[INQ] New Order Rending – 7589

Warlord Archangel Palpatine

Two Birds...
= En Route – Corellia, Corellian System

= 0921 Coruscant Standard Time (CST)

= CEC YT-1300 Freighter “Duskwind”

“Exiting hyperspace now, my lord,” announced the pilot, as she slowly drew a dial towards her, reverting the vessel to normal space. The freighter, co-oped from the Brotherhood's merchant fleet, shuddered uncertainly as the hyperdrive shut down, the stars seen through the viewports reducing from long streaks of light into individual points. The pilot went through the standard post-hyperspace checklist, conscious of the large man at her shoulder.

“Thank you, Commander. Inform me when we have made docking arrangements,” the man murmured, patting the headrest of the pilot's chair before turning and striding down the corridor which connected the cockpit with the main deck area. The occupants of the crew area looked up as he entered, several nodding to their leader with respect. He returned the nods, and stepped over to the nearby terminal, occupied by a small Rodian.

“Anything, Waka?” he said, his deep baritone voice resonating throughout the compartment. The tone in his voice was inquisitive, but would brook no failure or ineptitude. The Rodian seemed to gulp, through his bulbous eyes stared fixedly at the terminal screen. He tapped at the keys for a few moments longer, before turning to regard the large man incredulously.

“Do you have any idea how many CR-90 Corvettes there are in the shipyard right now?” the Rodian spat, his grasp of Basic showing his educated background, especially when his ire is raised, and his tone reverts to one of condescension and dismissal. The large man grunted, a warning without words, as his eyes darkened in response. The Rodian, either unperturbed or unknowing, lifted a datapad and held it out to the man.

“This is the list of the Corvettes with that designation. There are almost fifty in various states of construction, with another two in dry docks for repairs, five for refits. Only seven are deliverable.”

The man took the datapad, and examined the list, his eyes running down the list of the vessel names and designations. One of the other occupants of the room let out a derisive snort.

“Always easy missions with you, isn't it?” he said, smirking as he screwed the barrel of his E-11 blaster rifle back into the receiver, freshly cleaned and oiled. A keen marksman, but with an attitude which had kept him out of the armed forces, Jamin Hul was a brigand in the very best, and worst, sense of the word. The woman sat beside him scowled at the poor attempt at humor. 

“Our Lord would not be sent in an easy mission. It would be a waste of resources!” she quipped, rechecking the pockets of her combat medic kit for the hundredth time. Chondra Rasmult and Jamin Hul had come into the Inqusition's service recently, as the purge of undesirables increased in tempo. Kill teams, led by high-level Inquisitors, were employed to take down important targets, or foil extensive plots. Along with Waka, the Rodian Slicer, and Srikk, the Trandoshan mercenary, they formed the principal agents for Chief Inquisitor Archangel Palpatine.

“Keep your shirt on, Chon. Or better yet, take it off!” Jamin replied, a wolfish grin spreading across his face. Srikk hissed from the armory enclosure, a barred and protected area in the crew deck. The hiss was a staccato of serpentine breaths, and could only be the dim Trandoshan's laugh. Despite his best efforts in the short time he had had, proper discipline had yet to be drummed into his team, relying instead on focusing them on a goal, along with a mutual fear of the huge Sith Warlord.

Chondra made no reaction to the crude quip, and instead rose from the bench, donning her helmet, painted with white and emblazoned with a red cross. She looked up at Archangel, who had stood as a silent witness to the exchange, and gave him a small smile. He knew she was bothered by the crudeness of those around her, their hygiene alone could sicken even the hardiest of stomachs. 

She was an educated doctor, a physician of repute and renown. Archangel had been impressed by her unbelievable need to help and cure. And he was lucky that at the end of a rotation in the main medical district on Judecca, she had been looking for something new, something different. Well, missions on the coattails of one of the Dark Brotherhood's leading Inquisitors would be anything but dull. He returned the smile, though the gesture didn't reach his eyes. 

