws tested the bulkhead over the cockpit window.
“Wait!” Alluetia was a bit breathless, and so she barely got the word out the first time. “Wait! Listen!”
“What?” Dizzy stopped finally and did his best to hear with his hurt ears.

Alluetia took full advantage and flicked her finger on his left ear lobe. She had baited him into a trick. She did not hear the biological weapon outside trying to get in.
The Sullustan locked up with intense agony. It spread down to his feet, where he repeatedly stomped them as to run, or at least run the pain out of his ears. Grabbing his ears in response, regrettably, only inflicted more pain. 

Seething, he cursed, “What the smeck was that for?!?!?!”

“For being an asshole,” stated Alluetia firmly. “I had to do something, and we’re both still alive because of it!”
Dizzy only cried, “But youuuuuuuuu….. flicked my Ears!!!!”

“Just the one ear.”

“That’s not the point!” Dizzy stamped his feet again.

“It is the point,” she retorted back. “We’re no longer flying blind-“
“If we ever fly again-“

“-around this heep-“

“-it will be too blankity blank soon-“

“-hoping we don’t hit anything!”

“-with you behind the-.” Dizzy stopped when he did ear something. He put a hand up and said, “Shut up and listen!”

“What!”

“Listen!”

Alluetia quieted while Dizzy turned his head, straining to hear what he had thought he just heard. After a moment, Alluetia glared at Dizzy disapprovingly. Thinking he just tricked her again, she reached behind his head and flicked the other ear.

Dizzy went through the expected routine of suffering. He snapped at her with grinding teeth. He couldn’t talk so he grabbed his hurt ear; once again, only making it worse. He raised his right hand in a fist but he held up; he never hit a woman in his life, but today, if the torture continued, he was going to make a change in that policy.

“Crinkled crap, what now!” barked Dizzy.

“You only pulled that stunt on me to shut me up!” shouted Alluetia.

“I…did….not!” He seethed some more while cradling his head with his arms wrapped around it over the top. “I heard something scratching outside!”
Alluetia stopped and pondered, “You mean to tell me those chunkybutts could still be alive?”

Through teary eyes the Sullustan said, “You think?”

Alluetia switched from the auxiliary power system back to main power. The majority of the systems, including the sensors, remained offline. Most of it was in diagnostic mode and would take significant time to process; the rest was just damaged. There were times for diagnostic completion. Alluetia just shook her head at the amount of time, and the requirement of whoever was responsible for repairs to actually inspect and replace the damage.
“Ah shit,” blistered Alluetia. “Some of this has to be sight inspected.”
The bulkhead that secured the cockpit window errantly pulled apart and momentarily the light from outside blinded the two. When their vision cleared, they saw the manchild looking right back at them. His eyes recognized the ‘prize inside’.

Dizzy only said calmly and quietly, “Close the shutters. Close the shutters now.”

 Alluetia pressed the button, the overworked button that controlled the opening and closing of the bulkhead, and nothing. They had both abused the button for minutes on end during their blind flight. It was malfunctioning, and malfunctioning at the worst possible time.
“It’s not closing,” smiled Alluetia. The manchild, who could see them both clearly, returned her smile with a drooling show of teeth.
“Stop smiling,” mumbled Dizzy, “it might think you’re flirting.”

Alluetia sealed her mouth shut. She tabbed the button over and over again. The shutters would not close. The manchild slowly began to climb up the nose of the ship…
“Loosh,” said Dizzy a little more desperately. “Anytime you want to close the bulkhead.”

“I am trying,” she empathically said through her tightly closed mouth, switching from pressing the button to holding it down until the blood left her finger.
An alarm went off, making both rogues jump in their seats. The manchild reared back, noting their movement….

“Shields!” Dizzy saw the shield generators were back online and quickly turned them on just as the manchild leapt off the nose to crash the window. But Dizzy had forgotten the shields in question were solely for energy, not particles of solid matter. At best the beast got a little toasted but nothing worse…

At the same moment activating the shields caused the bulkhead to close again over the cockpit window. The bulkhead snapped shut quickly. Both occupants closed their eyes upon the loud THUD, the sound of the Dark Prophet striking the heavy metal. It was followed by another THUD. And then another THUD. And then another THUD!
“Well,” said Alluetia after finding her breath, “that’s that. We’re not going outside and he’s not coming in.”
“Yup,” agreed Dizzy.

“Yup.”

“Yup.”

“Yup.”

The THUDS kept going on.

Calm sounding, but not convincing, Alluetia asked, “Eh, Dizzy, its not going to get through, is it? I mean I know of critters that do give up when they don’t get supper.”
“Hmmmmm.” Dizzy regretted the pondering sound because Alluetia’s eyes got wide when he did it. She figured, out of the two of them, that he knew more about the creature that was still pounding away on the steel alloy that was, short of heavy-wattage weaponry, high explosives and solid objects striking it, durable. What he did know was what Magus Prophet had done, and a version of Magus Prophet was outside, at the moment, pounding away at the bulkhead.
Clearing his throat, Dizzy shook his head, smiled, and said, “No. No. No, he won’t get in. That…is what a foot thick?”
“Six inches actually,” corrected Alluetia.

“Doesn’t matter,” he assured her with waving hands. “Six inches too thick. Now if he had a lightsaber, different story. And, and the shield energy is going to bother him eventually, chase him off. And then the others, you know Red, Nowen, and Nach, they’re coming back, and they’ll fight this dude off and we’ll be fine. You’ll see.”

