
 
 

Star Wars RP 2019 
 
  
The Setting 
 
 
Year: 400 ABY  
 
Star Wars: Legends is based a little over 300 years After the Battle of Yavin and takes 
aspects from, both Canon and Legends continuity, and Era we call the Legends Era. 
 
For almost two centuries now, four hundred years After the Battle of Yavin the galaxy has 
known a lasting peace, with entire systems rallying behind the New Republic in an effort, 
to rebuild everything they had lost to the Remnants of the Galactic Sith Empire. They 
called themselves the Imperial Sith Order and were forced out of the known galaxy by the 
Jedi Order and the New Republic once they destroyed their Forces, and cut down their 
Emperor. Vulnerable and unable to defend themselves against the might of the Galactic 
Army of the New Republic, what remained of the Imperial Sith Order fled to the outskirts 
of the known galaxy and beyond, never to return. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In memoriam 
Runes Tydon 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Kade’El Skywalker 
 
The Force was shifting in ways that caused almost every living Force User in the known 
galaxy to able to, feel it, something was erring. Something indescribable, a presence that 
twisted and infected the very fabrics that made up the Force. It started first with the 
Younglings here inside the walls of the Jedi Temple located in the heart of the epicenter of 
the known galaxy, Coruscant herself. Screams echoed throughout the Temples extensive 
structure, the minds of the children unable to handle the stress being placed upon them by 
the Force as it reacted to whatever was shifting the very balance itself. The Jedi Guardians 
patrolling the halls were the first on the scene, soon followed by several Knights and the 
Grand Master of the Order himself who had felt the disturbance and heard the screams. Jedi 
Knight Kade’El Skywalker was one of them, though as soon as he entered the dorms, the 
screams stopped and at that moment it felt like something had awoken, something that left 
a lingering print on the very fabrics of the Force itself.  
 
“See that they are escorted to the Medical Chambers, have Master Oron, look every last 
Youngling over.” The Grand Master addressed all the Knights bar one, with each of them 
already aiding the younglings out of bed. “Gather the other Council Members.” He then 
addressed two of the Jedi Guardians still standing watch outside the dorms as himself and 
Kade made their way out into the hall. “Tell me in your own words, Kade. Do you believe this 
is the work of the Imperial Sith Order?” 
 
The Grand Master spoke and asked in his usual tone as the two made their way through the 
temples grand halls and towards the two lifts leading to the upper levels, silence once more 
falling throughout its structure. “No. I do not believe they are who caused this. You can still 
feel it, the way it has infected the very Fabrics of the Force. It’s no Sith.”, he responded in a 
thick Coruscanti accent, his height that of 6’2ft and his  figure, outfitted in his, own take on 
the traditional attire of a Jedi of this Era and carrying a single hilted lightsaber that remained 
attached to his utility belt. “You’re right I too feel it. Kade, I want you to join this council 
meeting.”, the Grand Master again spoke as they came to a halt before the lift that was to 
take them directly to the Council Chambers, which they then entered and allowed it to carry 
them to the upper levels of the Temple. 
 
Before long Kade, the Grand Master and the rest of the High Council were all sealed in the 
highest point of the Jedi Temple, each of them sat in a seat of their own. Some time had now 
passed, yet still they were no closer to uncovering what exactly caused the shift the Force. 
“The New Republic will need to know, regardless. Something is coming.”, the Grand Master 
spoke, his eyes moving then to Kade. Night, now turning to morning and the coming and 
going traffic beginning to pick up as the scene began to unfold outside the windows of the 
chamber, the two suns rising as they did each day, their rays shining through the glass and 
into the council chambers. 
 
 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Nillanthir Zerati 
 
Out in the vacuum of space, far beyond the sight of the city world of Coruscant. Beyond the 
sight of the serene marble floors and the thousand fountains of the Jedi Temple. Beyond the 
cursed sands and cold steel floors of Korriban. Beyond most of known space itself in the 
galaxy, a single mind was stirring and reflecting. To have stood near it was to have heard the 
history of the galaxy itself as many voices echoed and rumbled within the darkness 
surrounding the mind.  
 
“It is such a quiet thing, to fall. Even worse is to admit it.”, an old woman said. 
 
“Hokey religions and ancient weapons are not match for a good blaster at your side, kid..”, 
came the voice of a once cocky man. The voices came one by one at first, but overtime they 
came faster and in bigger numbers as the weight of the Force and the Galaxy began to press 
into the mind with a pressure unlike anything it had experienced before. 
 
“You were the chosen one! It was said you would destroy the Sith, not join them!” 
 
“Judge me by my size, do you?” “Your focus determines your reality” “Look, Sir! Droids!” 
 
“After this? No, nothing could make me feel safer than being loved by you.” 
 
“Let the past die.”  
 
The voices kept coming and were growing louder and stronger and heavier. It was like having 
a rancor stepping on the top of your head while lightsabers drilled into the temples on each 
side. The maelstrom of noise swirled and grew thicker. The rush being almost too much to 
bear until the sound of screams would cut through it all and ring true into the mind. Like a 
vibroblade through the air, the screams shattered and broke the connection. Accompanying 
the screams, a strong disturbance lingered in the very air itself. 
 
Bright blue eyes would flash open, the two orbs glowing bright in the dark as the azure hues 
looked around. Their near fluorescent shine only marred by the vertical slits that were the 
pupils. The lungs would come back into functionality as they took in much needed air. Sweat 
began to cling to the robes that clung to the body. Soon a light would come on and fill the 
room with vision once again. This room held many a curious object. Scrolls, holocrons and 
even the occasional wall mounted collection of blasters, swords, jewelry and even damaged 
lightsabers that were from ages long since past. Golden streaks of hair came into the vision 
of the beings eyes and were promptly brushed aside with pale and thin looking hands. How 
long had he been in meditation for this time? A week? A month? The state of his hands 
suggested mild dehydration and malnutrition.. an indicator that it was well over a week. 
More likely to have been two. Standing from the cushion he had set on the floor, he noted 
that his legs were quite stiff and sore as they made cracking sounds with the motion of 
standing. He made his way to the nearby mirror and turned the water tap on to wash his 
face. A frown came to mind. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
“Those screams... children?”, a hoarse voice sounded. As the eyes looked into the mirror, a 
slightly less pale face stared right back at him. Three scars could be seen trailing down the 
left brow and his lips looked flaked and crackled due to the dehydration. As the cool water 
ran down, he leaned down and took slow and careful sips. It would take a few days to 
recover from the meditation this time. But now he learned that something terrible had 
happened. Something powerful enough to have sent the screams of Force Sensitive children 
to his attention while on the very edge of known space itself. As he stood up, the being 
would shift and adjust his aged and now grey robes. What he wore was once deep royal blue 
and black, but time had aged them instead of his own youthful looking appearance. He 
looked no older than a human male between twenty eight to thirty one standard years of 
age. After cupping handfuls of water to wash his face, the man soon turned to the device 
next to the mirror and pushed the simple looking red button. 
 
“Arr Aee? This is Nillanthir... Meditation is done. I’ll be heading to the bridge shortly. Over, 
under and out.”, his voice, now a little less hoarse after being wetted, spoke with a softer 
tone. With the last few words, it was a form of verification to the recipient on the other end 
of the conversation. A sort of pass phrase to let them know that it was indeed Nillanthir 
Zerati talking to them. After looking into the mirror for a few moments, he soon spoke once 
more. “The screams... Jedi Temple... Coruscant...”, he murmured, piecing all he was able to 
determine based on what his senses perceived in his wandering through the Force. “But the 
disturbance... where is it coming from?” 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Darth Vicious 
 
After waking up with shivering pain and nausea, Reid realized what he had felt. Something 
about the force has occurred. A Terrible event... though he was uncertain of what. He knew 
that his only hope was to contact his fellow Sith Lord. One of the Elder has to know. Though 
Reid was to be isolated from his Fellow Chiss and be imprisoned on the planet he had chosen 
he felt he had no other choice than to step onto his Cruiser and once again join his Sith 
Companions. He never left the Sith Order, he had just grown so fond and homestead of his 
location of Isolation that he went back to meditate and grow closer to the force than he ever 
was before going there. He was a Chiss and partly because Force Sensitivity among them was 
so rare it was seen as something terrible and Reid was forever an outcast of his people 
because of it. Reid stepped into his Cruiser and set everything up and readied it for flight. He 
did not have to pack anything for he had nothing with him besides his robes and two 
lightsabers. He sat course to Korriban to look for answers. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Darth Nythkole 
 

Upon the horizon laid a cold and barren waste land, frozen to the very point of lifeless 
vegetation. All encapsulated by the raw Bogan that was concealed on the surface, and every 
noticeable reach. The planet was Ziost, once the harbors of the most powerful forces known 
to existence, now forgotten in its silent orbit. The whispers could still be heard, the yearning 
and calling of its dark children, like cold lifeless fingers reaching out into its matching cold 
universe. One loyal listener journeyed there, answering the call of the darkness she knew all 
so well, and heard quite clearly. The whispers would intensify as the woman seeped into an 
abandoned temple, the cold slicing at her skin, which had long lost its pigmentation, veins 
increasingly visible, and hair with equal loss of color. The silent structure remained in 
tenebrosity, which was of no bother to the woman, for she had long lost her eyesight in that 
same murk, from peering into to farthest reaches of the universe. The silence became so 
intense that it could even be heard, whispers and high pitch shrieking in the very eardrum 
that its sole purpose was to catch sound, now caught eeriness. Fragile fingers rose to catch 
the brim of the hood that concealed the chalky white hair that rooted from her head, and 
was pulled back to reveal such locks. Head rose, as clouded eyes shifted within the sockets, 
this way and that, catching every sound or movement the planet outside the walls, offered. 
Tightly grasped in the opposite hand was a lightbow that shifted to push aside the draping 
cloak, which lightly cascaded off her frame with a swift movement. 
 

The woman then casually lowered her frame to the dust covered surface of the ground in 
the heart of the temple and guided the staff to rest upon her knees, which she crossed 
neatly beneath herself. Her lids draped over the hazy gaze and so she slipped into the force, 
her soul purpose to accomplish a technique that had been in preparation of perfection. The 
temple then held still, still enough that if touched, would shatter like a house of glass. The 
female drew from the force, making the planet asphyxiated long enough for her to suckle 
the shadows of every corner and any crevice. For mere seconds, the white locks began to 
rise around her slender facial features, and froze midway, while the room was drained of its 
darkness, revealing stone pillars with distinctive marking. Force drew to her like moth to a 
flame, and with an intense eruption, a cloud of dust burst through the opening of the temple 
and the entire planet came back to moment. Though, the woman raised her arm and within 
her grasp was the imperceivable midnight black spear. Just then, the force rippled back, but 
it wasn’t due to her technique, it curved in a way that it drew her attention, her head tilting 
back to unshed her eyes, and within the boundaries’ of her mind the projection of Coruscant 
floated in black matter. Lips peeled back to offer a menacing grin. “Where there is light, dark 
will be there to match it.”, said a cold and distorted whisper from the shadows. 
 

___________________________________________________________________________ 
 

Darth Zinthyra 
 

The day was young and Zinthyra wearing his dark robes and a black mask with a red marking 
from the top of the mask down to the sides, a symbol to remember, Zinthyra was never 
always the bad guy. He was once a part of the Jedi Knights who he distanced himself when 
he lost his ways and fell to the dark side, Zinthyra wanted answers to why the Jedi Failed 
him. Now part man, part machine. Another reason to be more fearful to his enemies, his 
mind full of darkness. His Cruiser, a small former x-wing heading towards Coruscant to 
search for answers. Along the way he had come an old docking station, which it looked like it 
wasn’t being used. He soon set course for the Docking Station only to find a hangers door 
open. Maybe this was left open when they had to abandon it. As soon as he glided it through 
the Hanger door and landed on the Metallic floor, there were a few light convoy of 
transporter ships still aboard the Docking station. 



 
 
SnarkMaster5000 
 
The planet of Akiva was a tropical jungle type with a steady history of thunder storms and 
rainfall. For a young girl named Iramulia it was perfect. She had relocated from her parents 
farm after raiders took over seven years ago. She was fourteen years old and built a 
treehouse in the forest that lined a meadow of soft soil. This was where she created a new 
farm area with her treehouse lookout as the eyes and ears to keep it safe. She grew 
vegetables and raised cattle for produce to sell at a local market in the capital city Myrra. 
The booth there was well maintained with the idea of bringing the day’s worth of goods 
from the farm and once it was sold it was time to call it a day. Little Iramulia was a talented 
business woman when it came to helping traders get stocked for their space travels, opting 
to sell in bundles unless someone really wanted individuals.  
 
The ride home was a little different today. She packed up as she always did, putting what 
little was left in the carriage and mounting it to the two Atele birds that pulled it. These birds 
stood upright at about six foot tall with wide beaks and long necks for scooping as well as 
sharp talons and muscular legs for running. Their wings were small and so they could do no 
better than a distant gliding leap. Rami valued the company of these birds as they followed 
her from her parent’s farm despite being frightened. Along with them other animals such as 
flocks of Skycatcher birds and rodents like the Fengla would pass by. Curious but never 
invading and so she set up a stable to feed them. Rami figured that it was better to feed 
them than to have them raid her gardens. 
 
Upon getting home, Iramulia unloaded the cargo to the storage shed at the base of the tree. 
She then brought the two Atele she affectionately named Thete and Kos to their stables and 
settled them. With a light sigh she climbed the ladder to her treehouse and unlocked it to 
slip inside. She was in the process of making a salad when a rush came over her body. It was 
almost like getting punched in the head and she let out a sharp cry of pain. This strange 
feeling left her weak at the knees and she collapsed there on her kitchen floor. 
 
“Wha….. What the….” Clenching her head as she shifted to move toward the living room, 
Rami managed to stand but only briefly. Just a few more steps and she collapsed again. This 
time she stayed down and simply curled up there on the floor. What was this? Did she eat 
something that made her sick? This was terrible and what was worse was that she couldn’t 
afford a trip to the hospital. “H-Help me……”, she muttered to herself. It was then that she 
heard a window smash and both of her large Atele climbed through the side wall windows. 
The two curled nearby as she sat up. Rami then hugged them and simply tried to wait for the 
pain to disappear. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Kade’El Skywalker 
 
Something was coming. The Force was no longer as it was, the very fabrics that held it 
together being, thrust out of balance. Those with a strong enough connection still able to 
feel the ominous imprint it left behind. It wasn’t darkness, hatred or anything connected to 
the narrowminded view of the Sith and their beliefs in the Dark Side, and though remnants 
of the Imperial Order still remained in the galaxy, it was not them. There was something else 
out there, something connected to the very heart of the cosmic energy, that made up all life 
in the known galaxy and beyond. That in which the Jedi and Sith call the Force, though unlike 
those who followed the path of the Light and the Darkside, Kade’El Skywalker walked the 
line between them both. It always was that way, his own, connection enabled him, to 
understand the Force in such a way that even to this day the Jedi Council still were unable to 
understand and comprehend. 
 
The council meeting was over, around half of the Masters present now going about their 
daily duties, the other half preparing the Temples defenses put in place over a century ago 
by the New Republic. 
 
Kade himself was already on his way across Coruscant behind the controls of his Prototype 
Eta-2 Actis-class interceptor, Korvas now fully merged with both his suit and the vessels 
mainframe, its systems and engines operating at peak performance as it shot across the 
skies above the sprawling city that boasted a population of over a hundred to several trillion 
lifeforms. “How are we looking?”, Kade asked Korvas in that same thick Coruscanti accent, 
with the now finalized version of the Artificial Intelligence’s voice that, was Korvas 
responding. “All systems are operating at peak performance. An encrypted transmission, 
from Aloy Specter, has also been received. Patching you through now.” Soon enough the 
encrypted transmission from Aloy Spectre began playing in his right ear, the voice of his 
lifelong friend and the man he was trying to prove was innocent relaying a message. 
 