“My Lord,” the pilot's voice interjected via the on-board intercom, “We are approaching CEC shipyard Beth. We are cleared to land, but they are not forthcoming with information.”

Archangel turned to Waka, gesturing towards the terminal, before activating the communications stud attached to his collar.

“Thank you, Commander. Take us in. Lock up after us, but keep the old girl warm for us. You know how good my exits are,” he said, a smile spreading across his face as he said it. Gallows humor had always been his forte, and if this mission went south, he might have more opportunities to shine.

“Load up, ladies and gentlemen. Time to hunt Jedi.”

–

= Corellian Engineering Corporation Incorporated Shipyard Beth

= 0932 Coruscant Standard Time (CST)

= Finishing Bay Aleph-112

Doesn't matter  how you spun it, they were running. Fleeing from their homes, their lives, what little material possessions they had. They had no rights, no privileges, and would likely be dead already, but for the simple fact they were a few steps ahead of the Inquisition. They'd huddled in a cold storage container, stowaways on a civilian freighter, like rats looking for a new port to infest. Such was the life of a Jedi, since the Civil War. Once they were a bastion of peace, justice and harmony. Now, they were little better than beggars, scrapping the bottom of the barrel as they tried to escape persecution.

“Vanguard?” asked the quiet voice behind her, breaking her concentration. She'd been watching the transfer of goods and supplies from the Correlian Engineering Corporation quartermaster to a newly minted CR-90 Corvette, designated CR-90-491. The odor of paint pervaded the spacious dock, clinging to every surface like a turpentine limpet. She turned towards the voice, looking back at the Ranger behind her. The Zabrak seemed to quake under the intense gaze of the Vanguard.

“Mistress, Plith has tracked a freighter exiting hyperspace and heading towards this station,” he said, staring down at the datapad in his hand instead of looking the Vanguard in the face. He muttered as he spoke, as if terrified that something might hear him and give him away. The Vanguard's anger rose quickly, amazed that a trained Ranger would have such a lack of backbone. But she caught herself, and with a short breathing exercise, she quelled her anger, returning serenity to her soul, and her face.

“This is Corellia, Dee,” she replied, laying a hand on the Ranger's shoulder to lend him some of her calm and harmony. He visibly relaxed at the touch, and she smiled. At least in this world of torment and terror, she could still provide at  least a measure of solace to those under her command. There was little else she could do to alter their situation further.

“A thousand freighters arrive each day, and a thousand more leave. What makes this one special?”

The Zabrak looked up into her eyes, a spark of fear running down his spine, and into her through their touch. She tried not to recoil, but fatigue had dulled her reaction. He stammered for a moment or two, before stopping to look at his notes.

“She's called the Duskwind, but her registration is false. Plith flagged her for security to pick up, anonymously of course. But she looks like an old Sadow freighter, seconded to the Brotherhood merchant fleet,” he said, his voice meek and submissive. Vanguard Liras Widin nodded her head, and flashed a grin at the Ranger.

“Excellent,” she said, rising from the crouch she'd been in for far too long, her leg muscles aching with tension and strain, “Perhaps we can rid ourselves of the Brotherhood,”

Ranger Deekon Mat's jaw dropped open in sudden shock and terror.

“What!?” he exclaimed, his voice barely higher than a whisper, but he felt an immediate need to cower in response, “You mean to kill them?!”

Liras' hand dropped to the lightsaber on her belt, hidden under layers of traveling cloak and robes. Reassurance flooded her from it, the sense that she was not prey, but could bite back whenever needed.

“If need be,” she replied, her tone absent malice and anger, only harmony and a determination set in stone, “Gather the others. They're only about an hour away from completing loading.”

–

= Corellian Engineering Corporation Incorporated Shipyard Beth

= 1001 Coruscant Standard Time (CST)

= Public Docking Bay Peth-Orenth-Dorn-Osk

“There has to be a misunderstanding,” said the cool, liquid voice of the stranger. The Sergeant-At-Arms stared at him with unveiled malice and distrust. Ignoring the unusual dress and entirely too calm behavior, the man unnerved the Sergeant. His eyes were pure white, without pupil or iris, but he seemed to have no real disability. He stared into the distance at times, but somehow he knew where the Sergeant was without even speaking.

