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                       					   5 Days later





                          Bridge, DGN Lord Keto


                          Hyperspace


                          1500 Hours





                          Nico sat in the command chair of the bridge, idly messing with a small datapad in his lap. Occasionally he glanced up at the viewport, seeing the swirling sky of hyperspace outside. Funny that even here, he could see the commingled tunnel of stars all around. They were now deep within the Vargon Death Cloud, a nebula as dark and black as the blackness of space itself. The nebula was a well-known but widely skirted astrogational feature of this part of the sector. Rumor had it that whole fleets had been lost in there. Not a place most sane beings would venture. And now they were thick in the middle of it. And on the other side: Delta Sector. Unknown Territory, at least to them. How much farther along could Kurt have possibly gone?


    It had been an interesting mission so far, Nico mused. Especially Borrose; he was glad to leave that system behind. But this was no better, really. Their course was locked in; with sensors out and astrogation impossible in the nebula once they got turned around, they didn't dare venture off course. Even this way there was a risk. There was no telling what kind of hazards lurked within the nebula itself. Since the nebula did jam sensors and demodulate shield frequencies, making them useless, if something did happen they weren't in any position to hold their own. 


    Almost as if triggered by his thoughts, a warning beep began sounding throughout the bridge. Nico looked over to the navigational station, where Omega was standing with a crewman. "What's going on?" he asked.


  "Something's come up," Omega reported. "We've passed too near a gravity well. We're being drawn back into real-space." Then, on cue, the tunnel of hyperspace dissipated; no starlines this time. Total blackness enveloped the ship. Then abruptly they burst out of the clouds as if in atmosphere, and light, actual light shone onto the bridge. Purple light, from a small star visible just over to port. 


   "We've entered a star system," Omega said, stating the obvious. "Out of all possible paths, we picked one that led to a star system."


   "Yes, well I just hope our reversion to real-space didn't alter our course. Check it, Omega."


   "Uh, sir, there's something else you might want to know. There's a planet up ahead. And ships."


  A second later the words registered in Nico's brain, and he blinked in surprise. Looked out the forward viewport,  he could see it; a dark, brownish-looking world up ahead, and the sunlight glinting off metal. Ships, in orbit.


      "Could we actually have stumbled onto a re-supply base along this route?" he wondered aloud. "Well, it's about time our luck changed."


     Just then an alarm tone went off. The ship rumbled for a moment, then suddenly all the lights in the bridge flickered and went out. The emergencies came on, bathing them all in red light.


     "What the... What'd I touch?" he said angrily.


      Then two ships blew past the viewport, making their way toward the planet ahead. "Assault Gunboats," he said aloud as he recognized them, in tune with Omega's, "They disabled us!" Nico turned to look at his first officer. "I don't like the sound of this," he growled. Omega didn't respond. "Well, what are you waiting for, man? Try and restore the power!"


   "Sir, we're caught in a tractor beam. We're being pulled toward the planet," the crew member at the tactical station called out blandly.


   "Wonderful. We skirted Imperial territory just to run right up to one of their secret bases. I wonder what they want from us." Nico could make out two Victory-class Star Destroyers in orbit ahead.


    Just then the inboard commlink crackled, as Omega announced, "They're transmitting a message to us."


       "This be Captain Trefar of the Deathwatch Imperial Strike Fleet," an accented voice proclaimed. "Thou hast trespassed upon the territory of the Deathwatch Imperial Strike Fleet, here in its homeland of the Maepriz  System, commanded by his eminence, Lord Admiral Tarjon Solus. Thou dost not transmit the proper identification codes, and we hath positively identified thy vessel as being New Imperial in origin. Thou wilt surrender to us now, and we shall be determining thy fate. Transmission ended."


   Nico stood up, his datapad crashing to the floor unnoticed. He took a couple really deep breaths. "Tell me this isn't happening," he rasped. 


   "Hey, pull yourself together, Nico," Omega encouraged him. "We've gotten out of worse tangles than this before. I bet we can talk to this Tarjon Solus guy and be well on our way in no time. Maybe even with full repairs."


   "Omega."


   "Yes sir?"


   "Don't talk to me anymore."


   "Yes sir."





                          It wasn't long until Omega felt as bad as Nico looked. Turning past the planet they'd seen, they had headed back into the nebula cloud on the other side, still held tight in a tractor beam. His efforts to restore main power to the ship had proved fruitless. And as the black clouds parted around him, a feeling of dread entered his stomach much deeper than before.


   Nico was simply standing in front of his chair, staring out the viewport at the ship ahead. If it was a ship. It was black, nearly as black as the clouds surrounding it, the clouds which it seemed to sit upon. It was long, too, but he couldn't see the bow or stern, they were obscured by the nebula. And he could see lights, strings of lights along the side of the ship. Windows. 


     "What... what is it?" someone asked. Suddenly the turbolift doors opened from behind, and Omega spun, halfway drawing his blaster before he realized it was just Jarak. The real Jarak, not the evil one, he reminded himself. The newly grown clone, implanted with Jarak's real brain and memories, walked in. He'd spent most of the last five days in medlab undergoing treatment and recovery. Now he glanced around the bridge until his eyes fell on what was outside.


   Nico apparently didn't care what the situation was. "What are you doing down here?" he asked demandingly. "I don't have time for this, get him off the bridge!"


    A couple of the crew started forward, but Jarak's voice froze them all. "No... It can't be... No, no, no! I've seen it before!"


  "Wait!" Nico called out, suddenly looking at Jarak with interest. "What do you mean?" The dark ship was growing larger outside. Omega could make out the individual viewports now. 


   "You don't know what that is? That is a Sovereign-class Super Star Destroyer!" Jarak said in awe.


     "A what? It can't be!"


     "It is," Jarak affirmed. "I've seen one before."


      "So have I," Omega spoke up. "Though I've never been on one before. Sauron has, though. He was a Wing Commander onboard the Sovereign. I thought there was only the one of them, though."


 "Ronin ordered it special, but there's nothing to say whether the Empire made more or not."


  Omega noticed Nico again. The man was trembling. He looked ready to explode.


  "Well that's just great!" he yelled. "That's just great! Now what do we do, eh?!"


    "Sir, look! It's actually under construction!" one of the crew called out. Omega looked out the viewport to see. Indeed, the ship seemed to be sitting around a massive drydock. Untold numbers of small craft were moving around the ship: tugs, drones, and a host of other vessels. 


   "Sir, I think I can make out a name," the same officer said. "Yes, definitely, sir. It's the Autarch."