The bulkhead malfunctioned and popped open unexpectedly again. The manchild stopped pounding and backed away as the shutters opened. Alluetia and Dizzy turned their attention to the unwanted view of light coming in.

Dizzy chuckled, looked at Alluetia, and said as he quickly unstrapped himself from his chair, “Uh….run.”

Alluetia didn’t need to be told twice, but before leaving, on a hunch, she shut off the shields. The manchild landing on the cockpit window and drove both fists into the glass. The cracked glass cracked more. It struck again, breaking bones but not deterring the monster. On the seventh strike, just as Alluetia chased Dizzy out of the cockpit and sealed the door, glass pieces struck her back.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 109.2
“Something’s wrong.” Muriel’s words brought even Nach to a halt; although he was lost in his thoughts, the way she spoke so quietly drove him and Nowen to stop. For quite a time they had been moving at a good clip. Still it was an endless rows of bad news all around them with no end in their sight line.
Nowen blew out a sigh and got his weapon ready. “What is it?” Nach looked peaked, but the elder Vhinphyc still carried a look of determination etched sternly on his face. Nach’s eyes also locked with Muriel’s purple orbs, passing the unasked question between them as it related, unconfirmed pregnancy.
“I need a moment,” said Muriel, “to catch my breath in order to get a better read with the Force.” She spoke the last part to stop Nach from saying something she really didn’t want Nowen to know about, or have at least in the back of their fellow Guardian’s mind. However, the reason for stop and the need to catch her breath were valid, one of the same.

And then Muriel Thahada Arnes said the very statement she had heard a few times and never thought she would have ever said in her life. “There’s a strange disturbance in the Force.”

Nowen got a little more tense. “What? Where?” He went into a crouch and scanned the walkway behind them, blaster rifle raised. Nach took ahead, aiming his unique blaster that would have been a rifle in the other’s hands.
“Not…imminent,” stressed Muriel in confusion. She could have sworn she had some handle on using the Force, but once again something comes up and proves her wrong. It pissed her off for a moment; as educated as she was, Muriel couldn’t put her feelings in the Force into words, not like Enothchild, Juna, and Naressa could. Though disconcerting, there was no threat. Just….
“We’re not alone.”

“I will not disagree with you,” said Nach pointedly. “We are surrounded by life in stasis.”
A bit frustrated, Muriel said loudly, “It isn’t that. I mean, it is…but there’s so much more to this and….it bugs the hell out of me.”
Nowen scanned the best he could far away behind them and determined no threat was coming. He turned on his one knee towards Muriel. “What’s more?”
Sighing, Muriel said, “I wish I could explain it but I can’t. I didn’t feel it before, but now this deep, this far along, its here, right here, all around us.”

Nach offered, “You are sensing the life from the clones. Does not life resonate the Force?”
Muriel threw up a hand, trying to give up on attempting to figure her feelings out. Flustered, Nach just turned and began to jog again. Nowen stood up and offered to her, “Hey, you’re not Jedi. It’s tougher than it looks.”
“You have no idea,” she said simply back. The two of them turned and gave chase, and eventually caught up with Nach. The disturbance in the Force barely changed in the back of Muriel’s mind. Nach, both Nubians could tell, was winded but he continued to press on with legs carrying a large weighed body not meant for long distance running.
After a long silence and the same scenery it changed. A column wall intercepted their walkway and traveled inward. Structurally on the outside it appeared wider than a corridor, and it ran forever upward and downward. The door was open, and as before Nach entered first, with Muriel and finally Nowen bringing up the rear. It was lit with artificial illumination, and it was shielded from the blinding light outside.
Just inside the doorway were very recognizable work stations. Further in appeared to be a place for a staff to meet; beyond that the trio had to move closer in. They took a breather to take it in.
“A control room,” asked Muriel.

“If so, our lives just got easier,” said Nowen. He walked over to the nearest work station and realized, “Ah yeah. Vhinphyckian.” He shyly took a step back to let Nach sit in a the very large chair and work the complex keyboard system that only a Vhinphyc, or someone that knew Vhinphyc language could understand. “You think it’s linked to the power source? Maybe we can start a chain reaction.”
Nach wasn’t listening as he typed in command prompts and found a very open computer for him to use. Some things had been bothering him since they had stumbled upon the revelation of the clone chamber. He cared very little, for the moment, about the other’s inquiries.

“Let’s take a look around,” said Muriel. She figured out how to close the door to the room, and then she and Nowen proceeded deeper into the new realm. They walked into the meeting area; obvious with its many sitting places along a reverse ‘S’ shaped table, and it was surrounded by what appeared to be audio/video broadcast sensors.
“Leadership,” said Nowen, gesturing to the table. He pointed at the sensors. “For the people to watch and listen to the leadership.

“And for the people to apply their input.” Muriel recalled quickly the Vhinphyc’s unique form of open government; even a child had a direct voice to the leadership, but it was still a form of communism. “But I wonder if the government will be so ‘open’ like it was before.”
“Rhetorical question,” smirked Nowen. “Do you think those clones out there are programmed with free will?”
As they passed on the table and the various secretarial areas, Muriel paused, thought, and understood what Nowen was pointing out. “Genetic programming. Makes sense. Better control over the people, perhaps even absolute control over them.”

They were about to reach the far wall and open the door when Muriel stopped and said, “Nach found something.” She sensed it, or at least his change in attitude; pure shock, she could determine that. “Come on.”