“No mistake,” said the officer, a senior docking clerk for the Corp, “Your vessel's registration is suspect, and therefore shall be impounded until the authorities can investigate. Stand down and move away from the vessel so that my men can take over.”

The stranger smiled, showing a pearly white set of teeth. The smile seemed feline to the Sergeant, predatory and hungry. He subconsciously dropped his hand to the holstered blaster at his side, flicking off the clasp securing it in place. The stranger turned to regard the Sergeant, his smile disappearing in an instant.

“No need for that, Sergeant,” the stranger said, an edge in his voice. The Sergeant stopped moving, his hand hovering over his blaster, unsure of how to proceed. The officer too seemed perplexed. This was not the usual response to impounding a vessel, especially one which has fake registration. His eyes dropped to his clipboard, attempting to gain a new foothold against this... character.

“Is everything alright, Kael?” a deep voice called from the gangplank of the freighter. Heavy footfalls echoed throughout the small docking bay. A goliath strode out from the cavity in the underbelly of the freighter, ducking his head as he moved to stand beside the stranger. The white-eyed man let out a sigh, and turned to the newcomer, glaring at him with sightless eyes.

“I had this under control. Let me deal with this,” the man, Kael, said. The large man shrugged, and crossed his arms, the ceramic of his armor creaking quietly. Kael turned back to the officer, his smile having returned to its original glamour.

“I'm sure we can come to an arrangement,” he said, spreading his hands in a conciliatory gesture, taking in the entire security team sent to impound the freighter. The officer looked up, a stern expression darkening his features.

“Attempting to bribe an officer in the execution of his duties is a serious crime. Sergeant-At-Arms, please put this man in restraints and escort him to the brig.”

The Sergeant slipped the cuffs from his belt, and advanced on the man, presumably called Kael. The man's hand rose, and waved across in front of the Sergeant's face.

“No need for that, Sergeant. You will put the cuffs away and leave the bay,” Kael said, his smile never wavering. The Sergeant stopped, and thought to himself, 'Why should I listen to this boy?'. But his body didn't respond, and his mouth replied without the thought passing through his brain.

“I will put the cuffs away and leave,” he murmured, turning on his heel and walking towards the exit, his cuffs slipped neatly back into their holding bracket on his belt. Within minutes, he'd forgotten the situation, and was happily whistling on his way to the nearest cafeteria for a well deserved cup of caf.

The officer stared in disbelief at the back of the Sergeant-At-Arms as he walked out of the bay. Kael sighed again, shaking his head with frustration. The larger man patted him on the back and signaled for the other occupants of the vessel to disembark. Kael stepped forward, and placed his hand on the officer's shoulder.

“You will go home to your wife, or husband, or cat, I don't care. Report that our situation has been resolved. You will take the night off,” he said, whispering in the officer's ear. The officer's eyes went blank, and turned to his men, waving them off.

“Situation resolved,” he said quietly before walking away with his men. Archangel turned back to Kael and nodded his approval.

“Well done. Expediency is needed on this mission,” he said, taking his helmet from the hands of Chondra, and donning it in one smooth move. Jamin and Waka followed Chondra, weapons and equipment slung from their shoulders. Waka, in particular, had a hefty satchel resting on his shoulders, which held his portable data terminal. Leads and wires hung loosely from jury-rigged access ports along the length of the satchel, giving him the ability to hook up to just about any standard system available.

Bringing up the rear was the claws of Srikk, scratching against the metal gangplank. He bore an E-web in his arms, typically a heavy anti-infantry weapon. But with a brace across his shoulders, and wrapped around his scaled body, he was able to distribute the weight well. The power pack hung between his shoulder blades, connected to the E-web by a long, armored cable. He hissed, hungry for blood. 