“Thank you, Korvas. I need to address the leaders of the New Republic, ready the landing 
gears and keep the ship running.”, Kade spoke as he brought his Interceptor down passed 
the skyscrapers that dwarfed the planet’s surface, artificial lighting illuminating his ships grey 
outer coating with black markings that set his Interceptor apart from any other, not to 
mention the tech put in place by himself and Korvas that increased its speed and 
capabilities. There were numerous establishments for entertainment, catering to a myriad of 
alien species. Then there was the main headquarters for the New Republic Military, a 
building unlike any other in this district or those surrounding it. Bringing his vessel down 
from the skies above, he descended until the landing gears locked and his Interceptor 
touched down against the cold metallic surface of the landing platform. As the cockpit 
opened and Kade jumped free of its confinements, he made his way across the platform and 
up the steps leading to the entrance of the NRM. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
Nillanthir Zerati 
 
It had taken a little while for him to clean himself up, but Nillanthir was ready to go to the 
bridge. He traveled along the halls, escorted by what looked like two bulky suits of armor 
armed with blasters. Their durasteel exteriors looked as though they had seen better days 
and rightly so. The helmets contained a design that was ancient and long since altered. It 
was once the design of an Empire of old that were used for soldiers clad in white that had 
terrorized the galaxy during its rule several centuries ago. But while the design was similar, 
the two that escorted their master were anything but like those soldiers long ago. They 
walked with heavy bodies that were not even organic in nature and were comprised of 
droids. The old files had ideas on this concept known as the Dark Trooper.. but they were 
rare and did not flourish like their organic counterparts did.  
 
As Nillanthir approached the turbolift, it opened with a struggled hiss. It seemed that part of 
its mechanism needed patching up. He soon left his escorts at the door and entered the 
turbolift alone to ascend. The walls were looking much better than they were when he first 
acquired this ship. But he still had a ways to go with it yet. Soon the doors opened and he 
stepped out onto the bridge. It was alight with activity as lights, sounds and the sound of 
clinking metal on polished floors rang throughout. Not a single trace of an organic being was 
on the bridge or even in the entire ship itself aside from Nillanthir. Soon the whirling noise of 
small wheels approached followed by various tones and pitches of garbled whistles, beeps 
and whines sounded.  
 
“Very good, Arr Aee”, Nillanthir said, accepting the report that everything was still 
functional. Any normal spacer who was there would have been very surprised to have heard 
that if they had saw what was out of the viewport and all around them. 
 
Floating along with minimal power supply used for weeks, the lights and functions of the 
ship came to life. Many would identify it as what was once a Venator class Star Destroyer. A 
relic of the first Clone Wars that had somehow survived the test of time long enough to have 
come under Nillanthir’s ownership. It barely held the same features as its counterparts from 
all the hundreds of modifications made to it over the centuries. Upgraded power supplies, 
cargo holds and cabins cleared out and used for extra shield generators and munition 
storage, plates welded on as extra armor in a crude but effective manner. The whole thing 
looked like a floating junkyard. Its crew were no different either as hundreds upon hundreds 
of droids and dozens of starfighters, bombers and the like were all salvaged and pieced 
together in all sorts of ways. Even the two Dark Troopers had modifications done to them, 
with one having the arm of a typical protocol droid and the other of an archaic ASP droid 
series. No two droids were alike and always had something different about them. It also 
made it easier to identify them and make use of whatever unique traits they may have 
acquired overtime. It was hard work put in overtime to make this very moment possible and 
it paid off. The Star Destroyer Monika was active and alive in a sense.  
 
As Nillanthir stood at the command bridge and allowed the black and gold Astromech known 
as RA-06 to wheel up to his side, a voice soon spoke from the nearby comm system with the 
tone of a young human woman.  
 
 



 
“Commander. All functions are operational and the crew is prepared. What are our orders 
today?”, the voice spoke with an ever somber tone. Nillanthir simply stared out into the void 
of space for a moment, reflecting on what he has seen and still continues to feel. 
 
“There is something wrong. It has stirred the galaxy and made itself known”, his now deeper 
voice rumbled, having come right after not being used in weeks during his meditation. “The 
galaxy has taken note and it is affecting almost everything. Though the source of it remains 
unknown. We will set course for Thape. It is time to return to where my path started so I can 
better focus. But first... We will need more supplies from Adascorp. Use the usual procedure 
and arrange credit transfer. We will use the Bespin pick up this time”. With that said, he 
simply nodded when he heard the order was acknowledged and murmured “Thank you, 
Sayori”. After several minutes, he saw the familiar lines in space as he felt the floor shake 
with the Star Destroyer beginning to move into light speed. With the Monika being near the 
Seoul system, it would likely take three to four days to come to the Anoat system, where the 
planet Bespin awaits. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Darth Vicious 
 
After arriving to Korriban he began his search for answers, to his disappointment he saw no 
signs of life in the hangers, knowing that he could usually find at least Jaqin in the hangars he 
had a strange feeling about what was going on. walking towards the Dark Council chambers 
he began thinking why it seemed so empty, Were the other Sith away? or were they dead? 
For the first time he had no clue about the answer to such a terrifying question. Vicious had 
then arrived at said Chambers and looked upon the empty seats where the Dark Council 
would have had their meetings. After searching within the force he felt the presence of the 
other Dark Council members, not their location but that they were alive. He knew that they 
too had to seek their way to Korriban Vicious decided to sit down upon his seat and wait for 
the others. As a mean of passing the time he took out one of the ancient books that he had 
found while making his way to the chambers while also taking out a hologram 3d picture of 
his Daughter that he laid on the table before him. Inside the Ancient Book were the stories 
of their battle against the old Jedi order, with profiles of the Sith at that time. He decided to 
keep reading and wait for the others to turn up. 
  
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Darth Nythkole 
 

Not all of Nythkole survived her visit to the cold dark planet, she had left behind a great deal 
of herself there when the Sith were driven out. She became consumed with hate, in every 
possible way, hate upon the Jedi; upon her own forces that at the time weren’t capable 
enough to fight back, but most powerfully, hate upon herself. She consumed the traditions 
of the Sith in every way, devouring the concept of vengeance, and thus endless hate against 
all that she would, and lingered in the power to make it true. The experience there was one 
to appreciate indeed, she had long since mediated and used her silver tongue to gather as 
many loyal followers left over on the planet, and it was worth the visit this time around. 
Managing to gather a decent powerbase of people, and so it was time to join the others. 
 

 
 



 
The time had come to part from the temple, the force continued to hum within her hand 
which now held a seemingly powerful force. A smooth seductive stride carried her lean 
frame under her battle robes, which slithered along the curves nicely, whilst her white locks 
whisked lightly against her lower back. The echo of her steps bounced off the empty spaces 
above, in the temples ceilings. Appearing from the depths of the darkness, and that which 
was in her hand wasn’t seen, nor had a shape or form, incapable of being apprehended by 
the mind or the sense, but she clutched it none the less. 
 
Just outside was her star courier, and awaiting in a single file were a few of her personal 
guards, dressed in absolute black attire, and armed with similar staffs as she, one would 
assume that they, at some point were disciples of the failed words of the temple she once 
hailed from. As she moved past them, the baleful churning and humming of what was in her 
hand had softly sizzled out, so in the opposite  grasp was the relic of her own staff to guide 
her up to the cargo hold and towards the ready room. As she made her way, she nodded 
towards one of the men waiting within, and like a silent command the ships came to life with 
strict coordinates to Korriban. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 

Darth Zinthyra 
 

Zinthyra had reached just reached Korriban on his Cruiser, thrusting a little more at speeds 
that non were able to do. He had seen a few other cruisers down below, which were at least 
550 yards away. So what he did was he lowered the Heavy Cruiser down and still had the 
thrust to the max. as he got lower, and lower he had made a maneuver which had passed 
them on the ground and making a slight heavy landing on the ground. Some trees were 
taken out from the impact, the ground that he had landed was  all dug up. After five minutes 
of shutting of the engines, he then proceeded to exit the Heavy Cruiser and meet up with 
those who were already on Korriban. Now making his way towards where the hangers were 
at he had noticed some signs of life. 
 

___________________________________________________________________________ 
 

Runes Tydon 
 

Though he was not present in person, a blue image of his full feature was present at the Jedi 
council meeting via hologram. At 5’10, The hooded figure clad in Dark brown with a hunter 
green tunic stood silently hearing the proceedings of the meeting. Though he had been 
granted the title master, he remained silent through the proceedings as he did not want to 
interfere nor give any more reason as to  belittled. Though he could only see the 
Grandmaster himself, the force allowed him to perceive the glares coming from some of the 
other Jedi. Nevertheless, he remained unmoved, his hood over his head and his ears wide up 
until the end. Once it was finished, the transmission would end on Coruscant. 
 

Further away in the galaxy, on the frontline of a planet known as Felucia, the hooded figure 
breathed deeply before removing his hood and stepping out of the shadows into the light of 
shone upon this beautiful world. Runes Tydon, a Master and one of the youngest to boot, 
had removed himself to protect this planet in the name of the Jedi and Republic. However 
truthfully, it was here where he could indulge in his true notions, the everlasting lust to gain 
knowledge of the force. Without the eyes of his peers, Runes could freely explore the force, 
both the light and the dark in order to gain a better understanding of what truly distinguish 
the two. To his discovery, not much. In fact, certain traits normally held as only a Dark side 
power, such as force lightning, could be granted to light-side users as well without falling to 
the Dark Side or relying on anger.  



 
Through his will of allowing the force to be his guidance but having a stern grip upon his 
feelings and actions, Runes could conjure lightning from his very fingers tips as well 
determine its range and intensity. Nevertheless,  it was something he kept to himself given 
the Jedi’s long history of rebuking those who would dare rely on traits often thought as only 
uses from the Dark side. There was one other who shared this ideal but alas, time had made 
a friend no more than a stranger. Runes began to walk down the steps of an old ruin, which 
was his fortress of solitude, entering a small camp housing Twi’lek and human soldiers alike. 
Among them, one or two other Jedi whom decided to join his crusade and learn more from 
his teachings. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Kai Syntureon 
 
The vibrations of the Skyboard were pleasing to the soles of Kai’s only foot. The magnetic 
field holding both feet to the board. The toes of his Droi-Mech pressing buttons here and 
there as it beeped and booped along. T-1 stopped beeping as soon as they were above the 
New Republic HD. Kai’s cloaking device made him, well, invisible. He couldn’t be seen, yet. 
He located the speeder. “Run the codes on that ship. I want his secret channel.”, he spoke 
silently into his mask, as he hovered closer. “Nice decals.”, he said to himself as the Force 
painted the picture before him in his mind. Kai was dressed in black. Black robes, and black 
Adamas-Mech armor. The robes were loose around his legs, and pulled tight beneath the 
armor on his chest, and arms. His right leg was encased down to the beginning of his 
prosthetic, to protect the valuable parts of the machine what made it work so well. His hood 
covered the mask what was fitted tight to his head, and a solid black globe. He had 
panoramic vision if he wanted it. 
 
However, he was cloaked. As he got closer, he noticed the security forces on the ground 
carefully combing the crowds below. A smirk crossed his lips. He willed the Force to awaken 
within him. One of the guards was busy leaning up against a pillar of some sort, feeding his 
face. As the guard brought whatever it was he was eating to his mouth, Kai slapped him in 
the face with it. And grinned even harder. The Force painted the picture of it in his mind. He 
threw the tasty treat at another one of the guards. Oh the mischief. 
 
Simply as it was, he was passing time. However, he had lost focus of his slow descent, and 
before it was too late, one of the guards came into contact with the thruster of his Skyboard. 
Ohh boy. The smell of melted plastic and face. Ugh. Well, there went his cloaking. The 
guards wheeled on him, and they seemed to come from everywhere. From the HD, from the 
sidelines, from up under shit. The security here. “Well shitbiscuits.”, he said to himself. “Get 
off of the board, and get down on the ground!!!!”, one of them yelled. 
 
Kai held up a hand. “Easy tiger.”, he said simply. “I ain’t the one you want.”, he replied. “I 
said get off of the board, and on the fucking ground!! NOW!!!” He let his hand fall to his side, 
and let a shoulder heaving sigh pass his lips. “Fuck me. Didn’t you hear a word I just said!”, 
Kai fired back. “Prepare to fire!!”, the guard yelled. Kai just hung his head. 
 
The sound of the blasters going off was inaudible against the rush of the Force in his being. 
His power surged. The immediate moment the triggers were pulled, Kai acted. All around 
him the laser beams of their rifles hung in the air, vibrating violently in the air. He growled 
lowly. “This is why we don’t go to public affairs, Kai. We get seen.”, he said to himself as he 
flipped up the screen on his wrist. 



 
The channel for Kade’El Skywalker pulled immediately, and he spoke into the receiver. “Hey 
there, Jedi dude. Need a little help here. People think I’m crazy.” He turned the beams 
skyward, and released them. Exhausting. “You gonna try that shit again, badass? Or do I 
have to show you how a Ghost does things?” 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Kade’El Skywalker 
 
“We cannot take that risk, Luitenent. Ready the fleet.”, Orlando Flaxon, leader of the New 
Republic, spoke in a gritty tone as he stood there before several of the highest ranking NR 
Officials and Lieutenants, with General Kade’El Skywalker standing among them. “If what 
General Skywalker says is true, we cannot risk the safety of the Galaxy and those we 
protect.”, he finished as he stood with his hands placed behind his back, his attire consisting 
of his usual get up, that of a more armored look to match that of his lifestyle and past service 
in the Grand Army of the New Republic for the last sixty years. 
 
“General. Tell the council we are ready. Understand that you are now the one in command of 
that Venator-class Star Destroyer, it is ready when you are.”, Orlando spoke now to Kade, his 
silver beard and grey hair which was tied up in a ponytail glistened in the dim lights of the 
command chamber. “Whatever you find out there. Be sure to tread carefully, you know as 
well as I, that the Unknown Regions are a treacherous place for any vessel. May the Force be 
with you.”, he spoke once more, this time bringing his right hand from behind his back and 
placing it on Kade’s left shoulder. The two had a connection of sorts, after all, Orlando was 
the one who oversaw his first tour as a General in the Grand Army of the New Republic over 
six years prior. Kade nodded in response to his words before removing Orlando’s hand, his 
own, Coruscanti accent coming forth as he spoke: “May the Force be with you.” 
 
Leaving the command chamber, Kade made his way back through the NR Headquarters and 
back, out its entrance before descending its steps and making his way across its docking 
platform situated several thousand feet above the planet’s surface. After a short jog he 
made it to his Interceptor and climbed inside of its cockpit, Korvas already then taking the 
ship to the skies above, his artificial voice emitting from its mainframe. “Whoever that is, he 
is also trying to patch himself through. Should I allow it?” As the scene outside of his 
Interceptors cockpit, unfolded and the laser beams shot from their rifles hung in the air, 
vibrating violently, Kade opened his cockpit and leaped from inside, his boots touching down 
softly against the cold metallic surface of the docking platform. “Lower your weapons. He’s 
with me.”, Kade spoke in that same thick Coruscanti accent as he walked towards them all, 
the guards in question complying to the order given. “General, sir.”, they all spoke, their 
rifles lowering as they addressed him. “Get him to the medical center and have those burns 
looked.”, he spoke again as he lifted the injured guard, up off of the ground and handed him 
over to them before two took him inside the NR Building, while the others returned to their 
posts. “Really?”, Kade asked him as he looked up towards Kai before he made his way back 
to his Interceptor, leaping up into its cockpit once more as it sealed shut and he took to the 
skies, the two now connected through the encrypted comms channel set up by Korvas. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Darth Veraduna 

 
Long and white hair strands danced lightly over a desk as a young woman sat bent over a 
book for nearly five hours, lost in thought so deeply that she didn’t notice her body’s aching 
need for movement. All this time it was motionless apart from a finger brushing lines over 
the paper to support her pure white eyes keep track of where she was in the text, and 
occasionally turning the page. 
 
 

__________________________________________________ 
Focus on instituting controlling weaknesses into each and 
every beast you construct. Make it strong where you are 
weak, but weak where you are strong. It must have a fatal 
flaw that you - and only you - know how to exploit. 
__________________________________________________ 

 
 
Track of time though, she lost hours ago. It was night and most beings were asleep. Darth 
Veraduna, however, had no need for sleep ever since she altered her own genes in order to 
achieve this goal. It did have side effects such as a sudden bleeding of her nose, but for a 
workaholic like herself, it was a small price to pay. Undergoing genetic manipulation was a 
standard practice for Arkanians who were often referred to as mad scientists. Her mind was 
in a whirlwind of thoughts, yet it looked like she was sleeping as she was nearly laying over 
her desk and the room was too dark for most eyes to see properly. Within view was an unlit 
computer screen, a wall rack holding books and weapons and a desk covered with personal 
effects such as notes scrawled on scraps and datachips holding research files. She was barely 
blinking as her eyes moved eagerly over the text like it whispered secrets to her. 

