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Somewhere

Moraban

The combination of their lightsaber blades, the purple of Firith’rar’s, Lilith’s green, Tasha’s red blade, and Mactire’s bright blue one, along with the glowrods the crewmen carried made lurid colored shadows that jumped and danced on rocks of the cave-like room they had walked into. 

Behind them, the walled corridor they had fallen into now ended in a pile of rubble.  Ahead, at the other end of the chamber, it appeared partially open and continued into darkness. What little light from the blades and sticks that they had, showed that sand and rubble coated the floor from where the roofing and walls had collapsed in the past.

There was also a feel of unease and malevolence that seemed to surround the party. From the point they had walked into the room, it seemed to be stifling them slightly, a feeling like something was waiting.

Firith looked past Mactire and over the heads of the two crewmembers, down the dark corridor, the eyes of many somethings reflecting the glow of the lightsabers, looked back at him. Beyond that, there appeared to be a faint glow of orange. The spots in his eyes from the bright saber blades made it difficult to discern though.

Taking a deep breath, he shook his head to try to clear the annoying buzz he seemed to have in his brain. “How are we going to play this?” He asked, looking at Tasha who outranked them all.

Assessing the situation and looking back down the hall where the noise was getting louder, the blue skinned Twi’lek nodded as if speaking to herself. Then she turned and looked at her former Black Guard, a man she was no longer sure she could trust because of his recent past. Sizing him up, she glanced at the injured Lilith and noticed Firith’s protective stance above her. 

Yes, I can trust you to keep her safe, that much I know. However, you have a long way to go to prove your trust to me again after what you did on Kar Alabrek. She thought. Pointing to a pile of boulders a little ways behind them, she told the Grey Jedi, “Help her to cover and then you watch her, keep her safe.”

Firith nodded to Tasha, walked over to Lilith and helped her up. “Right, lass, let’s get you over here.”

Lilith leaned on her husband as the walked over to the pile of rubble by a gaping hole in the floor. ”I’ll be fine Firith, I have my blaster if I need it to shoot anything that the sabers can’t handle.”

“Aye, lass, but be that as it may until you heal that ankle up well enough to walk, you’re more a hindrance than a help,” he answered her gruffly.

He looked at his wife, in her, Devil’s Shroud decorated Jedi style armor, then at Mactire, in his Wolf decorated Dark Armor and Sapphire Squadron emblazoned cloak. Firith realized his old simple robes and cape might not help to save his hide if the going got rough. Looks like my skills with Ghosting and Force Cloaking will have to help keep me safe, he thought to himself.

Like Firith, Tasha was also in light armor: modified Equite Robes. Looking at the wife of his former master and new mother to an infant daughter, Firith shook his head in disbelief that she would leave her child to assist the Clan in this venture. Though he did not fear for her, as he knew she was more than capable of taking care of herself and had something more than the Clan to fight for.

Firith looked at the open corridor again and could hear the sounds of dragging feet on the gravel and sand getting closer.

Ordering the two crew to position themselves at a kneel in front of her and aim their heavy blasters down the corridor. She stood, waiting for the right moment, then gave the order. “Fire, NOW!”

Crimson beams began spewing from their weapons down into the dark hallway. The sound of them striking flesh and the falling of bodies were soon heard over the noise of the approaching enemy.

Triggering as fast as their weapons would recycle, the two crewmen kept firing. “Ma’am! They keep getting back up!” One of them shouted, beginning to panic.

Wishing for fully trained Warhost instead of base science crew, Mactire gritted his teeth in frustration. “Keep firing. Don’t let up!” He ordered.

Circling around to the edge of the opening, Mactire waited in the shadows for the first creature to appear. Tasha held fast, her breathing suddenly becoming erratic.

Firith glanced at his wife and then Force Cloaked, only to reappear moments later, his eyes shimmering red for just a moment before fading to their usual blue-gray. With his face white as Hoth, he was shivering as if he was on that frozen planet itself. He dropped his saber and fell to his knees looking terrified.

“What? What is it?” Lilith asked, reaching out to touch her husband's quaking form.  

The moment she touched him she saw a brief flash in her mind of a hideous creature of teeth and red glowing eyes peering up at her from under something. She jerked back in fright, then grabbed Firith’s shoulder and shook him. 

Firith looked at her, not seeing her for a moment, then shuddered and his focus cleared. “Tha-” he swallowed. “That was terrifying. I cloaked, and suddenly I was being attacked by a bòcan,” he choked out, face still pale white. “It was something from my childhood, a made up monster that we were told would eat you up if you had been bad. It, it-it hid under the bed.” Looking around, he grabbed up his saber and stood up, shaking his head to clear the vision.