“Waka, lead the way, Kael with him,” Archangel Palpatine ordered, “Expect trouble.”

–

= Corellian Engineering Corporation Incorporated Shipyard Beth

= 1012 Coruscant Standard Time (CST)

= Docking Ring – Corridor – AA-0111Z91 – Junction KA-875

Pal Yool breathed in the stale air his mask provided him, coughs racking his body for a few, painful moments. The initial escape and the ensuing weeks of running had made replenishing his gas stores difficult and costly. The last batch he'd scrounged had been old and his breathing had become labored, his movements sluggish. For each another reason, he questioned leaving his home planet of Dorin.

He returned his sniper rifle's butt to his shoulder, and peered into the scope, one specially designed to accommodate his eye fixture. He panned the rifle across the long stretch of corridor, which was straight as an arrow, and just begging for his attention. He'd served in the Melewati Bushfighters for years, honing his skills with rifle and blade. 

His commlink pinged in his ear. He crouched lower under the tarp he was using as cover, and stared down the corridor, scanning for targets. His commlink pinged again, this time twice in quick succession. Pal relaxed, and let out another fit of coughs.

–

= Corellian Engineering Corporation Incorporated Shipyard Beth

= 1012 Coruscant Standard Time (CST)

= Docking Ring – Cafeteria Krenth – Table Seven

The blue-green glow of the datapad illuminated his pale, soft skin, as he tapped through the menus of the CEC Internal Security System. The menus were soon replaced with camera feeds, showing a variety of angles throughout the area outside the finishing dock. He nodded to his companion, who replied with a deep warble.

“This is Plith,” the Bith Padawan said, minimizing the camera feeds and bringing up the latest security reports, “I have direct access to the security system. No sign of the Brotherhood. Gaararra and I will remain here for the time being. The Wookiee across from him let out another warble, and picked at a plate of processed and poorly cooked meat and vegetable substitutes. 

“Understood, Plith,” replied Liras, her voice shaking with exertion and movement, “The Corvette is nearly ready. Return to the bay by 1030 and we'll be on our way. Hopefully, before the agents of the Brotherhood find us. This is a big station, easy to hide in.”

“You are aware that I am in the company of a Wookiee in a shipyard almost solely inhabited by humans?”

–

= Corellian Engineering Corporation Incorporated Shipyard Beth

= 1012 Coruscant Standard Time (CST)

= Docking Ring – Corridor – AA-0111Z91 – Junction KA-864

The crewman turned and walked away, his access card dropping from his hand and landing with a metallic clink on the deck. Kael scooped it up with a flourish, and handed it to Waka, who was already starting to input the credentials. The Mystic turned to Archangel and smirked.

“This is too easy,” he said, his hands resting on his hips, striking a pose. The older man looked down at Kael with dark eyes and a scowl which refused to leave his features.

“Try not to say that, Kael. You're liable to get shot,” Archangel replied, though he seemed distracted, staring into the distance down the corridor. The area was deserted, which wasn't unusual for a shipyard this size. Typically the crews were concentrated in a few areas at any given time, and entire sections of the shipyard would be uninhabited but for a few droids running errands.

The blaster bolt sliced through the air between the two Dark Jedi, obliterating the chassis of a nearby GONK droid. The poor GONK let out a wheeze, and a mournful trill, a moment before it's legs gave out, and slumped unceremoniously to the deck. The second bolt ripped a chunk of flesh from Srikk's neck, his green-blue scale suddenly rent open, blood and flesh sloughing away. The Trandoshan hissed with rage, dropping to one knee. 

The Dark Jedi had their sabers ignited and raised in an instant, which pays credit to their attacker for having been able to make two aimed shots in such a short span. A third and fourth bolt were intercepted by lightsabers, though as Kael blocked a fifth, he felt his feet slip on the deck. The force of the blasts were not insignificant, and it was all they could do to keep from being punctured themselves.