   Suddenly the commlink broke in again through the silence. This time it was a different voice, but with the same accent.


  "Attention trespassers. Thou wilt be taken to our docking facilities for disembarkation. His eminence, Lord Admiral Tarjon Solus, hast been informed of thy arrival. He do be most eager to greet thee, newcomers. Thou shouldst be most honored. Thou wilt address his excellency in a formal banquet this evening. Suits must have ties. Do not be late. End transmission."


  Nico turned away from the viewport, his mouth wide open.


  "You've got to be kidding me."





			*			*			*





 Jarak Maldon





	Lord Keto Hanger Bay





   Nico, Omega and Jinx stood near the shuttle boarding ramp. All were wearing the old-style Imperial formal Mess-Dress uniform, the one with a tie. It reminded Nico of old pictures of military officers of long ago.


   Everyone was stunned when Jarak ran into the room in an identical uniform. Nico sighed once again.


   "What do you want now?" He asked.


   "I thought I would tag along, I know a thing or two about this class of starship." Jarak said.


   "Oh yes, the other you. The Hammer you! How many blasted Jaraks must there be! An evil one, a clone who goes to the EH, another clone with the real Jarak in it..." Omega said, "But I thought your memory ended when you left the ship?"


   "Yes, but I do have knowledge of this class of starship... I served on the repair crew for the Sovereign on my mission to Aurora back when I was a Lt. General in the Intruder Wing." Jarak said.


   Nico decided to sum it up, "Alright, here is the base-line of the Jarak bit, listen up. Jarak was taken from his ship by our good friends... then they cloned him and sent the clone on its marry way. The real Jarak was implanted with the Shivvi and caused us all the trubble. We killed Shivvi and took his, Jarak’s, brain. We managed to save the EH Clone and erase its memory of the events with us. We finally cloned a new one and placed Jarak's real brain in it, the one you are looking at, Altivs.. his memory ends when he left the ship a month ago.


   Got it?"


   Everyone nodded.


   "I still can't believe that an Imperial faction survives here... what do they want?" Omega asked.


   "We will find out soon." Nico said.


   The company boarded the shuttle. Under TIE Escort from the Deathwatch Fleet, she was taken to one of the many hangers in the Autarch. 


   As Nico, Jinx, Omega and Jarak walked down the ramp, a leigon of Dark Jedi Stromtroopers snapped to salute the officers.


   A proud looking officer walked up to the crowd. His uniform was similar to that of a standard Imperial Dress uniform worn before the Battle of Yavin. 


   "Greetings, I am Vice-Admiral Naguroa, Attaché to the Lord Admiral. I welcome you to our ship. Whom do I have the honor of speaking to?" The officer said.


   Nico started introductions, "I am Krath Umbrae Nico of the Society of Shadows. This is my second-in-command, Dark Jedi Knight Omega. Also, this is Admiral Jarak Maldon, my Chief Attaché and Krath Mage. And last but not least, General Jinx."


   "Pleasure to meet you all." The officer said, "The Lord Admiral wishes to meet you in the main dinning hall at once, he wishes to discuss many things.


   They were escorted through the mighty ship to a large hall. In the center was a table which could seat nearly one-hundred people. Currently, only a few were seated there. 


   At the head was Lord Admiral Tarjon Solus. He wore a white uniform with several medals and ribbons pined to it. Near him were several more officers. 


   Nico took a seat on the left side of the table, closest to the Lord Admiral. Omega sat next to Nico on his left. Jarak was next followed by Jinx.





   "Welcome gentlemen to the Autarch. I am the Lord Admiral, Lord Tarjon Solus- Dark Jedi Primarch and Master."


   The Lord Admiral said, "It is nice you dropped by our base here, you understand we had to be a bit cautious at first. Another Imperial fraction was bothering us much in the past few days."


   "Not at all. It is a pleasure to be here." Nico said uneasily.


   "Tell me more of the fraction you belong to please." 


   "The New Imperium. We control a massive fleet and nearly two-dozen worlds in the Epsilon sector."


   "Oh... that is all I wished to know. Most unfortunate for you! The Emperor will not be pleased that such a rebellious fraction exists."


   Nico stood up in shock, he felt a massive force wave pass thru the room. Not only him, but everyone else


reacted in some way also.


   "Emperor? You must be behind the times, he died several years ago at Endor!" Nico said.


   "Oh no, thou knowest not of the present, our Emperor is the new reformed Emperor. You petty fractions will not last. The New Imperium, the Emperor's Hammer and everyone else will fall to our blow!" The Lord Admiral said.


   "This is insane! You cant be serious that the Emperor still exists and wishes to destroy his own kind!" Jarak said.


   "Well, it is the Emperor's Will. Already a large strike fleet is being prepared to strike at your pitiful alliance of worlds. You will fall to your knees before the new Emperor!"


   Everyone in the room fell to their knees as a door on the far side of the room opened. A large holo-emmiter flared to life. 


   "What is thy bidding, my master?" The Lord Admiral said, looking at the holoscreen as a shape came into view.


   It was the Emperor, there was no doubt. The massive force effect was not from anything else.


   "Who are these I see before me?" The Emperor said.


   "They are unbelievers from afar, wishing to overthrow the existing Empire in its weakened state, my master." 


   "You will hold them and any of their forces until I arrive and... 'interrogate' them. You have served well Tarjon Solus, and you will be rewarded."


   The holo image faded away.


   "GUARDS! Take them to the brig and hold them there until the Emperor's ship arrives. Take their ship and tractor it into the hanger." Solus said.


   Large Dark Troopers grabed all members. Omega attempted to fight them. He managed to shake the troopers off and ignite his lightsaber.


   Solus, in reaction, emitted a powerful burst of Force Lightning on Nico. The pain was intense on him, not even his advanced force skills could stop the intense force drain.


   "AAARRGGGG!" Nico screamed.


   "Stop this attack now, and I will release him." Solus said.


   Omega threw down his lightsaber. Solus released his grip. Nico fell to the ground, the waves of the lightning still passed over him until they faded away.


   "Take the leader and his assistant to the interrogation facility. The others straight to the brig! Make sure all weapons are taken away." Solus said.


   The large troopers grabbed Nico and Jarak and dragged them off. Omega and Jinx were taken to the brig.


   "YOU CAN'T GET AWAY WITH THIS!" Jinx yelled as they threw him into the cell.


   Omega was thrown in a cell next to Jinx. The troopers mocked him before leaving. 


