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“What the Kriff!” Shouted Lilith as she jumped back, dodging a screaming Tasha.  Lilith  hurrriedly moved to the other side of the sarcophagus.

Macron stood to the side with his arms folded, just watching the scene unfold like something from a play.

Mactire and Firith shot each other a look and dropped their weapons so that they could capture her without harming her.  Something that was easier said than done.  Working in unison the two men kept to opposite sides of the Savant with Firith in front of her so that Mactire could sneak in behind her and hopeful bring her down.

“Och, now lassie, what’d you go an do to turn into a beastie now?” Taunted Firith as Mactire got closer.

Eyes unfocused, Tasha cocked her head like she could still understand him and was trying to listen, growling as she moved towards him.  Rage still covered her now gray features and with bloody fingers she swiped at him.  Firith ducked and moved back a bit, letting her miss him but letting her get close so that her attention stayed on him and while Mactire got behind her.

“Tasha, I know you are in there lass, fight it.”  Glancing quickly at Mactire and giving him a nod he also said,  “once you get close try to grab her about the arms and chest and I’ll try to come in low and take her legs,” Firith spoke in the same cadence that he used with Tasha so as not to let her know that he was not speaking to her.

Mactire got close enough and grabbed Tasha who emitted a howl that made all of their ears ring.  Firith went low and got ahold of her legs.  The three of them went down in a tangle of bodies. The glowing crystal on the altar getting brighter as rage and frustration flooded the room, making shadows of the fight dance upon the walls as Macron cackled with glee and Lilith watched in horror as her husband and Mactire tried to get a grip on the blue skinned Twi’lek that she called her friend.

“Be careful, don’t let her scratch you,” Lilith called out.  “We don’t know how she got infected.”

With grunts coming from the pile of combatants, Macron looked over at Lilith and said, “I’m thinking that it had something to do with the doll she stepped on.”  Looking at the floor, spotting it, he walked over to it and producing a bag somewhere within his robes, using the bag as protection he picked it up and after sealing the bag with Lilith watching, secreted it somewhere upon his person.  “I’ll be taking it home to play with,” he said with a cackle and a wink at his fellow clanmate.  Wide eyed with disbelief, Lilith just nodded at the crazed Sith.

With another howl coming from the pile both turned back to watch the two Mystics grappling with Tasha.

“Frak, she’s strong!” Firith said with a grunt just before Tasha got a foot loose and proceeded to kicked him in the chest, pushing him away. 

“Slippery too,” huffed Mactire, as he was trying to keep a hold of her. Firith charged back and tackled the writhing Twi’lek, trying to incapacitate her once again.

With a growl, Tasha broke free of Firith and got to her feet with Mactire still holding on the best he could.  Moving backwards, she slammed Mactire into the wall behind them where he let go.  Freed of Mactire she tried to attack Firith again, who was getting up and taunting her once more, she stopped when Lilith yelled at her.

“Tasha stop, think of Lynna’Vel!” Lilith yelled, as she came from around the sarcophagus.  Tasha turned towards Lilith and paused, giving the other two a chance to regroup and get on their feet.

Macron looked around the room at all the chaos and, with a huff, said, “amateurs.” 

The droid, 22 took this opportunity to speak up, “Master, would you like me to take care of this?”

Macron smiled and said, “no, this requires a gentle touch.” Looking back at Tasha said, “Sorry my dear.”  Then using a Telekinetic Strike, struck Tasha across the jaw rendering her unconscious.  

As the Twi’lek fell to the floor, he looked at 22 and smiled. “Secure her,” he said simply. Digging into a case he had in a pouch he selected a vial and then administered a potion to keep her sedated until he could reverse whatever was happening with her.

Lilith looking at him said, “Why didn’t you do that earlier?”

“I wanted to see what you three were capable of.  I don’t really know and work with many of the clan outside of the laboratory.  I look at it like a little test.” The Adept shrugged as if it made perfect sense.

“A test!  What the kriff is wrong with you! Someone could have been hurt or turned into another one of those things,” The Consular shouted.

Firith looked at his wife, his eyes wide.  Turning to Mactire whispered, “och, this is nae good, she’s wee bit angry now.”