Srikk let out a startled, gasping hiss as Chondra bore him to the ground, already grabbing at her medical kit. She extracted a bacta patch from the kit and slapped it firmly against the wound, sealing the edges as best as she could. The Trandoshan's scaly skin made the seal impossible, but with as little movement as possible, it would suffice for the time being. 

The pair were half-dragged into a nearby recess by Jamin, providing at least a little cover from the sniper. Waka, to his credit, had not flinched as the bolts lanced out around him, but instead was tapping away at his handheld console, a lead connecting it to a nearby dataport. His bulbous black eyes swiveled towards the Inquisitor, and he let out a warble, forgoing Basic in his haste.

“We have their communications link?” Kael said, his Rodian sketchy at best. Waka nodded, scowling at the Dark Jedi.  He depressed a key on his console, and suddenly, the Dark Jedi had a new conversation in their ear buds.

“... tion KA... something. Can't see from here. Suppressing!” said a voice, muffled by a mask or some other obstacle. Archangel turned to look at Kael, who grinned, stepping back and away from the defensive line they'd held. He looked over Waka's shoulder, who was in the process of triangulating the signals.

“We are en-route,” said another voice, female, commanding. The Vanguard they were hunting, Archangel thought, but without visual recognition, he could not be sure. He turned to his team, absentmindedly batting away a bolt.

“Expect company,”

–

Plith turned to Gaarara, and nodded, his lightsaber coming free from his hip and igniting. The blue glow filled the surrounding corridor, pushing the shadows back, but making them darker, more pervasive. Gaarara hefted his bowcaster, a sleek, cinnamon colored weapon, hand-crafted by his grandfather, years ago. He snapped a clip into place, and let out a growl of contempt.

“Soon, Gaar,” Plith said, a smile in his voice, if not on his face. 

–

“We are ready to lift off,” Deekon whispered, his face illuminated by the datapad before him. Vanguard Liras nodded, her face set grim and unmoving. Her thumb played with the activator of his lightsaber, giving away her nervousness. Deekon noticed, as he'd known the Vanguard for a very long time, and placed his hand on hers, looking into her eyes.

“We need to go,” he said, quietly. Liras stared back into the Ranger's eyes, emotions playing through her, threatening to burst out of her at a moment's notice. Only her years of training in the temples of the Odan-Urr kept her in check. She turned away, his gaze being drawn down the long, dark corridor, the distant blaster fire echoing dully.

“No. We must respond. We cannot keep running,” she replied, standing slowly, her muscles aching. Her mouth was dry, her heart pounding angrily in her chest. She strode forward, presenting more confidence than she felt. She shrugged off her heavy cloak, leaving her in a Jedi tunic of pale tan and browns. Her flowing hair had been tied back in a thick bundle at the nap of her neck.

Ranger Deekon Mat followed at her heels, fretting and fearful.

–

The corridor was a ruin of black pock marks and blaster burns, several droid corpses lay where they'd been hit by the sniper. The inquisitor's temper was flaring, his breath coming out in short, furious bursts. Time to go, he thought to himself, his head turning for the umpteenth time to the nearby vent, it's grated cover discarded on the deck nearby.

Srikk's tongue slithered over his lipless maw, annoyed and a little out of it, the medication Chondra had given him for the pain. He'd be less than useless in a close range engagement, but could be useful as a distraction.

“Chondra, Srikk. Stay here, and act as suppression. Srikk, I want the corridor burnt,” Archangel said, before tapping at his commlink, “Are you in position?”

“Just say the word,” Kael's voice replied, muffled slightly, and echoing with a metallic edge.

“Go,” the Inquisitor said, before nodding to Srikk, who hefted his E-Web heavy repeating blaster. He rested it on the side of a shipping crate, and sighted it down the corridor. The sniper, noticing the moment, let out a pair of well-aimed shots, scoring the crate and the wall behind the Trandoshan. Srikk hissed angrily, before disengaging the safety, and letting loose a torrent of blaster bolts in response.

