NI Run-on 2: The Search for Kurt   

Chapter Two: Deadly Encounters

GM Sauron
                     In Orbit, Planet Unknown

                     System Unknown

                     0900 hours

                   The DGN Lord Keto dropped out of hyperspace, and a brown-white globe loomed in the viewscreen. 

   Nico stared out the window at the planet below. "Well, this is the first planet on the charts. Let's hope we can find what we're looking for here. If that map of Xar's is inaccurate like he says, we could be in for a long hunt." 

   Beside him, Jarak nodded gravely. At technical, Omega now occupied Gascutone’s former seat. Gascutone had been called back to Varnus by DGM Mathis since Vortigern was now without a Lothair. Gascutone had taken a shuttle out before they'd jumped from the Danube System. His men were dwindling; but he could make due with what he had left. He had to succeed. His dream could not have been wrong.

   Jarak spoke up, interrupting his thoughts. "Computer readout from the planet coming in. Habitable atmosphere, a number of large cities, tech level Space. Not much more on it, though. The main city looks like some of the seedier places on Coruscant. I pity whoever's going down there."

   Nico smiled. "Very well. Omega, get a team ready, we'll be going down immediately."

   Omega looked back over at him in shock. "But… sir…"

   Nico gave him a level look. "We need the best guys we've got to find the right route to the Sith planet, and the answer lies below."

   Omega swallowed hard, then nodded. "As you say, sir…"




*


*


*

   Draken

Meanwhile in the gym 

Draken was restless for some reason. He couldn't work it out, why he would be?

   After trying Jedi meditative techniques that didn't work, he tried working out in the gym. It was there that Omega contacted him,

   "Draken you up for some action?"

    Draken made the appearance of considering this...

   "Well you know I've got to drill the guys, as they are getting pretty slack lately!"

   "Draken, it will fun. I promise!"

    "Okay Omega, but if it isn't any fun, guess who will be the test dummy for the hand to hand combat techniques?"

   Draken raced to his quarters and packed what he needed... And quickly walked to the shuttle bay...

   Jinx

   Maintenance Bay 4, DGN Lord Keto

                     "Verkun, please tell me that I'm done with these blasted nose assemblies." The R8-G3 droid plugged into the socket on top of the T-65B silently ran through the diagnostics.

                     " The assembly itself is in place, and the ports are ready for the sensors and weapons, Master." Grumbling, Jinx went over to one of the large crates stacked on the floor nearby, the one marked "Weapons", and extracted a sensor array from the tangle within. Heading back to the fighter, he proceeded to mount the sensors onto their assigned bracket.

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

                     Bridge, DGN Lord Keto
                     ---------------------

                     " Who do we want to send on forward recon through the next system?" Nico looked expectantly toward Omega. 

   " Isn't that Skipper's job? I mean, you yourself assigned him the recon job. Also, he just got that weird X-Wing variant, and it looks to be made for long recon jobs."

   "I know, but the next system we go through is the same one that the IRE was destroyed in, not three months ago." Omega mulled over that one. On one hand, Jinx was the best man, with the best equipment, for this job.

   On the other hand, who could tell what would happen if he re-entered the system where his first command had died, alone? He came to a conclusion shortly. The needs of the mission out-weighed the needs of the individual.

   "Send Jinx. He’s the only one I trust enough for this job." Nico stared at him, then nodded his assent.

   " Fine. Get him up here."

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

                     Bridge, one hour later

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

                     The four officers were gathered around the briefing table, checking out the system they would be traversing in four days. Nico began his briefing as a fifth officer joined them.

   " This is System-"

   "A239-B57." Jinx finished his sentence for him in a flat, monotone voice, devoid of any feeling.

   "Right. It borders on a number of conflicting territories, including Ssi-Ruuvi space, the New Republic's Fourth Protectorate, and the Unknown Regions. It already contains the graves of over 20 capital ships, and hundreds of fighters. Our main threat will be from Rebel task forces and Ssi-Ruuvi assault groups. The Senate has assured me that the Imperial Remnant won't interfere with our mission, but don't take that as set in duracrete. The Keto will enter the system in four days, and Jinx will conduct a pre-jump recon in two days, rendezvousing with us after we jump through. Any questions?" 

There were none. "In that case, you all are dismissed. Jinx, I need to see in my office."

GM Sauron
     Jinx had a confused look on his face as he entered. Nico watched closely from his desk. "You have a question?" he asked.

   Jinx hesitated, then finally looked him in the eye, a fervent look on his face. "What was that story you made up, sir? We don’t know where exactly the Ssi-Ruuvi are, except in the Unknown Regions... He finished breathlessly, then stood back as if waiting for a harsh response. 

   Nico only smiled. "Very perceptive of you, Jinx. The only other one I told who knows the truth is Omega. If I told them that the next system we'll be traveling to was really inside the Vargon Death Cloud, do you really think they would scout it for us?"

   Jinx's eyes widened and his jaw fell open. "But Sir! We can't go there! People don't come back from that place! They say that thousands of starships have been lost in there!"

   Jinx knew his stuff... The Vargon Death Cloud was a pitch-black nebula extending across a hundred light-years, barring the way to Delta Sector across the border with Epsilon Sector. It was a place where ships could be lost for years, or even... forever. Whole fleets had gone in there and not come back. One story of a rogue Imperial Admiral taking his fleet inside to hide from the Emperor was sometimes told nervously around a dark sabacc table. Nobody in their right mind went through the Vargon Death Cloud. And yet Xar's map had shown the path to be directly through... Nico hoped he could hide it from the rest of the team as long as possible...