   "Well you momma is harrier!" Omega said as the troopers left the cell block.


   "Omega, we gotta get outta here NOW! There is not telling what they are doing to Nico and Jarak, Nico is already in bad shape." Jinx said over to Omega.


   "Well how are we gonna get out of here?"  





 Sauron





Members of the SoH:


   When the NI Message Forum was recently reset, the SoH suffered an unfortunate loss... All but the first two of our Run-on story posts. I apologize for not saving them before the crash, as it was my job to do so. However, the Run-on will still go on, and hopefully this particular adventure can be completed in the near future. Following is a brief summary of what has happened so far, an addition to wrap up the latest chapter, and the embarkation of the NEXT Chapter. So sit back, relax, read, and then ADD! 


   Krath Umbrae Nico has been sent by the Grand Master (along with a team of Nico's choosing) on a special mission to find what out what happened to the former Warden and founding member of Ar’Kell, Kurt, and to bring him back if he is still alive. Kurt mysteriously vanished months ago on a mission to locate the last untouched Sith Temple on Kyshran, as did the search party of Centurions sent after him. Now Kurt's only chance is for Nico to be successful in his mission, but Nico has had his own set of problems...


   Facing sabotage of the Dungeon Ship Lord Keto, and a deadly encounter with the Ssi-Ruuvi in the Borrose system, the SoH team made their way into the pitch-black nebula known as the Vargon Death Cloud, one of the borders to the Delta Sector and Unknown Space. There they encountered a tyrannical Imperial Warlord serving the direct commands of the clone Emperor Palpatine. The self-proclaimed Lord Admiral Tarjon Solus captured the search party and brought them aboard their flagship and part of the Emperor's new command fleet, the Sovereign-class Star Destroyer Autarch! 


   Just when it seemed that Nico and his team were going to be thrown out of the Autarch's airlock, they were able to trick Solus, severely injure him with a decoy bomb, and make their way back to the Lord Keto. However, Solus survived and has ordered the Autarch un-tethered and his fleet to pursue the ship into the Death Cloud, a fleet including two Victory Star Destroyers and a World Devastator! 


   But Omega and Jinx are not satisfied with injuring Solus, they see a golden opportunity to shut down Solus' secret operation permanently. At the controls of the Lord Keto, they have re-emerged into Solus' Maepriz System on the attack, and the final showdown begins...





   "Report!" Lord Admiral Tarjon Solus ordered gruffly. The bridge screens ahead showed his fleet, the Victory-class Star Destroyers Thunderer and Spite, and his new World Devastator, Pillager 9, heading straight in on an attack vector on the fast-moving Dungeon Ship. They wouldn't escape this time.


   "Enemy ships still moving in on attack vector, sir! Estimated engagement time, nine minutes!"


   "Very well," Tarjon nodded, wincing at the burning pain crawling across his skin. The painkillers were wearing off...


   "Sir, art thou well?" his first officer asked from his side.


   Tarjon looked over to glare at the man. "Just kill those traitors," he growled. His gaze swept back outside the viewport, where the ships would soon be engaging. He would have his revenge soon... "Don't let any of them survive."


   The turbolift door to the command level slid open and Nico stormed onto the bridge. Incredulously he looked at bridge's occupants and the two men operating the ship's controls, then at the planet sitting straight ahead of them. 


   They'd made it back into the nebula without incident, but they found out only too late that  while onboard the Autarch Solus had had their navicomputer disabled. Without it, they wouldn't be able to find their way out of the nebula, and even if they did, the couldn't chart a course elsewhere. With no other options left, they turned around and headed back into Solus' territory. At the time it had seemed the only viable option. Now that they were here, the gaps in their plan were all too apparent.


   "What in the name of the galaxy is going on here?! Omega! Jinx!"


   Jinx turned in his seat to glance at his superior. "Enemy fleet has come up to engage us. What exactly is our battle plan here?"


   "Bring up tactical," Nico demanded, coming around beside him to the controls. A wave of dread hit him as he saw the red blips heading towards them on the screen. "By the core... This wasn't a very good idea, was it?"


   Glancing out the viewport, he could now make out visually the three ships closing in on them - the two VSDs side by side, a wall of blackness behind them, the World Devastator being framed by the planet Maepriz lying behind it. And behind them all... The massive, dagger-shape hull of the Soveriegn-class command ship Autarch.


   Their Dungeon Ship, while a match for one of the VSDs(being nearly the size of an ISD) was but a pitiful parasite compared to the odds against them.


   "Sir?" Jinx's voice broke into his thoughts. "Orders?" The ships were growing closer, ahead.


   Nico's mind raced. Normally, outgunned against such powerful forces they has virtually no chance of coming out alive... Then a thought suddenly came to him. Normal circumstances. They were Jedi. Their Dungeon Ship was larger but less powerful than the enemy ships, except for the twin cap-ship missile launchers that the Ssi-Ruuvi had installed after capturing it... The workings of a plan were frantically forming in his head. It was crazy, but it just might work...


   "Anybody know the crew compliment of a World Devastator?" he asked out loud. 


   For a moment only the blank stares of the bridge crew met his, as if wondering what that could possibly have to do with their current situation. Finally Jinx looked up at him and shrugged. "Not sure, but it's not much. They're mostly automated, or so I hear." 


  Mostly automated. Probably just a bridge crew, maintenance, and minimal security. Nothing trained Jedi shouldn't be able to handle. The problem was, of course, surviving the ship's weapons to get close enough.


   "All right," he announced, pointing out the viewport toward the approaching ships. "Here's the plan. Bring the engines up to full speed and set us on a course that will take us right overtop of those VSDs." At men's incredulous glances, he went on to forestall any objections. "Bring weapons, defenses, and engines to maximum power. We'll need all we can get. I'll explain further when the time comes. Meanwhile, patch me through to Draken and Dark Hunter. I've got a special mission for them. Well? Don't just sit there, do it!"


   Lord Admiral Tarjon Solus arched an eyebrow in puzzlement as he stared at the display screen. The traitors were making it too easy... They were marching straight down the dragon's throat. All the better that they make it easier, but he would have taken much pleasure in killing them off slowly. Too bad the Autarch's Axial Superlaser wasn't yet functional...


   "Admiral, the enemy ship is attacking," his first officer announced. 


   "Very well, Captain. Show me on my display."


   "Should we launch fighters, sir?"


   "What for?" Tarjon snorted. "They're hardly enough of a threat to bother. No, we'll take them out ourselves."


