Sins of the Past Episode I
Rins’zler sat in the co-pilots chair, it’s worn out padding was starting to chafe, but he knew that he wouldn’t have to endure it much longer as the shuttle was bound for something far more comfortable. The Knight could see the ship looming up ahead, it was huge, yet magnificent, and he’d never seen a Majestic Class up close before. The shuttle pilot comm'd ahead for landing clearance, and made a beeline for the docking bay. It wasn't long before the glowing light of the magcon shield appeared before them and the vast space that comprised the Last Light’s hangar bay lay before them. The shuttle landed without incident and the access ramp lowered, Rins’zler stood in the doorway observing the organised chaos going on around him, crew and technicians worked away on various areas and pilots were darting between equipment and fighters, making sure everything was ready for the mission. Posted at the base of the ramp waited a silver 3PO, the Arconan markings clearly present on its outer casing, the Qel-Droman walked down the ramp, his robes trailing behind him, billowing out as he walked. The droid greeted him “Master Sang-Kalinor, Master Bleu awaits you on the Bridge”, Rins’zler nodded to the droid “Vhery whell, lhead ohn”.
The ship’s corridors were alive with activity, crew bustled around, making sure everything was ready for the mission, the droid guided the Grey Jedi through the labyrinthine corridors, eventually reaching the bridge, and four heavily armed guards manned the entrance. The bridge was apparently under high security, two of the guards approached Rins’zler weapons raised “Remove the mask”, the Knight looked at the guard whom had issued the order and chuckled, “whhat whould mhe rhemoving mhy mhazk ahchieve”, The guard and his companions got more aggressive, “Remove the mask or we will remove it for you, and you won’t like it when we do”. The 3PO droid had cleverly retreated from the area and Arconan now stared down the barrels of four blasters “Ih rhealize thhat yhou ahre uhnder ohrderz tho chheck ahll whho ehnter thhe bhridge, hhowever pherhaps yhou shhould chheck whho ihssued thhe ohrder”. The guards looked at each other confused, one of the guards near the door pulled out a pad and retrieved the order, it listed Knight Rins’zler as the originating officer, any issues should be forwarded to him, the guard withdrew his comlink “I am going to send this to the authorising officer, the three of you keep your blasters on him, if he moves shoot him”, Rins’zler stood calmly, internally he was chuckling to himself, he was glad the security idea he had forwarded to Kordath had been implemented, he didn't actually expect the guards to question him though, at least they were thorough. The guards held their blasters pointed at the masked figure while their comrade contacted the officer, they heard a buzzing noise from the mask, the sound of a comlink on vibrate, a voice emerged from the guards comlink, mirrored by the faint voice emerging from behind the mask “I commend you for your diligence, you are lucky, had you done this a few months ago, at least one of you would have lost your life for this, be thankful I have mellowed of late, now open the door please”. The guards looked stunned and lowered their blasters “My apologies sir, the security information did not say who you were sir, Private open the door for the Knight, again my sincere apologies”, Rins’zler nodded at the guard “dho nhot whorry, yhou whhere dhoing yhour jhob”, the door opened and the Journeyman entered the bridge.
Kordath stood at one of the bridge command consoles, compared to the rest of the ship, the bridge was silent, and there were very few bridge officers present. The ship’s XO was busy attending to various issues, so Rins’zler walked up to the d’Tana, The Ryn turned around, clearly having felt his presence “Hmm, Rins’zler, glad you could join us, we have much to discuss, I received your communication and have implemented the security procedures you recommended, I could sense your encounter at the door, it was hmm... very amusing”. Rins’zler reached Kordath and stood next to him, The Ryn was avoiding looking out the viewports, the Knight sensed his discomfort yet could not work out why, and then he remembered that Kordath disliked space, the fact that he was here showed the true severity of the situation. The human turned around and looked out of the bridge view port, the shipyard around them bustled with activity, he could sympathise with the Ryn, and even he felt slightly uncomfortable here. The Journeyman turned and spoke to Kordath “When I received your request I have to admit, I was surprised, I am a relatively low rank within the Brotherhood, why did you request me?”, “my friend, while you may only be a Knight, you service to the clan has been over a long period, even though you have been absent for some of that, I am well aware of your experiences beyond the Brotherhood. It is these experiences with the various depths of the universe and your links with your uncle made you an excellent choice, plus I trust you, and in these dire times that is something that is far more important than rank”.