The two quickly got back to Nach. The Vhinphyc was staring at the screen; none of it made sense to the others until it changed. Muriel recognized what she was looking at; a genetic strand showing active Diamonds of the Universe. The next image was of strange figures, and then diagrams of microorganisms she, and Nowen, swore they had seen before. Another image showed the outline of a Vhinphyc female and her womb, and figures beside along with more images of the Diamonds of the Universe, the genetic controlling mechanisms that were key to unlocking the relationship of all the creatures in the galaxy, and allowing for absolute genetic manipulation of life.

The Guardians slowly began to understand what the implications were. Nach felt them close by and said, “They are not mere clones. They are improvements.”

“They fixed the pregnancy flaw,” offered Muriel, putting the visual of the female, womb, and Diamonds together.

“It is not the only improvement,” stressed Nach coldly. He did not speak of the other improvements. Instead he stood up and looked to the far wall Muriel and Nowen had come from. Weapon at ready, he stomped his way for the other end of the room. Muriel and Nowen followed right beside him, waiting for an explanation.

“I believe you are correct, I believe the Dark Prophets will serve their masters without question. If so, from a position of recognizing the species of their masters,” Nach held up just short of the trapezoidal doorway; wide at top, but narrower has the sides preceded downward, “why do they attack me?”
That revelation struck the Guardians pretty hard. Nowen offered, “Maybe because of us?”
“Perhaps because they all ready obey A master. You did say this was a control room.” He gestured around them. “And this so happens to be our destination since our arrival. Not just on this Device, but ever since I left my home to return to this galaxy. Our way in the Debris of Cofka cleared, the general’s message, the open train lines, and the lack of real security.”

Nowen blew through his nose on Nach’s last sentence; the Guardian was still suffering from the burns he got. Nach continued on with his point that was no longer a rant. “Trust in what I proclaim, my friends: this has all been an entrapment to ensnare us so deep in the Device that there is no escape. If the Device only wanted me dead, as you pointed out Muriel, then all it had to do was not stop us. If it did not want us to succeed, it should not have let us in.” 
Nach eyed the door before them, frowned, and pounded the metal door with a heavy fist five times. The other two were not too sure if he was trying to knock the door down. “UNFASTEN THIS ENTRANCE!” He switched to Vhinphyckian. “[OPEN I SAY YOU!]”
The door slid downward slowly, giving the Nubians times to raise weapons and aim for targets; there were none immediately inside. They noted once all three stepped in more capsules containing Vhinphyc, but these Vhinphyc were mature young adults and equal in number in gender.
Muriel and Nowen were both counting their respected sides out of the corner of their eyes, but it was Muriel that stopped them with a gasp. Nowen looked and let his mouth drop. Nach only sneered at the much younger version of himself, sleeping away; he was not the least bit surprised, the others had noted. There was no question it was Nach’s clone; he looked a little like Enothchild, but Enothchild with that constant scowl most Vhinphyc not named Enothchild had.
“The senior leadership,” was all Nach would say. He turned and lead the others on around a few more bends, stopping only when they came across an open capsule. From there, further on ahead appeared to be another chamber similar to the one closer to the entrance of the very long room. The order of it was the exact opposite; conference table, then work stations, but beyond that was a central processing station complex. A chair was occupied, and the occupier was busy typing on the keyboard. Nach motioned for the others to hold back and quietly approached the chair. Muriel wanted to stop Nach because the feeling in the Force that bothered her was much stronger here than at any other time.
There was a momentary dread that settled over them all, especially Nach. He really did not want to know who was in the chair. He had two suspicions, and only one would be slightly worse than the other. After a deep breath, he went to speak…

“Fear not the death that awaits you my old friend,” said the male voice that was familiar even to Muriel and Nowen. The chair turned and in it sat a much younger version of General Higorgarian Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute. He was like the other leaders still in their capsules: matured. He sported a better version of his military uniform, complete with the rewards of his labors and rank of office. To Nach, it was like he fell down a temporally vortex and was confronted by the exact same looking general that saved his young life so long ago. “Fear nothing, for you are amongst your people again.”
“People?” Nach took an exaggerated look over his right shoulder. He looked back and said, “You call those doppelgangers, these clones, my people?”

“All one hundred million, and myself, yes I do,” stressed Hig with good Basic accent. “Some of them are your neighbors; the rest many Vhinphyc who had lived before our times, whomever’s genetic material that had survived the passage of time.” He opened his clasped hands as to take their context of conversation and reveal it to Nach. “You are not in awe of our greatest work, our masterpiece of survival?”

“Survival?” Nach craned his head as to not understand Hig’s point, but he knew where Hig was trying to go with it. He pointed out, “My copy is back there sleeping. Do I dare wake him, ask if he would like to survive?”

“Alas, you are so close to what has occurred and yet you are so far away in understanding it,” said Hig. He eyed the Nubians and his contempt for them was translated very easily. Muriel and Nowen stayed their weapons for the moment; this was clearly Nach’s battle to fight.
Hig continued. “This is far better version of the Premiere’s Last Command. The take in, all he ever desired was victory in his absence. Never once would he deem the knowledge of this initiative.”
“The Premiere and the ones before him were as foolish as those he sought to convince of his intentions,” argued Nach back. “The idea of suicide for our kind just does not roll off my tongue.”