   The Lord Keto soared through space at full speed, bearing straight toward the twin dagger-shapes of the


Victory Star Destroyers Thunderer and Spite. "Range five kilometers," Jinx reported. 


   "Lock on turbolasers and missiles," Nico ordered. He leaned back in his command chair and braced himself, suppressing streak of uncertainty and fear. His bridge crew were obviously fighting the same fears, but had resigned themselves to the task. "It's all or nothing, now," he announced. 


   The VSDs opened fire moments before Jinx announced that they were within firing range. Dozens of green bolts shot out at them, crossing the intermediate space within the blink of an eye. At first the blast passed above the Dungeon Ship's hull, crossing on front of the viewport ahead. But the next volley hit its mark, the bright blasts of energy flashing as they impacted against the Lord Keto's forward shields. The ship shuddered slightly as it weathered the attack, scewing to the right to cross over one of the VSDs. 


   "Fire!" Nico shouted. 


   The Dungeon Ship's double turbolasers opened up in response to the challenge made against it, a near


continuous stream of beam energy flashing out to impact across the Spite's bridge shields. Flashes of light burst over the shields as they calibrated themselves to compensate for the energy absorption. Then the two missile launchers that the Keto had been upgraded with opened up, sending out two pairs of warheads in sequence.


   The missiles sped out on trails of smoke almost too fast to follow, the first pair detonating against the VSD's shields just in front of the bridge, compounding the strain against them. The second pair of warheads passed into the fading explosion, and Nico smiled as they penetrated the overloaded shields. The Spite's crew would only have an instant to realise that the missiles had passed through a hole in their shields before they were blown to atoms. The missiles impacted directly into the bridge viewport, actually penetrating into the interior before exploding, destroying the VSD's extruding bridge in a huge fireball that engulfed the command superstructure. 


   In an instant it was over, and the Lord Keto was past, still exchanging volleys of turbolaser fire with the crippled Spite and the still functioning Thunderer. Simultaneously, a bridge tone sounded, informing the crew of the Assault Shuttle's launch from the Keto's hangar.


   "Whoo!" shouted Omega from the navigation console. "We sure got 'em that time!"


   "Shuttle away! I hope this works, sir!" another crew member announced from behind.


   "All right, enough chatter, bring us around on an approach vector to the World Devastator. Launch all our fighters,. We're not out of this yet!" Nico ordered. The viewport swung away from the approaching bulk of the Autarch ahead, and the brownish globe of the planet Maepriz came to fill the viewport ahead. At their speed the other VSD would take several minutes to turn around and give chase, hopefully buying them enough time to complete the second part of Nico's hair-brained scheme...





   As the communications viewscreen flashed to life, the entire bridge crew of the Lord Keto visibly relaxed. The screen showed the command center of the World Devastator Pillager 9, though not as should have looked.


   Instead the former bridge crew were seen gathered in the back under the watchful eyes and blasters of two Centurions, while two familiar faces filled the foreground at the ship's controls. Nico'd never been so glad to see Draken in his life.


   "Ship's secured," Draken reported. "We encountered some resistance, but nothing two Jedi Knight's couldn't handle. It appears they hadn't gotten their full defense systems online yet. What's better is that we have total control over this Devastator, and everything else is totally operational!" His face practically glowed with glee.


   "We've got a World Devastator!!"


   "All right, all right, shut up a minute," Nico shook his head. "Distance of remaining enemy forces?"


   "Autarch's approaching, sir. The other VSD is only five kilometers away."


   "Well, I think it's time to show these morons that you don't mess with the New Imperium," Nico grinned. "Draken, turn on the Devastator's factories."


   "Gladly, sir."


   "Get us moving!" Nico ordered. In response the two ships, the Dungeon Ship and the similarly sized World Devastator began moving. Ahead, the Thunderer was nearly into range. Nico watched as the Pillager's external systems began operating, and the factory cores glowed deep red just inside the hull. 


   "Sir, incoming message from Tarjon Solus," the comm officer reported.


   "Audio only," Nico acknowledged.


   The comm system clicked, and then a din of voices could be heard in the background. 


   "Nico, what in the Core do you think you're doing!? You've destroyed one of my ships and stole my personal World Devastator! The Empire will destroy you for this! The Emperor himself will kill you all!"


   Nico laughed out loud at the frantic-sounding voice of the self-proclaimed Lord Admiral. "Not so confident now, eh? I haven't begun to cause you damage, Solus. Draken!"


   Ignoring the frantic protests coming over the comm, the Pillager 9 moved forward into range of the VSD Thunderer. The enemy vessel opened fire, but its turbolasers were not match for the Devastator's shields.


   Slowly, methodically, the Devastator passed over top of the smaller vessel and caught it within its tractor beams, drawing the vessel closer and closer, literally ripping it apart under the extreme pressure. Almost in slow-motion the Thunderer contracted and broke apart and vanished inside the Devastator's massive factory hangars. Nico winced at the thought of what the VSD's crew must have gone through in its last moments of concious existence before being turned into fuel. Solus' screams were a pleasure to his ears. They sounded a lot like Nico's had when in the Autarch's torture chamber. Payback sure felt good...


   "The Autarch's launching fighters, sir," one of the crew announced. 


   "Heh. That's no problem," came Draken's voice from the vidcom. Nico hadn't realised they'd still been linked.


   "Watch this!"


   On his cue, suddenly dozens of small craft began shooting out from the Devastator's hangars, the unmistakable trails from their ion drives in their wake.


   "TIE Droids," Draken said triumphantly. "I think I like my new ship," laughed. "While they might not be a match for a good human pilot, we can keep making these things all day, wheras they can't. And now for the grand finale!"


   "Draken, what are you doing?"


   "Just watch."


   Suddenly Solus' shouting became more frantic, and Nico realized what Draken was doing. With a smirk he leaned back in his chair to watch the scene in front of him. The Keto had turned around to face the Autarch, and the World Devastator was making top speed towards it.


   "Nico! We can do a deal! Please!"


   "Sorry, Tarjon. Guess you feel stupid right now, huh?"


   "NOOOooooo!!!!"


   Ignoring the pelting of turbolaser fire, the Pillager 9 passed over the hull of the Sovereign-class Star Destroyer, ripping up huge streaks of hull up into its factories as it went. Around it was an ever-growing cloud of TIE Droids that badly outnumbered the scant fighters Solus had managed to scramble. Oh yes, this was going to be good...





   Lord Admiral Tarjon Solus pushed himself to his feet and gaped at the scene in front of him, oblivious to the bridge crew that were frantically running from their posts to try and clear the bridge. 