 
And who knows for how long she would have remained consuming knowledge in this 
position if she hadn’t felt an unusual phenomena. Unusual as it wasn’t a sound nor the 
crimson illumination of the morning that would rip her back to the here and now. It was an 
absolute stillness and even her soft moan of pain as she finally stretched her back seemed to 
die as soon as it left her lips. Veraduna’s finger stopped moving as a few drops of blood 
painted the book page. Her eyes shifted from the words, noticing goose bumps all over her 
arms despite of her resistance to cold that was common for her species. Something was 
coming. It was as if the whole galaxy was encased in a cocoon and there was no way out. The 
calm before the storm.  And then it happened. A disturbance in the Force like never felt 
before. Screams were heard coming from the acolytes who like every force-sensitive being in 
the galaxy felt it. A pale hand rested on the armrest of Veraduna’s chair to support her to 
rise, allowing her to gaze through the window as her other hand reached out for a tissue on 
her desk and brought it gently under her nose to absorb the blood. The disturbance wasn’t 
caused by the Dark Side power and did not come from Korriban itself, that much could be 
felt. It manifested itself on a much larger scale and after the screams faded away and the 
bleeding stopped, the disturbance remained and the Force was... different... 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Veraduna received a phone call from the Dark Council. After a while, she replied: “I’ve heard 
their screams. I trust that the medics got this.”  
 
The voice continued: “We might need someone who... thinks outside of the box to look at 
them and the Dark Council wishes to speak to you.” 
 
“Ah... so now you need the crazy one hmm... If you could ever grasp the importance of my 
work, you would not bother me with students.”, Veraduna’s voice echoed in her own mind, 
but since saying it wasn’t wise, especially now that she was about to become a Council 
member, all that was heard was a sigh of annoyance before she ended the call, leaving the 
other side in uncertainty about whether she was coming or not. 
 
Although Veraduna could be warm and charming if she needed to, she wasn’t a woman of 
many words. It often caused annoyance or anxiety in others as they couldn’t tell what she 
was up to. White and soft like the blanket of snow that covered her harsh frozen 
homeworld, yet sharp and cold as the icicles hanging from roofs, towering above the world 
and shimmering like crystals as they formed for months or even years, but if stirred up, they 
could fall down like a deadly spear, piercing straight through any unfortunate being that 
would possibly find itself in the object’s way. 
 
Nothing unusual was found during her general examination of the acolytes so she headed to 
the Dark Council Chambers. Several members were already waiting and she would make eye 
contact with each of them, then nod and smile to make her presence known. Noticing Reid 
reading, she stepped closer and nudged the book playfully with her elbow. “Hello there. You 
must be the very vicious Darth Vicious. I am Veraduna.” A wry grin appeared on her face as 
she spoke, eyes sparkling with subtle mock. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Nillanthir Zerati 
 
As the Monika was en route to Bespin, a journey that will take three Galactic Standard days 
to get to. Nillanthir was in need to tend to a more important issue. In the white, sanitized 
room of the medical ward, he simply stood in the center of the room as a droid began to 
look him over. The droid, a 2-1B model salvaged from a droid merchant from Tatooine, was 
rather quick with its diagnosis as it was familiar with how his body functioned. Curiously. 
With such limited contact to the rest of the galaxy and even with most records removed and 
simply destroyed, this model was perhaps the only droid in the galaxy to have been given 
the information and correct procedures on how to tend to one such as Nillanthir himself. As 
the robes were removed slowly and the restraints unlocked, a curious feature would emerge 
for the first time in weeks ever since he had kept it hidden when he wandered the remains 
of Seoul 5. A fairly large shape would sprout, after being curled up for so long, the joints 
would crack and creak in a series of popping noises in a similar manner to how his legs and 
back had when he first stood up. Shades of black and blue glistened in the artificial light as 
feathers stretched out almost as long as he was tall. He soon brought the wing to a full 
stretch as his eyes rolled to his right to look at it. At the base of his shoulders, the wing was 
attached through muscle, sinew and bone to his right shoulder, while his left was riddled 
with scar tissue. Nillanthir’s azure hues stared at the wing in thought. 
 
 



 
He had to keep it hidden when he wandered around the surrounding planets and his pursuit 
of what was once a planet but was destroyed long ago. The disruption of the flow there had 
taken its toll to the neighboring planets. A matter that he had to correct and restore which 
took months to complete. As life began to balance out, he had made sure to check for any 
remains of the Rakatan ruins that had once resided upon the surface of the destroyed 
planet. Now, his task there was finished and he was now en route to resupply and to now 
take on a new task. Such was part of his destiny... one he had been called to long before the 
wars of the Ashla and Bogan had taken a new form; The Jedi and the Sith.  
 
“Analysis completed.”, came the tinny voice of the droid. “No serious issues to your health 
this time, Master Nillanthir. It is advised that you use the remaining Kolto we have left in 
storage to restore your tissues to normal function.” 
 
Nillanthir would simply nod. He had figured such was the case, but the droid would likely 
persist in examining him and would not give up. Such behaviour was normally grounds for a 
memory wipe in most instances, but Nillanthir was not one for letting that happen 
frequently. 
 
He enjoyed the idea of droids developing their own quirks and traits, it was as if seeing what 
kinds of personalities can form. He also had a safety precaution built in the form of Sayori, 
his A.I who was able to keep the droids in check and frequently update them with any 
relevant information. There was far more to it, however. The product of centuries of work 
and many millennia of experience.  
 
“Thank you”, he said in turn to the droid. He soon had his wing fold once more but press 
against his back instead of curling up against it as he had it before. It would do some good to 
have it out for the time being. As he waited, the supply of Kolto would be brought into the 
room and the medical droid would begin to apply it by injecting parts of his body. It would 
take time for it to kick in and provide some of the nutrients he needed. He would need to 
eat before he could use it to its full potential as it is now. His thoughts soon went back to his 
vision. The screams were coming from the Temple and upon further reflection, the 
disturbance would have likely spread to other academies and places where the Force grew 
strong. 
 
The source of the disturbance itself, however, was not felt within the confines of the Galaxy. 
The Force was changed and it only lead to one possible conclusion based on what he 
currently knew. The disturbance definitely came from the outside and it was from an 
alternate perspective of the Force compared to what was known. Not even in the days he 
spent in the temples on Thape, where his path began in the ways of the Dai Bendu Monks so 
long ago, that this feeling was felt. This was something new. Not even the distant race 
beyond the Galaxy that called themselves the Vong felt like this. They were absent to the 
perception of the Force as the Jedi, Sith, Dai Bendu and even the covens on Dathomir knew 
it. No... this was something else entirely. Something that was powerful enough to alter the 
fabric of the Force itself. To perform such a feat, he had not seen anything like it happen 
before save for one time and one alone. On the grounds of the dead world known as 
Malachor V.. That thought made him shudder lightly, causing his robes to shake and his wing 
sway slightly as he felt the repeated sensation of needles pierce his body. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 



 
 
Darth Vicious 
 
Vicious would stand up, looking at Veraduna. “Greetings”, Vicious said without a care on his 
face. “I assume you felt it too, and it lays upon us to figure out what it may be.”, Vicious 
would say while making his way to the bookshelf, putting his book back and turning towards 
Veraduna. He lifted his hand up at chest height, projecting a red rotating orb made entirely 
out of the force. “I can see it, But I cannot see it clear enough to know what it may be...”  
 
He stopped projecting the orb and asked: “Shall we go to Coruscant or wait for the others? If 
the Jedi know anything we must know, It would be a stealth mission.” With a proud look on 
his face, Vicious awaited Veradunas answer. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Darth Zinthyra 
 
His dark figure had just left the comfort of his cruiser and starting to look at the damage of 
the small impact. Once he had over looked the whole cruiser, he then made his way towards 
where he had seen life. Stone structures everywhere had been either destroyed and laying 
about or the winds took some of the stone away from time to time. As he got close to the 
Sith Headquarters of Korriban. He had thought to himself if there really was anyone here. 
Now standing on top of a Stone pillar which looked like it had badly placed by the winds or a 
war he never knew about. Zinthyra had now reached some sort of Temple where he laid low 
for some time. 
 
A while later a Robotic voice came out of nowhere and greeted the Sith Lord. “Greetings, 
Lord Zinthyra. It’s been a while.” Zinthyra made a slight turn with his head and looked at 
what appeared to be some old medical mechanic, he insisted he follow the Robot. Zinthyra 
hesitated for a bit and clenched his hand over his Saber just in case this was some trap. 
Zinthyra made his way through a passage that lead to the Sith Council. The room was empty 
and some of the outside world was visible from the Council hall. The robot had just 
disappeared back to where he came from. Zinthyra was in the room with two other Sith. He 
had looked out to the whole in the ceiling while having thoughts. He had looked down with a 
look of anger and headed towards the Head seat of the Council. Upon setting foot on the 
step he had visions again from the past. Which had clearly made his mind question his ability 
within the Sith Ranks. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
SnarkMaster5000 
 
The pulse in Rami’s head only seemed to get worse as she sat there on the floor with the 
two large birds. It must have been something she ate but just in case she took the wrap out 
of her brunette hair. Perhaps she wrapped it too tight and there was a strain on her scalp. 
That was unlikely but at this point anything she could do to solve the pain she would. Thin 
locks fell just past her hips and around her shoulders but the pulse continued. Lifting her 
hands she pressed her palms to the sides of her temples and took deep breaths. Rami then 
tried to stand to get a cold rag to put around her head but her balance didn’t last. She 
staggered before Thete hopped to his feet and dipped his blue feathered head to catch her. 
With a scooping motion of the wide beak the bird hiked her up onto his back. 



 
 
“Mmm.... Wh-what are you doing?”, the teen girl asked as she straightened herself like as if 
she was riding a saddled creature. The bird clacked his beak and she sighed. “Help is hard to 
come by.... we don’t have the money for it-- Ack!!” Before Iramulia could say any more the 
Atele set out the direction they came from but this time with Rami on one of their backs. She 
wrapped her arms around the strong long neck as Thete bound out the window and opened 
his wings to glide down to the ground from the tree house. Kos was close behind as they 
trotted around the water pump and gate and out of the meadow. 
 
“Okay.... O-Okay.... To the hospital then,” the girl said tiredly. 
 
Within twenty minutes the two birds were tied to a waiting pen with food and water deposit 
just outside a medical center. Iramulia kissed both of their beaks and then carefully 
stumbled her way inside. The doctors were baffled, unable to determine the cause of the 
headache. They came and went like tremors do, which caused heavy breathing, high blood 
pressure and sweating. With no solution all they could do was get the girl’s permission to 
study her condition and then sedate her to make her comfortable. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Runes Tydon 
 
The Jedi continued to walk through the camp as the lush greenery mixed with the cold steel 
of machines and weapons meant for war. Though there was no immediate threat now, 
Runes felt the best way to keep the peace was a show of force. It also gave him the edge he 
needed to visit the neighboring planets without interference for either pirates or smugglers. 
Though he did not need the help, resolving conflict without lifting a hand was much better 
than having to result forceful blow. He continued walking until he was outside of his camp 
and down a winding path that was covered by the shadows of trees above. Every few feet or 
so, light would shine on his path and the sound of clanging metal was drowned out by the 
lively forest. Silent paws, cheery birds, all manner of creatures were sensed surrounding him 
as he continued down the path and soon out of sight. A light mist began to envelope and the 
sounds of the forest had become deadly silent. The mist was becoming rather thick with 
every step, but the Jedi knew exactly where he was heading. Before long, two shapes were 
beginning to take form just ahead of him, one the silent hull of his ship. The other shadow 
however began to move standing well over 12 feet tall and began to move forward, 
towering over the Jedi as it came into view. The Jedi with his brown hood over his head, did 
not stop until he was standing a mere meter from the large creature. 
 
A ferocious roar came from the beast, as his large black as night eyes looked over the Jedi. 
Its powerful jaws were wide open, big enough to snap the Jedi’s back as easily as snapping a 
twig. However, as it sniffed him, it rested on all fours. Runes would pull back his hood 
coming face to face with a Rancor he had raised since birth upon this planet. “Icor, its me 
girl.” A smile spread upon his face as the creature gave a low growl similar in a mock of a 
purr. The rancor then rose up to her full height and turned around to finish its nap just near 
the door of Rune’s ship. As ‘The seeker’, Runes was fascinated with how some force users 
used beast either to ride into battle or simply as a weapon. Part of his research was that 
some species even used Rancors, often thought to be the killer of Force user and yet here 
was one that he raised as his pet. 
 
 



 
 
Finally, upon his ship, one could see that the vessel, an A-24 scout ship named the 
‘Lightspear’ was an older model compared to the ones outfitted with A.I. motherboards. 
Runes was one who preferred the past, the way things once were when he only needed a 
decent asteroid and a second crew member to help him navigate through the stars. 
Nowadays it seemed one could operate a dreadnaught with just by thinking of where they 
want to go. As he went deeper into the ship, he sat upon his chair within the cockpit facing 
towards the windowpane. He was finally able to do what he sought, mediate in peace. Upon 
closing his eyes, the force began to envelope him. With his legs crossed and his arms rest on 
either knee, he began to slowly levitate, a trait of his whenever he was in deep focus on the 
force. As the Seeker, he learned that the force was willing to tell him things if he only 
listened. Of course, all other Jedi and force users alike could share this same trait but not 
many were willing to allow the force itself to take him in whichever direction it pleased in 
fear that one would be pulled to the opposite side. However, Runes did not fear the dark 
side and instead sought to tame its radical design that one day the Jedi could be seen just as 
powerful, if not more than his Dark side counterparts. 
 
As he sat in midair, something was coming into vision within his mind. He could sense a great 
deal of pain throughout the universe but one of them seemed rather close. As he reached 
his hand out, the Lightspear’s controls would begin to light up and certain buttons of ignition 
began to press all on their own. This however was the power of the force as Tydon focused 
on the force without moving anything more than his right arm. The ship would then begin to 
hover from the ground, causing Icor to stir from her nap then take off deeper into the forest. 
The ship continued to rise but Tydon’s eyes remained closed as he focused on the feeling on 
this female. He could sense she was young, alone and in a great deal of pain. He could also 
sense that the force was strong, yet wildly untamed like a blazing forest fire. Sensing the 
danger, she could put herself as well as other in if left to her own vice, Tydon knew he must 
approach and aid her the best way he knew how, by bringing her to the light. Once breaking 
the atmosphere, the small ship swiftly maneuvered around the large fleet which belonged to 
Tydon and before long, vanished into hyperspace. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Kai Syntureon 
 
“Don’t you fucking judge me!”, Kai rebutted to Kade as he shot into the skies. The good thing 
about the Skyboard was, not obviously that Kai had made it himself, which was pretty 
awesome, him being blind and all, but the fact that he could race alongside a speeder, and 
his magno-shield, and the magnetic plates that held him to the skyboard, wouldn’t falter. He 
spent a lot of time alone, working on his projects and things of the sort. “That idiot wal... 
well, this idiot was admiring the decals on your speeder. That idiot walked under my board.”  
 
Kai’s insanity could be found in his immediate voice. Though, he still carried some... 
maddening air of regal authority. “God, if I’d of had to engage, we’d of had another Vader 
reenactment on our hand... well, my hands.” Kai whizzed in and out of the immediate traffic, 
dodging the usual buses here, and the speedy inhabitants in a hurry to be enslaved to 
superficial things, as the shallow minded so easily were construed into doing. But one... one 
got him. He spotted the black X-wing prototype as the Force painted the scene before him in 
his mind’s eye, and then it hit him. This, disturbance. 
 