Mactire’s scream of rage, as the first gray armored creature appeared at the door, brought him back to reality.

The blue saber cleaved the nearest creature in two and dug into the one behind it causing it to stagger. The one further away from him finally collapsed as the two crewmen burned hole after hole into it.

The narrow confines of the opening gave all of them the edge they needed to keep the enemy from just rushing into them. The gray bodies piled up and slowly seemed to crumble, flesh and armor alike.

Tasha still frozen, stood like a statue, shaking. Firith walked up to her and grabbed her by the arm. “Snap out of it! Tasha! Wake up!” He yelled, shaking her.

Tasha looked at him, unseeing, and as he had before, she slowly came to. “I’m- I, I, I’m, sorry.” She stammered.

Hearing his wife’s blaster being added to the attack, he glanced at the opening. There seemed to be maybe twenty more gray creatures coming towards them. The blaster fire was having an effect on them though, as they were coming slowly and tripping over the fallen bodies. Looking back at Tasha, he smiled. “Right, I know, not now, though, yeah? We have some wee beasties to fight, right?”

Tasha nodded jerkily, “Right.”

Mactire was tiring quickly and delved into his Force to amplify his strength. As he did, he went ashen and fell back away from the opening.

Quickly, Tasha ran forward to help him as Firith stepped up to the opening and posted where Mactire had been standing.

Behind him he could hear his fellow Mystic crying and saying, “Look, they are all dead, everyone is dead! Why couldn’t I save them?”

The stink of burned, scorched, and desiccated flesh filled the room. The flash and phwip of the blaster sang along with the hum of Firith’s saber. 

“Tasha, snap him out of it or come help me. I think we may be winning!” Firith called over his shoulder, as he sliced another arm off the gray thing clawing at him.  

Suddenly, the last few charged into the room, smoking from multiple blaster hits. One backhanded Firith, slamming him into the rocks and laying his face open to the bone.

Firith’s wild swing sliced into the gray humanoid, knocking it back towards the two retreating crewmen whom repeatedly fired at it until it collapsed. 

The creatures split, one heading for Lilith and one for Mactire and Tasha.

Red saber ignited, Tasha gracefully rose up from where she was trying to shake Mactire awake. Stepping away from him, she planted her feet and bent her knees. Swinging her saber up and around, she brought it down; striking the creature's shoulder and slicing it open to the chest. Pulling it free, she again sliced down and across, this time cleaving its head from its shoulders. The creature collapsed in a pile of gore at her feet.

Lilith fired shot after shot at the one that was headed towards her, but her light blaster did not seem to slow the gray monstrosity down.

The added fire from the two crewmen and their heavy blasters were enough to cause it to stumble and then stagger sideways, where it miss-stepped and fell into the hole that was in the floor, to disappear.

Silence except for the heavy breathing of the six combatants and the hum of the sabers filled the room.

Firith, bleeding heavily from the face, groaned and slowly tried to sit up. Wild-eyed, Mactire shivered by the wall looking around at nothing but seeing something. The two crewmen collapsed against the wall, sliding down it into a sitting position. Lilith and Tasha looked at each other than the two collapsed crew and then at the two men on the ground.

Shaking their heads, they both echoed their thoughts aloud, “Men.”
Seeing Firith’s face, Lilith got up and hobbled over to him, having just wrapped her ankle instead of healing it, as all hell had broken loose before she had time to even think. “Let me heal you my dear, your face is far worse than my ankle at the moment.”

Firith grunted at her, “tryin’ to say I’m ugly are ya?” Lilith just smiled and rolled her eyes.

Reaching for the Force, Lilith prepared to heal him only to let out a shriek and start slapping at herself while stomping at something on the ground. Firith reached out and grabbed her arm, shouting at her. “Lil. Stop! Wake up lass.” He gave her a little shake and slowly she stopped.

Standing there for a bit blinking, looking around, seeing nothing, in confusion she said, “there were spiders everywhere. I could feel them on me, there were hundreds of them.” She shuddered at the thought. “I hate spiders, Gods, I hate spiders. You know I hate spiders. They were my biggest fear growing up on Taris. The ones there were huge, nasty things; they were called Assassin Spiders. They were some kind of mutated spider. I remember being chased by them when I was little. These weren’t big like that, there were just a lot of them.”

Tasha walked over to Mactire, all she could hear was, They are dead, all of them.” Crouching down, she grabbed him by the arm and giving him a hard shake said, “Mactire. Snap out of it.” When he kept mumbling, she shook him a bit harder. Pulling rank, the Savant spoke, putting more authority into her voice and making it a command, “Mystic, you will snap out of this now!”

Mactire blinked, looked up at her and said, “Ma’am?”

“What happened? What were you seeing, Mactire?”