Kordath turned around and beckoned to Rins’zler “hmm, come with me, we have much to discuss”. The Knight followed the Seer to the bridge’s briefing room, once they were both inside, the Ryn touched a control on the wall, the door closed and an energy field erected itself around the walls and the windows darkened. “ That's much better, any more views of space and I would have sent my lunch over the console, anyway this room is now secure, which is good because what you are about to hear is for your ears only. For several months now we have been seeing subtle signs of sabotage and systematic destabilization of Arcona’s systems and resources, something or someone is moving against us and we, along with other elements of the fleet, have been tasked to go and see what we can dig up, the full resources of the Last Light have been given to us. I wanted you here because of your knowledge of the scum of the galaxy, and because I know you have always had Arcona’s best interests at heart, your trust and loyalty may well matter far more than anything else we have available”. Rins’zler let that information soak in then removed his mask and placed it on the table “I assume then by your actions that we are running a need to know situation, do we assume the place is full of spies, I can make some inquiries with the crew, gain their trust and see if I can root out any specifics?”, “it’s something to consider, but not right now, I need to get you up to speed with Bridge protocol and operations first, then we can look at other considerations, hmm, so shall we get to it” Rins’zler nodded “of course, lead on” Rins’zler recovered his mask and replaced it on his head, only a select few knew his true appearance, something he intended to keep that way, it would undoubtedly come in handy on this mission. The two Grey Jedi walked from the meeting room into a flurry of activity, the ship was ready to leave the docking facility, and it was time to begin their mission.
Somewhere, out in dark hole in the galaxy, sat Kraxus Quinn, Pirate King and Lord of the Orcanis Asteroid Belt, his word was law in this region of space, it came as a surprise when the mystery man came to him, how he had managed to bypass his defences, sensors and other such traps the Pirate King did not know, even more mysterious was the sum he offered Quinn to try and take over Port Ol'val, he almost laughed, was this some kind of joke, was this man trying to insult the great Kraxus Quinn, the mystery man simply handed him a data pad and left, as mysteriously as he had arrived. Quinn looked at the pad; on it was a series of requirements for payment to be fully granted
· Take your time

· Nothing overt

· Do no physical damage that cannot be undone

· Do as much damage to the Arconan clan and their holdings as you can

· The Fee for this venture will be 200 million credits, 50 million upfront, the other 150 once you succeed.

Quinn laughed, he had fallen foul to Those blasted Arconan’s on more than one occasion, now was time for revenge, this he would enjoy, and enjoy very slowly.
On the bridge of the Last Light the crew were ready to take the ship out, the deck officer informed the captain that the ship was ready to leave spacedock, Kordath nodded to her and the order was given. The Majestic class cruiser unclamped from its moorings and with short blasts from its manoeuvring thrusters it set itself free from the docking system. As soon as it was a safe distance away, the pilot engaged the sublight engines. The ship gathered speed as it left the confines of the star port. Rins’zler watched as Kordath walked over to the navigation officer and handed him a sheet of flimsiplast, Rins’zler had seen the sheet earlier and knew it contained hyperspace coordinates. An Arconan outpost close to the Correllian system had detected a mysterious sensor build up, something was amassing near the system, but the distance was too great for the outpost's systems to confirm any more. Rins’zler had gone over the sensor readings, what he saw sent chills down his spine, despite the somewhat blurred nature of the data scan images, he could make out the vague profile of a ship, a ship he knew too well, well enough that even the vague notion of this ship being here meant trouble.