 



 
 
Grabbing his head, Kai spiraled downwards, and quite frankly, it was a wonder he wasn’t 
smacked into oblivion by some speeding renegade on his way to do, nothing. He shot down 
about a hundred good feet, before he finally banished the shit, and leveled himself out. 
“Holy fuck!! What in the absolute shit..”, he exclaimed profanely. 
 
Kai spotted the prototype again, disappearing behind a building, just before him. He was 
compelled to follow it, but he could find it later. He shot into action, catching up to Kade 
with little effort at all. Not many could maneuver a Skyboard. Well, perhaps because nobody 
else had one. Ha, one of a kind. “Did you feel that?” Kai asked Kade through his secret 
channel, as he regained his spot beside the Jedi, on their way to, well, wherever the hell. 
 
Kai reached out with the Force, begging for another ass kicking by this disturbance, but he 
felt nothing. No, wait... awh. Just a tickle. But it was something! He felt something. It wasn’t 
of the magnitude of the disturbance, but the same nature.  
 
“Shitbiscuits...” , he whispered to himself. 
 
“This is why we don’t go anywhere Kai! Shit happens!!”, he reminded himself harshly, as if 
scolding a small child. He kept his pace with Kade, waiting to find out, where in the actual 
shit they were going. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Shae Darzu 
 
“This Senate shall endure... MY LEGACY will endure!”  
 
The words were a thunderous threat, coming from the Chancellor. Shae had to hold back the 
smirk that would inevitably appear on her lips, had she not reminded herself that she was in 
his presence. The man spoke to his most trusted advisers.... men filled with ‘concern’ in their 
features and greed in their heart. She supposes it’s fitting... you can’t have a political career 
without being greedy. Ambition, as always, brought such interesting traits. 
 
Standing behind the Chancellor, she swiftly did as she’s expected... with her force sense, she 
read each of the men’s grids, finding nothing but calculating motives... they all want 
something from the man in charge, so here they sat, acting like a flock of caring buffoons, in 
the service of the big, traitorous dog. 
 
His vision of a peaceful Republic was idealistic and childish. In the path to do so, he enlist the 
service of Jedi that serve the Republic with such dedication and sacrifice. If only he knew the 
vipers in their midst.... Wait, should she count herself as one of them? Tricky question.... 
very tricky... 
 
As the Chancellor stood, the rest did as well. Her hooded form lowering her head in respect. 
She was a shadow to them. No one of importance. The Chancellor, however, grinned in her 
direction, giving her a slight nod. He had her in his service, all for the sole price of his silence. 
As he walked with his men, he spoke softly to her, fully aware that their arrangement 
depended on him not overstepping his ground. “Beloved Shae, go to your chambers, your 
presence is not needed till further notice” 
 



 
 
Bowing slightly, she always wondered, at a time like this, who was baiting whom in this 
exchange... if you ask him, he would say he’s got her between a rock and a hard place... she 
however, is aware that he suspects, that she’s here because she wants to be and he lives for 
that same reason. 
 
The times that he has met with Jedi, he has tested the force wielder’s range of sensing, 
finding that Shae, has mastered the ability of masking her force to a degree that, neither of 
the Jedi had even noticed her. To the Chancellor’s frustration, he has been forced to admit 
that, he holds no threat to her existence except when he opens his mouth, and that, is 
controlled by the fact that she’s in his head, aware of his intentions. Shocking turn of events, 
to be sure, but not entirely unpleasant. She gives him the thrill of his ignorance and he keeps 
‘baiting’ his part of the deal. All for her.... her... the thought of her caused Shae to inhale 
deeply, sensing inside her mind, probing, wanting to speak. 
 
Walking towards her chambers, she closes her eyes, holding back the twitch, as the voice 
becomes insistent. Closing herself within the darkness of her room, she takes her body 
towards her white, unfurnished room, laying her body weight on her legs as she sits in her 
meditation state. Relaxing her demeanor, she let the light dim until all darkness surrounds 
her... her twin never responds well to stimulation on her side. 
 
“Sister... sister... you took too loooooooong...”, the voice came inside her head, the 
bittersweet taste of her anger pouring on each syllable of the word sister... it was no secret, 
her sister hated her for not being the one in captivity, just as much as Shae hates her for 
never listening to her and being impulsive. All that has been spoken and said, giving them a 
sense of destructive peace... a truce that only stretches as far as their love for one another 
goes. 
 
“Forgive me sister... the man likes to speak, and I am obligated to listen...”, she answers. A 
sinister laugh is heard inside her mind before the sibling grumbles “I always wonder, which 
one has the worst fate... as of late, I’m leaning towards you... the man is insufferable... were I 
was the one there, he would be speaking to worms and soil already ”, Shae had to smile at 
that... the truth was never something she debated with her sibling.  
 
“Sister of mine... what is the cause of your unrest?”, Shae speaks softly... it would do no good 
to press any topic with her sibling, as it only causes disruption in the force. As strong as their 
bond and their abilities... a tantrum of her sister could make Force sensitives to sense them, 
something she can’t afford just yet. 
 
“They... they are close... they come looking for answers, they come looking for... blood...” As 
the sibling spoke, Shae frown. Her sister’s whereabouts are a mystery to her, but more than 
one time, she has suspected is near a powerful source for the force, as her sister tends to 
sense others quickly, their presence never escaping her. 
 
Shae quickly stands, gathering the bowl with ichor, the tools of the witches for their vision, 
and begins to seek in it, what her sister obviously senses... and there it is... on the planet of 
Korriban, some were gathering... tilting her head, she noticed they reached the temple... 
were they looking for what she already possessed? Or was this one of many group therapies 
for them to attempt what obviously never works for dark force wielders? 
 
 



 
 
In the back of her mind, she remembers the night she and her sister were sent to Korriban, 
to achieve what was never done before... with a sigh, she can still sense the relics, holocrons 
and amulets they took off the planet’s sacred temple before her sister was caught. Closing 
her eyes, her sibling forces inside her mind’s eye, the memory of her leaving her sister 
behind, taking everything with her. “Traitor...”, a whisper filled with anger, forces her mind 
to hear. 
 
Blinking she grumbles: “Stop it, sister... you are not helping...” 
  
Shae hears a mocking undertone as the voice replies “My apologies, beloved trumpet, I have 
nothing to offer you but the contempt of your betrayal...” 
 
Rolling her eyes, she bites her tongue, not allowing to take the bait of that conversation. 
Shae can see her sibling was blinded by her own perception, not clearly seeing what is 
obvious. 
 
“Do you want to rehash this topic, or should I focus on a more pressing matter of the 
visitors?” As she heard silence she takes the reply as a moment her sibling understands, they 
have to focus on the force wielders. Pondering her options, she realizes, this presented an 
opportunity to divert attention towards where it needs to be.  
 
“Let’s be helpful, shall we?” Gathering her strength, she hears a gleeful laugh as her sibling 
senses her intent. Closing her eyes, she begins to gather her force, a warm sensation 
travelling to her fingers. A small smile covers her lips as she begins to look for the one she 
seeks. She has heard of the one Skywalker, seen him at a distance, yet she senses... 
instability in that quest. No... he would likely come searching for the source and not follow 
up on the message... that will not do. 
 
Stretching her powers, still masking her beacon, she finds... the one... Tydon... yes that one 
has the right disposition... With a sigh, she reaches inside his mind, a waterfall of thoughts 
and visions of the ones in Korriban pouring in his head. She also takes the liberty of sending 
the warning of what will happen if this is not dealt with. 
 
If any force sensitive can sense the disruption in the force as the message is being delivered, 
they would feel the hair in their bodies stand up in warning, a sense of dread filling them. 
However, no answer as to the question of what or why would come to them... no 
understanding of the reason as it were... except for the one receiver. 
 
Abruptly, she closes the door in her mind. The connection to the Jedi severed. Only time will 
tell if the Jedi will rise to the warning. If nothing comes of it, she at least, gave force sensitive 
a few goosebumps and that’s always enjoyable. 
 
As she lays on the marble floor, she can sense the blackness of her sister’s confinement. 
Closing that door in her mind, she concentrates on keeping the mask up, her emotions in 
neutral, like a pit that has no escape. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 



 
 
Kade’El Skywalker 
 
As Kade whizzed in and out of the traffic behind the controls of his Prototype Interceptor, he 
caught a glimpse of the Skyboard trailing him and before long watched as he came up beside 
him, the two arching a path across the skies above Coruscant. Pulling back on the controls of 
his vessel, Kade’s Interceptor climbed higher and only increased in speed, the voice of the 
individual piloting the Skyboard speaking to him over the encrypted comms channel. “I did.”, 
was Kade’s only response as he spoke in that same thick Coruscanti accent, the abnormal 
blue hue of his eyes glistening in the lights of the highly advanced cockpit, the tech itself 
designed by Kade, himself and now fully synchronized with Korvas’s Artifical Intelligence, 
giving him complete control even when Kade wasn’t piloting it. As the two ascended the 
skies and broke free of the planet’s outer atmosphere, another transmission was sent as 
Korvas patched the channel through. From aboard the Venator-class Star Destroyer, they 
were now approaching, Luiteneant Ashfield spoke over the New Republic channel in a gritty 
tone, his hands placed behind his back as he watched from the command deck as the 
Prototype Interceptor and Skyboard approached them. “General Skywalker. We await your 
orders.” 
 
“As soon as we dock set the Destroyer on a course for the western quarter of the galactic 
disc.”, he responded, also referencing himself and Kai as ‘we’ to clear up his presence here 
as his vessel gained on the Destroyer and Korvas readied them for docking, engaging the 
landing gears in the process as Luiteneant Ashfield spoke once more. “The Unknown 
Regions. Setting coordinates now, we will leave the moment you dock, General.”  
 
As the transmission ended and Kade guided his Interceptor up into the Destroyers main 
hangar, he began unbuckling himself from the cockpit as Korvas took control and set the 
Interceptor down, its landing gears enabling a smooth touchdown. From within the now 
opening cockpit, Kade jumped, his boots touching down against the cold surface of the 
hangar, Republic Soldiers and Engineers noticing the arrival of himself and Kai aboard the 
Venator-class Star Destroyer as he made his way towards the main elevator which led 
directly to the main deck. It was at that moment the Destroyers hyperdrive activated and 
propelled the ship off the ripples of time and space to ‘jump’ into hyperspace, allowing it to 
traverse the galaxy at speeds of hundreds or even thousands of times the speed of light. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Darth Veraduna 
 
Veraduna watched Vicious’ expression and carefully listened to his speech, allowing her to 
subtly mirror his body language, tone of voice and talking pace - a simple yet effective way 
to build trust and a connection with a new person. She took note of how his look suddenly 
changed from serious to proud as he mentioned the Jedi. “Indeed, it is and therefore we 
shall wait for the others.” At that moment, another dark figure emerged in the chamber, 
though the angry man seemed rather lost in thought and hesitant when he approached the 
head seat. Upon noticing this, Veraduna would speak louder to get his attention and point 
him to the direction of his seat. “We’ve been waiting for you, Darth Zinthyra.” Most 
members were present, either in person or via hologram, so the meeting could begin. 
 
Choosing her words thoughtfully, Veraduna spoke: “My fellow Sith. It is an honour and 
privilege for me to be here and accept the Sphere of Biotic Science, on behalf of the Dark 
Council, who’s members I have long admired and respected. For years I’ve overseen scientific 
organizations on my homeworld, that are of the galaxy’s best. I’m re-building what once 
used to be the Veeshas Tuwan, an ancient library of the early Sith Empire, that the Jedi 
destroyed along with ancient artifacts - one of the costliest losses we had ever taken. The 
complex will be used for Sith Alchemy and Adascorp’s projects kept out of public knowledge. 
We must continue to work together as a united group in rebuilding the Imperial Sith Order 
and we must never forget the names of those who took everything from us in the name of 
self-righteousness. For now though, we should find the source of this disturbance we all have 
felt. Darth Vicious suggested a stealth mission to Coruscant. If you wish to go, that is your 
choice. This disturbance isn’t the work of the Jedi and I personally pass taking action based 
on the assumption that they know something. Instead, I’d like to run some tests. Since there’s 
a relationship between midi-chlorians in the blood and the Force, I wonder if the microscopic 
life forms are affected by the disturbance and if they could possibly tell us more about its 
cause. Therefore I’ll be taking blood samples to my laboratory on my homeworld. If anyone 
has the technology that could give us more answers, that’d be my fellow scientists. Like an 
ancestor of mine would say: *Coruscant may be the heart of the Republic, but the mind that 
dreams is on Arkania.* During my stay there, I’ll see into it that the works are on schedule 
and ensure Arkania’s allegiance to the Imperial Sith Order. Thank you.”  
 
Veraduna’s lips curled into her most charming smile as she gave a nod. After the meeting, an 
elegant stride carried her through the doorway leading out of the chamber, her white hair 
locks streaming out behind her. 
 
Blood samples were taken from the Sith who allowed it and once back to her office, she 
activated her little astromech-courier droid. “Good morning, EC.”, she said and while dusting 
it off, it responded with a chirpy beep. “Guess where we are going ?” The droid released an 
even more cheerful whistle. Veraduna smiled warmly, placing the box with the precious 
blood samples carefully inside of EC02F. The droid was a gift built by her twin Cerona. The 
samples were, in truth, meant for genetic profiling and other purposes. Veraduna didn’t 
mean harm to the other Sith as long as they wouldn’t stand in her way. Being betrayed and 
exiled by her own family taught her to always be wary of others, especially those who were 
close to her. Thus she kept her research partially private. 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Long strides took her to the hangar where the Blue Rose awaited, a modified YV-560 Light 
Freighter designed for exploration and scientific research. It had five scientist quarters that 
were compartmentalized and distributed around the ship to provide balance and structural 
reinforcement to the hull, each of them leading to a specialized cargo hold. Since the holds 
were relatively small and built to carry delicate cargoes, samples and artifacts, the walls 
between the quarters and several holds were removed and turned into larger holds. Other 
quarters were modified into rooms for various creatures. Each one was isolated from the 
others, possessing individual atmosphere processors and heating and cooling systems. They 
were lockable and could be sealed and walled off behind bulkheads in case of emergency. 
While lightly armed, the sturdy iconic saucer-shaped hull could withstand a surprising 
amount of fire. Two sensor booms extended forward from the hull. The ship contained a 
powerful scientific computer. Along with regular navigation sensors, it was equipped with a 
powerful HD planetary scanning array that allowed it to survey a planet from orbit. 
 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Nillanthir Zerati 
 
It only took a matter of hours for the Kolto to finish its work. As the trip to hyperspace 
came near the end of its first jump, the hangar bay of the Monika was alive with activity. 
Dozens upon dozens of starships of a design never noted before were seen lining the 
bays. Each had various droids crawling all over them much like ants would over a larger 
insect. Repairing, upgrading or simply building these new fighters from scratch. The 
Hangar bay was more or less a shipyard where fighters and bombers of a unique class 
were developed. The fighters, taking on an appearance much like a knife with wings, 
showed a slender profile. Designed for speed, they carried shields, two lasers cannons 
and two ion cannons. They looked to be scrapped from the old ARC-170 fighters of the 
republic clone days and renewed to be able to fly in both space and atmosphere. 
Nillanthir had taken to call this new design of Starfighter as a Yuri class. Something about 
the name sounded fitting. Elegant, fast and well equipped to defend itself and the Monika 
effectively. Its counterpart was also designed for maneuverability but seemed much 
bulkier. The Natsuki class Bomber had only a simple turret gun but possessed much 
surperior shields to their Yuri counterparts and a bigger payload of proton bombs and 
torpedoes. Looking at the bulkier frames, it showed it was designed to at least be able to 
keep up with the Starfighters when performing attack runs. 
 
Nillanthir himself was busy working on a completely different ship which was situated 
near the back of the Port side hanger bay. The hulking mass of a modified YT-1930 
dwarfed most of the other ships in the hangar bay. Only matched in size by the piles of 
spare parts and dead starships claimed in salvage over the years, only to be dismantled 
and recycled into all sorts of pieces for Nillanthir’s new spacecraft. After his recovery, 
Nillanthir had brought himself to work, cleaning and fixing any issues that his former 
freighter, now dubbed the Velvet Rose, would have acquired during his time in 
meditation. His body looked to be in much better shape. Looking seldom different to any 
man within their mid twenties in standard years. He was laid on his back underneath the 
command console for his freighter when a familiar female voice spoke up. 
 