Mactire looked at him and whispered back, “A wee bit? I never thought I would hear her curse like that, I’d say that she is pissed off.”

“Someone always is, someone always will be.” with that Macron still giggling turned back to the altar and began to inspect the items once more.  “Oh, don’t touch anything and don’t step on anything,” he added in a sing song voice.

Shaking her head she went to Firith, who stepped back waving her off as he picked up his lightsaber. Shaking her head she then went to Mactire making sure that he was ok.

“I’m fine, more my pride is hurt than anything.  I didn’t think she would be able to take both of us,” Mactire said looking at Firith while he retrieved his own weapon.

“You and me both lad, you and me both.” He replied, rubbing his chest and examining the boot print on it.  He then reached for his flask, forgetting that it was empty.  “Frack,” he sighed and put it back.

Lilith cocked a disapproving eyebrow at him as he gave her a sheepish smile.

“Love ya honey,” he said imitating her then side stepping a bit to keep out of range of the smack that he was sure he was going to get..

Lilith threw her hands up and shook her head as the three of them made their way back to the altar. Upon nearing the altar and Macron the floor began to rumble and vibrate, more sand fell from the ceiling and the walls shook as it had before Tasha changed.

“Here we go again,” stated Lilith as she turned towards the door, Macron laughed behind her, and the glow of the lightsabers filling the chamber once more.

Sand and pebbles rattled from the ceiling on the party and dust filled the air causing them all to cough.

….Ridasi ki…

The four looked around. Trying to figure out whom was speaking to them.

“Did anyone else hear that?” Firith asked, wildly looking around.

…Inamsi ki dzok…Rososûti ki…

“I did!” Mactire and Lilith said at the same time.

“Sounds like a Gungan gargling with gravel. Is that a language?” Firith asked.

The crazed Sith gave Firith an evil look. “I should kill you for that, comparing those moronic filth with the language of my forefathers. That is the Sith language of old, though a more modern dialect then I have studied.” He said as he looked over at the sarcophagus and walked around to the still glowing crystal. Getting close, he listened.

Sosûtari ki, Nu waria nuri j'us midwan, Nu waria kûrsosûti j'us Midwan!  The voice spoke in a harsh whisper

Reaching out his hand to grasp it, he stopped himself from picking it up. “Possibly later, but right now, no I don’t believe I will take you.  Later? Yes, I will come back and we’ll see what power you can show me.”

The crystal emitted a howl of anguish causing the walls to shake

Stepping away from the items Macron looked at the others. “Ah. I believe it would be most prudent to vacate this room before we possibly get trapped inside,” he said, heading for the door. “Not that you aren't wonderful company,” he added, pausing briefly to look at Firith. “Well some of you are, but I have no desire to spend the rest of my life with any of you in a tomb, besides, you probably would all taste awful. Come 22, pick up Tasha and let us go.”

The three Mystics looked at each other and then the retreating back of the Sith who was now their leader. Lilith shrugged and hobbled out after him leaving two very confused men.

As the rumbling and dull throb of something beneath them was heard again, Mactire looked at Firith, “You know we are probably going to die down here right?” The younger man said shaking his head and adjusting his gear.

Taking his pipe out of his pouch and checking it to see if it had survived, he proceeded to fill it as the two walked towards the exit.  He lit a fire stick and held it to the t’bak, inhaling the smoke and puffing it out he glanced at the Gray beside him through the smoke. “Aye lad, that may be true.” Walking after his wife he called over his shoulder to Mactire, “Considering my past history that might be a good thing.”  A good thing indeed.

Walking over to the glyph on the wall that Macron had touched before the tomb opened, Mactire shined his light on the ancient carving.  Reaching up, he touched the sun like symbol and was rewarded with the sound of the door grinding in place and closing behind him.  Nodding, he headed up the corridor to catch up with the others.

As he approached, he found that the group had stopped at a T.  Macron was speaking and pointing. “I came from that way and met Tasha, I sent the two crew she had with her back the way I had came. I’m assuming they survived.” The Adept said pointing east up the hall.  Looking the other direction he cocked his head to the side as of listening to someone only he could hear.