Ten years ago during his self-imposed exile from Arcona, he encountered a former small time crook who went by the name of Kraxus Quinn, or as he liked to call himself, King Quinn. Quinn was a self-centred, egomaniacal nut case, but he was also very intelligent, he had built up a small network of criminals and thieves, this network grew by the day, something about the madman attracted people in their droves, it wasn’t long before they became a large enough organisation to be deemed a threat by several parties. Shadow Stalker was hired, along with several other mercenaries to attempt to undermine this group; it was during this attempt that they encountered the Hand of Iron. Shadow Stalker was lucky to escape the incident alive, and later learned that Quinn had attempted to overthrow several clans of the Dark Brotherhood, his attempts were repelled by the forces of Arcona. Quinn vowed revenge on Arcona and had made several attempts to assault them, all had been thwarted.
So what was so dangerous about the Hand of Iron? When Rins’zler first saw the ship, his heart sank, how in the seven circles of hell the mad King had managed to acquire it, he did not want to know. The Hand of Iron is a Sovereign Class Star Destroyer, all of which were supposed to have been destroyed prior to completion. In the hands of Quinn, such a ship would be a terror. When he saw the sensor scan, he saw the faint outlines of the Hand of Iron, he hoped he was wrong, but it was enough of a hunch for Kordath to take him seriously, the Last Light was now on its way to investigate.
Floating around the Orcanis Asteroid Belt, close to the Correllian System, Kraxus Quinn sat on the bridge of the Hand of Iron, he looked over reports on a data pad, and his agents were busy at work sabotaging, supplanting and generally causing havoc among the resources of the Arconan scum. The Pirate King had gathered his forces, he wanted to crush the Arconan’s fleet, drawing them out into open combat, but equally he knew he had to wait, his orders were very specific, and despite wanting to rush in and make the Arconan’s hurt for every time they had embarrassed him, he wanted the credits far more. Quinn typed some comments into the pad and sent the message to his subordinates, he wanted Arcona to be humiliated, and then he would crush them.
The Last Light travelled through hyperspace, the crew prepping for what they may face at the end, pilots engaged sim-runs, ground troops planned manoeuvres and gunners tuned their targeting systems. Rins’zler wandered around the ship, observing the various elements of the crew, on several occasions he detected hints of something among certain members of the crew, suspicion, concern, he wasn’t sure, it wasn’t until he walked past a somewhat unassuming bulkhead that he picked up enough of the feeling to identify it, somewhere on this ship were spies, and a fair number of them, it wasn’t suspicion he was sensing but betrayal….
The Last Light suddenly dropped from hyperspace, Rins’zler struggled to maintain his balance as the ship shuddered to a halt, across the ship he heard the sounds of multiple explosions and blaster fire, and this could not be good. Sirens rang out across the ship, Rins’zler reached out with the force, he could sense that elements of the crew had sabotaged the hyperdrive and sublight engines, as well as several other key systems on the ship, they were dead in the water. The saboteurs had forced their way into the armoury and main landing deck, barricading themselves in. Rins’zlers com buzzed behind his mask, he flicked the activation switch with his tongue and Kordath’s voice came over the speakers “I am sure by now you are well aware of our situation, we are dead in the water, engineering, the Hangar and Armoury have been taken by rogue elements of the crew, you were right about their being infiltrators aboard, I should have reacted faster, how I didn’t see this I don’t know”, “it's not your fault, even though I suggested we look into it, I didn’t really think anything would actually happen this soon. It would seem whoever we are up against has managed to pull strings that even we were unaware of, I will see what I can do to restore access to the areas of the ship, but I can't promise anything”, “Do what you can, I am locking the bridge down”.
Rins’zler made his way to the Armory, he knew this would be heavily defended, however he also knew without access to it, there was very little hope of the loyal crew retaking the ship. As he approached the access corridor to the Armoury he saw soldiers and security forces were engaged in a light fight with the rogue elements, the infiltrators had barricaded themselves in very well, this had clearly been planned for some time. Rins’zler turned into the corridor, blaster bolts sliced past him but he paid them no notice, loyalist forces glanced momentarily as the Grey Jedi made his presence known, his arms were raised and his robes flowed back to reveal his armoured gauntlets, on each was a laser weapon, bolts sprayed from the weapons, blasting away at the rudimentary barricades, the bolts chewed great holes through the material and incidentally the insurgents behind it. Before long Rins’zler was a blur, to him his movements were slow and precise, to the crew however he must have looked like some kind of wraith, gliding through the corridor, his robes billowing around him, spraying red death at the enemy. The Insurgents behind the barricade shouted something in a language unknown to Rins’zler, and with terrified cries they tried to focus their fire on the black robed figure darting towards them. The Mandalorian emptied the remaining power in his blaster packs into the insurgents defence lines, at least ten of them lay dead, and a dozen severely wounded, as he closed he reached out with the force and called his throwing blades, he halted his progress mere meters from the defence line, his sudden stop stunned the insurgents and their blaster fire stuttered, it was all the gap Rins’zler needed, he flicked open his palms, sending the dozen blades spinning towards the survivors, their resistance ended quickly.