   "Calm down, Jinx!" Nico said sternly. "Have you no trust in the Force? I've known we'd be going through here the whole time, it was on the map that the Grand Master gave me. Did you think this would be a milk run? Now get out there and get ready for your scouting mission. Omega and I only have four days down on the planet below to find the information we're seeking. If we're not back by then..." He swallowed, and looked down at the desk. "...assume the worst, and return to Varnus with the news. Oh, and one more thing. Do not tell anyone about what we discussed here. If you do, you never get your own house... That is all."

  He waited until the door closed behind him, then brought his system back online and continued looking though Kurt's files. There was so much he had to learn before they were ready, before they found what they were looking for... He only hoped he had the time.

 GM Xar
Back in his quarters, Nico continued searching through Jarak Maldon’s personal files. Something was definitely wrong... Could Jarak have made up his story before coming along? Records definitely weren’t matching up about his service in the NI. He'd obviously been to the Remnant recently; his IFF codes on his personal ship said as much. Well, he figured he could let Jarak stay; watched closely, of course, but could stay. Could it be a clone? he thought... Oh well, he had more important matters to consider. The mission down to the surface was ready, and they only had three days left before jumping to the Vagron Death Cloud... He sent a call to Omega telling him to get the team ready, then got his things together himself...

      Borrose System

      Planet Borrose

      1100 Hours
    As the Shuttle Vanderath punched through the brown and white cloud layer of Borrose, a sprawling, dark city was revealed expanding across the brown landscape. Smog filled the air around part of the city, caused by huge plants and factories along the edge of the city.

  "Doesn't look to inviting, does it?" Draken asked warily from Nico's side.

  "No, I wanted to spend my next vacation here," Nico remarked sarcastically. "Everybody keep close down there..."

  "Don't worry about that," Draken reassured him. "The more Jedi together, the longer they live."

   "Unless they all die together," Nico murmured under his breath. The city filled the space all around the viewports now; they'd gotten their landing clearance from air traffic control. "Looks like we're in smog-land," he said grumpily. "Hope you were all listening in Novice class when they taught you to detoxify poisons..."

  For some reason, Omega looked frightened beside him in the pilot's seat. It must have been his imagination.

      Caliden City

      Planet Borrose

      1230 Hours

   Nico tossed his bags down on the bed he claimed and walked over and opened the door to the adjoining room where the rest of his guys would be sleeping. Omega walked past him and headed over to the atmospheric controls, murmuring something about the heat and how he was going to set it on icicles. Nico glanced into the room Draken and Rocannon were sharing. "Everything look good in there?"

    "Looks like a dump," Rocannon growled. "How about some food?"

   "I'm about to see about it... Draken, mind running down and getting us something to eat? Something mild, I don't want an upset stomach tonight."

   Draken looked at him in startlement, and looked about to protest, but Nico gave him a level stare, and he started back out, shoulders slumped. Nico turned back around into his own room, hoping to check the local Holoscreen channels. "I hope you don't snore, Omega..."

 Jinx

   
Hangar Bay, DGN Lord Keto

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

   Jedi Knight Neres Warjan lay on his back, underneath one of TIE Defenders that a Centurion had brought with him on the mission, grumbling about the poor state of repair that the ship was in. The power cables that ran from the fighter's powerplant to the laser cannons were half-slagged, and the galven coils on the cannons themselves were partially frozen from hanging exposed in space. Without warning, the hydrospanner he had been using to take off the galven coils slipped, and he slammed his knuckles against the sensor housing. With a loud curse, he launched himself out from under the fighter, and began looking for a fusion cutter.

   "Enough with this farce. I can replace the laser cannon if I break it. I CAN'T replace my damn knuckles." He heard foot steps behind him, and spun around.

   " Hey, Neres. Do have any extra Telgorn DV-78 power converters I can use on the 'Rapier?" 

   " Yeah, I got 'em. What do you need them for? Your X-Wing and your Missile Boat are already maxed out when it comes to power storage and consumption." Jinx looked uncomfortable for a moment.

   " Well, I want to make mount some extra holofilm and batteries on the X-Wing, as well as boost the laser and Ion cannon energy levels. I'd rather not be caught under-powered and out of film on this up-coming recon." 

   "What are you worried about? You've already fought against nearly every fleet this galaxy has to offer, and kicked butt every time. You get into any trouble, you can just send out a call to our 'fellow Imperials' in the Remnant, and request some help in return for a share of the booty." If only he knew, Jinx mused, he would probably jump ship back to Varnus.

  "Yeah, but I would rather be safe than sorry. My old bones are more comfortable in atmosphere than in vacuum, if you know what I mean." Neres chuckled.

   " Tell you what. I'll let you have the DV-78's, in return for the use of your droid for a couple hours. Some of the diagnostics are so messed up that it would take days just find out what they are saying, not to mention repairing what's wrong. But, if I could have a droid helping me, couple hours, tops, would be all I need to fix this sorry excuse for an Imperial fighter Wing." Neres looked hopefully at Jinx, who threw his hands up in surrender.

   "Alright, I'll tell Velkun to come report to you for a whole day. Then you get to deal with him. You'd actually be doing me a favor." Both men laughed, and went about there separate ways, one to prep a fighter wing, the other to prepare to brave the dangers of the Vargon Death Cloud.

  Jarak Maldon
 Jarak looked around at the impressive structure of the Keto's bridge. He always enjoyed the old style of this class of Starship.

   Everyone else had no interest in Jarak. They did not care about, and in some cases despised, a Remnant officer walking about the ship. 

   But something was... different. His hair was two shades darker, his stride was a bit wider and there was a collection of scars on his right cheek, along with a large round scar on his right temple. Everyone did not take much notice to this, but one person did, Jinx.

   Later that day Jinx went to the COMM room, even though they were thousands of light-years from Varnus he could still raise a transmission.