Looking down the hall the way Macron was looking, Firith took a few steps and then squatted down. Taking his time, he puffed on his pipe and examined the marks in the dust and sand on the floor. “I’m a wee bit rusty at tracking, but there’s footsteps here, many, going in both directions. There is something else here... possibly serpentine and rather large by the looks of it. The tracks overlap each other.” He said standing up, his knees popping like small fireworks.

Macron smiled at the slightly younger man. “I have a lovely ointment that will rid you of that.” He offered, starting to search his pouches. Seeing the panicked look on Firith’s face, he stopped. “No? Oh well, more for me then.”

Mactire looked at the other three standing there and took a deep breath. I’m surrounded by a bunch of old farts. One’s Bantha crap crazy, one is a grouchy smokestack and one is, well at least she’s pretty and does not talk to herself or stink of distilled spirits.

“Um, Lil? Lass?” Firith stammered still looking at the madman that was their leader. “Have ye fixed that mucked up leg o yours yet?” He asked his wife as he glanced back down the hall he had been examining. “We may need to move fast and ye need to be tip top, yeah?”

Mactire looked at her and then her ankle that she was favoring as she stood there. “Between the two of us we should be able to heal it,” he offered.

“Okay, let's give it a shot,” she said concentrating on her ankle.

Mactire kneeled down and held his hands out towards her ankle and leg. Soon the Force had done its work and Lilith was able to place her full weight with limping on the limb. “Thank you, it feels fine now,” She said smiling and shifting her weight to get the muscle cramps out.

“Would you like some ointment for it? I have some.” Macron offered.

“Maybe later, thank you sir.” She answered back politely.

Macron just smiled, nodded, and then looked at Firith. “You could learn some manners from this one,” he said looking at the scowling man in front of him.

Firith just chewed on the stem of his now dead pipe and rolled his eyes.

“Sir, if you don't mind a suggestion. I say we proceed with haste towards the exit,” the droid chimed in. “ I do believe the angry meatbag may have a point. My sensors are picking up a large target further down the hall.  And I will not be able to fight properly while holding and defending this tentacled female you have assigned me to carry about.”

“Very well, but you may drop her and retaliate if we come under attack,” the Sith said with a sigh. “Just be careful when you do.”

Lilith walked down the passage to the east away from the bickering group. “Sir, did you come from the hall to the north of us or from the east?” Lilith called back to them. She was standing by an opening in the north wall.

“I came from that hall, yes. Why do you ask?” Macron answered.  

Lilith looked at the floor and up towards the eastern hall then back at the group. “Firith, check me on this, it looks like the two crew headed to the east and not north.  However there are other footprints covering theirs, and then I think they split off going east and then towards where you were looking.”

Firith relit his pipe and got it going. Heading up to his wife, he blew a cloud of smoke in the droids face as he walked past it.

Looking at the floor and up and down the halls, he nodded in agreement with her assessment. “Aye she’s right, it looks like a larger group headed down that way to the west and a smaller one went to the east.” Looking back at Macron, he pointed his saber at him. “Decision is yours as to which way we go, you outrank us all.”

Macron looked down the dark hall to the west then back to the south where the tomb was at, then glancing at Tasha, limp and gray in his droid’s arms shook his head. “We will go east. I know we will run into more of the gray creatures if we go north, I am not sure about the east though. I believe we might find another exit if we are lucky though.”

“Fine I’ll take point,” Mactire offered. “Firith do you want to take the end and Lilith would you mind being in front of Firith by 22 and watch over Tasha? She is looking worse.”

Macron walked up to the limp form in the droid’s arms and checked her pulse.  “Her skin is still warm, I would assume that is good, but yes her color is getting worse. If you two are up for it we can attempt to heal her using the Force when we get someplace safer.” He glanced over at the Gray who was leaning against the wall smoking and looking down the dark hall to the west. “I believe it’s safe to assume you don’t have any healing skills,” the elder spoke with disdain.

Firith slowly turned and looked at the powerful Sith standing before him. Ignoring his wife who was desperately shaking her head no, the old man spoke. “That’s right laddie, I’m no for the healing. I’m like yer scrap heap there, good at killing and kriff all at conversation.”