Loyalist troops quickly followed in Rins’zlers wake, the insurgents who had survived the assault now found blasters pointing at their faces, the armoury had been taken. Rins’zler activated his com and informed Kordath of their progress, Kordath urged him to hurry, they had company on the way, and it wasn't friendly, 3 days away at the most. Rins’zler gathered as many troopers as he could find and grabbed some spare power packs from the armoury, they had to take the engineering section and get the engines back up and running before their mystery guests arrived. It was then he had a sudden flash of an idea and activated his com “Kordath, are the long range communications still active, if so I have an idea”, Kordath muttered something to an aid and then replied “yes, for now, I had that area secured before we even left the dock, good thing I did, what do you have in mind”, “I was gona contact an old friend, who may be able to buy us some time”, Kordath responded with two words and cut the com “Do it”. Rins’zler ordered the men he had gathered to make their way to the engineering section to attempt to wrest control of it from the insurgents, none hesitated, their moral had taken a significant boost as soon as they had seen the skills of the Grey Jedi, the Lieutenant, the ranking member of the loyalists, asked if Rins’zler would be joining them, he responded saying that he was going to call a friend and would be there as soon as he could, the Lieutenant simply saluted and began shouting orders to the troops.
The Mandalorian rushed off to the Long Range Communications room, it was a deck down and one section across from the Engineering section, so at least he would be close to his secondary target once he was done, The section was secured with shield generators and multiple weapons emplacements, the troops guarding this section were clearly taking no chances. A sergeant saw Rins’zler approach and pressed a button on a device he held in his hand, the shield dimmed and a small opening appeared within it, Rins’zler walked through this and it closed behind him. The Sergeant looked at the masked figure “My Lord, it is an honour to see you here”, Rins’zler nodded “I assume the communications system is ready to use”, “Yes my Lord, the system was made ready the moment we heard the explosions, we have sent requests for aid to the fleet but have yet to receive any responses”, “very well”. The Jedi moved into the coms chamber, before him lay a holocom pad and several other systems, he inputted a com code into the system and the system sent it out, he hoped that this was going to work.
The holo projector set in the floor lit up and began to project the image of a stunningly beautiful woman, Rins’zler was well aware of the gasps from the crew within the room, he moved onto the holocom pad dropped to one knee and addressed the figure in the projection “My Lady, I am honoured that you have responded to my request”, The figure in the hologram looked down upon Rins’zler knelt before her, the holo image zoomed out to reveal her full form, even in holo it was impossible to miss the fact she was stunningly beautiful despite her body being covered in many areas with a bone like exoskeleton, her hair draped like thick tendrils behind her and her skin almost glowed. Her voice was that of an angel, flowing and caressing all who listened “Jandos my son is that you, take of that mask and show me your face, and get up from the floor, you have no need to bow before me”, Rins’zler stood and removed his mask “Queen Arania….. Mother….. I will cut to the chase, I need your help, I need the help of the Alant’ians”, the queen's smile suddenly vanished “what is wrong, I only spoke to your uncle yesterday, he mentioned nothing of you being in danger” and so Rins’zler explained the situation. The conversation ended and as Rins’zler turned around, he had not noticed the room was empty; a chill began to descend upon him. Before him stood Kordath, the Ryn’s expression and judging by the expression on his face and the fact his two Sith blades was held within striking distance of Rins’zler, he was angry and disappointed “I thought I could trust you, yet here I find you have been hiding things from us, hiding information from Arcona, Tell me now who is this queen and these Alant’ians, I will then decide if you have betrayed us or not”. And so Rins’zler explained.