   "Jinx to Varnus control, raise Mathis."

   After a short pause the static cleared a bit, a small NI Symbol came up followed by Mathis’s face. It was delayed, like old-style chatting systems.

   "Mathis here, Jinx?" Mathis said trying to see beyond the static.

   "Its me. Your cousin Jarak has showed up!"

   "What? Now? How is he?"

   "With the Remnant, he claims to have lost memory in a battle somewhere near Erebria."

   "There was one involving IW Officers... I can remember if Jarak was there... you..."

   "Your breaking up, listen... I think this 'Jarak' is a clone! There is evidence of it! Scars on his face suggest that the Ssi-Ruuvi did it, but I would have to get a medical scan to do it.... Mathis?"

   It was no use, the transmission was dead, but none-the-less Mathis got the message. After a long talk with Remnant Medical under tense relations, the head Medical director on Aurora admitted that the Jarak standing on the Keto was indeed a clone but had no knowledge of it, after that Mathis’ efforts were futile... the Remnant claimed to "have better matters to attend to".

   But Jinx still wondered, with no way of contacting Nico and Omega he was on his own. If the Ssi-Ruuvi did indeed clone Jarak for reason unknown, where was the real one everyone knew? And why did the clone not know any events of the past year with the NI? There were too many questions... but everyone would learn the answers soon enough, for a Ssi-Ruuvi Battle cruiser was not far off from their position, and it would wreak havoc on the crewmembers of the Keto and the party on the surface.

 Draken Ar’Kell

 
       Caliden City

                     Planet Borrose

                     1430 Hours 

Draken walked down the street with the bags of takeaway food, he had too quickly wolfed down the 'super hot nova's', which he thought they tasted a lot like chicken! Mumbling to himself he almost didn't see the flash of bared steel... With ease that sometimes can be mistaking for a dancer's graceful step Draken turned and leaped over the three man that where coming from behind him. He smiled to himself as he heard them crash into the guy that was coming from the front 

   With deadly precision he dispatched two of them as they stood up with a flurry of kicks to the throat and head regions. The other two got up and moved with more predatory intentions and knives that they seemed know how to use. Curious, Draken thought to himself. These were plain steel not vibro knives. Maybe I'll have to keep one after I finished with these guys and with the street clearing, he thought to himself. I'll have to do it quickly. Too much attention was being drawn to the fight and these were not your garden-variety street thugs from the way they moved. Draken knew then that he was lucky with getting two down at once, well here goes.

   Faking a move to the left he quickly moved to the right which was a double fake. Throwing himself backwards he lashed out with his foot catching the lead guy in the face, breaking his nose. Again it seemed that Draken got a lucky break, the bone fragments entered his brain killing him instantly. The last man stood there with a look of surprise, suddenly he saluted Draken and drove the knife into his brain.

   "Weird!" Draken thought, this whole mission is not going to be easy.

   "Hey at least I didn't spill any of the take away, but I've got some of the sauce from the Super hot nova's on my good shirt!"

   Coming though the door Rocanon sat up, "Hey he's back with the food!"

   Placing the take-away dishes on the table Omega and Rocanon dug in quickly, Nico came out to grab some food but stopped in front of Draken, " How many were there?"

   Draken looked up " Four and professional."

   Nico smiled "but I see not that good to take out Draken Ar`Kell!"

   "They did have these with them," Draken placed four knives onto the table; Nico picked up one and so did Omega who replied 

   "Hey these aren't vibro blades, just plain steel !"

   "Yes, they are at that!" was all Nico said...

Billbob
                          A Couple hours after dinner....

                          It was late...very late. Draken opened his eyes and breathed in deeply. Then he felt a burning sensation in the pit of his bowels. Oh Yes, perhaps I should have asked for the mild Nova, he thought to himself. Stretching he stepped out of the door of the room which he shared with Rocanon, who was quietly snoring, and threw him a contemptuous glare. If it had been him in Roc's position he would have woken instantly! Nobody out classes or out does the mighty Draken Ar'Kell! With a glow of self importance, after all Nico had so praised him, he closed the door behind him and entered the refresher station. Going about his business Draken began to hum a little tune to himself as thoughts of the pretty girl at R&D entered his mind. Draken grinned as he pulled up his pants and went to clean his hands. Suddenly out of nowhere a huge hand grasped him by the face and lifted him clean off the ground. Kicking his feet ineffectually against the torso of whatever had a hold of him. Draken tried to yell but found that his mouth was covered by the immense hand and he could feel claws slowly digging into his scalp. Draken tried to force throw the creature and even tried a choke and all he got in return from the beast was a deep rumbling chuckle. Tears of fear began to well up in Draken's eyes. Never had he been in a situation that he could not handle and now he was truly afraid of dieing. His body began to tremble uncontrollably as he noticed the baleful red eyes peer deeply into his own,

   "Hmmm...yes. You will do nicely. I have been watching and I like you not. I know why you are here! Do not be afraid little whelp, for I will not harm you...much. I have much work to do...come with me...."

   Draken felt the pressure to his head tighten until he thought that his brains must be dribbling out of his ears when sweet darkness claimed him. The creature, of which only its eyes seemed visible, hefted Draken to it's shoulder and left the building as silently as it had entered.

   Nico heard the ringing and awoke himself and quickly hit the button of the quaint communication system on the bedstead. It was still dark outside and he wondered who would contact him at this time when the picture coalesced before him. What he saw there shocked him......

  Billbob
                          Caliden City

                          Planet Borrose

                          2345 Hours 

The cowled figure stood in the shadows as the male brought

                          the alien from the ship orbiting Borrose, at this moment, 

                          she wanted to find out if they were connected to the group 

                          that had visited about three standard weeks ago asking questions about the

                          stranger who had been here many moons ago.