   "My ship... my beautiful ship..." 


   The massive ship shook and shuddered as the World Devastator marched its way up the hull, chewing up the Autarch as it came. A stream of metal hull plates and interior components were being sucked up into that gaping maw that was growing closer, closer... The bridge rocked as though a massive hand had gripped it and was shaking it. The last of the bridge crew ran by, abandoning their sworn leader to his own demise.


   The Pillager 9 slowed as it moved into place directly over the bridge, and finally stopped. The whole room shook violently, consoles blowing out in showers of glass and sparks. The viewport split into a spiderweb of cracks.


   Instinctively, Solus looked up as the ceiling was ripped away. His own scream was ripped away too, by the vacuum of space, and then his body was drawn up with the rest of the Autarch's command tower, consumed into fuel for the Devastator's ever-hungry production factories...





                          * * *





   "Well, that's it then," Nico nodded. "With the starmap data gleaned from the enemy forces, we can slave-link the Keto to the Pillager 9 while we repair her navicomputer. As soon as we clear the Death Cloud, we'll send a message to the New Republic telling them everything that's going on here."


   "But sir, wouldn't it be better for the NI to take it?" Omega asked, arching an eyebrow. 


   "Perhaps, but we don't have time to get a message to them. I'm tired of wasting time here. Now we have the ability to accomplish our mission. I mean, who in their right mind would try and stop us now?"


   "Yes sir, but will the New Republic even believe us?" 


   Nico shrugged. "Probably not, at first. But they're sure to send ships to investigate. Either way, Tarjon's little operation is over."


   "And we can be on our way," Omega said happily."


   "Aye, we can. And we should be able to look forward to a smooth ride from now on. With our own nearly inexhaustable supply line from the Devastator, it should be easy going from now on. Come on, let's get back to the bridge. It's time to leave."


   There were no starlines, as there were no stars to see. Only the blackness of the nebula known as the Vargon Death Cloud. Nevertheless, the two ships entered hyperspace, out of death, into the unknown. 


   Delta Sector.








                          TO BE CONTINUED





 Jinx





  Planet Maepriz


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





   Self-proclaimed Gallant Admiral Rojan Jorkas, second-in-command of the Deathwatch Strike Fleet, was at the same time mad and happy. He was mad at those upstarts from the New Imperium for destroying the Autarch and capturing Pillager 9, but he was ecstatic that finally, his chance to command a fleet had come. The Deathwatch was still powerful, with the SSD Scourager under it's command, along with six ISD's and all their attendant ships.


   Jorkas switched on his comm terminal.


   "Captain Fjorn, prepare the Scourager for departure. I want to leave as soon as I am aboard."


   " Yes, sir. May I inquire as to the mission?"


   "We are going to destroy those mutineers as surely as they destroyed the Autarch."





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


                          Bridge, DGN Lord Keto


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





   "Sir, sensors indicate that the Super Star Destroyer in orbit is powering up to leave." Nico groaned.


   "Probable destination?" Behind him, Omega spoke up.


   "Us." 


   "Not if I can help it." Jinx walked into the bridge, clad for flight. He stalked over to the communications desk."


   Neres, prep my X-Wing for departure. Give me four seismic munitions, and a full load of Advanced Torps." He strode out again, leaving Nico and Omega staring in his wake. 


   "Well, when he gets pissed, he gets pissed, don't he?" Omega gave a nervous chuckle. Nico spoke again.


     "Have Neres prep all fighters for launch, and contact Draken. Have him produce and launch as many TIE Droids as he can, but hold them back until I give the word."





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


                          Space, Nearing Maepriz


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





   "Velkunn, arm the SMs, and lock onto that SSD." Jinx started flipping switches himself, arming all the fighters guns and beams, an impressive array of four bootleg Kraken Mk. VI lasers, stolen from the Emperor's Hammer; four ion cannons, and a tractor beam. His viewscreen came alive with a schematic view of the Super Star Destroyer, as seen from the outside. Surprising, it's stern shields, over the engines, were still down. Obviously, they weren't expecting much trouble from a single X-Wing. One squadron of TIE Interceptors were on patrol, out of the 144 fighters the ship could yield. Jinx had a sudden flash of inspiration. Punching up his comm screen, he broadcast freely through space.


   "Attention all Deathwatch crewmen. This General Jinx, of the New Imperium. I hearby demand the surrender of your commander to us, for debriefing and trial, on charges of belligerent actions toward New Imperium Members and property. At the end of this session, your commanders, or his constituent parts, will be postmarked back to you from our headquarters. Please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. Failure to meet our demands will be matched by the destruction of this Star Destroyer, and all it's attending fighters. I will wait for an answer, until I have destroyed the last of these Interceptors. General Jinx, out." As one, the Interceptors rose towards him.





                          -----------





   "What the heck is he doing?!" Nico was exasperated to the utmost extreme. First, Jinx had flew off without so much as a by-your-leave-sir, and now this. He glanced around the bridge. He was the only one not laughing.


   Omega staggered over to the comm console, nearly bent double with mirth. 


   " Jinx, if you don't pull this off, your behind is roast when we get back to Varnus."





                          ---------





   Gallant Admiral Jorkas was fuming. How dare the insolent little upstart have the gall to broadcast to his entire fleet, with a message like that. The scary thing was, while the X-Wing didn't pose a threat to the Scourager, that World Devastator did, and from the number of fighters spewing from the enemy capships, survival for any of his fleet did not look good.


   "Captain Fjorn, launch all fighters, and have all batteries concentrate on that fighter, if and when he comes into range. Also, patch me through to that traitor."


   “My name and title is Gallant Admiral Rojan Jorkas. Thee art but a noisome pest to my ship. Thee and thine will die for thy insolence. I hath spoken." Almost immediately, there was a return transmission.


   "Sorry to disappoint, Admiral Jerky, but you're wrong. Stand by." The communications officer called out.


   "Sir, he's sending a large file. It appears to be a propaganda message."


   "Well, open it, you dithering idiot!" On Jorkas' datapad display, an image appeared. It was a Kowakian monkey-lizard, standing next to a SSD, holding a bomb and a lighter. As he watched, the disgusting little creature lit the bomb's fuse, tossed it in the air a few times, then opened the topside of the SSD by the bridge, deposited the bomb inside, then closed the ship back up, and sat cackling as the ship blew up. Through the forward viewscreen, Jorkas watched as the TIE Interceptor squadron scattered. With four of their number destroyed, the survivors spiraled around back onto the tail of the wildly gyrating X-Wing, which was headed straight for the Scourager and the angry boil of fighters, bombers, and interceptors forming off her bows.