“This may take some time, we should sit”, Rins’zler drew two chairs towards them and the pair sat down, Kordath looked at the Knight, still keeping his blades out, but acting less threateningly with them “you will be happy to know we have retaken the engine deck and have confined the remaining insurgents to the docking area, but we are fast running out of time, who are these people, I have been around for a long time in this Galaxy and have never once seen anything like her”. Rins’zler made himself comfortable “I don't know specific details of their origin, despite my relationship with them, it is something they are not proud of and speak little of, they began life as humans, colonists on a distant world, A group of rogue Dark Jedi, calling themselves the Sith Brethren discovered the world and its people and decided that they would make an excellent source of subjects for their experiments, the people were quickly subjugated and experimented upon, they were evolved and change. The Sith Brethren were trying to create an army of soldiers, their test subjects had their DNA altered so they grew bony exoskeletons, their hair became more like tendrils, their skin became more akin to a reptilian hide on the majority of their body, but some areas remained unchanged, their bodies glistened in parts, almost iridescent. The people of this world grew bold enough to turn against their oppressors and they rebelled, the Sith Brethren were killed and the people tried to make the most of what had happened to them. The side effects of the experiments left them with a connection to the force, and also a stunning level of beauty, retaining many of their former human features, despite their exoskeletal body coverings.
They soon adapted to their new lives, turning their once unproductive world into one that would rival most civilisations. They discovered they now had talents when it came to mechanical and genetic engineering. Despite their hatred of what they were made into by the Sith, they have come to see it as a blessing, even later generations began to view it as a positive aspect, and have developed the ability to pass on their skills and abilities to other who wish to be incorporated into their society and culture. Their presence has remained a secret for generations, even during the Empire Era; few even knew of their existence, I only came to know about them through my uncle. He had encountered them by accident during a navigation error and crashed on their world, he got to know the people over the several months he was there and earned their trust, I also believe he and Queen Arania are secretly a thing, but he denies it”.  Kordath listened, taking in the entire tale he was being told, analysing it and trying to work out if it was the truth or some elaborate lie. Rins’zler continued “I was taken to their world, Alant’ia, by my uncle and introduced to the Queen; it would seem her entire race shares her beauty, I was stunned by their appearance. I became good friends with the royal family especially Princess Olvar, she comforted me after the loss of Jen’ika to a Sith artefact. The Queen ended up adopting me into her family as she had done with my uncle, an act I am told is very rare. I spent a large portion of my self-imposed exile among them, it seems they have a close connection with the force, and by their own nature they are focused around balance, perhaps my time with them was one of the influences in my own change of path, I do not know”. Kordath nodded “very interesting, it is clear you are very fond of these people and have a close connection to them, but how does that help us”, “despite their secrecy, they maintain a significant defence fleet, their ships may not have the most powerful weapons, but they are strong and able to take a lot of punishment, and they are some of the best mechanical engineers I have even encountered, Queen Arania has agreed to send a dozen frigates to our aid along with technicians to aid us in repairing the ship” Kordath stood and sheathed his blades, he clearly wasn’t sure what to say as a response “I am sorry I doubted you before, I can feel the truth flowing from you like waves of energy, I also realise now why you have never mentioned this before, I can assure you their secret is safe with me and I will accept any aid they can offer”
Thirty six hours passed, they were the most torturous thirty six hours Rins’zler had ever experienced. The insurgents had all been eliminated or captured, upon examination both Kordath and Rins’zler noticed force sensitive tattoos upon the shoulders of each of them, neither knew what they signified, but the fact that they had been revealed by the use of the force could be nothing good. Space around the Last Light began to ripple and hyperspace emerged a dozen large frigates, their looked similar to Mon Calamari vessels, but the way their hulls rippled and moved seamed slightly unsettling, behind these ships emerged a larger cruiser, a ship that was not expected. Rins’zler rushed down to the landing bay to greet the Alant’ian shuttles, the six vessels drifted into the bay and landed softly on the deck, struts emerged from their sides and extended to support the vessel's, there were no visible doors, or even windows on the bizarre craft, they looked like some kind of sea creature that had decided to go on a space adventure, which Rins’zler realised the moment he had the thought, they were exactly that in a strange way. Openings appeared in the sides of each vessel and ramps extended themselves from the hull, down which came several Alant’ian crew carrying technical equipment and components, Rins’zler could hear a collective gasp from the Arconan crew who were in the bay, clearly they had just noticed the appearance of the Alant’ians, despite their unusual look, their beauty was something to behold.