“You look at me,” Hig began, looking back at Nach, “as if I wished for this. I assure you I did not. We attempted, and failed, to initiate these changes in the populace long after the Vhinech were being born uncontrollably. The processes involved in this partaking require rebirth. I wish for this? I only wish for the best of my people, Nach’cht’musik!”
“Bless Presence you did not say pray,” Nach threw back at him.

Hig exploded in a burst of rage, falling back into his native language. His nostrils flared and an accusatory finger followed suit. “[DO NOT SPEAK THAT NAME!]” He cooled, but only a little; his young muscles, bulging through his uniform, betrayed the high level of his anger. “[It is because of her we had to resort to this in the end!]”
“Do you not mean ‘one of hers’?” mocked Nach.

Hig glared and reverted back, with great disapproval, to speaking Basic. “It was our greatest error to not pursue this method in the prologue of this tale. I underestimated the resolve and virtue of the one you call Presence, her ability to defeat the genetic programming we had instilled in her.”
“Forced slavery is a sin.”

“According to her words, words that have ironically enslaved you and all those who obey them.” Hig shook his head. “Of course, you did worship at her doppelganger’s Temple and savored those rewards without question. Never did you cast aside such an abomination, the ‘clone’ as you call them.”

Nach took a few steps forward and holstered his weapon. He was so much larger than the quite large, buff, and younger Hig. “My Valk'ries'sol was her own Vhinphyc. She knew who she was.” A tremendous sigh of regret seeped from his mouth. “And knew she could never be again.” He told himself that it would alright, and found his resolve. “She did not comprehend that she had to forfeit her belief for a better way.”
“Religion is not the ‘better way’,” cursed Hig, unflinching, unmoving. “Creating the better way, setting the perimeters of the better way, to live the better way as our people saw fit is such a better path than the bitter Path you cling onto with such a old heart.”
Hig took a few more steps towards Nach; they locked eyes and did not blink. Confrontation seemed inevitable and Nowen began putting imaginary credits on Nach. Muriel, however, was beginning to understand more about Nach’s point about improvements the longer she was in the room.

“Owning and controlling the better way, Nach’cht’musik,” cut Hig, “is our people’s right!” He gestured towards the Nubians. “Stare at them. Pry your eyes away from me and study those you have aligned yourself with and have protected with your exile. Feast your vision upon simplicity and know in such frailty only weakness is their destiny.”
Nowen heard this before from the likes of the late, not so great Ryax and his hate squad. He said, “Awful big opinion of yourself, given how we originals are still alive.”

“For how long, Ignorant, will you and your kind live?” Hig shook his head at Nowen as to admonish a baby for spitting up. He looked to Nach. “You side with that? Come to your senses, my Comrade!”
Nach slowly shook his head. “I am beginning to have a replay of spoken events. I have heard this worthlessness before from you.”
“You were too young then when I first told you of them,” said Hig in retort. “Your age has affected your memory. I am obligated to remind you, in the arena of comprehension.” He held up his hands to demonstrate the distance between them, and then he showed them to the Nubians. “This area between my hands represents time that has passed in to which I will compare our two societies. It begins when your society made contact with mine and gave us space travel. In that time frame, your society has achieved great advances in science and technology, yet in all the accomplishments you hail there are no conclusions, no real solutions, and nothing more to unite the society as a whole under even a basic understanding. Your society has long frowned upon the weak, yet it is weaker than those they prey upon. It is weaker for it reserves the so-called solutions for those who offer more weakness as strength.”
Hig gestured past them towards the capsules holding the senior leadership. “For more than a thousand years your society has cloned, yet it did not go further, did not research the genetics responsible for such ways to prevent disease and death based off of cloning.” He raised his large hands around him. “You have achieved hyperspace and the power to reach it, and yet you remain firmly complacent in one speed. The effectiveness of your weaponry and defenses are tempered by your lack of imagination, your lack of ingenuity, and your manufactured compassion for your fellow. You purposely limit yourself for the benefit of others and for the benefit of your own ignorance.”
Nowen shook his head and looked at Muriel. “Do we really have time to listen to this?”

Muriel only said with caution, “Hear him out.”

Hig shouted, “Do not interfere in my explanation to you as why you deserve death!” Nach stepped in front of Hig; though there was distance between all of them, Hig had taken a step forward. Nach was ready to fight for his friends.
The steps by Nach, however, only implored Hig. He made a face at his opposite, his one time protégé, and said, “After all I have said you would still save” he hesitated for a word but decided on “that.” He referred to the Nubians. 
Hig continued. “That which has done nothing and contributed less in the few thousands years they have existed in this realm, compare to us who have been a race for five hundred million years! They are of a lower order of life form, Nach’cht’musik! They bred like germs, spread like a virus, and leave absentminded death in their wake! They believe by living it is their right to exist, that it is no one else’s right to decide their fate! They sit idle, watch the days become months and the month become years and years even more, and what do they achieve by that, as a whole society? They accept that which is only handed down to them; not achieved in victory, in glory, and in the name of good. They are skeptical of heroism, and they enjoy their flaws more than they celebrate their successes. They ignore the greater picture of their existence, of what is out there biding its time, preparing destruction for them. YOU have seen it, Nach’cht’musik, YOU have fought all of it and YOU have won! We prepare for the inevitable, we fight the inevitable, we destroy it! They simply wait for it, and then retort, and the retort is always less than sufficient, taking them longer than required to achieve victory or accept defeat! This Device will prove that, and those in their central system will receive their final lesson!”
“He’s stalling,” whispered Nowen, taking a quick look behind his shoulder.