 
 



 
“Master, you have almost arrived at your first destination. The pickup is arranged and the 
team is preparing as we speak.”, Sayori’s voice echoed from within the ships intercom, 
speaking upon a private channel only available at Sayori’s discretion. 
 
“We..” Came the response from underneath the console. Followed by a spark and a 
chuckle muffled through the wire and durasteel. 
 
“We, Master? I do not understand”, Sayori asked, her tone showing a confused expression 
behind it that almost seemed natural. 
 
“’We’ have almost arrived. After your first few decades, I already guided you to be able to 
think and come to your conclusions using the variables of emotion.. That professional tone 
should only be used if others are present... since it’s us... you can speak freely”, Nillanthir 
said. Soon he pulled himself out from underneath the console and spoke once more. 
“So... the current ETA for Bespin?” 
 
“Yo-I mean ‘we’ will be arriving just beyond the planets borders in an hour and sixteen 
minutes time”, Sayori spoke, seeming to show hesitation in her voice. Nillanthir sighed, he 
was certain if the A.I was in an organic body, the rush of emotions truly felt by the living 
would have caused her to hang herself... likely over his bed just to drive the point home.  
 
Time soon passed and the freighter started up and took off, making its way towards the 
planet itself as it departed from the Monika and began to set course for the gas planet. 
Cloud City would have to do as far as meeting places were concerned. Nillanthir himself 
decided to come along to the exchange, if only to watch from afar. His shining blue eyes 
looked around at the sight before him as the freighter soon made its way down. Despite 
all the goings on that had happened throughout the centuries, Cloud City itself had barely 
changed. It remained a reliable source of Tibanna gas and had changed many hands, 
priding itself on the fact that it was once owned by the famous war hero Lando Calrissian. 
The funny thing about history, certain facts were often dismissed when it was the winners 
who wrote history. There was very little information that survived about the former 
smuggler and his shady past. His part in the Battle of Endor and other key victories had 
outlasted his more dubious accomplishments as far as the historical accounts were 
concerned. Before long, the Velvet Rose would touch down on a landing pad and 
Nillanthir had dispatched his droids, mainly a team of ancient ASP models and the 
protocol droid that greeted him on the bridge, to go and conclude the transaction. The 
price for Kolto was as high as it always was. Even during the reign of Palpatines Galactic 
Empire, Kolto was high in its price due to how little is produced when compared to its less 
effective but more abundant competitor, Bacta. 
 
The droids greeted one of the dock workers which appeared to be a Rodian. Its glossy 
round eyes paid attention to the protocol droid while the ASP’s moved forward and 
began to take the large crates that were ready for them. Nill soon raised a slender 
eyebrow as he noticed one crate in particular being much larger than the rest, easily at a 
size of twelve feet, he soon rose from the pilots seat and looked at it with further 
suspicion. The crates that contained Kolto were often at a size suitable to be carried by 
one or two ASP droids. This crate required all eight of them to lift and bring on board. 
Something about it seemed off, but he couldn’t help but grow curious. He couldn’t find it 
in himself to order the strange cargo to be left behind. He had just paid a hefty sum of 
credits for it and it only made sense to identify what was in it before he could decide 
what to do.  



 
As the droids loaded the remaining supplies, the cargo ramp would retract and close, 
allowing Nillanthir to fire the ships engines and take off. He had no need to stay any 
longer than what he felt was necessary. As the ship began to make its way back, he 
ordered the protocol droid to take over. He had to investigate that crate.  
 
Walking swiftly, Nillanthir soon reached the only cargo room that was serving its main 
function, the other cargo holds were used for more important things such as power 
generators, shield generators and a bigger housing for the hyperdrive to improve the 
ships overall performance. As he eyed the towering crate, it took up a tremendous 
amount of space. It was at this point that Nillanthir now noticed why he couldn’t reject it. 
Something was alive in there and its presence was oddly unique. He soon approached the 
crate and turned off the magnetic locks on the crates door and he cautiously opened it. 
His eyes soon widened and his lips parted open in surprise. He had trouble identifying it 
at first, but once he did, questions soon came to mind and he murmured softly. 
 
“What in the blazes is this doing here?”, his voice rang out softly. All he can think of was 
that there had to have been some kind of mix up. That there was something about this 
thing that unsettled him deeply. He felt like he had just been struck in the face by a 
physical manifestation of the past as shock, confusion and most of all, sadness seemed to 
flash in his eyes. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
SnarkMaster5000 
 
Studies would go upon baffled doctors as they continued to take readings. Fourteen year 
old Iramulia Juduul was no closer to recovery. What was worse was that security was 
soon reporting that the surrounding area was littered with creatures. Mostly jungle birds 
but as the hours passed mammals began to join them. No matter how many authorities 
the hospital called they would shoo the creatures off and minutes later they would come 
back. Little did they know it was because of the girl who was still sedated in the clinic. Her 
mind echoed with visions of another from the distant past. A male who seemed to be 
offering advice but she couldn’t make out what he was saying. Rami would then twitch a 
little as another wave of pain hit her hard. 
 
“Momma...? Pappa...? I must have done something wrong? I must be... sick... This pain 
isn’t going away...”, Rami’s thoughts ran deep as she would sweat lightly, her brows 
knitting together in her sleep. 
 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Runes Tydon 
 

The Lightspear continued its course with Runes Tydon still in deep meditation the deeper 
he delved into the force, the more it showed him. He could see a young woman and 
sensed her pain had not changed one bit. He was getting close, but it would still take him 
some time to reach her. Nevertheless, as a master of the light Runes reached his arm up 
once more. Like an extension of his limb, the force reached out stretching past the 
lightyears of space and eventually onto the planet she was on. If the force was indeed 
strong and under some sort of control, then she was likely to welcome him into her mind. 
If so, a cool touch like that of one’s hand would rest upon her forehead, slowly shutting 
her eyes and serving her link to the force but not entirely. If she allowed it, she would also 
likely have a clearer vision of a man in a green tunic and brown robes. His head was 
covered with a hood and yet, his bearded smile was very welcoming. 
 

As Tydon continued to focus on the young girl to ease her pain, something else began to 
tinge within the back of his head. It was a feeling, a cold and dire one but as the ‘Seeker’ 
he did not stray from it. Instead he opened his mind sensing someone was talking to him. 
Soon his head began to fill with images… red barren desert, old shattered ruins, 
grotesque creatures emanating the Dark side… Korriban and group of Dark hooded 
members… 
 

As quickly as it came, so it disappeared as he sensed his link to this person was now 
severed. In that same moment, his eyes opened wide and he gasped deeply as if plunging 
in the force left him breathless. He had dropped into his chair as well and was now laying 
back while cold sweat soaked his brows. He closed his eyes for a moment trying to 
concentrate on what he just saw but to no avail. As he opened his green emeralds, he 
looked upon the blue reddish green planet. It was surrounded by an asteroid belt and the 
atmosphere itself held such dark clouds full of moisture. Runes immediately began to 
cheek his coordinates and soon realized he had traveled far to the outer Rim. While he 
has had been here before, the Outer Rim always gave Runes a slight chill running down 
his back…as if there was something else out there…just waiting for its chance. However, 
but his vision of Korriban, he could now shrug it off that perhaps it was simply the feeling 
of their presence once again coming back from the dead. 
 

As the lightspear navigated through the asteroid belt and began its descent, he quickly 
began to triangulate any nearby ships from The New Republic of the Jedi Order of his 
position. Should anyone however find his transmission, a blue light emulating of the Jedi 
via hologram would receive the message as such, “I am General Tydon of the New 
Republic and Jedi Order. Should anyone receive this then these are my coordinates. I have 
ventured as far near the edge of the Outer Rim as I have sensed a disturbance in the 
Force. I am also sending these coordinates as my presence may attract some unwanted 
attention. I have no plans to stay here but one may never know what evil may be lurking 
about. I do request reinforcements as my ship is also low on fuel.”  
 

The transmission at this point would end just in time as the rains from the heavens began 
to pour lightly on his ship. He landed on a nearby plateau then exited the vehicle with his 
hood over his head to shield him from the rain. Sensing the girl from before however was 
not going to be an issue as Runes looked above to see a flock of wild aviary creatures 
flying in only one direction. A smile spread across his face before he ventured out into the 
dense jungle towards the hospital. 
_________________________________________________________________________ 



 
 
Kai Syntureon 
 
Kai shot upwards with Kade, as the toes on his Droi-Mech rapidly punched in the codes to 
activate the Skyboards overdrive shields, and oxygen field. A light blue case surrounded 
Kai and the board as they tore through the atmosphere. Kai caught sight of the ship they 
were in course for, and his already enthusiastic insanity only got brighter. “Holy fuck. Oh 
I’m gonna have a field day on this big bitch.”, he said to himself as he followed Kade to 
the Destroyer. As they docked, Kai disabled his shields and oxygen, and stepped from his 
board, what, in a series of clicks, shrank into itself, into about a foot long little floating 
droid. He followed Kade to the elevator. 
 
When the ship made its jump, he was taken off guard, the sharp toes of his Droi-Mech 
sank into the hull of the floor, digging deep claw marks. “Fuck me!! Warn someone next 
time fuck-man!!”, Kai raged, as the levels of his fitted helmet vanished, one by one, down 
into its collar on his neck. He saw everyone staring at him as he joined Kade in the 
elevator. He held up both hands, with his middle fingers up. “Fuck you. Judgmental sacks 
of bantha shit.” He smiled as the doors sealed shut. “Hate it when people stare at me.” 
T-1 was beeping and booping, and Kai was doing his best to ignore the little droid’s 
incessant talk of the ship. He turned to his Skyboard. “If you say another word about 
codes, and shit, I’ll turn you back into the pile of scrap you were when I started.” It 
immediately stopped it’s beeps and boops, and sank back against the far wall. If only 
machines could sulk. “You never told me you owned a star destroyer.”, Kai teased, as he 
used the Force to see the insides of the, quite frankly bare elevator. Only the control 
panel showing. He noticed a red button in the bottom right corner, and smiled, holding 
his finger just above it. “If I press this will it blow us up?” 
 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Shae Darzu 
 
Leaving her dark chambers, Shae walks slowly towards the private office of the 
Chancellor. She was beyond irritated, at this point. She needed to find where did the 
Chancellor had her sister hidden. The whole situation had her tired and more than a little 
frustrated. But then again, it wasn’t just the game he was playing with her, but her sister’s 
incessant nagging inside her mind, like a constant drop of water against a rock, that is 
beginning to create a hole. 
 
A shiver went down her spine… a cold presence inside her mind that only meant one 
thing… Her ‘Mother’ was trying to reach her. She kept herself calm, showing no emotion, 
yet, she still felt like a lost child when she heard her speak... She assumes it has to do with 
the fact that, no matter what, she owed this woman her life… and she was somehow 
failing her. The Clan Mother kept probing, asking her the same and same question she 
always did lately… “Who are you?” Something that may seem innocent and simple, yet 
with her, the tone made it deadly. It represented the simple dilemma that she 
confronted: She was not meant to play the cat and mouse game… she was meant to end 
the game. Reaching the private quarters of the man, she entered in after nodding to the 
guard who always stood vigilant. 
 
 
 



 
She didn’t even bother look around the place anymore. Not even the view of the wide 
glass wall impressed her. It all was tainted with the fact that she did not belong; day after 
day, while on duty, her fate was put on hold by the scheming idiocy of the narcissistic 
fool. 
 
Sitting in his luxurious chair, the squeaky sound of the leather as she placed her weight 
against it, she began to search on his screen for any clue of his dealings. Going back to 
that night, when her sister was captured, she tried to follow the ship that took her. 
However, a message she received from the pursued ship informed her to back or if she 
valued her sister’s life. It gave her pause yet still, it was too calculated. For weeks she 
suspected that her and sister had been set up, betrayed by the witches that sent her on 
the mission… something that she still suspected… but why? Why betray the best weapons 
they had? It wasn’t until she received an encrypted message telling her to come to 
Coruscant that she realized the chancellor had a role in her sister’s capture. 
 
Blinking rapidly to break her reminiscence, she concentrated back on her task at hand. 
Seeking… searching. Knowing the Chancellor, he will be busy for a while, flattering his ego 
with the vain praise of his followers. “What a waste…”, she mutters… and a waste 
indeed… the energy used to speak words to appease the man was more than she could 
handle any given day. Then again, she was not made to flatter… she was made to search 
and destroy… If only she could find what she needs, so she can get on with his 
destruction… 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Arin Justice 
 
Arin Justice, the Chief Executive Officer of the very privately traded megacorporation, 
Justice Enterprises, as well as its subsidiaries, subdivisions, and technical legal ‘Partners’ 
(Read, subsidiaries by any other name) stepped out of his shuttle, into the Coruscant 
spaceport, his armed security flanking him, four men and four women on either side of 
him, each deceptively well armed. He wasn’t a huge fan of being so far out of Hutt Space 
(A name he rather ironically, continued to use for a dominion that he, a decidedly human 
being, controlled unopposed) and especially when it came to coming to a core world. It 
wasn’t at all too comfortable. Not because of the threat of being dispatched by someone 
who wasn’t aware of who they were threatening, but because a place like Coruscant was 
politically turbulent. There was definitely some real value in everyone have a voice a 
representation in a government or any faction, it created unity against foreign invaders, 
to its credit but on the other side it caused many more ulterior motives in the political 
landscape. Privately traded companies on the other hand, were led by a single person 
with a single motive, and even publicly traded ones had a common goal. Typically the 
acquisition of capital. It was a mistake to say which system was better, but Arin definitely 
knew which one he preferred. 
 
In orbit of the sprawling ecumenopolis sat Arin’s ship a cruiser The Xiassed, it was 
naturally equipped with the latest in Justice Enterprises Naval Technology, complete with 
semi-experimental energy draining turbo-cannon. Arin looked towards where’d he’d left 
the goliath of a ship, and thought about it with pride. The cannon could create an event-
horizon like effect that, instead of demanding light, demanded more typical forms of 
energy. Devouring the shields, lasers and other energies of foes in its wake, and leaving 
them generally dead in space. At least until the weapon dispersed the energy. What goes 
in...He came back to reality, blinking as one of his bodyguards tapped on him on the 



shoulder. Time to go. He’d need to make his way to the office of the Supreme Chancellor -
- It was important to consolidate his relationship with the Republic, partially to ensure 
that everything was still in order, and partially as a statement. It was of extreme import 
that they knew that he, and Hutt Space maintained a political stature similar to the of the 
Republic and that of any other spacefaring superpowers. Enough stature to show up to 
meet the leader of the Republic casually. Back in the streets they called it “Showing out.” 
It should be a safe and quiet enough meeting, but Arin and his bodyguards were all armed 
just in case it wasn’t. While his director of security promised him that he need not carry 
weapons, he wasn’t quite out of the habits that gangster life had instilled in him. Even as 
he gave better opportunities to others, he was still very much a slave to his past. A past 
that, by and large, ceased to be relevant with the founding and extreme growth of his 
company. It didn’t bother him as much as his staff expected it to, though. On his hip, Arin 
wore what he’d called the JE-X55 Blaster Pistol. The name might lead some to believe the 
model had been mass produced. Some would be wrong. It was something that he wielded 
alone, partially because of the mess it might cause for people if it was everywhere. He 
made his fortune through gang wars, that didn’t mean he was interested in causing more, 
bloodier ones. It was a multi-mode blaster pistol, the tasteful thickness of the design 
allowed for a few different forms of ammunition in the weapon, and switches on the side 
allowed for more than one firing mode. The firing modes this one had equipped today 
were standard blaster, Corti-slugs that were laced with two acute chemical compounds 
Arin had developed on his own time (Patent Pending, of course) that served as a fast 
acting adrenaline killing beta blocker (Think Bystolic if it trained in Muay Thai) and one 
that slowed brain activity to nearly a crawl, very, very quickly. (Midazolam, if it went to 
the gym and took moonshine to the face.) 
 