–

Pal Yool swore furiously as he dove out of the way of the oncoming barrage. The crates and containers he'd been using for cover and concealment began to scorch, their paint blistering as the blaster bolts struck the metal. Pal scrambled away, his long sniper rifle slung from his shoulder, keeping it away from his legs. He had to relocate, or at the very least, find the Vanguard.

He stopped short at a corner, his auditory organ picking up a slight buzz in the air. He started to shift back, a hand dropping to his pistol holster. But his pistol was not there. He looked down in surprise, his fingers grasping at the grey leather futilely. With a huff of methane, he hurried back, away from the corner, looking desperately for his absent pistol. He found it, a moment or two later, held in one hand by a small, unassuming man. His eyes were white, presumably blind, but the lightsaber in his hand had enough dangerous colour for both.

“End of the line,” Kael said, before putting a bolt through Pal's mask, destroying his teeth, tongue, and eventually, his spinal column. The sniper dropped to the floor, his rifle snapping in two under the strain of the dead-weight body. Kael spun the  pistol in his hand, and smirked.

“One down,” he announced over the commlink. His bravado had cost him his sense of awareness though, and the Force nudged him only the barest of moments  before a heavy, furry arm slammed into his shoulder. He spun and landed heavily on the nearby stack of crates, sprawling dazed from the attack. The Wookiee roared, and aimed his bowcaster at the Dark Jedi, fury radiating from it like a volcano.

A huge blur slammed into the Wookiee, knocking the huge beast off it's feet, careening into a nearby bulkhead. The blur coalesced into the shape of a huge man, who spun on his toes to face a lightsaber wielding Bith. The creature seemed to tense up, question his movement in support of the Wookiee. He had never seen the furry monster knocked from his feet so easily, and never by brute force alone.

“Who...,” the Bith asked, his tone plaintive and aghast, “Who are you?”

Warlord Archangel Palpatine looked down at the alien, and struck out, his jaw set, his eyes steely as they danced with the light of his weapon. The Bith moved to defend himself, his blade connecting with the Sith's with well-worn, practiced ease. He felt confidence well up inside him, as his strokes met his opponent's, deflecting the strokes to the side, and even creating slight opening's in the man's defence. 

It wasn't until a moment or two later, when the Wookiee let out a grumble of anger, did the Bith realize the Sith was simply toying with him. With a speed which surprised the Bith, the Warlord's lightsaber snapped out like a snap, cleanly amputating the alien's hand, his lightsaber falling to the deck. With a spin of green light, the man removed the Bith's head, allowing it to join the fallen hand. 

A bolt of veridian light hit Archangel in the back, knocking him to the ground, the ceramic plating of his armor scorched and broken in places. He let out a heavy gasp, the wind knocked from his lungs. After a moment of disorientation, he started to rise, getting to his knees before a massive arm slammed into his lower back. A spasm of pain burnt through his muscles, and he rolled to the side, trying to get away from his attacker.

The Wookiee bellowed and struck down at the fallen Warlord again, his gangling arms slamming into the deck with the force of a sledgehammer. Archangel grunted with effort, doing all he could to keep away from the rampaging creature. A flurry of blaster bolts peppered the area around the Wookiee, several scoring hits, but doing little to slow it down. Kael let loose with his pistol again, this time aiming for the creature's joints, with one shot crippling a knee.

– 

Gaarara dropped to one knee with a huff, growling in pain as his anger flared within him. He let out a roar which began in the depths of his chest and could put the ice of fear into even the most stalwart spines. It was cut short as Kael's lightsaber sliced through his brain, killing him instantly.

–

Liras heard the roar. It echoed down the halls, a warrior's keen, a dirge of fury. But it was cut short, and her breath caught in her throat. Her confident stride faltered and she had to lean against the wall of the corridor to keep herself standing. The emanations of the death of her comrades through the Force had taken their toll. A sudden welt of fury rose within her.