“I know,” said Muriel calmly, but she did nothing. She just kept her eyes on both Nach and Hig. She remembered what Naressa had told her about trusting herself and trusting Nach no matter what happened. It was clear to her that Hig was trying to convince Nach to join him. Hig was afraid of Nach, of Enothchild, and anyone else that had the chance to defeat the Vhinphyc’s plans. It was also wise not to take her purple eyes off of Hig…
“You can start all over again, my friend,” said Hig roughly. He gestured towards the capsules again. “He need not awaken until you have passed from your worthless version of your mortal form.”

Nach frowned, giving proof that his stern face could become more menacing. “I am long in my winter, but I am far from worthless, Higorgarian. I would be ecstatic to reveal to you.”
Hig was undeterred, pointing at Nach with wide eyed enthusiasm. “That is not us! Reaction! If you were so sure, so certain where you stood you would have killed me the moment you saw me! Our way, once we know the truth, is to act, never reaction!”

“I do know the truth,” said Nach with some bile. “And I will not reason with you as you are attempting with me.” He gestured around him and said flatly, “This progressiveness ushered the end of our people.”
“THIS!” Hig was empathic. “THIS IS OUR TRUE SALVATION! NO NATURE OR OTHER RACES, OR MORE IMPORTANTLY HIGHER DEITIES, ARE GOING TO ENSLAVE OUR KIND TO EXTINCTION! ACCEPTANCE TO THOSE STANDARDS ARE TREASONOUS TO THE RIGHT OF EXISTENCE! WHO AND WHAT ARE THEY TO DECIDE WHEN THE VHINPHYC FOLD!”
“AND WHO ARE WE TO DECIDE THAT OF OTHERS!” Nach got very close to Hig and screamed it in his face. “THE REPUBLIC HAS NEVER RAISED OFFENSE AGAINST US! THOSE, ALL OF THOSE CREATURES I DID SLAY AND MADE WAR AGAINST, HUNDREDS OF THEM BENT ON THIS GALAXY’S DESTRUCTION I DO NOT SHED A TEAR FOR!” It was an admonish that Nach never wanted out in a calm setting, but since this was a time to regret the sins he committed in the past he might as well use them for a better purpose. “I COMMITTED MY FAIR SHARE OF UNFORGIVABLE ACTS THAT HAVE SAVED ALL OF OUR LIVES! BUT WHAT DO WE DO, BROTHER, WHAT DID WE DO! IT WAS NOT ENOUGH TO KILL THE THREAT, WE HAD TO GO AND ATTEMPT TO KILL THOSE WHO WERE LESSER THAN US! YES, THIS REPUBLIC IS LESSER THAN WE ARE, BUT WHEN WAS IT, BROTHER, WHEN WAS IT THAT IT WAS DECIDED THAT IN OUR HASTE TO DESTROY THEM WE HAD TO DESTROY OURSELVES FIRST!”

Nach flared his nostrils for a deep breath. He pointed a finger tight into Hig’s face. “Do not pretend we did not quicken our death as a race! We had succeeded where the Ki’oi, the Vei, the Raspen, the Utuszw Empire and amongst our people the Overlord himself had failed!” The names of races and governments were unknown to Muriel and Nowen; a cold feeling about that fact they didn’t know them, but Nach once did, shivered down their spines. What wars had Nach fought to win to save the galaxy? How many wars and how many enemies had to die to achieve peace via Vhinphyc superiority? “We traded in our importance, as selfish as it sounds, for immortality? This?” He pointed back at the capsules. “You expect me to receive this?”
“There is no Lands of Plenty!” shouted Hig, as if to reason Nach to his level of reason. “There is nothing in the shadows of death, I can prophesize that!”

“Perhaps you should have invented a device to help you, accursed!” Hig frowned at Nach when Nach said that. Nach sneered back, “My words with spiritual tone should not affect you if you do not believe in them. The words of MY Savior should not scare you if they were so worthless. You would have Presence cloned with everyone else here if you did not think she could ‘persuade’ them with her ‘witchery’. What you desire is a hollowed out society, and I will not let such a thing exist!”

Nach tightened his body, ready to strike, and readied to take a strike. “Let our people find peace, be in the Lands of Plenty or not! I trust it will be best for them more than it would be for the lives this Device would surely end!”
Hig measured Nach and said, “Then you will have to end me to end all of their suffering, Nach’cht’musik. I am certain to send you to the darkest depths of a black pit!”

There was some disquiet non-movement between them. Nach went to strike, but his fist did not reach Hig’s face. Instead, Nach grasped at his throat as an invisible vice just greatly crushed it. Hig took out heavy knife and before the others could react Hig moved with speed that only a Vhinphyc like Enothchild possessed. The blade went right into Nach’s chest; part of its point went out Nach’s back.

Hig grabbed Nach by the shoulder and said coldly in his face, “You knew the truth long before you came into this room, Comrade. I, on the other hand, had hoped you had not become that child I had once saved from death so long ago. A pity; I finish what those Ignorant who had taken you from your parents had began.”
Nowen shouted and aimed his weapon, but Hig had put Nach between him and the Guardian; no clear shot. Hig mocked, “The Ignorant possesses many surprises, but like everything else in their realm they neglect attempts at every one of their warriors possessing the power you call the Force!” He let go of Nach, and Nach’s body left the ground and hit Nowen with great speed, momentarily knocking Nowen out. “My reborn people will possess such Force and use it as it should be used.”
Hig looked to Muriel, who did not move. He only said, “You appear to have some wisdom, Ignorant female! You bow to your superior! Your death will be without pain!”