It also had rapid fire firing modes, high power ‘Faux-Sniper’ modes and the regular firing 
mode. On his left arm he had a module that, when activated, became a shield, made from 
the same general science that powered his ships weaponry, except turned down to four. 
The shield, aside from being a shield, would absorb and counteract the energy from 
attacks when faced with it. This obviously gave it a variety of uses, from self defense, to 
the destruction of structures, as the person in question could run, shield first into a wall 
or door, and the shield would counteract the reverberation of the force, effectively doing 
double damage to the structure in question. Naturally this could have devastating effects 
if used against an organic target, as well. The shield could also be set to release a pulse of 
energy, using the energy of whatever was clashing against it, allowing for more options in 
combat. Finally, it had the ability to just outright absorb and store energy. This was an 
experimental function, but Arin wasn’t interested in asking others to display more 
confidence in his technology than he was prepared to show. In his sleeve also sat a 
cortosis weave combat knife. He spared no expense in this regard and used the most 
expensive form of cortosis possible, while also lacing it with his chemicals. One of his eyes 
was cybernetic, allowing him to see the different fluctuation of energy around him 
including UV or X-Ray energy, quickly engage in calculations, detect the vital signs of 
others and himself and record things. Not to mention the mental training and... Scarring 
he’d been through making him a little bit less of a target for control by slightly more... 
Mystical foes. 
 
Arin’s body guards were even more well equipped. Two blaster pistols on either side, one, 
little more than a well disguised slugthrower with flamethrower technology in a second 
barrel, the other a high powered blaster pistol with grappling hook technology. They had 
dart throwers on their wrists, a combat ready coordinating AI with collapsing failsafe, 
armor underneath their admittedly fashionable clothing, Vibroknives of their own and 
experimental gauntlets that allowed them to fight at their own strength, except 



exponentially increased, based loosely on the design of Mandalorian Crushgaunts, except 
a little more elegant and less cumbersome looking as well as mental resistance training of 
their own. Still, even with all of this, they looked relatively normally armed as they passed 
through Coruscant customs. Not that it mattered, officials knew who he was and the 
weaponry ownership protocols on Coruscant were never very strict. Even in times of war, 
it seemed. It didn’t take long for the bald, dark skinned man and his entourage to reach 
the senate building with the help of a speeder or two, and even less time for them to 
reach the office of the Chancellor. Arin turned to his bodyguards  
“Let’s get bureaucratic.”, he said to them as he opened the door to the office, wondering 
if anything would stop this from being a boring hour or two. 
 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Bren Aquilia 
 
A lone New Republic scout ship suddenly arrived unexpectedly close to Coruscant, the 
markings indicated as a one assigned with the Military Police. Why it was sent out far 
from New Republic space was not a big mystery as it was deployed to pick up a very 
special prisoner. On one of the worlds in the territory, a mercenary was caught and 
arrested. This one was different from all the others however, his records indicate that he 
made ‘moral’ jobs... if the laws could dictate so. All his life, Bren Aquilia knew only survival 
with stealth and to fight when necessary. As a boy on a colony station, he had to learn 
this fast. The lessons on disappointment and betrayal came too late for him, however. 
Even with a remarkable military record, it did not serve him much in terms of dealing with 
such a traumatic situation that left his hopeful beliefs in the galaxy in ruin. It was there 
that he found that when law is lawless, one has to have their own code and make way 
using their own way of pushing a message. While his methods had some questionable 
debated tied with them, they were not malicious or immoral. 
 
Onboard, the prisoner Aquilia was confined into a single isolated ‘cell’ which was the 
engine room. His ankles and wrists were cuffed stun cuffs, a single bar spaced between 
each one with his arms bound behind his back. Aside from the cuffs and his single 
undergarment and eyepatch, Aquilia was left completely naked in his holding area. His 
clothes, equipment and weapons were onboard the ship, only stowed in the cargo area in 
several secured lockers that only one of the crew could access it. Despite his situation, 
Aquilia sat quietly as he slowly looked down at the tattoo upon his right deltoid. He 
always admired this scorpion-shaped tribal tattoo ever since he had gotten it as it was a 
testament of him earning such an alias in his youth. That ultimately matched his behavior 
as while he had a venomous attitude and was fiercely predatory in this methods of 
executing his work. If one could look upon Aquilia, he was very much an animal... perhaps 
semi-domesticated. In the dim light, Aquilia could be seen almost bare only his 
undergarment of gray shorts and a leather eyepatch concealing his damaged right eye. 
His fair-toned body was covered in numerous scars from the mercenary period along with 
the single tattoo he got while he was in military service. He had long blonde hair that 
touched the base of his neck and parted from the left side of his head, a sculpted beard 
that hid the throat of his neck. His single good left eye was ocean blue. 
 
The years flew by when he left the New Republic and took his career as a mercenary, 
living life on the run as he took jobs that he saw fit with his personal code. He had flown 
from one edge of the galaxy to the other doing what he felt was right even when he was 
getting paid to do it. His tools of the trade were simple: slicing kit, dual-purpose 
vibroknife for survival and combat, body armor with durasteel and plastoid ceramic plates 



for vibroblade and blaster protection, and a small selection of firearms including a 
scattergun blaster, a sniper blaster rifle and a heavy blaster pistol. At the time of his 
capture, he was found in full black with a short-sleeved shirt, leather jacket, fingerless 
gloves, a tactical belt, and leather patrol boots that were tucked into the legs of light 
fatigue trousers. The rest of his materials were crated onboard a ship he had stolen, a sign 
that he had some piloting skills. It was registered under an old job that Aquilia had taken 
who was a weapon smuggler for an off-world gang. After breaking the thug’s fingers, 
arms and legs, he took the ship and changed the markings and codes for it. At that 
moment, the Blackbird was impounded by the New Republic while Aquilia was shipped to 
Coruscant for processing and a trial date. 
 
They arrived at the Venator-class Star Destroyer that was due for takeoff into hyperspace, 
a likely place to be processed for the time being until returned back to the surface for his 
hearing.  It did not matter for Aguilia as he figured it was going to be due time that he was 
going to be caught by the authorities one way or another. The scout shipped docked in 
the bay, and in no time he was escorted out while walking his body was clothed in only a 
pair of plain engineer’s coveralls and ankle-cut work boots, his wrists and ankles still 
cuffed with the rodded stun binders. He was then sent to a passenger quarters and was 
locked there, the restraints still left on him so to avoid any chance of escaping. He just laid 
on his bunk inside the empty quarters, his left eye looking upon nothing. Even as he 
remained still and quiet, he overheard the PA going throughout the ship as it prepared to 
jump into hyperspace. As it did, there was nothing to do but wait and see who his keeper 
was. 
 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Kade’El Skywalker 
 
“I don’t own anything. This vessel is the property of the GANR, I’ve merely, been given it as 
a means to enter the Unknown Regions.”, was Kade’s response as the elevator, carried 
them to the main deck of the Destroyer where Luitenant Ashfield awaited their arrival. 
Watching the idiot holding his finger just above the elevator’s kill switch, Kade spoke 
again. “No you idiot, it won’t blow us up.” As the elevator climbed the Destroyers 
structure, it came to a stop and its black metallic doors opened. Stepping out and onto 
the Destroyers main deck, Kade made his way towards Luitenant Ashfield who in turn 
greeted him once he reached, Ash himself. “General.”, he spoke in a gritty tone as he held 
out his right hand and Kade took it in his left with a firm grip, his own, thick Coruscanti 
accent taking form from beneath the mask covering the lower part of his face. 
“Luitenant.” Moving to stand closer to the clear arching windows, Kade lent against it 
with his right hand holding his weight, the abnormal blue hue of his eyes glistening as he 
stared out into hyperspace. 
 
Meanwhile, somewhere deep within the Unknown Regions of Space, a war to end all wars 
was taking place in a portion of the galaxy just inside the Unknown Regions that was ruled 
by the Chiss. Two powerhouses, the Chiss Ascendancy, and the Galactic Peace Corps, their 
fleets tearing each other apart above a dead and desolate planet. It was here that 
something awoke. Something that, had a hunger capable of consuming the very life force 
of all those dying above. The very same entity that threw the Force off balance and sent 
ripples of its presence out across the stars as a warning, its reach even touching beyond 
the Unknown Regions. As the war ensued and vessels fell through the planets failing 
atmosphere, the entity devoured the life force of all those who perished. Advanced 
warships smashing against the desolate surface, their structures folding up and burning 



out in heaps of wreckages began to litter the landscape. Back aboard the Venator-class 
Star Destroyer, Kade felt it again, this time its presence in the force more prominent than 
ever, allowing for a much clearer picture as he closed his eyes and reached out with the 
Force. It was different this time, almost as if the entity, wanted to be found. “You’re a 
wound in the Force.”, he spoke in a hushed tone. 
 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Darth Veraduna 
 
After catching up with her twin in Adascorp’s main facility and leaving her droid EC there, 
Veraduna made her way to the new building. Her lips formed a smirk of satisfaction as 
she witnessed it almost finished. Two workers approached her and dropped into the 
snow onto their knees in front of her, though it was not out of fear. Nobody but her twin 
on this planet knew that she was a Sith. Just like nobody knew that they were two 
different women as they looked nearly identical. That way Veraduna could be at two 
places at once. No, the men kneeled, because they were thankful Arkanian Offshoots, the 
lower citizen class that was bred for physically laboring work and mistreated for 
thousands of years, until Veraduna had changed their lives by a slightly higher salary, 
better working conditions and a free health insurance. Not that she cared, but it was 
remarkable how little she had to give in order to receive so much more back. Of course 
she could have exploited them like many Sith or Arkanian’s would, but not for long and 
with lesser results. Those who let hatred and anger cloud their reason and productivity 
were petty slaves of their emotions. Anger was a useful tool and existed to serve her, not 
the other way around. 
 
“Excellent”, she remarked as she rubbed her hands. It’s been a while since her last visit to 
the frozen world so she had to get used to the climate. A long beige coat hung down her 
shoulders, buttoned together just above the curve of her breasts to below the waistline, 
with soft fur along the V-shaped neckline, the long sleeves rolled up and fastened by the 
tab with a button. The two men nervously looked at each other, saying nothing. 
Something was troubling them, clearly. “Is there something wrong, gentlemen?”, 
Veraduna asked.  
 
“Well yes, Doctor Adasca... one of your... subjects is uh... missing”, one of the men 
answered. Veraduna narrowed her eyes in a questioning manner and simply kept glaring 
at him. Sometimes silence was more effective than questions, especially if supported by a 
stare from pure white eyes. One could never tell in what direction she was looking and 
there was something uncomfortable about it. Like expected, the man opened his mouth 
to break the tension. “The lion... we checked the list and it’s the Zalorian Rock Lion that 
got lost.” 
 
“You’ve lost a LION? Is this a joke? We aren’t talking about a needle!”, Veraduna snapped.  
 
“What confuses us... the tracking device connected to the irremovable microchip in its 
spine, shows no signal. It’s like the lion disappeared from the planet... yet the crate with 
the lion’s number on it is here and it’s not... fitting... follow me, please, I’ll show you. ” 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Veraduna followed the man inside through several hallways and secured doors, the smell 
of fresh paint assaulted her senses along the way to the section were all sorts of creatures 
were kept. He stopped in front of a medium sized crate and took the mentioned list out of 
his pocket, handing it over to her. Oddly enough the numbers indeed matched, but when 
the man opened it, she found medical supplies and a brochure about Adascorp’s new 
products inside. Veraduna seemed puzzled for a few seconds, but then her face changed 
into an eureka-expression. “Someone mixed up the labels of two crates during the move 
of the animals from the main building to the new one... This one was supposed to be sent 
to a customer... who will now receive a lion instead!” Veraduna took notes of the exact 
contents of the crate as she continued talking. “Who was responsible for the labeling?”  
 
“It was Alphonse, the big guy who feeds the subjects...” 
 
“I see. Well, don’t you worry... he’ll never make another mistake again. You may return to 
your work now.” 
 
Just when the men left, a horrific growl and rattling metal reverberated through the 
building. Veraduna followed it until she reached the source, 1S7C3P was written on the 
cage of the creature that seemed to be a mix of at least five different alien species, but it 
had mostly something of a Wampa, especially the fur, yellow jagged teeth and razor 
sharp claws. Its head was, however, disproportionately big and stained with gore, mostly 
its own. The ‘face’ deformed in a manner that raised questions such as how it could even 
see or smell. This was Veraduna’s first creation. The result was pretty useless and only 
kept alive for further study in order to improve future projects. 
 
“Mo... ther, mooooo... therrrrr!”, the creature cried in a hysterical tone that was 
somewhere in between pain and anger while it violently pulled at the cage bars in rhythm 
with its whimpers.  
 
“Nina! I missed you too!”, Veraduna said in an unsettling affectionate tone, but the 
creature raged even more until she slightly raised her voice. “Nina, knock it off!” The 
creature froze and let out a soft yelp, then turned to sit into a corner and sobbed softly, 
repeating the same words over and over again while bumping its head against the bars. 
Veraduna glared at the dried blood on them from which she could tell that this wasn’t the 
first time it did that. An interesting thought entered her mind. “The guy who feeds the 
subjects, hmm... Nina, sweetheart, I have something for you. Next time Alphonse is 
around, rip off his hands for me, will you? You may even eat him if you like... keeping you 
fed is his job after all.”  
 
“Yessssss, mo...ther...”, Nina replied and calmed down.  
 
“Good girl.” Veraduna wouldn’t harm purely for amusement or take the life of someone 
who’s useful. However, in this case, she wanted to send a message. The workers heard 
her implied threat and the ‘accident’ would make them wonder whether she was 
involved. They would likely spread the rumor, but without any prove, it would remain a 
rumor and that worked perfectly. Maybe a little bit fear isn’t that bad after all, she 
thought. Plus, she didn’t have time to deal with Alphonse in person, who deserved 
punishment as his mistake wasn’t a minor one. The lion was already enhanced by Sith 
Alchemy... the living evidence of Adascorp’s hidden agenda and connection to the Sith. 
 
 



 
The snow came up slightly to meet Veraduna’s long, dark brown leather boots as she 
headed back to her twin with the news and the list of the order’s details. Checking the 
computer they found that the order was placed three days ago by a droid named Sayori. 
No way to contact the droid and the animal was already delivered on Bespin by now. 
Curiously enough the tracking device connected to the label of the crate indicated that it 
was on the way to the Mid Rim. Probably and hopefully unopened in a ship, the twins 
thought. “I’m going to find our pet before someone figures out what we’re really doing 
here.” EC, who still carried blood samples of the Sith inside itself, seemed upset that they 
were already leaving, but Veraduna didn’t pay attention to his protesting and swiftly 
returned to the Blue Rose while murmuring along the way: “Now please be so nice and 
*hang on*, Sayori... then we can set this right without anyone having to be silenced...” 
 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Nillanthir Zerati 
 
The journey to Thape was a quiet one. Ever since discovering what was inside the box, 
Nillanthir had been quiet for the majority of the time. The beast within was kept in stasis 
for the most part, tranquilized and bound within the confines of a Durasteel cage. His 
eyes seldom left the box as he sat in front of it and went into thought. It was clear to him 
that somehow what his A.I had ordered was mixed up with this creature and he was now 
the sole caregiver for it. It had been a long time since he had any organic life on board his 
home. It made it easier to communicate and execute the will of the Force. But this.. this 
creature which he recognized immediately as a Zalorian Rock-Lion was the first living 
thing to board his ship for years. He had half a mind to send it back to Bespin and very 
nearly did when he first saw it. But something whispered in the back of his mind. A quiet 
voice he had not heard before or at least not for the longest time.  
 
As he drew upon his mind, something seemed to spark within and a memory flashed in 
his mind.. a reminder of a past from so long ago. Back in the rocky caverns and 
unforgiving deserts of the world Zaloriis. A world of extreme heat or extreme cold and yet 
very little life. It was the homeworld of the creature before him and a world most 
significant to Nillanthir himself. His eyes glowed ever slightly as the memory took hold of 
his sight. 
 

 
Nillanthir heard the small sound and looked down to see Shamila standing next 
to him holding a stone in her hand. “Hey.”, Nillanthir said. “I guess you couldn’t 
sleep much either, huh?” 
 
Shamila simply looked right ahead to the horizon. “Yes. So much has happened. 
I never thought anything like this could ever happen. I wish the Jedi weren’t 
attacked.”  
 
