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The cycle
Ranger Xantros

11518
39 ABY, New Tython, Arca Praxeum (Alternate Timeline)
Can...hear me? We...help!We...to fight...overwhelmed!...too many...too powerful...!...coming through...There...darkness...only...May...Force...us...!
All leaders of Clan Odan-Urr, who gathered in the main briefing room of Arca Praxeum, listened to the message again and again, equally terrified each time. It was strange and extremely disturbing.

„Why did you do send this message, Xantros?” asked Turel Sorenn, the Proconsul of the Clan. „What do you mean by it?”

„I have not sent it,” answered the Rollmaster of Clan Odan-Urr with surprise in his voice. „I can't recall sending any message like this. I have not done it. It cannot be me.”

„Despite all static in the message, our voice recognition modules have clearly indicated that this voice belongs to you. There is no chance that it has been mistaken,” replied A'lora Kituri, the Consul of the Clan.

„I have not sent it, yet,” replied Xantros, stressing the last word. „What, if this message comes from the future?”

„How would it be possible?” asked Mar Sûl, the Quaestor of House Satele Shan.

„Our scanners have picked up a powerful tachyon storm nearby New Tython,” explained Xantros. „What if it shaken delicate fracture of time and opened a kind of a wormhole, which joined the presence with the future?”

„Still, what would this message mean?” asked Edgar Drachen, recently appointed Aedile of House Hoth.

„Sounds terribly,” spoke Xantros. „Like, if we were attacked by an extremely powerful and dangerous enemy. Dangerous enough to easily get through our defence, including our starfighters, corvettes and destroyers, as well as our ground forces.”

„Anyone has any suggestions as far as what we can do is concerned?” asked A'lora.

No one spoke for a moment. They lacked any vital information, which they might use to prepare any plan of defence. The only thing they knew was that they were going to be attacked by an uknown party in indefinite moment of the future. They could do nothing else than to wait and face their destiny, whatever it was.

„I will recall all over ships back to New Tython,” spoke the Consul. „We better have all our forces available to defend our headquarters and the innocent people.”

Five days later, orbit of New Tython, bridge of NSD Fey'lya's Last Stand
„Admiral,” spoke ship's helmsman. „We are picking up four, possibly five signatures of ships, unknown configuration.”

„Battlestations!” ordered Admiral Tresk Fiarr'ges.

Whole crew on the bridge observed as five ships appeared from nowhere. They were black, much darker than the space behind them. The ships were similar to large seven-pointed stars. It was both terryfing and fascinating to look at them.

„Open channel with the closest of the unknown ships,” commanded Fiarr'ges. When his order was carried out, he continued, „This is Admiral Tresk Fiarr'ges, the commander of Tythonian Space Militia. Identify yourself!”

For a moment, there was no reply. Suddenly, they heard a squeaky, loud sound, followed by a strange voice speaking, „What do you want?”

„We want to live in peace and spread peace all over the Galaxy,” replied Admiral, still disturbed by the sound and the design of the ships.

„Peace is a lie, which serve the weak to explain their weakness,” the reply came. „Weakness is not acceptable. The Universe must be purified of weak beings. Resistance is futile.”

„All ships, launch fighters,” ordered the Bothan Admiral. „Fire at will. Focus fire on one ship at a time. We need to know what it takes to kill these things.”

Soon after, both fleets came in the effective range of their weapons. The corvettes and the destroyers immediately targeted and attacked the closest hostile ship with cannonade of turbolaser and laser fire. Still, it took minimal effect on the hit ship. The enemy fleet responded with a heavy fire of an unknown kind of beam weaponry, which cut Endor's Triumph in half with just one salvo. The battle continued, but it quickly turned out to be obvious that the navy of Clan Odan-Urr was no match against the unidentified fleet. Few minutes later, large and small pieces of scrap were the only remains of what used to be the Tythonian Space Militia.

The black ships descended from the orbit, proving their ability to manouver in the upper layers of the planetary atmosphere, as they released numerous smaller crafts, both fighters and bombers, as well as shuttles. Despite the efforts of the AA guns crew and the ground forces, very few of the shuttles were shot down before they reached the ground nearby Arca Praxeum. Their doors opened and their crew left them, in order to attack the headquarters of Clan Odan-Urr. Countless beings similar to large spiders swarmed towards the complex of Arca Praxeum. Its defenders immediately opened fire, killing some of the enemies, but the carapace of the entities seemed to be partially resistant to the blaster shots. Quickly, despite the cannonade of blaster shots, the spider-like creatures reached the protectors of Arca Praxeum and slaughtered most of them and forced them to retreat into the surrounded buildings.

Even the Jedi were unable to stop their enemies. The beings were also partially resistant to the Force, as they could not be cheate by any Force power or the Jedi were not strong enough to conquer spiders' minds. They could only use the Force to throw their enemies in the air by the means of telekinesis, to burn them with the Force lightnings or to augment their own combat abilities.

Standing behind the front line of the defenders in one of the main corridors of Arca Praxeum, Xantros observed the battle helplessly. He was aware that the Jedi and their allies were unable to defeat the invaders. His presence would not change anything in the outcome of the battle, so he decided to do the only thing, which seemed to be reasonable. He quickly moved to the communication center and sent out a distress call.

Can...hear me? We...help!We...to fight...overwhelmed!...too many...too powerful...!...coming through...There...darkness...only...May...Force...us...!