Arconan crew members met the Alant’ian technicians and engineers and lead them off towards the engines, with luck they would have them up and running before their other ‘guests’ arrived. From the rear vessel emerged a group of soldiers, Rins’zler recognised them as the Black Guard, the elite force tasked with the defence of the queen, their gloss black armour and exoskeletons along with their unusual weapons made them stand out very clearly from the others, but why were they here. He set off towards them and as he came to the shuttle he saw a dozen Alant’ians emerge from the craft, their beauty stunned even him, there, dressed in her robes was the Queen, accompanying her was Prince Ketan, Princess Olvar and their entourage, Rins’zler removed his mask and greeted the entourage “I am confused, why have you come, the situation we are in is a dangerous one, if my fears are correct, we are in serious trouble, it was the prince who spoke up “my good friend, we could not leave you to your fate, if you are to survive to help Arcona, you are going to need all the help you can get”. Rins’zler lead them into the ship, the Black Guard on constant alert for any threat’s, there Saber Pikes ignited, the short yet vibrant purple blades hummed with energy, as they walked Rins’zler talked to his adopted family, it had been a long time since he had had chance to visit them, and despite the current situation he was glad for this chance, Olvar was keen to know what he had been doing, clearly she was still fond of him, and deep down Rins’zler realised he had feelings towards her as well. The party arrived at one of the ship's command conference rooms, there waiting for them was Kordath, his XO and several other senior officers whose names he could not remember. Introductions were made and Kordath invited the Alant’ians to sit “Rins’zler has told me a great deal about you and your people, initially at first I was reluctant to trust his information, but he is too fond of you and your people for it to be nothing but the truth. It is unusual for an Arconan to beseech aid from others, but our situation is dire and we are happy to accept your assistance”, The Queen stood and looked around, her head tails drifted with her movements “I thank you for your kind words, Jandos, or Rins’zler as you call him, is part of my family, his friends become our friends, and we could not allow harm to come to our friends, we have managed to remain hidden from the galaxy for a long time, perhaps now is the time to reveal ourselves to others. My best engineers are working on your systems as we speak, while they may be unfamiliar with your technology, we should be able to have your engines working enough for us to escape, our ships may not have powerful weapons, but our shields are strong and our hulls are have bio-engineered, self-healing properties, we will protect you for as long as we are able”. The discussion went on for several more hours, both parties keen to know more about each other, with Rins’zler being called upon to add explanations; he was the only one who had a foot in both worlds.
The meeting ended and the Alant’ians had returned to their respective ships just in time. Alarms screamed out across the Last Light  the enemy were upon them, a dozen vessels emerged from hyperspace behind them, mostly cruisers but the odd frigate, all bearing the markings of the Orcanis Pirates, at the head of the fleet there floated the Hand of Iron. The Last Light shuddered, as the ships gravity adjusted to an external force, the enemy had powered up gravity wells, and they were stuck here unless they could escape their reach. Upon the bridge Rins’zler felt the blood drain from his face, he had hoped and prayed that his fears would be unfounded and that he had imagined what he had seen in the sensor images. Rins’zler felt Kordath approach him “thanks to your friends our engines are working, we have shields but minimal weapons, all we can do is run and hope we can escape these gravity wells” Rins’zler nodded but continued to stare out of the viewport, he felt fear, for the first time in a long time, he was scared.
