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Smoke was wafting out of the vents , creating a haze in the room. Firith had been searching for one specific item he had heard about. A simple ring that would supposedly protect the wearer, and enhance the Force power the wearer chose. Firith wanted to make it his own.

 The fighting to get here had been insanely fierce, finally it was almost done. Lilith was back in another room tending to the wounded. The other members of the Clan Naga Sadow were cleaning out other pockets of resistance. Clan Scholae Palatinae, the kriffing back stabbers, had put up a good fight. But in the end it didn't matter, CNS had sent them packing and recovered the bulk of the Sith artifacts. Except this one, and it was going to be his.

 Looking around Firith used the Force to feel the room. There, ever so faint, the dark energy was softly pulsing from behind a panel on the wall. Stepping over a body of a CSP Stormtrooper, Firith stopped and checked one of trooper’s belt pouches and relieved him of a few credits he no longer needed. He then went back to his search, scanning the wall for how to get to what was behind it. “Kriff this!” He thought and pulled his blaster out. Firing at a section between two panels, he was rewarded with a large hole in the wall. 

Looking into the gaping wound he could see a small box resting on a shelf with a large stack of credits next to it. “Excellent, Lil will be getting’ a wee gift,” He thought, reaching in and snatching the credits and box out of the hole.

Looking around to make sure he wasn’t being observed and hadn’t been followed Firith stuffed the credits in his pockets and then opened the box. The ring was a simple band of matte black with a single red ruby like stone embedded in it.

Firith pulled the ring from the box and with his hands shaking he slipped it onto his right ring finger. Feeling the power flowing through him Firith stretched and flexed as his body spasmed with the energy.

His body ached and shifted and suddenly he felt him self morphing, the room growing larger and larger around him.

All Firith could feel is the weight of his HALO suit crushing him., smothering him. Scrabbling forward on all four feet Firith crawled and clawed his way out the opening at the neck. Twitching his whiskers and sniffing the air. Glancing around Firith caught a glimpse of himself in the mirrored visor form his HALO helmet.

“Sqeewk, Squee, SQUEEK?” Firith felt the vibrations of footsteps approached and  pounding on the floor. Then his eardrums nearly shattered as he heard a very loud voice speaking “Sang? I feel it faintly here, but cannot find anything.” Locke  called out. Firith bolted for cover as the Consul and Proconsul of his clan walked into the room. Sang’s voice boomed out in answer “It’s here, somewhere, I can feel it. It’s faint, but I can feel it.”

Firith slunk along the wall to the door and then bolted all the while thinking. “SQUEAK squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak! Squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak SQUEAK!”

Running and hiding Firith after what seamed like years of running but was only a couple of hours, Firith ran across a landing pad and into a shuttle. Panting and gasping he looked at his paw and the tiny ring wrapped around one of his digits. Try as he might he couldn’t grip it to pry it off. Vibrations alerted him to the approach of some people.  

Again his ears rang as the voices got louder. “Have you seen Firith?” Lilith asked as she walked up the ramp and into the shuttle. “No, and he better get here soon, I have something I need him to take care of back on Tarthos.” Tasha’Vel responded walking in after the knight. Sitting down the two began to get ready for take off.

Firith ran out into the middle of the  seating area and stood on his hind legs and yelled. “Squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK squeak SQUEAK SQUEAK squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak!” Waving his paws and the miniscule ring, he continued. “Squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak squeak!”

“UGH a vermin!” yelled Lilith as she kicked out at Firith. Catching him off guard, Firith felt his ribs crush as the boot made contact. He tumbled into the bulkhead under the seats. “HOLD!” A voice bellowed out startling both the women. Locke and Sang walked into the shuttle and looked around. “It’s here? It IS here!” Sang said, “How did it get here?”  

“I can feel it, I felt it leave the room and I have tracked it here…but where…” Locke muttered to himself.   Stooping down he reached under the seat where Firith had rolled. Lifting Firith up by his tail, Locke examined the vermin and pointed to the band on its paw. “Look, see? There it is.”  Sang, Tasha and Lilith leaned in and could see the tiny ring.  

“What is it?” Lilith asked.

“Why is that rodent wearing a ring?” Tasha asked.

“Good questions all.” Sang responded taking a tiny pair of pliers out of tool kit on the wall. “Shall I remove it?” He asked, looking at Locke.

“Yes, but be careful. Be very, very careful. This is a cursed item, and turns its wearer into a creature that best fits his personality. In this case the wearer appears to be a bit of a thief as he or she has been turned into a Scurrier. As we don’t know who this person is, or what clan they are from I suggest you two draw your weapons” He said looking at Tasha and Lilith.

Both the savant and knight nodded as they unholstered their blasters.  Sang reached up and tugged the ring off, snapping the digit on the Scurrier. Locke quickly threw the vermin out the back of the shuttle.

Firith felt himself falling and changing, his ribs screaming at him in pain. In a agony filled haze he opened his eyes only to see the landing pad approaching his face at high speed.  Hearing Lilith call out his name he hit the ground and knew no more.