                          The heavily robed female was one of the last keepers who waited for the 

                          return, now here was a another group of beings asking too many question about

                          subjects they shouldn't even know about.

                          "Hey you know who I am? No I'm guessing you don't." shouted Draken.

                          "No I don't....please tell me... who are you... unless you want me to find 

                          out....the hard way...."said the female.

                          "The name Draken Ar'Kell mean anything to you?"

                          The male noticed that the little whelp had developed some backbone since he

                          decided to awaken from unconsciousness. Perhaps he would have to knock the 

                          belligerence from him quickly. The female noted the males thought and 

                          motioned him to stop.

                          "No it does not...why should your name mean anything to us...You are but

                          nothing in the face of our power!" replied the female.

                          The male stepped forward then and placed his huge clawed hands around

                          Draken's head and closed his deep red maniacal eyes.

                          "Besides....we have other more interesting ways of extracting information."

                          said the female.

                          The male squeezed his hands a little tighter around Draken's skull and 

                          began to hum slowly to himself. Draken felt a heat so intense that he was

                          soon wishing for the sweet release of unconsciousness again. The male 

                          intensified his humming and it slowly rose to a fevered pitch. Draken

                          Ar'Kell could only scream. The male went through his mind like a rampaging

                          Rancor. Draken could see everything he had ever known pass before his

                          minds eye as the thing haphazardly tossed anything that was of no use away.

                          The pain lasted for what seemed like aeons before it began to slowly subside.

                          The female stood there quietly, watching the male go about his work. 

                          She noted to herself that it seemed that the male actually enjoyed his work.

                          Not long afterwards the male stopped rampaging though Drakens memories for he

                          had gained all he could.

                          "The whelp actually put up some resistance, but I think we have what we need."

                          the male commented to the female.

                          Draken sat there with a bemused look, when he felt the male lift him up and place

                          him in front of a screen, then the male pressed a button on the panel.

                          The male saw another of the ugly aliens appear on the screen. Draken could

                          just barely recognize him as Nico !

                          "Draken ! whats up ?" Nico exclaimed.

 Omega

 
          Caliden City

                          Planet Borrose

                          0700 Hours 

                          Omega opened up his backpack. It was an old internal frame model, but it served it's purpose. He opened up one of the internal compartments, and took out his Datapad. He opend it up and the sound of data transfering came to his ears.

  Please say your name.
   "Prince Omega Kira" Omega said.

   Access Granted Sir, Good Morning.   Technology had soared over the past years, His data pad was top of the line, well at least a month ago it was. Omega looked for a dataport in the ship so he could connect to the HoloNet. While Omega was searching, he found the incoming com light was blinking in Nico's and his room. He walked over and pressed the comm link button. Omega heard nothing but static, which one would hear if he had turned on the comm and no one was on the other side. Omega ran into Draken's and Rocannon's room. Rocannon lay there sleeping soundly, while Draken was no where to be found. He noticed that the comm link light by the bed was blinking, just like Nico's. He flipped the switch and static came over the comm.

   "Hey baby, why don't you come over here?" Rocannon said.   

   He must still be in a dream, Omega thought. Omega watched as Rocannon started puckering his lips. He picked up a pillow off Draken's bed, and threw it at Rocannon.

   "What the?" Rocannon remarked in suprise.

   "You were dreaming, and something wierd is going on, I cain't find Draken or Nico, their com units were trying to recieve a message, but all I got when I turned them on was static. At first I thought they had left for breakfast, but it's been at least 2 hours since I have been up."

   "Leave me alone Omega, they probabbly just went to the bar, or to see someone, go back to bed and don't wake me up till noon!" Rocannon said as he drifted back to sleep.   Omega stormed out of the room heading to the datapad. He closed it, threw it in the backpack, and headed out the door.

  Jarak Maldon
 
          -----

                          Bridge of the Lord Keto,

                          0730 Hours

                          -----

                          Jinx sat in the command chair of the bridge. He was still waiting for his Recon Craft to be ready for launch, but he was wondering who he would leave in charge.

   There were many who could, but with Nico and Omega on the surface he felt he was the best choice. After carefully watching the small world for hours out the forward window, he decided to check up on the team.

   "COMM Officer, any idea on the location of the Away Team?" Jinx asked.

   "That’s a negative sir, no idea. Scan indicates last position near the center of the main city. We have lost their transponder codes though, no trace of current location." The officer said.

   Jinx sighed, there was no way to ask for Nico's advice or check up on them. He had only two more days until he would be forced to return to Varnus.

   Just then, Jarak walked onto the bridge. Everyone did not pay close attention, except Jinx.

  "Don't you have anything better to do?" He said to Jarak, treating him like the clone he was.

   "No sir, I am waiting for.. ARGG!" Jarak fell back in pain. 

   Jinx noticed the small wound near his temple was glaring red. It stopped after a second, but Jinx knew what was happening, the clone was never meant to survive for more then a few weeks at most... Jarak was dying.  Jarak got up and assured everyone he was okay. Despite Jinx effort to sway him to sickbay, Jarak remained on the bridge.

   "Time?" Jinx called out over the bridge.

   "0800 sir!" An officer seated at the forward helm said.

    Jinx fell back into the command chair, this experience was not going good for him.

   "SIR!" The helmsmen said.

    Jinx flew up in a second. Out the forward viewport he saw a massive Ssi-Ruuvi battlecruser glooming before him.

   "SHIELDS!" Jinx yelled.

    All around the bridge everyone sprang into action. Jarak took a seat at the main weapons station.

    "Weaponsmaster, get the fighters out!" Jinx yelled to Jarak, unknowing that he was there.

     Before anyone could react, a massive particle beam slammed into the side of the ship. The entire bridge of the ship gleamed in a flash and shook with the force of a massive earthquake.