Muriel filled herself with the Force to let Hig know he was not the only Force sensitive creature alive, awake, and in the room. “No. The Son of Presence stressed to me patience against a supposedly stronger enemy.” It made Hig frown quite a bit upon the mentioning of Enothchild and his relationship with the Holy Savior.
Muriel then dropped her rifle and pulled out her lightsaber; she had to spare the battery pack in the rifle, not wanting to waste it trying to hit a fast moving target with shots powerful enough to pierce Hig’s hide. Once she turned it on, Hig’s eyes suddenly grew in panic; the Force told Muriel she was doing the right thing. “His wife made me this weapon, a slayer of evil. And my Husband gave me the greatest piece of advice. Ignorant advice, but under the circumstances you will approve.”

She whipped the reddish-orange blade around for a striking pose. “His advice: always fight dirty!” She leapt at him…
Hig’s knowledge of the Force was the same that was programmed into the Sleeping Vhinech; very detailed in its deployment. In form, it was simplicity: shoves, pulls, augmentation of body movement and function, and a guide. Simplicity was effective against the simple, and Muriel was simple in her generic approach. Hig’s problems were many other than he was weaponless. His overall experience was non-existent. He only possessed the knowledge of using the Force, and thus ‘out of the box’ against those unprepared for it. Against someone that could use, against someone equipped with the weapon of choice in using it, he had no defense. His mind drew a blank and he carelessly raised his metallic knife against the energy of light. If he had more time, Hig would have known to use the Force to avoid the killing blow, even use it to move Muriel’s attack, but he did not have that time. Muriel’s cut was swift and cruel, destroying the blade and killing Hig by making him a cross-section of the Vhinphyc anatomy.
“I fight dirty,” remarked Muriel, speaking aloud and directly at Hig without looking at his dead remains. “I fight to win.” She shut off her lightsaber and jogged over to Nach who laid partially on top of Nowen. Nach was trying to push himself off of Nowen, but the giant just couldn’t do it. Muriel helped him with a grunt, and once Nowen came to he helped push Nach the rest of the way off of him.
Nowen didn’t take note of Hig; his focus with Muriel’s was on Nach. The Vhinphyc was turning both blue and pale; he could not breathe with his crushed throat, and the large hole in his left lung was terrible. Nowen was experiencing a life repeat, of when he was struck in the throat by bullet shards. He began to go through the med kit they had brought, but Muriel put her hand over it and sadly shook her head. She knew from experience it was going to take much more than what they had to triage a Vhinphyc.
“We should have moved,” cursed Nowen, telling that directly to Nach. “We should have moved on him! Damn it!”

Muriel shook her head, speaking a bit on Nach’s behalf. “It wasn’t our battle until he moved against us.” She looked at Nach’s shaking, cooling form. “But you knew he could use the Force. Why fight him, Nach’cht’musik?”
Nach’s large right hand reached over to Muriel and laid it upon her abdomen. Nowen slowly understood but he couldn’t quite believe it so he said nothing. The red head choked out, “That wasn’t your choice to decide that!”

Muriel grabbed his hand from her stomach and held it. She said to him, “We can’t carry you. We can’t heal you. We don’t want to leave you behind.”

“I don’t think he wants us to be on a suicide mission anymore.” Nowen stood up and paced around because the regret was just too much. “He understands. We have to go and leave him.” He turned away and cursed, “Klif it to hell!”

Nach gripped Muriel’s gauntlet hand hard and pulled her down to him. Fighting the gagging reflexes, he mouthed out a sentence. He repeated the sentence and weakly pointed back to the way they came. He struggled and fought to repeat the sentence over and over and kept emphasizing the way they came. In her mind Muriel could sense what he was implying; a whisper in her mind repeated his voiceless words, and she nodded sadly.

Great relief washed right over Nach’s face, an act not thought possible under the circumstances. He laid back and released Muriel’s hand. He was very quiet. He was not gagging anymore.

Quietly crying, Muriel reached over and kissed Nach’s forehead. Nowen turned back around to only confirm what he all ready knew based on the silence. The male Guardian had his own Destiny moment, kicking Hig’s decapitated head across the room and let lose a frustrated yell.
After a few moments Muriel stood up and collected her blaster rifle, sling it over her back. Nowen went over to Nach and went to close his open eyes. He looked around; something in his gut telling him find some way to get Nach back to the ship. It was his training, but it was also compassion; as a Guardian and as a man, he couldn’t leave a friend behind; no one gets left behind.
“He wants us to look at the computer he was working at before we came in here,” said Muriel to break the din, wiping her face dry. “He said something before he died.”
On that Nowen demanded, “What did he say?” If he couldn’t get his friend a proper burial, he was at least going to hear what he said.

“He said ‘peace’,” said Muriel broadly. She understood the meaning of his words and took one look at the senior leadership. “He wants his people to die in peace. He doesn’t want to die knowing his people were going to come back as some disgusting form of perfection that decided the fate of those they view imperfect.”

Muriel sighed a bit, but her resolve became very absolute. “We still have to destroy this Device and all the clones in it.”