Nillanthir could perfectly understand how Shamila felt. He knelt down so they 
were both able to look at each others’ eyes. He could see clear droplets start to 
flow out and he reached out with his hand to touch her cheek and wipe away 
the tears that flowed freely. Without warning Shamila just leaped towards 
Nillanthir and held onto him, sobbing on his shoulder as she mourned the loss 
of her Master and all the other Jedi involved with Order 66. Nillanthir placed his 
arms around her small back and simply patted her. 



 
“It’s ok, let it out,”, Nillanthir said. “Everything will be fine. I won’t let things like 
this happen again.” 
 
Shamila then pulled back slightly and looked into Nillanthir’s eyes and then 
looked down onto the stone that she still had in her hand. She then looked back 
up at the one-winged Jedi and held out her hand. “I want you, to have this…”, 
Shamila said. 
 
Nillanthir wasn’t too sure what kind of stone it was. He knew in quite a few 
races that being offered a stone meant many important things. He looked at 
Shamila’s eyes and he saw something, a feeling that was foreign to her. 
Nillanthir reached out with both hands, one holding the stone on top and the 
other holding her hand from underneath.  
 
“I will take this stone and treasure it”, Nillanthir said. Shamila then smiled and 
gave Nillanthir another hug and she felt something, it felt so weird yet so, right. 
Before she could let go of the hug she could feel herself leaning towards 
Nillanthir and placing her lips on his cheek. She was surprised how she just did 
that and went red. 
 
Nillanthir, however, had now known what the stone meant and what the 
feeling was. He watched as Shamila placed her head down, looking towards the 
ground. Nillanthir then placed his hand under her chin and lifted her head up 
slightly. “I know of what the stone means… Thank you for it.”, he said and 
leaned in and placed his lips on her forehead. Shamila could only blush more as 
she did not know what to say. 
 
“Come on, let’s go back to the caves. We will need all the sleep we can get”, 
Nillanthir said as he rose to his feet. Before he walked off he felt a small hand 
grab onto his and he looked down to see innocent eyes looking back up at him. 
They both smiled and walked down to the caves hand in hand. As they entered 
the caves he could feel something troubling Shamila’s mind. “What is wrong?”, 
Nillanthir whispered to her so he would not wake the others. Shamila could 
only blush before she spoke in reply 
 
“Umm… C-can I stay with you tonight?”, Shamila asked and Nillanthir could only 
stay still. But he then nodded and he sat upright against the wall and Shamila 
lying down beside him with her head on his right leg. He could feel she was 
cold, so he placed his wing around her to keep her warm and sheltered. “Thank 
you,”, Shamila whispered and then closed her eyes.“Good night… Nill.” 
 
Nillanthir then smiled. That was the first time she called him Nill. He then 
closed his eyes but before the tiredness got to him he sent her a message 
through the Force. “I thank you too… Good night.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
“Shamila...”, Nillanthir murmured... yes.. that young padawan who, out of all the Jedi he 
had saved back then, had defended him when others began to doubt him. She was such a 
sweet and caring child. The true model of a Jedi when it came to doing what was felt to 
be the right thing. He had never learned of the girls fate. Her presence masked from him 
some time during his hiding on Zaloriis. Where he made his death as clones ambushed 
the caves, lead by a one time friend. It was the biggest issue when it came to living a long 
life... you lose people whom you grow attached to in the physical sense.  
 
As he said the word, a stirring soon came from within the cage and it snapped Nillanthir 
from his memory and thought. The cage itself seemed to spring into life as a powerful 
roar bursts through the room. Nearby droids were alarmed and promptly backed away as 
the cage shook, the sound of grinded metal ringing through Nill’s ears until at last, the 
Durasteel gave way after mere minutes and black fur would ripple as the beast ripped and 
slid through its newly made exit from its prison. Eyes of a shining golden hue glanced 
about, followed by bloodied teeth where it had gnawed through the Durasteel in record 
time. 
 
The beast itself stood with all fours, its shoulders coming up to Nillanthir’s chin in height if 
he were standing. Nill remained seated, silently ordering his droids not to interfere and 
simply leave the room. The beast snarled as it took in the scent of the room. Metal, oil, 
bits of blood from itself and a scent it had never known before.  
 
Nillanthir’s eyes remained focused on the beast as it soon brought its own blazing gaze to 
meet his. It padded up to him slowly. Despite its size, every step of its feline paws were 
surprisingly soft despite carrying such a weight. The beast absolutely towards over him as 
it drew closer and closer. Its teeth as long as Nillanthir’s own hand as they were bared no 
more than arms length from his face. But Nillanthir remained still, staring the beast down 
with a glint in his eye that showed weight behind his mask on display. His will shown to 
the Lions own senses as he willed no harm nor a desire to be harmed. Soon, Nillanthir 
would exhale a breath from his mouth.. a faint white mist flowing between the two of 
them as his eyes never left the beasts. The voice in the back of the mind becoming much 
more clear as the white mist soon began to spread and radiate from the both of them. It 
was the Force as Nillanthir was able to see it.. it flowed and filled the room and entered 
both of them as they breathed. He could see into the very essence of the Lion itself.. and 
it in turn could see him for what he really was... and it made it lower onto its stomach. 
Nillanthir could soon see it was in fact female despite having a thick mane, a trait most 
considered to be associated with males, but it was common in both. 
 
As the Lion lowered down, her tail curled underneath her. Her eyes stared directly at 
Nillanthir’s, fear shining within those precious golden orbs. Nill’s eyes in turn remained 
calm yet sad in expression. His hand slowly raised with an open palm in front of himself 
and he spoke softly.  
 
“Shamila...”, he repeated. The flicker of the Lions left ear told him that she seemed to 
notice the word. Minutes had passed in this mostly silent exchange and soon, the open 
hand was greeted with a sensation of bumps and a wetness to it as the Lion presses her 
snout against his hand... the white mist flowing freely now between the both of them 
before his sight returned to a more physical plane. The energy flowing between them was 
still there as each peered into the mind of the other. The Lion soon shuffled closer... and 
closer.. sneaking along while meeting his gaze. Then Nillanthir soon felt the warm thick 
fur as his lap felt a tremendous pressure on it.  



 
The Lion could barely manage to get her head and a shoulder pressed against him while 
she rolled onto her back, a sign of submission and surrender. Soon it was rewarded with a 
series of soft pets as Nillanthir smiled and proceeded to nod. There had to be a reason for 
her to be here. The timing with the memories and the fact this beast came from the world 
he had once considered home.. it wasn’t simply coincidence. He was meant to find her... 
and learn a lesson from this. Soon he could feel the familiar aura of Thape in the far 
distance. He had not yet perceived the new fluctuation in the Force.. but for now. He 
simply watched the beast laid partially on him and he spoke once more. Giving her a 
name as he now decided he was quite happy with his purchase. 
 
“Shamila...” 
 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
SnarkMaster5000 
 
The birds seen flying overhead were answering a distress call that the sedated girl didn’t 
know she was putting out. Full flocks of jungle birds swarmed over the area and the paths 
filled with mammals. Even insects and amphibians were travelling toward the hospital but 
they couldn’t move as fast as the other animals around them. The creatures would sit on 
the roof or any other surface they had access to... but then there was another shift. A 
wave pulsed and it was enough to wake the girl even though she was sedated. Her body 
sprang to sit up with a deep scream. For a split second there was an intense force 
pressure in the room. When Iramulia reached up to clench her head she let out a long 
whimper and the windows in her room cracked. They didn’t break but where the glass 
met the frame of the wall cracks began to splinter. 
 
“Ugh!! ....By the maker.... W-What’s wrong with me?!” The hospital wasn’t helping and 
she could see the cracks in the structure around her. Her heart raced wildly in fear as she 
realized that the hospital couldn’t help her. So, she scrambled out of the bed to make her 
way to the door. 
 
“Ma’am, you need to stay in bed!”, shouted a panicked nurse. She tried to approach and 
Iramulia took a deep panicked breath. She didn’t want anyone to touch her anymore and 
so she held out both hands to stop the nurse -- only to have the woman’s body fly off her 
feet and back over her counter. 
 
“Ahhh!!”, she screamed before looking at her palms. Unsure what to do she turned to run 
for the exit. Sensing her retreat Thete and Kos jerked their restraints until they snapped 
free and trotted forward to try to get to her. 
 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Runes Tydon 
 
As He got closer, his mind continued to focus on the young lass. He could sense her pain 
was increasing and the force within her was spreading like wildfire. He cursed under his 
breath as he had hoped she would have allowed him to enter her mind but it was clearly 
she could not control her own ability. “Damn I must hurry.” Drawing upon the force itself, 
his legs carried him with extreme speed as raced through the dense jungle while also 
relying on the force to avoid any collisions. As he got even closer, he could see the 
hospital just beyond a few trees and could also hear some commotion. Using the same 
power that  had been granted onto him. He leapt high into branch of towering tree 
before leaping to another and once more. The final one he used both legs to propel him 
high into the air as he somersaulted and landed on three points with his right arm 
extended for balance. His hood was still over his head but even without seeing, he could 
sense two beast running towards him. He quickly stood up and held his hand in front of 
him as he could sense the anxiety of the creatures towards their companion. “Stop… let 
me help her.” 
 
His back was towards the young girl but being this close to him she would likely sense a 
feeling of warmth about him. Though his voice was commanding, it held deep concern as 
well. Once the creatures before him came to a halt, the figure would turn around and pull 
back his to reveal a bearded face. Though his appearance was intense and serious, his 
eyes seemed to glow with excitement. Tydon held his hand out towards the girl in order 
for her to shake it. With the other hand, he held up two digits with his fingers and using 
the force to bring a chair towards them. While he kept her distracted with his open palm, 
he would attempt to pull the chair in quickly so she would fall into it and thus be much 
calmer. While this was occurring, He finally spoke, this time in a much softer tone. “Clear 
your mind child, do not cling onto fear or the force will continue to corrupt inside you.” 
 
Runes began to walk slowly towards her and knelt down in front of her as he continued to 
soothe her. “You have a great gift and I sense you surrounded with fear and self doubt. 
We cannot allow lest you will fall to the Dark side. My name is Runes Tydon, Jedi Master 
and General of the Felucia quadrant. If you allow me, I will show you how to use your gifts 
the right way and I will also help you understand the force.” He smiled widely at her while 
also reaching his hand to place it upon her head. If she did not budge, he would attempt 
to link his mind with her once more in order to calm her down lest she be a danger for 
them all. 
 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Kai Synture 
 
As soon as they stepped off of the Elevator, Kai strode past them to the window. The 
open, black sky of oblivion. Not so much black now, given the hyperspeed. The stars were 
a blur. The Force hit him hard, but at-least he wasn’t flying this time. He’d closed himself 
off from it for so long, that when these disturbances hit... they were splitting. He felt the 
open tear, this, wound. He felt it within every fiber of his mortal being. The visions 
subsided, and he opened his blind eyes slowly. It must of been awkward to watch, a very 
obviously, blind man blink rapidly, because one of the Control Room lackeys stopped to 
watch him, with a look of pure, well. Either astonishment, or disgust. Kai wasn’t sure 
which, but he gave them the middle finger nonetheless. “Fuck off, disrespectful git.”  
 
The lackey took off to do god knows what, and Kai turned in the direction of Kade. “What 
in the nine hells is that? Do you have a clue?”, he asked, honestly quite childlike. Despite 
Kai’s obvious growness, he was still, very much a child. He’d never been around many 
people, obviously, and even the ones he had had always tried to kill him. It was safe to 
say, he was conflicted, and quite, insane. 
 
He turned back to the window, watching the blur of stars shoot by as the Force hit him 
again. He gripped his head quietly, trying to maintain his breathing as he fought through 
the pains. God forbid he ever close himself off from the Force again. 
 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Shae Darzu 
 
Nothing… she found nothing of her sister’s whereabouts. What she found, however, was 
the traitorous dog was searching for the relics and holocrons she stole from Korriban. An 
evil smile covered her lips, as she shook her head. “Naughty fool… If only you were 
smarter…” He was not even close to where the artifacts were. Nevertheless, it begged the 
question… Why? Why would he want them? He is not a force wielder and those artifacts 
served no purpose for him…Unless he was doing the dirty work for someone else…? 
Interesting. Just as she was about to open another file, the door of the office opened. 
Looking up, she was lucky enough close the previous file as she stood up. Exhaling softly, 
she looked at the frame of the sliding doors. The office consisted of two rooms: the main 
one, where the Chancellor greeted everyone and his private chamber where she quickly 
took a seat.  Between both rooms, there was a luxurious hall where people congregated 
before they entered his private chamber for… private meetings. 
 
Normally the chancellor would come straight to his private office for an afternoon drink 
but the brief pause made her curious as to who was in the other room. Walking around 
the desk, she begins to make her way towards the entrance, hoping she can make it to 
the wide hall before she was caught. If she was, she could easily make it seem as if she 
was waiting for the Chancellor as to not arise suspicions. 
 
She swiftly closed the door softly, not making a sound. As the newcomer caught her 
attention, she shrouded herself, using the force so no one would sense her affinity to the 
force. Likely no one would sense her presence unless she willed it to, making footsteps as 
silent as a grave. Such an advantage of her skillful nature, she continued walking forward 
until she could peak into main room. Noticing that the man that was up for a visit with 
The Chancellor was young, he gave off a vibe of being in total control. 



 
With a smirk, she counted the guards… eight… Interesting that they were not all male. If 
she wasn’t working for her current boss, she could actually admire that he saw strength in 
all shapes and forms. Standing at the entrance of the hall under a wide gray arc that 
pompously framed it, she finally revealed herself. Hooded form in place, like a statue that 
just came to view, she strut out with a greeting. “Good evening. The Chancellor will be 
right with you.” Her voice, soft and melodic, was in complete contrast to the icy attitude. 
Ironically though her stature seemed fragile, a card she trumped perfectly, she kept 
vigilant nonetheless. 
 
Her eyes would scan each and everyone in the room. Using the force to lightly gather the 
energy inside the place. She always thought, she could never be too careful. 
 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Arin Justice 
 
Arin grimaced at the absence of the Chancellor from his office. People might consider Arin 
an intergalactic mafioso, but if nothing else he was on time for his meetings. What an 
inconvenience. He looked to his entourage and then to the woman that had addressed 
him. One of his bodyguards shrugged apathetically. Arin audibly groaned. He didn’t intend 
to stick around and wait for the man. He wasn’t the lord of some second rate, backwater 
system begging for admittance into the senate and protection. He was the sole corporate 
oligarch of an entire major system of the Galaxy. It was clear that he felt more than a little 
slighted by this delay. He had no option than to push it out of his mind for now. “Thanks, 
and who are you?” Unlikely that she was an attendant or secretary. It wasn’t common for 
either of those people to frequent the office of their superiors without their presence, 
and it was equally unlikely that she was sitting in his office waiting for him. Had it not 
been for her presence, he’d have stood outside the door, as was considered polite in 
everything from diplomatic summits to investors meetings. You didn’t stand in the office 
of your host without them present. Or at least high level guards. It was bad form. Still, the 
level of knowledge he had wasn’t really enough to pin her as someone who was up to no 
good. And even if he did have the knowledge required to do that, did he really care? 
 
“Some kind of guard?” The question carried several implications and would glean a lot of 
information no matter what the answer was. It was important to get as much information 
as possible when in foreign space, whether for peace or while attempting to liquidate 
alien assets. She didn’t look like much of a guard, unarmed and unarmored as she was. 
And given the Republics love for space magicians, he decided he wouldn’t be out of his 
depth to expect that she was either Jedi, or at the very least, a Force Sensitive herself. 
There was much one could glean from their surroundings alone, it wasn’t always 
necessary to have the third sight in order to identify someone, and now he was put in a 
situation where no matter what happened, he could place her answer on top of his 
hypothesis. 
 
Her attire was definitely strange, and spelled out Force User. If he wasn’t so used to being 
in situations with odd, or outright dangerous people he might have been bothered, but 
after years of dealing with gangsters, psychopaths, dark Jedi, crimelords and more, it was 
another day at the office. And who knew? This person might be friendly. He always 
doubted it, diplomatic summits were often full of people just looking to advance their 
own aims. Bunch of jerks. He smiled a little bit. He was one of those jerks, perhaps more 
so than many others. Still, there was no reason to expect hostilities just yet.  