    "SIR!" An officer called.

    Jinx was on the floor, a piece of metal form the ceiling fell and knocked him out.

    Jarak quickly jumped up and demanded a status report.

    "We have a hull breach on the portside, all systems down! We are loosing pressure in all sections!" An officer at operations said.

   "Order all crew to escape pods just in case!"

   "We are falling into the atmosphere of the planet sir!" Another officer called.

   The massive ship fell slowly into the blazing atmosphere of the world. The entire ship was engulfed in a blaze of flame. In a few minutes the massive inferno stopped, the ship was in one piece, but going down.

   "Sir, if we eject the bridge module from the ship, we can land safely." A crewman said.

   "What about the rest of the ship?" Jarak asked.

   "Its up to them, this is our lives!"

   "Very well!"

    The small bridge portion of the ship detached and flew clear of the Lord Keto. The ships main section fell into a large area of trees and mountains, after a violent slide-out, she stopped with little damage from the crash. The bridge slowly came down and softly touched the surface nearby. Everyone was dazed but alright.

   "We are down, I think the main section made it." A crewman said.

   Before Jarak could respond, the airlock of the bridge was burst open. In rushed nearly a dozen Ssi-Ruuvi... and  Jarak Maldon- the real one. He was under the direct mind control of the Ssi-Ruuvi, but still alive.

   At this time Jinx awoke, seeing they were in trubble he quickly grabed his blaster and aimed at a Ssi-Ruuvi, but he was to late to do anything, the real Jarak, still under infulance, grabed his blaster.

   "Well well well, if it is not the mighty Jinx." Jarak Maldon said.

    The clone Jarak went into a state of shock, he fell to the ground. Several soldiers picked him up.

    "Keep him here! He will die in a few hours anyway. Now, Jinx I better tell you what I plan to do!" Jarak Maldon said, "My name is Jarak-Shivvi, formerly known as Shivvi-Kraten and dozens before. I command the ship in orbit.

  I was dying when I found Mr. Maldon. He was a perfect genitic match, so he was cloned and I took his place. I have all his memory.. the other was only desigend to function for a few days at most."

  "You!" Jinx said.

  "Careful, you crew is alright.. tell me were I can find NICO!"

  "I don't know!"

  "I want answers, now!"

 Omega
 
          Caliden City

                          Planet Borrose

                          1400 Hours 
                          Omega walked into the room where Rocannon had slept, finding nothing but the empty bed, along with a note.

 Omega steped over to the note and started reading it. 

  Omega, There has been trouble on the Keto, Jarak decided to destroy her, I am going to see about the staff. Get online and talk with the DLSF for a ship, don't you have one, a VSD, anyway. Get us a ship here ASAP, and get something for us to eat.
   Omega slipped off his backpack and took out his Datapad. He logged onto the Holonet, and sent a message to Beli informing him of the situation. He ordered the VSD Leviathan to get underway ASAP. He also left a message to Xar's scandoc code, as he logged off. He packed his Datapad into his backpack again, and headed to the bar to pick up food.

  Jarak Maldon
    Jarak-Shivvi stood over the Clone Jarak. He had been placed in the command chair with some kind of fancy machine attatched to his head.

    "Well well well Mr. Maldon, I trust you are enjoying yourself?" Jarak-Shivvi said.

     "What do you think? You destoyed the Keto!" Clone Jarak said.

     "No, its still in one piece and ready for launch nearby, only have to connect the bridge! My guards are stading by  to take her to orbit and claim her for our race!"

    "Great, I suppose you want the Sith Temple?"

  "Why YES! Why do you thought I went though the trubble of picking you as my next host? I kinda like this body..."

   "Don't injure it! Its mine afterall!"

   "Not so fast there!"

     Before the conversation could go on, Rocanon walked in.

    "Well, Unit 3353, status?" Jarak-Shivvi asked Rocanon.

   "I have convinced Omega the ship was destoyed and jury-rigged the planets holo-emmiter to delete any message he sent out. Area is secure." Rocanon said.

      "Very well, termanate!"

     Rocanon screamed in pain and then vaporized. Everyone around gasped in terror. Clone Jarak knew it was not the real one, Rocanon defected to the EH long ago, it was only a matter of time before everyone would learn.

   "All my clones have that feature, auto-destruct, I can termanate you in a second, but I wound. You need to get Nico here at once! I will implant a tracking bug in your head so you don't spill the beans, get to it!" Jarak-Shivvi. Clone Jarak was forced out the airlock. He could feel the pain from the tracking device in his ear. He knew he had to follow orders, but he had to tell Nico somehow to get the ship back, libertate the real Jarak and get the Clone back into him somehow, but how would he pull that off?"
 Draken Ar'Kell


          Somewhere in Caliden City

                          Planet Borrose

                          0830 Hours 
                          The female was looking on as the male just poked another hot pin

                          into Draken; but Draken had finally collected his thought's and achieved

                          a jedi meditate state and the pain no longer affected him. Also something

                          unexpected happened while Draken was in this state, it seemed that the male 

                          was still connected in someway to his thought's and now Draken could see

                          into the male's head and see random thought's.

                          While Draken couldn't make 

                          heads or tails from these random thought's, the current memory held much interest

                          to Draken..... 

                          The male seemed to be stalking someone, the alien was talking to one of the

                          local plantery races. The two a had finish talking and shook hands, one slipped

                          away in the shadows but the alien stayed, it reached into a jacket pocket pulled 

                          something from within out. It was a packet of food substance, which the male 

                          observed him eating from the packet. Throwing the packet down in on the floor

                          and spitting out the food, the male heard the alien mutter 'stale !', then the alien 

                          walked away. The male walked over and picked up the packet, looking at the packet 

                          the male tried to read the writing on the the front, 'Varnus Nachos' .