                          -----------





   The X-wing, with it's seemingly crazed pilot plowed through the fighter formation, all guns firing as it swept across the surface of the powerful warship as it headed for the stern. Eleven squadrons of fighter craft pursued it, and farther out into space, a horde of TIE Droids, two motley squadrons of advanced starfighters, and a World Devastator closed in on the emerging battle with deceptive swiftness. Ignoring the fire of the pursuing fighters, Jinx swept around the stern of the Scourager, settling his target box on the center cluster of engines.


   Still grinning like a maniac, he switched fire control from guns to missiles, and fired. Four streaks of light sped towards the colossal Star Destroyer, followed by four more. The proton torpedoes impacted on the still weak engine deflector shield, which had begun to rise only moments before. Opening a temporary hole in the shield, the torpedoes allowed the four Seismic warheads to detonate squarely on the main engine nacelle. While their impact would have been deadly anywhere on the ship, the added strain of a catastrophic engine overload literally shook the ship to pieces. Starting out as a thin spiderweb of red lines along the hull of the ship, the massive explosions found their first vents through the various viewports studding the Scourager. This was followed the launching of every hull attachment (turbolasers, airlocks, tractor beams, missile launchers, ion cannons) from the hull with explosive force. Then the entire ship disintegrated throwing out corvette size pieces all over space. These pieces tore the neat formations of TIE Fighters to shreds. Out of an original 144 craft, barely 60 were left. These quickly died as well, as the onrushing New Imperium craft began opening fire. The battle was not wholly one-sided though. Vast numbers of TIE Droids were destroyed as the expanding gas and debris cloud engulfed the formations. Four NI pilots died as well, their lives being claimed by the dogfight that ensued. Within twenty minutes, however, it was over. While most of the fighters returned to the Lord Keto, two stayed behind, wishing for the force to provide a miracle. After two hours of searching, their efforts were rewarded.





   "Commander Warjan, this is Centurion Klarrsk. I have detected an anomaly, two klicks away. I am detecting no transmissions, but the size approximates that of an X-Wing."


   "Roger. Let's check it out." One flyby was all that was needed. After a quick call back to the Keto, a shuttle was dispatched to bring the craft, and it's occupant, in. Fours later, the task force jumped out of the Vargon Death Cloud, leaving in their wake a repeating beacon, transmitting on all Imperial and Rebel frequencies the location of the remaining ships of the Deathwatch Strike Fleet.











 Sauron





   	            Valtare System


                          Delta Sector, Unknown Regions


                          Bridge, DGN Lord Keto


                          1100 Hours





   Nico stared out the bridge viewport at the lush, blue and green world before them. The past three days after their encounters with the Deathwatch Imperial Guards had been spent in hyperspace. The planet Valtarin, hanging in space before them, was their next stop. Beside the Dungeon Ship sat the massive World Devastator, Pillager 9, that they had wrested from Tarjon Solus' control at Maepriz.


   "Tell me again why we are stopping here?" Omega asked from on of the side stations.


   Nico turned to look at him. "We're getting low on consumables, Omega. Repairs and other supplies as are needed as well." He gestured towards the planet ahead. "Looks like this is the best place in this part of the sector."


   "Sir, incoming transmission from the planet." the comm officer spoke up.


   Nico nodded. "Onscreen."


   The bridge's main display screen suddenly changed to reveal a young-looking man's face. He had a small smile on his face, and his eyes held a warmth Nico hadn't seen in a long time.


   "Welcome to Valtarin," the man said pleasantly. "I am Prince Roth Val Batron. I've heard of you, and I want to extend a personal welcome to you here on our world." 


   "Thank you for the welcome, Prince Batron," Nico replied. "We have come to your world to seek supplies and repairs, if you are so willing to offer them. We will pay you, of course."


   The young man nodded. "Yes, of course. We expected that. While you are refurbishing your ships, I would invite you to stay a while and dine with us at the palace. There are some matters we should discuss."


   Nico arched an eyebrow inquiringly. "Oh? And what might those matters be?"


   "Your friend, the man who passed through here about a month ago, was very friendly. He told me some things, and some about what he was doing here. I believe you would find this information valuable."


   Kurt?! Can it really be? Nico thought. "Yes, of course. We are looking for this friend. Can you tell us where he went?"


   “Come and dine with us tonight, and I will tell you everything," the man promised. 


   Nico hesitated a moment, then finally shrugged. "We will dine with you," he agreed.


   "Excellent. Your men and crew are of course, welcome to come as well. Please stay as long as you like. I'll look forward to meeting you." With that the transmission ended. Nico leaned back, puzzled. "Now what was that all about?"


   "I don't know, sir, but after what we've been through, let's not take any chances, shall we?" Omega said wearily. Nico gave a wan smile. "Don't worry about that, Omega. But after all we've gone through, don't you think it's time for some rest and relaxation? It looks like a nice place."


   "Yeah," he heard Omega mutter lowly. "But looks can be decieving."


   "Get the shuttles ready," Nico told him. "We're going down."





  Jarak Maldon





   Nico slowly walked up the boarding ramp of the shuttle. He remembered the trubble he went through the last time he did this... but he felt that this time it would go much better, he could sense it.


   As Nico entered the shuttle, Jinx came running up in a flash for he was using his ability of Force Speed.


   "SIR!" Yelled Jinx.


   "EASY! What is it?" Nico asked.


   "Its the Jarak-Clone sir, he... he was vaporized just a second ago!"


   "Vaporized? What?" 


   "He’s dead sir, totally gone. We tracked some sort of beam though, maybe a microwave emmiter. It came from a small fighter craft heading for the planet."


   "I don't belive this, but I have a fealing who is behind it. I can feel a surge in the Dark Side."


   Nico did not let his feelings get to him, even thought Jarak-Clone was dead the real one was still out there. But Nico knew he would have trouble in the future.





                          ----------


   The shuttle came down for a soft landing on the large platform before a very large palace. 


   "Must be Prince Roth Val Batron's hangout." Omega said fingering his lightsaber.


   Before Nico could reply he felt a great wave in the force... something was disturbing him...


   It did not take him long to find out, it was a Ysalimari. This rare creature was force-negative. It created a bubble of stale energy that blocked the force entirely. 


   "Going somewhere?" A voice said.


   A small figure came out of the shadows, it was Jarak himself, the EH Jarak.