“Oh I say! I will have you know I am fluent in over a thousand languages to better allow me to blend into different societies, you insufferable meatbag” the droid squawked indignantly. “Master I request once again to terminate this loathsome meatbag.”

Macron turned back to his companion catching the look on Lilith’s face as he did so. “As tempting as it may seem, I’m not sure you would survive this meatbag’s wife.”

Turning the droid looked at Lilith and saw the “look” as well, turning back to its master the droid simply commented. “I see your point sir.”

Firith just smiled and winked at his wife, “love ya honey.”

Mactire stepped up, “can we PLEASE get a move on now? I feel like I’m dealing with a bunch of bickering children and you are all at least ten years older than I am!”

The trio of humans turned to look at the exasperated Mystic. “He’s is right.  We need to go.” Macron said, heading east and leaving the group in his wake. Scrambling to keep up, they all followed him. Tapping his pipe out and putting it away, Firith looked behind him and could have sworn he saw two glowing red eyes in the distance.  Shrugging he followed the others.

Further, down the hall, they came to a set of corroded metal doors that were slightly ajar. “Interesting, very interesting…let us see if can force one of them open so we can get through.” Macron said, examining them.

He and Mactire pushed against them and were surprised when the one opened with a squeal of rusted hinges.

“Oh that was brilliant, if the enemy didna’ know we were here yet, they do now.” Firith grumbled, then jumped back as Lilith kicked him in the shin.

Entering a large room, strewn with electronic equipment, rusted desks, chairs and cabinets. They all stopped and looked around. The light of their sabers reflected off shards of glass and other debris. They also reflected in the eyes of numerous gray colored humanoids standing by the large open door in northern wall of the room.

“22, put Tasha down and close the doors behind us,” the Elder ordered his droid, “then prepare for attack.”

Spreading out the others made ready for combat, trying not to trip over the torn up cables and junk that was scattered across the floor. 

Firith noticed an open door in the south wall and ran over to shut it, just as some of the enemy appeared. Slamming the door shut he slid down in front of it and braced his feet against some rubble to help keep it shut.

Lilith posted herself between Tasha’s body and the group to the north, concentrating, she began getting ready to cast her Force Lightning at them if they got past Mactire and Macron.

Grinning Macron concentrated and then strode forward toward the gray figures, his face contorted with glee. With an insane laugh, he telekinetically flung pieces of machinery at the clustered group of gray creatures, knocking some over. Then pausing just a moment he began giggling to himself, he thrust his hands forward to expel a crackling surge of lighting at the water the gray creatures were standing in causing many of them to collapse.

When the lighting struck, it knocked many of the gray creatures down. Seeing this, Macron blasted the water once more with the lighting, causing more of the enemy to collapse twitching, Macron laughed and jumped forward into the mess to began hacking and slashing with his saber.

Mactire followed suit and began to channel the Force to enhance his abilities.  Feeling it begin to flow through him he charged forward into the fray.

The red and blue blades wove an eye searing design in the dark room, reflecting off the water and the shattered glass. Deflecting the blaster bolts and carving flesh, the Sith and the Jedi began to destroy the enemy. 

22 moved forward, stepping around some of the debris to get a clear shot and began firing its heavy blaster into the gray people as well, burning holes into them and knocking them down left and right.

Soon the enemy was wiped out and nothing but sodden smoldering corpses remained.

The two men nodded to each other and then looked behind them to see Lilith standing guard over Tasha. Firith was nowhere to be found.

“Where is that cowardly poodoo?” Mactire spat, staring daggers at Lilith.

“Mindin’ yer six, laddie,” a voice spoke from the darkness by the south wall, grunting occasionally. “There’s more o these beasties tryin’ to come through this door I got my back against.”

Running to the door in question, 22 kicked Firith brutally out of the way, crushing him into the wall. Then opening the door the droid opened fire rapidly at the gay beings on the other side. Soon the small group of grays behind it had collapsed and were burning from the blaster fire.  Looking down at the bloodied form on the floor the droid seemed to smirk. “Oh, so sorry.” It said stepping on the Mystic as it walked away from him.