                          KURT ! he had been to this planet.... so now was just a simple task to find out what he 

                          had came here to find.

                          It was just about then when all hell broke loose, the whole building shook 

                          like a ship had fallen from the sky, well that's when another male came running

                          into the room, the male sent a message to both the male and the female, because Draken

                          was still tapped into the male's brain he was able to see the message

                          'it seems this male was tracking down Nico when the aliens ship was attacked and fell 
          from orbit, it had ejected the top section

 
          which had allowed both sections to land without to much damage to both pieces

                          but it had lost the alien !'

                          Draken was stunned the Keto had been shot down ... "Yes alien your ship has been shot 
          down!" Draken released.


          He had let his concentration slip and was discovered 

                          in the male's head, but before the punishment that was going to follow was extracted.

                          Nico and the two BlackOps agents who had followed us to the surface in serect came running in from the door that the male had came in. Nico and the first agent loosed bolts of force destruction hitting the male closest to them, it was the second agent woh made the fatal mistake of trying to force choke the male holding me. The male was faster than anyone could have ever thought possible, for he move across the room and picked up the agent and pushed his head into his body like you would squash a drink can.

 Draken used the force to pull apart the bonds that held him, he wouldn't make that mistake twice "Well if I can't use the force on you, then I'll have to use the force on something that can affected by it, like the thermal grenade on the belt clip of the agent you are holding!"

   The male looked down at the grenade which he noticed was on a short fuse, looking back up at Draken the male realised that maybe he hadn't completely subdued the alien, it still had the heart to kill it's tormentor and smile.....

    Afterwards the three men had looked for the female but she was no-where to be found.

   "We have to find out if anyone survived from the crash, and Draken, Agent EnTarus

    will be missed it was him that got me as I walked out of the hotel if he hadn't 

    I'll probably be sitting next to you right now.."

   They got back to the hotel to pack up their stuff as more then likely planet officals would come looking for the party of the ship that had dropped out of the sky onto the city limits, which was lucky as it could of landed in the city.

  "Where's Roc ??" asked Draken 

     "He was here with Omega this morning?" replied Nico

   "Ahh sirs it seems that Omega went looking for you guys but we told him to come back and get Rocanon."

  With all the noise it understandable that we missed the scratching coming from the cupboard

    "What the .....?!!" Nico cried as he opened the cupboard door.

       "Where is he, the bloody back stabbing......" exclaimed Omega as gag was removed by Nico

    "He's dead actually, I saw him get iced by some falling debris." All the men turned to see Jarak standing in open door of the apartment and not looking all that flash too.

    "Jarak, you are alive, thank the force for small wonders." Nico breathed

  "I don't think the force had anything to do with it." Jarak quitely replied as Jarak pulled a suicide theromal grenade that would clear half this floor.

 "I'm really sorry but you have to come with me Nico !"


          City Limits outside Caliden City 

                          The Lord Keto's resting place. 
                          "So Nico what happens now ?" 

  "I'm not really sure Draken, but whatever you do now, I need you to promise that as my second in charge that  you will not disappear like that again !" 

   Draken seemed to consider this "Ok but only if you get me a month's holiday on that new pleasure planet for nothing with that girl from R&D !"

    "Get real Draken....."

   "So you know that I cannot promise you that Nico but I'll promise to look after myself, you know eat the right foods and plenty of exercise."

   Nico turned away from Draken thinking to himself that if Draken ever stopped joking and preening like a peacock they would have to put him in for hormone rebalancing. It was then that Nico felt a presense coming towards the command tent, a dark presense, slowly extending his sense's Nico tried to located it, that's when he heard or more felt his name being said.

  Nico turned around to ask if Draken had felt this presense, only to see Draken talking to Omega and directing him to get a patrol together.

  "Yes I felt that and whatever it is it's strong in the force, I'm to take a look and Nico I'll be back" Nico watched  Draken push aside the tent flap and walk through, in the dim evening light Nico saw the other BlackOps agent standing guard. 

 "I never did see why the GM kept those guys around until now." Nico said to no-one....

GM Sauron
 
         Ssi-Ruuvi Command Center


         Caliden City


         Planet Borrose
  Jarak-shivvi looked down at the clone in contempt. Its lifespan was definately drawing to an immenent close. His clone, Jaarek, was hunched over on the floor, coughing miserably. Its skin was turning a sickly shade of green. An utter and complete failure. It hadn't even accomplished its mission. He wondered if he should take pleasure of killing it himself, or watch it die, slowly and painfully. 

   A scratchy voice interrupted his thoughts. "Dungeon ship secured and ready for launch," the male announced. 

   Jarak-shivvi looked up at the creature. "Proceed." The main screen showed the Lord Keto, repaired and sitting on a catapult launch pad that would send it back up into orbit. His men had been able to take over control of the ship and rig an auxilliary command center since the bridge was gone. The rest of the ship's crew would be locked out of any important areas. He had done well. The Shreeftut would be pleased. Ignoring the wheezing clone, Jarak-shivvi walked over to food vat and pulled out a fft. The small, six-legged lizards were the primary food source of the Ssi-Ruuvi, and they were a delicious snack, even to his new human body.

   Holding the thrashing creature in one hand, he held it up toward the male. "Want some?" The creature growled a negatory. Jarak-ruuvi pulled out his ceremonial knife and began splitting the fft in two. They really were delicious. 

    "Are we interrupting something? Really, I mean, if we are, we can come back later." Nico smiled coldly, but his drawn blaster was leveled at Jarak and the other creature. At least, the man looked like Jarak. Another Jarak was kneeling by the wall, its breath coming in rasps. That must have been the clone. 