The Alant’ian Frigates formed up around the rear of the Last Light they were combining their shield strength, forming an umbrella of protection. Kordath nodded to his XO and the order was given to make their attempt at escape, the ship’s sublight engines fired up and the Last Light  lurched forward, The Alant’ian Cruiser kept pace with them, behind them sensor displays showed that the Pirates were not moving, energy weapons and torpedoes soon flashed across space, as the pirates attempted to stop the ships escaping, Rins’zler could not understand why the Sovereign Class was not using its super laser, he took it as a blessing and made his way to the gunnery section to give any assistance he could. The two groups were soon exchanging fire, for now the shields of the Alant’ian frigates were holding strong, torpedo impact damage was slowly being regenerated by the hulls. Kordath sat in his command chair, looking pale, a bucket sat next to him, he gave Rins’zler a look of apology and threw up in the bucket, Rins’zler was impressed at how long the Ryn had been able to put up with his discomfort, he left the gunnery area and moved over to Kordath, and put a hand on his reached out with the force and put a hand on his shoulder in an attempt to calm him, Kordath threw up again, but gave a vague smile and thanked Rins’zler for trying. The XO had already taken over the command of the battle, he was barking orders around the bridge, he was clearly an old hand at this, and well acquainted with the issues his captain had.
King Quinn sat on his command chair, he observed as the alien ships swing around and began to form a defensive umbrella at the rear of the cruiser, he laughed, the fools were committing suicide, but why were they not attacking, they were running, this could not happen. Quinn had ordered the super laser charged, but his engineers were having some difficulties with it, a shame, he had yet to successfully test it on a target; however his fleet still had plenty of firepower, so he ordered his ships to unleash their gunners on the enemy. The Pirate fleets accuracy was shockingly bad; Quinn vowed to execute the gunners of his other ships as punishment for this lack of skill. The ship’s gravity wells had powered up, preventing the Arconan's and their mysterious allies from escaping into hyperspace annoyingly he arrogantly assumed they would turn to face him, he was wrong they were running, his fleet had remained in position, perhaps too long, Quinn Barked orders that they should make best speed to catch up with the blasted Arconan's, they could not escape
The Arconan bridge crew were clearly terrified, yet professional enough to still carry out their duties. Kordath paced around the bridge, anything to take his mind off being where he was, Rins’zler simply sat and attempted to meditate, he wanted to calm his fear, and his terror and in doing so he hoped the crew would calm, he stretched out into the force and began some of the techniques Atyiru had taught him. The ship was running, engaging in a light fight with the chasing ships, its few remaining weapons unleashed everything they had at the enemy, The Ala'tina Cruiser sent turbolaser fire and ordinance towards the pirates, but despite all this they were still closing. The navigation officer shouted “Captain we are clear of the gravity well, and we have received a message from the Alant’ian ships to say that they are bidding us farewell and wish us luck”, Kordath turned to look at the Navigation officer “get us into hyperspace”, The Alant’ian ships vanished into hyperspace, and the viewport of the bridge glowed as the ship jumped. The ship was safe, they had suffered plenty of damage during the escape but at least they had survived, and had information to bring back to Arcona.
King Quinn stood as he watched the ships escape into hyperspace, he screamed and shot three of his crew, and he tore the arms from his chair and threw them at the view port. He yelled in anguish. Quinn turned to his bridge crew who visibly moved away from him, “how on earth did they manage to escape, you fools, how did you incompetent idiots manage to let them escape, he waved his blaster around, the crew members instinctively ducked lest they also fall victim their King’s anger. Quinn stormed off the bridge, shooting four more crew members, and yelling multiple expletives, this was not over, but now his enemy knew he was involved, his plans would have to change.
The Last Light limped into dock, its shields and hyperdrive had failed moments after they left hyperspace, they had drifted back to the port on whatever sublight engines they still had, and it would be some time before the ship would be ready to go back out again. Kordath walked over to where Rins’zler sat and placed his hand on the Knights shoulders “we did well, better than we should have done, I hope your mysterious friends made it back safe”, Rins’zler turned and looked at his superior “I have tried to use the force to calm myself, but I see nothing but darkness, and it scares me, but I have received word that they have returned with little damage, so there is some light in that”.
The crew disembarked from the ship and Kordath parted company with Rins’zler, he had to report back to the council. Rins’zler took a slow walk to his ship, he had a lot to think about but first he wanted a very long and hot bath, and he appeared to have a message from Princess Oval, this could be interesting.