Lilith ran over to her husband and began checking him out. “Damn YOU!” She yelled looking back at the droid. “I’m going to make you wish you had never been manufactured!”

Kneeling down beside the wounded Jedi, Mactire began trying to heal what he could using his Force skills.

Lilith ran towards the droid readying her saber, as the HK brought its weapons to bear on her.  She stumbled and slid to a stop when she was blocked by Macron stepping between the two of them.

Slapping her across the face, he brought her up short. “He deserved what he got and you should be thankful 22 did not kill him outright,” the Sith snarled at the shocked woman. Shoving her back towards Mactire, he growled at her. “Go fix him the best you can, we need to get out of here.”

Tears streaming from her eyes Lilith felt where the Elder had slapped her face. “He’ll kill you when he comes to. You or your machine, don’t think he won’t make it his life’s ambition to carve your heart out with his knife.” The consular spat at the Adept.

His scarred and tattooed face lighting up, Macron smiled at Lilith. “I look forward to his trying. Or maybe I will take all that anger he has and bring him over to the Dark. Either way it will be a glorious challenge.”

Turning her back on the crazy Sith, Lilith went and try to help Mactire heal her husband.

Thankfully, the damage was not as bad as it appeared. A few broken ribs, a large bump on the head, and a dislocated shoulder from slamming into the wall.

The two Grays fixed up their companion and slumped back exhausted. “Hold him,” Mactire said to Lilith, grasping Firith’s arm, “this is gonna hurt.” Pulling hard and rotating the shoulder a little there was an audible pop as the socket was reset.

Lilith dug out a bacta container and slathered the gel over the swelling joint. She smiled down at her husband's grizzled face as his eyes opened.  

“I’m better lass, much better.” Then turning to Mactire he said. “I’m guessin’ ye helped to fix me aye?”

“Yes sir, I did. Can you get up?” The younger man smiled.

Pulling himself up with the help of the other two, Firith looked at the droid standing behind its master, then at the crazy Elder that controlled it. One day when you least expect it.

Turning back to his wife, he noticed the bright red handprint on the side of her face and jaw. “Wha? Who?”

Lilith glanced at Macron and then hung her head. “Not now, please, you’re injured.” She begged, grabbing him by his tunic front. “Please, not now.”

Firith pulled away from her and headed towards the Sith and his droid. “You will pay, when you least expect it, you will pay.” The Gray Jedi said through clenched teeth. “You’ll feel my-”

“Knife? Yes, yes, your lovely wife already informed us,” Macron, said with a slight chuckle waving off the man before him. “I told her I am looking forward to your trying.” Then leaning in the Elder whispered. “Or I may just convert you to the Dark side where you belong.”

Feeling a bit disoriented from the blow to the head and being interrupted, Firith looked at the two. “I was going to say my saber, but I suppose my knife will work just as well.” Then he turned and stomped away from them. Trying to figure out if Macron knew something about him that he did not know about himself.

“22, please pick up Tasha again and come with me.” Macron ordered, as he headed towards the door in the south wall.

As the party headed out the door that Firith had been guarding they could see bright, natural light at the far end of the hall.

Walking out into a large garage, they could see the bright sun of Moraband shining on the red sands. Squinting against the glare, they made out shapes heading towards them through a bay door that had collapsed. The group braced themselves for another attack. However, as the figures came into focus, they were able to make out the forms of members of the Warhost and some of the leaders of the clan. Moments later the shadow of a large landing craft appeared followed by the craft itself landing just outside the garage. Its doors opening to allow even more Warhost and Clansmen to appear.

The medics took Tasha from the droid and hauled her into the craft to secure her in a temporary med bay.  Macron followed to keep an eye on his former apprentice and to see if he could begin to figure out what was wrong with her.  Stopping at the top of ramp, he could see the containment boxes in the cargo bay, looking back through the garage area thought to himself, oh yes, I must remember to take one of those and go back for the artifacts, I promised them I wouldn’t leave them here.

The other three looked at each other and smiled. Bloody, bruised and exhausted beyond measure they began to laugh. Not Macron’s insane laugh but the laugh of those who have come through strife and only had themselves to rely on.