   Jarak gave a start, and a small lizard creature dropped from his hands onto the floor. Snarling, he tossed the knife he had been holding onto a side console. "How did you get here?" he growled.

   "Easy," Nico responded. "Draken just retraced the path you guys took him out of here."

   "Oh. Well, darn then. Well, so what do you want, Nico?" Jarak asked lightly.

   "Rocannon didn't really die from falling debris, did he?" Omega growled.

   Jarak's eyes went wide. "What... what do you mean? Oh, all right, yeah, I killed him. So what? He was a clone. The real Rocannon left for the EH weeks ago."

   Nico felt a feeling of rage growing in him. "Rocannon has been with us all the time!" he shouted. "We sent the clone to the EH to trick them, Jarak. You killed the real Rocannon!!!" 

  Jarak shrugged. "Oops? Oh well, so what? It's Jarak-shivvi, by the way. Not Jarak."

  Nico glanced at his companions, Omega, Draken, and the remaining Centurion. "What should we do with them?" Draken asked.

  "They're murderers and traitors. Shoot them." Nico turned back, leveling his blaster at the male on the right. The Ssi-Ruuvi screamed something at him and started forward, then was abruptly silenced as Omega's shot blew his face off. The alien crumpled to the floor, motionless. 

  Jarak-shivvi's eyes widened, and he staggered back a step. "Now, Nico. We can discuss this! Look on the screen at your precious ship! It's on its way out of the atmosphere as we speak, where it will rendevous with my Battlecruiser! You're in no position to give orders. Surrender now or I'll have you all enteched and made into battle droids!" Suddenly as he finished speaking he grabbed the Ssi-ruuvi beside him and thrust him toward Nico and his party. Draken's blast took the alien down, but by the time Nico could aim past the falling body, Jarak-shivvi was gone.

  "Oh great! Now what do we do?" Omega wailed.

  "Shut up. We're not through yet." Nico stared down at the wimpering clone Jaarek. Draken, signal our team on the bridge. Tell them to activate the Lord Keto's override and take over the ship. They'll reattach in orbit. Omega, come grab the clone. I'll be right back." Pulling out his commlink, he started running after Jarak-shivvi, blaster in hand. 

  Nico brought the commlink up to his mouth. "Jinx, are you reading me?"
   "Loud and clear, boss. Whatcha need?"
  As Nico rounded the corner of the building outside, he looked up at the rising TIE Defender up above. Jarak's  fighter he'd supposedly taken to the EH! Apparently the Ssi-ruuvi had found him before he'd even made it. He spoke into the commlink again. "Jinx, there's a TIE Defender launching over here by the base. Do me a favor and blow it up."

  "Gladly, boss. I've got it spotted." The fighter was rising higher, now. "Getting lock... Missile away!"
   Instantly a red streak came out of nowhere and took off one of the lower solar panels of the Defender. The missile travelled about fifty meters past the ship and detonated in a deafening explosion. The fighter staggered in mid-air for a moment, then twisted downward and  flew straight into the ground. The fighter crumpled like a sheet of flimsy. "Good shot, Jinx," he spoke.

 Jarak Maldon
   
The Ssi-Ruuvi Cloneing station was streamed down into a cargo bay of the Keto. Nico, Draken and Omega.. as well as the droid with the Clone-Jarak's brain, were all around it. Jarak-Shivvi's remains was placed in one end of the station.

  "Alright, Draken can work one of thease." Nico said, "Make a clone of Jarak here, extract the brain and place it into the clone also."

  "Why?" Draken asked. 

  "That is the Jarak we know in there, but the real Jarak is with the EH... we have no choice but to send him back. We will place the brain of Clone-Jarak into the real one." 

 Draken walked over to the controls. He quickly activated the device, the machine quickly produced a clone of Jarak on the oposite end of the clone station.

   "Successful, I have transfured all memory into the new clone. That is our Jarak there. I am extracting the Shivvi  now, he should awake remembering leaving the ship but not of what happened with Shivvi." Draken said.

  The machine quickly extraced a small part of Jarak's brain which was the Shivvi that took him prisioner. It was placed into a small tank.

  "Take the brain from the clone and incert it into Jarak, erase memory of this event in full back to when he left the EH Flaghsip." Nico said.

  Draken took the brain of Clone-Jarak from the droid and placed it in the machine. After some processing, memory was deleted and the brain placed into the real Jarak Maldon. 

  "Omega, check up on the crew and get this ship operational. If that Ssi-Ruuvi Cruser is still up there let me  know. When we finish with Jarak we are going back out on our mission." Nico said to Omega.

  Omega gave a nod and left the room. At that time the new clone Jarak awoke.

  "Argg... Nico? What happened? I was on my way to Aurora and... what am I doing here becide me?" The new clone asked.

  "That is you, that is the real Jarak Maldon, you went to the EH... you are not the real Jarak anymore... you are the NI Version of Jarak Maldon I guess you could say. We will send this one back to the EH aboard his ship in the hanger. Do you wish to say around?" Nico asked.

   "Yes I do, this is my home I guess even if I have nothing to do... I was planing to leave to Aurora but it looks like I already did. In the case now that I am no longer Jarak, call me... Altivs Maldon."

   Nico smiled, "Very well Mr. Altivs Maldon.. or should I say Krath Mage Altivs Maldon, my Attatche?"

  "Yes, you can call me that... I am taking Jarak's old role. He can live his own life out now." Altivs said looking at Jarak.

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

  Lieutenant Jarak Maldon of the Emperor's Hammer was placed back into his ship and sent back to the Hammer. He would have no more knoldege of what happened. Altivs Maldon of the New Imperium took Jarak's old SoH role and his position in the task at hand.