Nowen weighed those words as the thought of genocide entered his mental context. But it passed as Nach’s view came into play. The Vhinphyc people in the Device were victims that would be programmed to accept the methods of life provided to them. It was all too cruel for them, and far too cruel for the people of Coruscant. The clones were not alive yet; the people of Coruscant, however imperfect, deserved to live.
“Let’s get this over with,” said Nowen. Both Guardians stood side by side and gave Nach a salute; right hand, ring and pinky fingers extended rest of fingers curled under tucked thumb, and extended fingers raised to the brow on their right side. They turned away and hurried back through the doorway.

Meanwhile, the hunting pack of manchildren that Hig called upon to bring up the rear had reached the doorway to the control room….

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

 CHAPTER 109.3
The Dark Prophet bent through the slow to open hatch that sealed him from the rest of the ship from the cockpit. No one awaited him on the other side of the hatch. Not that it mattered if Alluetia and Dizzy were waiting for him. The pain of his broken hands, the blood that trickled from the wounds pried open by the shattered interstellar craft window that remained in his flesh, only made him ravenous. The chase would only tenderize the flesh of his kills; their adrenaline would sweeten the muscles, purify the blood. His food was never meant to be cooked, or still, or quiet, and he was too hungry to care. Constant was his craving for blood and consumption of prey. No ship was going to stop him.
The scents of his query told him much: Human female, Sullustan male; female has been exposed to intoxicants in her past; male injured about the head either the nose or the ears; male scent contained chemicals associated with nerve reaction suppression but his adrenaline was erasing their affects; both were of beyond their prime years; both did not have enough midi-chlorians to use the Force. Every entity was unique in their scent; in their scent there was even more uniqueness that identified them. He was bombarded by other scents not immediately familiar; largely they were inorganic; the most prominent was an egg-smelling odor, a volatile gas.
Then there was the smell of gas associated with arch torches.

The rush of familiar atmosphere from the Device teased his nose just briefly, but it came from the rear of the ship. The manchild quickly moved in the direction it thought it came from, and discovered the rear belly hatch was barely open; the ship was tilted to one side enough to allow a tight way in and out of the ship through the hatch. He examined the opening from afar with his nose, but then Alluetia appeared in the opening.
“Comin’ get me, fangs!” Alluetia nearly didn’t finish her mocking statement. The Dark Prophet coiled and uncoiled quickly, leaping for the opening, partially getting his head and reaching arms through before the rest of his bulk was hampered by the opening’s meek dimensions. He pushed and struggled and wedged himself more and more in the opening, snapping his mighty jaws as if it would help him gain more room. 

Alluetia fell back in a made stumble and said breathlessly, “Sucker!”

Though the manchild could smell his prey had gone through the hatch, he was in too much of a frenzy to realize the order of scents. Though the two occupants of the Hailstorm’s Hauler had been at the hatch, only one of them had gone through. On the sides of the hatches were utility bulkheads. The bulkhead on the beast’s right opened and Dizzy struggled out of the snug fit with a gas-powered high line gas torch used to cut the ship’s outer hull metal. The key to Dizzy’s success in covering up his scent was having the gas on while in the bulkhead; dangerous, and any longer it would had killed him.

Fighting for air, Dizzy forced himself to ignite the gas. The torch came alive with a bright green flame. The manchild was still unaware of the Sullustan, giving Dizzy a few more moments to catch his breath. Finally, he said, “Time to cut the fat, pal!”

Suicidal in approach, Dizzy jumped and landed in cannonball form on the beast’s back with the cylinder and burning torch leading the way, aiming for the back of the beast’s head. The beast buckled in immediate frenzy as the flame penetrated the thick flesh. Dizzy did all he could to hang on with his legs barely clamping around his foe’s torso while intensifying the flame, going from green to bright white. The smell of cooked muscle burned Dizzy’s nostrils terribly. The manchild was beginning to back out of the hatch until he let out a great wail. The spinal column snapped at the base of the neck and the creature stopped fighting just as both his hands got back inside the ship to push his head back inside.
Outside Alluetia watched the white flames of the torch emit from the monster’s overly opened, fanged mouth. She made a face as the first thought that hit her was she was looking at a fire breathing creature, followed by the smell of burning flesh, meat, bone, and brain. She yelled, “You got ‘em, Dizzy! Stop!”

Dizzy was not at all convinced of the monster’s demise. He continued to cut around the neck, made easier after he had cut the back bone. It meant cutting the deck a bit, but he had in his mind all the times Magus Prophet just came back from the dead. Though it would not happen with this particular Dark Prophet, Dizzy adopted the Black Rose Axiom that a foe could not win if a foe was completely destroyed.

To with, Alluetia let out a shriek when the head, missing neck and lower unhinged jaw, rolled at her. The body’s neck smoked and the wounds cauterized stared right at her when she stormed her wait back to the hatch to yell at her friend. “I SAID STOP!”
“I know you did!” Dizzy turned off the torch with a small smirk. He then figured she had to see his point by falling back to subject matter he could use in metaphor so she could understand. “But these types are like Mos Eisley ‘wholesalers’.”
“Ah, good point,” said Alluetia with a cringe. She remembered she was outside the ship and quickly looked around the vastness around her. Noting nothing, she relaxed and said, “Well, I guess we don’t need to panic, but I would like to get back onboard my ship now.”

Dizzy could understand her fear and tried to move the large body away from the hatch opening. Then Alluetia cracked, “That is if you’re done farting. It chased me out of my ship faster than fangs here did.”