   "I figured I could find you here, how long did you expect me to wait until I found out about your little clone and his 'mission'?"


   "JARAK! What do you think you are doing?" Omega yelled.


   "Easy, my pet here is making sure that stale force space is complete around you. Right about... now. Ahh good!"


   "What are you so happy about?" Nico asked with a Dark-Jedi calmness.


   "That little creature has created a stale bubble of space around you that will NOT wear off without my help. Heheh you are POWERLESS! The great Krath Umbrae of the Society of Shadows and his little band are powerless!"


   Nico did not feel the Dark Jedi rage consume him. He reached out and tried to choke Jarak, but it did not work.


   None of his abilites worked. Omega reached for his Lightsaber, but it also failed.


   "Oh, don't try to stop me now." Jarak said withdrawing his blaster.


   "Jarak, believe me we did not want to keep that little clone thing a secret from you!"


   "THEN why did you??"


   "Because we could not let the Dark Brotherhood know about the Sith Temple."


   "You just wanted that relec for you greedy selves! The Grand Master will not be pleased when I tell him."


   “You have not I take it?"


   "No my dear Nico I have not... I am here on my own leave. Privilege of being a Obelisk Jedi, you can go on 'Quests' whenever you deam it nessessary. I am acting on my own personal accord totally. I don't even plan to tell the GM about the Sith Temple."


   "Then what are you going to do then?" Draken asked.


   "Simple, I am joing to make sure you pay for your actions by loosing your force abilities forever!" 


   "Listen to me Jarak! I did not mean for this to happen!" Nico said, "I was worried that a conflict would break out if you knew where the Temple was and told the Brotherhood!"


   "BUT I ALREADY KNOW!" Jarak yelled.


   Everyone looked at him in shock. 


   "You do? Then where is it?" Nico asked.


   "Very, very close, so is your dear friend Mr. Kurt. I talked to him only a few days ago as a matter of fact. You see, the Shi-Ruvvi knew where that was but since they are such LOW creatures they did not know its power. Jarak-Shivvi knew, when you performed that crappy transfer of memories I picked it up."


   "You have to understand Jarak, we do not mean any harm to you or anyone else. We just want to find the Sith Temple."


   Before Jarak could respond, a stun-blaster hit him in his back. Standing near them was Prince Roth Val Batron.


    "Is this thug bothering you like he did me?" He asked.


    Nico watched as Jarak fell to the ground, "No just a bit."


    Val Batron aimed his small laser at Jarak again. Nico ran over and grabbed it away. Before anyone could respond,


    Nico shot the creature nearby causing the trouble. As he tried to perform a force power, it failed.


    "Must be a separate force bubble. This thug can be dragged into detention and his ship impounded. Don't kill him, he holds the key to our finding the Sith Temple and getting our force abilities back from this stale space. Maybe I can still find a way to get him to believe we meant him no harm..."





      Batron Palace, Valtare City


                    Planet Valtarin, Valtare System, Delta Sector


                    1300 Hours





Nico stared through the cell window at the ragged-looking man huddled in the small


room. He frowned angrily at the pitiful creature. Jarak still hadn' revealed the location of the Sith Temple.   Worse yet, both Nico and Omega couldn't touch the Force.


     "You know, I'm getting tired of all this Jarak crap," Omega growled beside him. Let's just


kill him and get it over with."


     "Jarak," Nico said frankly. "Are you ready to tell what we want to know and free us, or do you want Omega to get his wish?"


    The man on the other side gave him a dirty look. "Kill me and you'll never know. We're stuck here, buddy."


    "Look man, I don't care about you, really. All we want to do is find the Sith Temple. Just tell us and we'll let you go. We can drop this whole thing."


    "You expect me to believe you?"


    "Jarak we didn't care about the clone thing. Please believe me."


    Jarak made a frown and turned his head to the side. "Hmmph. Well, I may be off my kilter, but I'll believe you. You let me go and I'll de-activate the Force shield."


     "Let him out," Nico told Omega.


     "Sir, are you sure..."


    "Do it!"


    With a sigh of frustration, Omega deactivated the lock and let JArak out.


    "Okay Jarak, tell me what I want to know."


    "Okay. Fair's fair. The transmitter's coming from my ship. When I leave you'll be able to use the Force again."


    "And the location of the base?"


    The man smirked. "Later," he said.





"Excellent food," Omega grinned. Nico looked over at the end of the banquet table where food was piled on Omega's end. The man was stuffing food in so fast Nico wondered how he could talk.


    "Yes, we have plenty here on Valtarin," Prince Roth Val Batron said from the head of the table. Nico sat near the middle, with a smaller portion of food, much of the banquet consisting of fruits and exotic meats.


    "We eat like this every day," the prince continued. "This world is a wonderful place. I wish you could stay longer."


    "Yes, which brings me to our reason for being here," Nico spoke up. "Unfortunately we can't stay, though I'll be sure to recommend shoreleave to any NI officers who pass through here later. Where was Kurt headed?"


    "Ah. Like I said, he was very friendly. He stayed here several days, enjoying the many... pleasures Valtarin has to offer. He couldn't stay, however. He didn't tell me exactly where the Temple was, but he did say where he was heading next."


    Suddenly at the other end of the table Omega pitched his chair, hitting the floor with a thump. His food fell down all over him as he grabbed his leg, writhing in pain. "Cramp, sir! CRAMP!! A bad one sir!"


    Nico ignored him. "And where was that?" he asked.


    "Xaridan Three. He was looking for clues as to the actual whereabouts of the Temple.


    He didn't come back, so I thought he'd found what he was looking for. Then he didn't come back at all. I guess he found out too much."


    He gave Nico an odd look. "You're going there too?"


    Nico nodded.


    "Well, I should warn you not to. Xaridan is a dead world."


    "Well, it's time to pay our respects to the dead," Nico said with a smile.





Xaridan 3


Xarid System, Delta Sector


1900 Hours





Nico stared out the viewport of the Keto's Lambda-class shuttle at the planet below. Beside him, at the controls, Omega was trying not to stare out. In the back seat, Jarak, wearing a pair of binders, wasn't talking his head off like he usually did. He was too transfixed at the scene below them. Xaridan truly was a dead world.


    The planet below them was a gray, wind-swept plain of dust and sand stretching out forever in all directions. All except toward the north, where several pointed structures stood out from the sand. They were approaching what could only be called the center point of the planet, since it was from there that all the graves came together. Graves. Millions of them, covering the ground as far as the eye could see. Nico didn't want to watch anymore.