   Altivs walked onto the bridge wearing Jarak's old Rear Admiral uniform and Krath Mage robe. He carried the tank  with the personality of Shivvi inside.

   "Jinx!" Altivs said walking over to Jinx station, "Ahh, sorry if Shivvi... Jarak-Shivvi caused you any trubble."

  "No problem Alty.. can I call you Alty now?" Jinx asked.

  "Sure, why not?"

  "Anyway, no problem. It was not you anyway."

  Omega looked over the bridge at Altivs. He caught the glare of Altivs seeing him. Altivs walked over. 

   "Ahh... Look Omega, I don't know what happened back there, but it was not me that did it! The real me, the EH one that attacked you, had no choice of what to do. All that experiance was erased and they sent him back to Aurora with no memory what-so-ever of what happened. And anything that I did was under the control of Shivvi." Altivs said.

   Omega was uneasy, but understood. "Hey, no problem I guess. It was not your falt after all, both of you were  under the control of the Ssi-Ruuvi. Is that Shivvi?" 

   "Yes it is, I was going to take it to Varnus for testing... but if you want it go ahead."

   "No thanks. Hey, looks like we're about to enter hyperspace again. Wonder where we're going this time?"

  "I don't know," Altivis shrugged. "But wherever it is, it's got to be better than where we are now."

  Omega nodded.

  Little did Altivis know how wrong he was...

 GM Xar
 
 "Uh, sir, we've got a problem," Omega announced from the tactical station.

  "What now?" asked Nico. The ship was about to enter hyperspace, what could show up at just the right moment."

  "Crap, sir! It's that Battlecruiser! Coming in off the port bow!"

  Nico jolted up out of his chair to look over at the tactical screen. "NO! This is not fair!" No way the ship could sustain another particle beam... "Ninety degrees to port, shields up! Open up with all out turbolasers!"

  "Aye sir!" The starfield swam outside the viewport, as suddenly the Ssi-ruuvi ship came into view, an oblong shape with an insectile-looking face for a bow. Red lances shot out from around the Lord Keto to impact against the other ship's shields, but they didn't penetrate. A particle beam shot out from the Ssi-ruuvi Battlecruiser through the space the Dungeon Ship had just been. 

    "We're not getting through," one of the crew announced.

    "No kidding, I know that!" Omega retorted. Then his face went bright. "Hey, look at this! Looks like the Ssi-ruuvi installed some extra goodies when they took her! Watch this!!" 

    Omega hit several buttons, and suddenly two bright Arakkyd Missiles shot out from the Keto's bow and

  connected just undeer one of the Battlecruiser's bulbous exterior blisters. An explosion blew into the blister, causing a chain reaction that sent fire and lightning spurting out from other areas of the ship.

  "Direct hit! It's main power's out! It's out of control!" Omega yelled

   "Great shot!" Nico excpaimed. "Yesss!" 

    The Ssi-ruuvi ship coasted by to starboard, heading straight down for the planet below. 

    "Let's see how they like a little taste of their own medicine," Nico smiled.

     Nico stood in the briefing room, two maps laid out on the table in front of him. Jinx stood beside him, looking at the maps studiously.

   "Aha! Look at this mess! The Grand Master said this map was innaccurate? That must have been the understatement of the century!" 

    "What do you mean, sir?" Jinx asked, his forehead furrowing.

    "How was your scouting mission into the Vargon Death Cloud?" Nico asked softly.

    Jinx jumped. "I uh... uh... I didn't get... get around to it," he stammered.

     Nico smiled. "And good thing you didn't. Using our old map, you'd have gone in and never come back out." He looked back to Jinx to find his face white. The other man gulped loudly. "Well, don't worry about it now, in any case. We got an accurate map, like we came for, and we know Kurt was here. Time to move on. But we need to stop somewhere for repairs and supplies. Take a look at this map."                

    Jinx leaned down to study the new map more carefully. "Hey, look, we're not that far from Bakura, after all. Maybe what, a thousand light-years? I heard that's where the Ssi-ruuvi attacked in the first place."

   Nico nodded. "Yes, that's true, but unimportant right now. Bakura is too far out of the way."

   "Well, look here. There's an Imperial base on Cornaus Five. We can make it there, no problem. That work's outgreat, doesn't it?"

     Nico glowered down at the map. "Not so great, actually. I'm afraid we can't stop at any Imperial-aligned bases."

    "But why not?"

      Nico looked back up and met Jinx's gaze. "Have you forgotten the Mutiny? Already forgotten what happened to Coruscant? The Empire's in civil war, now. They'd most likely shoot us on sight. And if they did decide to attack, we wouldn't have time or speed to react fast enough to leave. No, I'm afraid stopping at an Imperial base is out of the question."

    "Well then... where do we go?" Jinx sounded uncertain.

     Nico planted his finger on the map. Both men looked down to where his finger was pointed, directly into the Vargon Death Cloud. Jinx gulped louder this time.

    "We have to stop at a neutral base," Nico explained gravely. "And the only way to do that is to skirt both Imperial and Rebel territory, shoot through the Death Cloud, and take up Kurt's train in Delta Sector."

    Jinx looked almost ready to faint. "Leave Epsilon Sector?" he whispered. 

   "That's where the trail leads. That's where we'll find Kurt." 

   "I've got a bad feeling about this, sir."

   "It's just your imagination, Jinx. With the Force, we'll shoot right through the nebula, find Kurt, and head back home. We've had enough bad luck already to hit more along the way."

   For some reason, Jinx didn't look comforted by that thought.

                          --------

                          The stars turned into starlines, and the Dungeon Ship Lord Keto left the Borrose System behind. Ahead, no stars were visible. Only a blackness darker than space.

                          TO BE CONTINUED