“That was the gas from the torch!” shot Dizzy back. Just as they were trying to get the hatch open Dizzy had to use the manual release lever to pop open the side mounts on the hatch. Unfortunately it required a great deal of physical effort, and in his efforts the strain translated into an expulsion of bodily gases. Alluetia was right behind him when he loosened up.
“Gee, such a white flame right out of your-.”
The torch and tank was slid past the body. The Sullustan pointed out, “Why don’t you get started on that repair work outside.”

Alluetia smiled a bit and said, “Why don’t you work on the hull, you’re better at it. Oh, wait, you like the smell of your own farts. Stay inside. Do you still need the igniter, since you don’t need this particular torch to cut something inside, Gas Man?”

The igniter was tossed out of the hatch with vigor. She picked it up and said, “And if you see my tool belt in there, surge, can you just toss it out, too? I prefer you don’t, you know, blow it out with your powerful poodoo hatch.”
“It never frickin’ ends!” He found the tool belt soon enough. He stepped over the body and tossed it outside. “There. I hope you’re happy. Or would you like me to fart to levitate the ship-.”
Dizzy stopped because though his ears throbbed with pain he had thought he heard something not good: a quiet cursing, maybe even running footsteps. “Loosh? Loosh, what’s up? You there?” It was too quiet now.

“Shit,” cursed Dizzy. He couldn’t remember if Alluetia had her blaster on her; then again if she did, and if something was out there, she would have been using it. If she were still alive… “ALLUETIA!”
When there was no response, Dizzy crawled over the body and squirmed his way through the hatch as fast as possible. He looked around a few times when he got stuck around his waist, knowing he was a dead rodent doing what he was doing. He got through eventually, but he still saw no Alluetia, or to some relief no sign of her blood.
“Loosh,” he half whispered, looking around with unequaled, as in panicky, desperation. “Damn it, Loosh, where are you?”

The sounds of scampering footsteps on hull metal were quieted by the hull’s anti-vibration properties absorbing most of the sound, but Dizzy’s sensitive ears picked them up anyways between throbs. He moved as quick as he could around the ship, towards the noise, towards the front, the nose of the ship…

Alluetia’s blaster began thumping out shots. The shots sailed over Dizzy’s head at something behind him and to his right. He didn’t look back, assuming it was another horde of beastchildren or manchildren chasing his tail. Along the way, he pulled out his blaster.
“They’re everywhere!” screamed Alluetia, turning direction and firing off in the distance, or that was how Dizzy saw it. “Dizzy, what are you doing! GET YOUR ASS UP HERE!”

Dizzy caught something out of the corner of his right eye; a tiny faint red light in the head of a nearly invisible humanoid form, and it was running at him. His legs complained loudly, his hearts louder, but he began to hysterically kick his legs out for speed and distance. THUMP, THUMP, THUMP went Dizzy’s hearts. THUMP, THUMP, THUMP went Alluetia’s blaster. In front of Dizzy Alluetia shot, and after five shots there was a minor explosion, followed by the splashing of liquid that almost struck Dizzy. The Sullustan thanked his lucky stars as he realized the liquid made the rock sizzle and the smell concluded in his mind that it was not water.
‘THEY’RE EVERYWHERE!” Alluetia shouted desperately. She kept firing from her perch, desperate to hit the Acid Probes she could see with one shot, and most of the time missing the tiny probes that ran them because of her panic. “THEY’RE FRICKIN’ EVERYWHERE!!!”
Dizzy did a Gallant Guy-Thing Swing -- a one handed running pull up -- on an access handle and was on the nose of the Hauler. He fumbled and found his blaster, turned and fired a few shots behind him in the event the acid probes were following him up. He reached Alluetia, took in their surroundings, and pointed out, “You can’t see them on floor level. From up here those red eyes of theirs stand out just fine.” Prospectively he was correct: with a downward view of the landing area, the dark stone floor was the perfect background in revealing the probe’s controlling mechanism.

“Hard to smecking hit, though!” Alluetia took some shots at a probe, and after a few shots and few more grunts she finally scored before it got under the ship. “I barely saw the one that about splashed on me when I picked up my tools!”
“Get in the ship!” Dizzy offered, but then looked at their only way in at the moment. The bulkhead covering the shattered cockpit window was once again closed. “FRAK!”

“Tell me about it!”

Dizzy climbed up the ship for a better high ground position. A probe had leapt at him but jumped too hard and sailed over both he and Alluetia and splattered on the ground. He yelled, “GET UP HERE AND COVER THE FRONT! I GOT AFT!”
Alluetia turned and leapt over the cockpit. From their higher perches they could see more of the probes once they entered angle of their sight line offering. Alluetia was correct. Within the realm of their collective senses, the probes were indeed fricking everywhere.
The expertise of their marksmanship was being absolutely challenged. Past bragging rights went out the hatch with every miss; new bragging rights could only be established if either or both survived. By surviving, they could always said it took them only one shot at fifty paces on each probe to stop them. In reality both scrambled across the ship’s hull, took many shots, and more often than healthy they had to alter their aims to hit other targets when the attackers they were initially aiming for got smaller and merged with still whole size acid probes.

Alluetia expressed her one hope when she actually scored a direct hit on a probe and destroyed it. “I hope to hell that bulkhead malfunctions and opens again! I can’t keep this up!”

Dizzy was thinking the same thing. “Just keep firing! Spend it all! If we go down, we go down fighting!”