Deekon could see the anguish on his master's face, but could do nothing but support her as the tears began to fall from her face. She pushed at her cheeks, trying in vain to stem the flow of tears, infuriating her further. She shrugged off Deekon and pushed away from the wall, opening her stride and sprinting as fast as she could manage down the corridor. Tears blurred her vision, but she didn't care. Death had come for her, and she would not be found wanting.

–

Archangel rose slowly, favoring his left side as the Wookiee had managed a fairly powerful strike to his ribs. The bracing and padding of his armor could only protect him from some of the blunt force trauma, and he had to be satisfied with the outcome. Didn't mean he had to be happy about it.

“What's the count?” he muttered, turning to Kael, who was studiously cleaning his pistol. Kael turned and nodded down at the Bith.

“That Bith is the Padawan in their group, the Wookiee would be an auxiliary. Pretty sure he goes by Gaarara, but who cares about a furry mess like that?”

A flurry of footsteps and a sudden, harsh intake of breath caught their attention. A woman, no more than twenty-five years in age stared at them, her eyes ablaze. She stared at Archangel, focusing her entire attention on him. The Warlord turned to regard her, and smiled.

“Vanguard,” he said, the smile holding no warmth, his eyes staring intently at his quarry, “Nice of you to show up,”

“You... you killed them!” Liras screamed, her rage starting to boil over. Deekon was hot on her tail, but slowed as he spotted the two Dark Jedi. He readied his weapons, but hid in the shadows, awaiting an opening. Kael stepped back, away from the Jedi, but keeping in her peripheral view. The more opponents she saw, the less skittish she might be, and the upper hand would be in the Brotherhood's favor.

“Yes. Yes we did,” he said, calmly. His tone was matter-of-fact, as if the slaughter of three sentient beings was little more than an order of caf from a waiter. Liras' jaw dropped in astonishment as the callous nature of the man in front of her, and for the briefest of moments, fear ran through her body, head to toe.

“Vanguard Liras Widin, you are hereby under arrest and censure, by order of the Voice and the Inquisition. I am Chief Inquisitor Archangel Palpatine. You will submit, or be destroyed.”

Liras stared at the man, incredulous of his tone and demeanor. He had no plans to take her captive. He had planned all along to murder her and her cohorts. She was little more than a Jedi escapee, and of little concern of his, other than that of his boss, the Voice. She closed her mouth slowly, and steeled her jaw, before speaking in hush tones, that only the Dark Jedi could hear her.

“I am Vanguard Liras, of Clan Odan-Urr. I am a Jedi, and I will have my justice, in this life, or the next.”

She pounced at Archangel, lightsaber searing through the air

–

Tears had long since fled from her body, though the grief remained. The sight of her fallen friends had redoubled it and it had solidified in her being. Her body and heart yearned for justice, for revenge. Her calm had faltered, and was not likely to recover. She struck out at the menacing man before her with little regard for personal safety, lashing out at his face.

He ducked under her blade, and replied with a fist directed at her midriff. With a neat pirouette, she moved aside, and sent the heel of a foot into his already damaged ribs. She'd seen him listing as he stood before her and planned the strike accordingly. He grunted with pain, but said nothing, his features furious, but his stoic quiet was unbroken. 

She'd heard of this man. A behemoth in size and reputation, he'd survived several Great Jedi Wars, lead countless men and women into war, and had come through with little more than scars and medals. He was a dog of war, a mutt sent out by his masters to kill and destroy. Liras shifted her weight, moving herself out of his reach against as he swung back, his lightsaber blade a hair's breadth from her face. It was time to put this dog down.

–

Deekon watched his master attack the huge Sith. He could feel the anger radiating from her, as well as the cold grief which seemed to pervade her every pore. He could see she was slipping, and there was nothing he could do.

–

Breathing was starting to get difficult for Archangel. At least one of his ribs was broken, the familiar ache like an old friend come to visit. The Jedi had planned her strike well, though the anger within her dulled her judgment. She was not used to fight with her rage, being fueled by it. Anger was his domain. Rage was his weapon, and fury was his fuel. He let out a slight wheeze, raising his lightsaber into a guard despite the pain in his side.