“I saw people lying dead, even people that are not even here at the moment. The whole clan, everyone I know, I couldn’t save them.” He stammered, still shook up by his vision.

“Okay,” said Tasha. “What were you doing when you started seeing that?”

“I was reaching for the Force to amplify my strength,” he mumbled, still shook up and not quite back together mentally.

“Lilith, Firith, what happened back there? Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Firith go down on his knees and Lilith all I could see was you slapping at yourself,” inquired the Savant.

“I went to heal Firith and all of a sudden I was covered in spiders.  It was really weird,” she answered and gave a little shake as she thought about it again.

“Firith?” Prompted the Twi’lek.

Looking a bit abashed and uncomfortable, he told her about the monster from his childhood.

“What were you doing when this memory came back to you?”

“I was Force cloaking. It’s one of my most powerful abilities, I use it all the time.” he said.

“Hmm,” said Tasha. “Let’s see, I saw Bentre and my daughter, Lynna’Vel dead when I tried to use telekinesis to help push those creatures back, Lilith saw spiders when trying to use her healing powers. Firith saw a childhood monster when he tried to cloak, and Mactire when you were tried to amplify your powers, you saw dead people? You said that you could not save them. Is this something you fear?”

Mactire shook his head in affirmation. “I think I see where you are going with this. Something or someone is messing with our connection to the Force, causing us to manifest our fears when we try to use it.”

Lilith paused for a moment, thinking about that. “But why didn’t anything like that happen when we first fell down here? I mean we used the Force to try to get out when we fell into this place.”

Everyone looked at each other, trying to put everything that had happened so far together in their minds. 

Finally, Firith said, “maybe it takes a while to start affecting you or maybe we were not close enough to it yet?”

Thinking about this for a minute more, Tasha responded. “I’m betting that we weren’t close enough to whatever this is. Think back, I am feeling a malevolence that I did not feel when we first fell in here. I started registering an uneasy feeling as we walked this way, not long after we heard the sounds of those creatures. I wanted to chalk it up to them and when they attacked us, but I am still feeling it.”

“The other three looked at each other and confirmed the same to her.

Lilith, her healer side kicking in, walked over to the two crew that had been trapped in here with them. “How are you two holding up, any injuries?” She inquired as she crouched down to where they were sitting.

“No ma’am, no injuries, just not real sure what is going on. This was suppose to be a scientific mission and we are just support personnel. Didn’t really sign up for all this, you know?” One of them replied to her.

Giving them a small smile, she glanced at her husband and said, “Oh, I totally understand. Firith over there, thought we would die of boredom on this mission. Just be careful and stay close to us when we move out,” she informed them as she got up and walked back over to the others who had continued to talk while Lilith was addressing the two crewmen.

“What did I miss?” Lilith asked.

“I think that we need to test our theory,” responded Tasha.

“Okay, Firith really needs his face healed no matter what we do. Let me try to use my Force powers to do it. That way if nothing happens, great, he will be healed.” Lilith suggested.

“Good Idea,” Tasha said.

With that, Lilith reached for the Force and immediately started dancing about, slapping at the unseen. Firith grabbed her and wrapped her in his arms all the while talking to her, telling her that it is not real. With a final shudder, Lilith looked around at the others from her place against her husband’s chest and still shuddering said, “well I guess that answers that question. I think that I will just use the medpac that I brought with me to heal any injuries.” Untangling herself from his arms, she reached into her utility belt, pulled out the bacta canister from the medpac, and applied it to his face.

“Well let’s try another, just to make sure. I’m not able to heal anyone but myself and since I have a scratch on my arm, let me see if I’m able to heal that,” Tasha said. With that she pulled on the Force and concentrated on her arm. She felt a twinge and as everyone watch, the scratch was healed. Tasha looked around and said, “interesting. Mactire why don’t you try something, not something that you are adept at but something that you have studied.”

Mactire reached for the Force and tried to cast a barrier. The barrier was visible but the others could see it fading in and out while Mactire had started breaking into a sweat and shaking. Dropping the barrier completely, he said. “I was doing ok at first when I was concentrating on making it, but when it started to appear so did the visions. However they weren’t as strong this time.”

Tasha pondered that for a minute. “It’s almost as if the more powerful the Force power, the more whatever this is messes with us.”

Firith stated, “aye lass, that does makes sense. Now that we have figured that out, I think that we need to start exploring where we are, find a way back up to the surface, and maybe find out what is causing all this.”

“Agreed. Let us move out. Mactire and I will take point, we will put the two crew between us and Firith and Lilith will take the rear. Everyone just watch around you and keep your eyes and ears open. Try not to get too far apart. Yell out if something doesn’t feel right.” Tasha informed everyone.

Falling into position, the party of six moved forward.