    The shuttle sat down rather gently, swirling a tornado of dust around the craft as it came to a landing. The ramp descended, and, wearing oxygen masks they had donned beforehand, the small party made their way out into the super-dry, cold atmosphere.


    "What is this place..." Omega wondered. His voice was full of awe. "There must be...millions, billions of them on this planet. There couldn't have been anyone living here? Why are all the graves here?"


    "Maybe it's a graveyard world," offered Jarak, still in the binders. "They could have buried all their dead here instead of on their worlds. Maybe there was a great war or something."


    "They who?"


    Nico shook his head. "Doesn't matter." He walked over and grabbed the bound man by the shirt. "Okay, so where is the name of the planet where the Sith Temple is?"


    Jarak's eyes widened on the other side of the mask. "It's... It's on one of the gravestones," he said, sighing. "This planet's been here for eons, much longer than the Sith Empire. It's been preserved by the extremely dry atmosphere; no rain. Someone around the Sith Age carved the name on one of the gravestones here. That's what Kurt had to find. When I saw him later he told me which one it was." 


    Nico glanced around the area. They were standing in the center of the structure, a wide circle inscribed with a huge symbol of some sort. Gravestones innumerable spread out to meet the horizon in every direction. He blinked. "Which one?" he asked, turning back to the man.


    Jarak suddenly gave a chortle, then caught himself.


    "Which one?"


    "That's... just it..." he said matter-of-factly. "I... don't remember!" A raw laugh emanated from his throat, then suddenly his knees buckled and he collapsed, laughing wildly like a madman, dangling from where Nico was holding onto his shirt with both hands. Jarak's mask began to fog up.


    "I forgot!" he screamed, the laughter shaking his body violently.


    "HAHAHAHAAHAHAAAAAaaaaa!!!!!!"


    Nico just stared down at him in disbelief, then finally let the man go. He turned to Omega. "Shoot him," he said simply. Suddenly there was another thump as Omega fell to the ground. "Sorry sir, I can't! Cramp, sir! CRAMP!!"


    "Get back onboard the ship," Nico yelled to both of them. "Maybe we can... refresh your memory Jarak! Call Draken on the Devastator and Jinx on the Lord Keto. We'll have something ready to make you talk when we get back."





Nico looked up at the massive pyramid jutting up out of the sand. After they'd stowed Jarak in the hold, he and Omega had gone to visit the peculiar structures that they'd seen to the north. Several dark-gray stone pyramids sat among a number of other structures, including a black obsidian, three-hundred meter spire jutting straight up toward the stars above.


    Ahead, on the side of the base of the largest pyramid, was a hieroglyph of a woman dressed in exquisitely royal robes. A strange but brightly-colored crown sat on her head, and he face was painted in an exotic but royal blue and silver face paint. The image was clearly a work of art, and it was amazing it had endured for so many millennia.


    "She's beautiful. I wonder who she is," Omega broke the silence from beside him.


    "I have no idea," Nico answered. "But she's from that civilization that vanished ages before the Sith Empire rose to power." As he stared at it, studying the intricate scripts below the hieroglyph, he felt a sudden rushing of the Force through him. Suddenly he could understand the language. "She was... a great Queen," he said, almost trance-like.


    "Probably the greatest in history, and the greatest leader of her people. She was... Immortal."


    "Who was she?" Omega said. Nico couldn't tell whether or not the man noticed his strange actions.


    "It... doesn't say. But her name meant everything these people." Suddenly he blinked.


    The meaning of the glyphs faded like a dream, as if they'd never been before. "Wha... what? Let's get out of here," he said. "I feel like I'm being watched."


    "Yeah, me too. Let's go."





"So, feel like talking now?" Nico asked darkly, edging the spinning drill closer towards Jarak's eye. The man didn't dare move. Instead his lips barely parted. "Yesss..." he whispered.


    Nico smiled. "Not so funny anymore, is it?"


    An hour later, the Dungeon Ship Lord Keto and the World Devastator Pillager 9 jumped out one more time into the unknown. Ahead was one target; the location of the Sith Temple. The place where Kurt had disappeared. Kryshran...





TO BE CONCLUDED








Jinx


            DGN Lord Keto


                          Above Kryshran


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





The world had a mysterious air about it. It was beautiful, to be sure, with greens and browns mixing with the blues of the ocean. The KETO and PILLAGER NINE had overflown the planet once, pinpointing the location of the Sith Temple before settling into a geo-stationery orbit. Onboard the Lord Keto, a council of war was taking place.


    " Neres, you and Dark Hunter will stay in orbit onboard the ships, ready to lend air support if we need it. Myself and Omega will lead the Centurions and Black Ops personnel on the ground. Jinx, you'll lead the escort down to the surface, and perform your duties as scout inside the Temple." Nico looked around the table. Omega had a serious air about him, Draken an apathetic one. Dark Hunter was studious, down to business as always, while Jinx looked about ready to crack a joke. Which he did.


    " Awww, nothing more exciting than that? My philosophy is, you've seen one Temple, you've seen 'em all."  Chuckles circled the able at Jinx's cavalier attitude about the whole mission. Nico was amazed at how relaxed this group was. At the onset of the mission, they had been burdened by so many problems that it seemed likely that they would all explode at some point. But miraculously, they hadn't. Omega seemed to be able to store it all in himself, away from prying eyes. Draken and Dark Hunter had the same ability. Jinx, on the other hand, was more violent. That rear-guard action against Jorkas and the Deathwatch strike fleet had been a venting action for him, in more ways than one. He had been in a bacta tank for the better part of two days after that, and his fighter had just recently been repaired. Nico was assured of the fact that the remainder of this mission would be dealt with effectively.


    " Maybe, but if not, that's why you will be in front, to catch the brunt of any surprises." Once again there was open laughter. Jinx looked chagrined. " Alright, back to business. Our descent to the planet is in four hours. The Centurions are going to be notified that the ROE for this mission is shoot first, interrogate survivors later. Jinx, if you find Kurt or any of our people alive, send them back to Omega for safe-keeping. If you don't and our guys see them in the dimly lit Temple, they're going to light them up, and Sauron will have our collective rears.


  Clear?" There was a jumble of yes's. "Good. You have four hours to prep. Let's get to it."





Four hours later, two Assault shuttles and four fighters left the security of the Lord Keto and made planetfall. The final phase had begun. No one was going to leave the planet until they had found evidence of either Kurt's death, or Kurt himself.