“Come now, Liras. A Jedi is supposed to be free from emotion,” he said, quietly. He was not one to goad in combat, finding it to be a distraction for himself as much as for his opponent. But this was a situation he had rarely found himself in in the past; a Jedi who was falling, hard. He fended off her reply, a pair of strikes aimed at a tender location. Her rage made her erratic, unfocused. She seemed desperate to destroy him, and was instead destroying herself.

“You feel it, don't you?” he continued, ducking under a sharp kick, giving the errant leg a push with a hand to send her careening away, off-balance and disoriented, “The anger, it fuels you, it guides your movement. A Sith feels this way all the time. Even now, child, you draw on the same powers as I do.”

Liras found her footing after a pair of off-balance steps. She turned to stared daggers at the Dark Jedi, and realized that at this point, she was on a precipice. The beast was not wrong. To Jedi, emotion was the anathema. Allowing emotion to take control of her body, her mind, or her soul was the surest way to fall to the Dark Side of the Force. 

And yet, it felt good. Rage welled from within, fueling her body. Fatigue seemed a dull ache in the background in comparison to her unblinking need for blood. She stepped towards him, her guard still up, but not striking.

“Why?” she asked, her voice quivering with unbridled fury, “Why would you do this to me?”

Archangel Palpatine smiled, his lightsaber dipping towards the deck.

“I've done nothing you didn't already do to yourself, child,” he replied, her voice soothing and calm. His words were like a stone thrown into a violently roiling sea. Instead of being lost the swells, it calmed the sea, bringing clarity to the Vanguard's mind as sure as a bucket of cold water. She stared at him for a long, heavy moment.

“I am nothing like you,” she said, and lifted her lightsaber, holding it directly in front of her, “I am not a monster.”

“Come now, child,” Archangel said, his blade raising slightly, preparing for her next attack, “Better a live monster than a martyred fool.”

Liras smiled at that, the first smile she'd allowed across her face in hours. She looked up at the brute, a muscle bound menace sent the test her resolve and judgment. In spite of his attempts to turn her, she'd come away with a greater sense of clarity and purpose. 

“I am free, not bo...” she started. But her words were cut off by the whine of a blaster pistol discharging. The smell of ozone pervaded the area, and she was suddenly having a difficult time focusing or breathing. She looked down, noticing a slowly spreading patch of crimson on her Jedi robes. She could smell the burnt fabric and flesh below, and knew something was terribly wrong. She turned towards her attacker, mouth open and unashamedly terrified.

“Why...” she uttered, dropping to her knees as she stared at Deekon, her friend for over a year and apprentice. Her body slowly gave up and she lay down, eyes open but unfocused. Deekon moved nimbly over the debris and bodies to Liras' side, and caressed the hair from her face. She let out a slight gasp, a quiver, her expression a mixture of supreme sadness and slightly of release, of hope, of peace. She died on the deck of a Corellian Engineering Corporation shipyard, surrounded by enemies, and her dead comrades, but she was finally at peace. Deekon, tears dripping from his face, closed her eyes.

Archangel laid his hand on Deekon's shoulder, and squeezed gently, a comforting presence which belied his massive size or disposition towards war. Deekon looked up at Archangel and nodded before rising to his feet. Kael padded over, and cast his blind gaze from one man to the other.

“Am I missing something?” he said, regarding Deekon with unveiled suspicision. Archangel turned Deekon away, sending him back towards the approaching Chondra and Jamin.

“Thank you, Reman,” he said simply, “It was not an easy assignment.”

Archangel turned, and followed his long lost apprentice, leaving Kael to pick up the pieces. The younger man regarded the area with his blind eyes and sighed.

“Does this mean I have to steal the Corvette?” he called after his old friend. Archangel turned, and smiled his grim, mirthless smile.

“One more cohort for the Emperor's fleet, I should expect.”