 
“Regardless, you don’t need to do the whole... Deep-hooded mystic thing, you know.”, he 
said to her, gesturing to his head, indicating her hood. His entourage snickered. It was a 
fact that the attire of Jedi and the other religious analogues had become something of a 
comedic subject in Hutt Space. As they would be, in a place where materialism was so 
ingrained in the culture, as well as a place where the economy was so large and powerful 
that such things were common. Still, Arin maintained a straight face. They might be 
something of a joke in their space, but Jedi and the like are very serious in face to face 
confrontation. Even in confrontations of words. He gestured to them, and their light 
laughter died down nearly immediately. It was a lot to assume without knowing whether 
or not she WAS a Jedi, but in the end, it really didn’t matter did it? She controlled the 
Force, of this Arin was certain. That or she was just a psychopath in a robe. He doubted 
the latter, it was unlikely she’d have gotten into this building if that was the case. But if 
she was, their meeting was about to be very short, and very violent. 
 
And in that case, he preferred the former option. And paying credence to the former 
option, it meant that the meeting with the chancellor had just become more interesting. 
Either he had brought very powerful backup to something that was simply supposed to be 
a run-of-the-mill meeting, she was somewhere that she wasn’t supposed to be or at the 
very least, doing something she wasn’t supposed to do, or...It was all coincidence. 
Interesting. Arin’s smile grew into a near cheshire cat-like grin. A knowing smile, and one 
he was infamous for in both boardrooms and gang wars, as he began to put some pieces 
together. Of the three situations, he knew which one he found the most likely. The 
Chancellor wasn’t scared of him, and he didn’t exactly believe in coincidences. “What did 
you say your name was again?”, he asked, his smile widening further. His guards looked 
at each other, as if to say ‘Here he goes again, from apathy to curiosity.’ Something he 
was indeed quite famous for. 
 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Bren Aquilia 
 
Aquilia remained quiet for the first few minutes until he decided to sit up from his bunk, 
carefully trying to pace his bound feet upon the floor of his temporary holding pen. He 
was forced to waddle toward the quarters hatch while at the same time trying to keep his 
balance before falling over and hitting the deck beneath him. It did not do much help 
given the restraints have bars rather than chains or a magnetic hold, which put him in an 
awkward position. On top of it, he had to use his good eye to see where he was going, 
having his head to face one direction while the rest of his body had to move to the hatch. 
Within several long minutes of careful movement and planning those steps, Aquilia finally 
reached the hatch. 
 
Outside, two security officers were standing guard in front of the quarters, their blaster 
rifles at the low ready and set to stun. They then heard what seemed to be thumping 
from the inside upon the hatch. The guard on the right that was closest to the speaker 
panel pressed a button, and when he did the receiver on his side heard grunts that went 
with the impacts. This was not an attempt at a breakout as Aquilia was not exerting all his 
strength on the door. It was meant to get the attention of the guards. 
“What do you want, prisoner?”, the guard asked immediately, suddenly halting the 
thumping. 
“Get me your commander. I’d like this done with fast, if you’d be so kind”, Aquilia replied 
with a sarcastic twist at the end. 



 
“And why should I do that?”, the guard responded with a hint of hostility in his tone. 
“I don’t like the wait. Just get whoever it is that’s in charge so I can know I can be tried in 
court with peace”, Aquilia returned with his voice being defensive and venomous. 
“If you don’t return to your bunk, prisoner, we’ll be coming in to subdue you.” 
“Go ahead and try, pushover. I’d like to see you do it.” 
“So be it, prisoner.”, the guard huffed angrily as he disabled the speaker panel and drew 
out his shock baton, giving Aquilia a sudden look of surprise out of no expectation for this 
to occur. 
 
The guard’s partner drew his baton next as the door opened, and both stormed in 
immediately to overwhelm Aquilia before he could even make move. He felt their shut-off 
batons strike his stomach and back, causing him to fall over, and then both switched them 
on so both made contact with his body. His body shook violently as he let out an 
agonizing mix of screams and yells for several seconds until he laid weak on the floor. The 
first guard looked over at the dazed Aquilia, his right boot resting over on top of Aquilia’s 
chest. 
 
“You want to see Master Skywalker? You got it.”, the guard announced as he then kicked 
Aquila’s left side, sending him to roll on his stomach. 
 
As the guard was contacting the bridge, Aquilia just got upon his knees as he looked up 
defiantly at his keepers. They were no doubt wearing naval security uniforms. He 
recognized them from his days with the military service before he left. He saw the second 
guard who looked younger than the first, innocence and enthusiasm evident in the 
guard’s own eyes and face while coupled with defense toward Aquilia. Aquilia looked 
upon the boy, only making the situation worse with the young guard holstering his baton 
and drawing his rifle. No words were exchanged between them, and when the older 
guard came back he grabbed Aquilia by the collar of his suit and set him on his feet before 
pushing him against one of the bunk posts. 
 
“You better have a good reason to speak with this one, creep”, the first guard spat before 
roughly sitting Aquilia at the edge of his bunk, and with that he stood guard with Aquilia 
while the younger guard stood outside again until an arrival came. 
 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Kade’El Skywalker 
 
“General Skywalker, Sir.”, one of the NR guards spoke as he came up behind Kade, 
Luitenant Ashfield speaking up in place of him as he raised his right arm and spoke into 
his gauntlets interface. “I will deal with the prisoner.”, Ashfield’s gritty tone spoke over 
the comms channel synced to the guards patrolling the floor of Aquilia’s temporary 
holding pen. Though, his words were, also directed at the guard standing before him. “As 
you wish, Sir.”, the guard responded as both himself and Luietenant Ashfield took their 
leave and made way across the main deck. “It’s a wound in the Force.”, Kade’s thick 
Coruscanti accent once more took form, though still his eyes remained closed and his 
focus on the wound he felt breaking through the very fabrics of the Force. It was unlike 
anything he had ever felt. 
 
 
 



The Unknown Regions was broadly defined as areas not connected with the skein of 
reliable or well-known hyperspace routes, spanning the galaxy. It was at that moment the 
Venator-Class Star Destroyer dropped out of hyperspace above the planet Thape, a planet 
located in the Thape system of the Mid Rim and the place of origin of the Order of Dai 
Bendu, a mystic Force tradition that preceded the birth of the Jedi Order. Opening his 
eyes, Kade caught a glimpse of another Venator-Class Star Destroyer far ahead of them, 
similar to the one he commanded yet one he had never seen before now. “It looks like 
we’re not the only ones seeking answers out here.”, he spoke again and finally pushed 
away from the glass, his words directed at Kai as he pointed towards the Destroyer 
entering Tharpe’s atmosphere. 
 
Meanwhile, several levels beneath Kade, Luitenant Ashfield, and the guard accompanying 
him reached the holding cell set up for, Bren Aquilia. Outlaw, mercenary, vigilante and a 
former GANR Infantry Officer. “Aquilia. If you’ll follow me.”, Ashfield spoke in tha same 
gritty tone, his arms placed behind his back with his hands resting within one another. As 
the words left his mouth the guard who set Aquilia at the edge of his bunk acknowledged, 
his superior and moved aside, while the younger guard stepped away and allowed, 
Aquilia to accompany, Luitenant Ashfield and the guard with him back up to the 
Destroyers main deck. 
 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Darth Veraduna 
 
As the Blue Rose flew through hyperspace, Veraduna crouched in front of EC, carefully 
removing the box with the precious blood samples out of the little droid that just wouldn’t 
stop beeping. She knew that her twin Cerona programmed it that way to annoy her, but 
that’s what sisters are for after all. Cerona, Veraduna’s only loved one. Others she ever cared 
about died by her own hand as they were a weakness her enemies could exploit. In death, 
however, they were her greatest strength as they were also her greatest burden. “Come on 
EC, give me a break. I’ve talked in those few hours with the Dark Council more than I did in 
the past month all together... dialogues I had with myself excluded of course... No, I will not 
repeat the speech for you...” And at that point EC was deactivated again. 
 
Veraduna made her way to the Scientific research bay with the box in her hands that were 
slightly shaking for some reason. Considering everything that had happened in such a short 
time: the mysterious disturbance, the threatening exposure of Adascorp and the mix up of 
crates... she decided to keep the box with her and placed it into a refrigerator. Glancing at 
the tracking device, she noted that the crate with the lion was on the planet Thape. “A droid 
ordering medical supplies... a mix up... and now Thape, the place of origin of the Order of Dai 
Bendu? Hmm...” Veraduna had a very strange feeling about this. Somehow it all seemed 
connected, but she could not see the big picture yet. 
 
Upon reaching a rack with weapons, she was opting whether she’d take any with her or not, 
apart from the vibroshiv hidden in her boot and a couple of darts filled with a bio-nerve-
toxin that would, if needed, incapacitate the lion for a limited duration of time, but wouldn’t 
be lethal. She first eyed the pair of curved lightsabers she had constructed herself. They 
could be joined together at the interlocking hilt into a single weapon. The hilts could be 
straightened thanks to a mechanism that divided them into segments, inspired by a certain 
form of annelids. The third lightsaber that caught her eye was a traditional one, a trophy 
meant as a gift for her former Master as the proof of her capability to kill. 
 



 
And then there was the force-imbued Vibro-sword enveloped in Beskar and Cortosis-weave 
that she made two years ago and enhanced it using the blood of the one she named it after. 
The one who found her when she was exiled from her family and escaped from her 
homeworld, gave her a new home and a new way of life, promising strength and freedom 
and introducing her to the ways of the Sith, only to abandon her for unknown reason before 
she even had the chance to gift him her first trophy. Proud shattered in disappointment. 
 
The sword was made as an amplifier of her deepest emotions and attraction to the Dark 
Side. A strange energy emanated from it so she took it with her for inspection. Heavy legs 
carried her back to the cockpit and it seemed like every step was harder than the previous 
one. She felt an even worse weight on her chest. Although it felt physical, Veraduna knew it 
was nothing of the sort. She was in optimal physical condition and in the bloom, considering 
that she was only 28 years old whereas the average Arkanian pureblood lived about 180 
years. No, this pain was caused from deep within. The Dark Side was taking a toll on her and 
there was only one way to find the source. She lowered herself into a meditative position, 
closed her eyes and slipped into the Force. Her connection with it had gotten weaker in the 
last years as introspective journeys didn’t end well. Struggling with a conflict in her heart she 
would find herself drowning in voices of the past that echoed in her mind and wouldn’t go 
away. A deep sigh made her chest rise and fall as sweat formed on her forehead. For the first 
time in years, she longed for sleep and for the first time in her life, for a moment of inner 
peace... and then that voice of the past she’d never hear again, yet always would in her 
mind, spoke. 
 
 
“Emotions are a powerful tool and what separates us from the Jedi. We use anger, fear and 
sadness to our advantage.” 
 
“I can sense what you felt, my child. You can fool yourself, but you can’t fool me. So next 
time, let them mourn the defeat and don’t have remorse. Remorse is for the weak.” 
 
“My child, we meet again. But a child you no longer are.” 
 
 
She let her mind drift and let the Dark Side of the Force crawl through her blood and devour 
her. It wasn’t anger, nor hatred she thrived on. It was pain. She curled up inside her private 
tortures and nestled into it, embracing and caressing every ache of her suffering. White eyes 
shot widely open, watching the blade glow with a crimson light. Jurin iv Shâsot was engraved 
on it in Aurebesh which meant Sea of passion and as she traced her finger along it, she felt 
as if it pierced straight through her heart, feeling the same pain she made him feel. A scream 
filled the Blue Rose. She screamed and screamed to silence the voices in her head until her 
cords burned and she lost her own voice. “No remorse. Remorse is for the weak.” With those 
words still in mind, the image of the dead man appeared in front of her. 
 
“Is that what you were trying to tell me all this time? That I am weak? Is that why you 
abandoned me?”, Veraduna managed to whisper. The man smiled gently. For the first time 
there was emotion shown in his expression. “You know very well why I left, but I never 
abandoned you, Veraduna.” As she reached out to touch the man’s face, he faded away. 
 
What happens when someone gets exposed to more pain than they can endure? They either 
die or become stronger... and sometimes they become numb. 
 



 
“My twin. I am sorry that you had to feel that too...”, Veraduna whispered. “I know how 
much you...” 
“Hate that bastard?”, Cerona cut her off. “No, you don’t, but I will zip my mouth about it. 
And don’t apologize to me, idiot. You don’t have to hide who you are from me. I just... why 
am I not able to protect you...” 
Cerona was close to crying and Veraduna would softly chuckle. “Did you just say that you’d 
zip your mouth? I really must be dead or dreaming.” At that note, the giggles of the twins 
mingled as the Blue Rose drew closer to Thape, about 12 hours away from the planet. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Nillanthir Zerati 
 
The Monika arrived along the orbit of the planet of Thape. Its white glow of a snowy 
landscape made it seem like it was of no consequence. Just another simple dot in the ever 
flowing river of black that was space. Beyond comprehension of star systems, galaxies and 
even universes as a whole, it truly was just a mere speck in the grand flow of existence 
entirely. But in this Galaxy, so very long ago. Before the mountains of the nearby world of 
Ando Prime was known to be the one time home of an ancient Order that predated the Jedi, 
it was this world. This tiny world that was home. The true home and origin of the Order of 
Dai Bendu. Nillanthir’s eyes peered out beyond the windows of the Command Bridge on 
board his ship. He could still remember the last time he had set foot on that world and he 
had been careful never to walk on its surface unless he needed to. But now... now he had no 
choice. This threat was greater than he had known ever before. The echoes flowing through 
the Force still lingered in the very air around him. An infection that threatened to warp the 
very nature of the Force itself. It was something he could not allow to pass lightly.  
 
Turning on his heels and stepping along the command deck, droids continued to work 
diligently while the tapping of claw on tiles followed closely by his side. The hulking black 
mass of the Zalorian Rock-Lion had practically become his shadow after their encounter. 
Shamila’s tail swayed with every step as Nillanthir lead the way down to his personal 
quarters. If he had to set foot down there, he needed it with him. His journey to his room 
seemed to have held a few unique stops, including the fitting of his recently befriended 
companion into the personnel lift... with failed results. It took a trip down with a cargo lift to 
allow them both to reach Nillanthir’s personal quarters. 
 
Laying innocently above what was a rarely used bed, a gleaming shine of metal would sit 
upon an Obsidian and Ivory carving. Two arms, one of Ivory taken from the tusk of a 
naturally deceased Bull Rancor, the other being Obsidian mined from the volcanic world of 
Sarapin Prime, held up the elongated metal staff. The staff itself stood only but a head taller 
than Nillanthir himself and it beheld very little upon its surface save for various engravings 
that decorated its surface. He had tended to it recently so he knew it was up for its task. 
With staff in hand, Nillanthir and his companion soon traveled down to the Hangar bay and 
boarded the Velvet Rose. It was time to get the answers he needed. As he was settled in, 
Shamila sitting outside the cockpit unwillingly due to her large size, the voice of Sayori came 
through on the comm line.  
 
 
 
 
 



 
“Master Nillanthir.”, the soft voice spoke “There is a ship coming in from hyperspace. It is 
indicated that it is a Venator class Star Destroyer. Do you have orders for us?” This caused 
Nillanthir to frown. Another Venator had emerged and curiously, its fighters were not 
deployed. That alone told him that the ship was not here to attack him nor were they aware 
that he was here until they arrive. He then spoke in turn calmly. 
 
“Do not attack unless fired upon. They do not have permission to board either. Take the 
Monika to the surface on the Eastern Valley and engage the Soresu program until I say 
otherwise. If they insist on communication, inform them that this is a droid merchant vessel 
and that your Master is busy on a personal affair.. above all else, make no aggressive 
moves... but should they fire, deploy the Yuri and Natsuki squads and cripple them with 
minimal fatalities. I will not see pointless lives wasted. Those are your orders.” 
 
“Understood! Do be careful, Master Nillanthir and hurry back soon. We will miss you.”, Sayori 
said with a surprisingly cheerful tone. This caused Nillanthirs eyebrow to raise. It seemed 
that Sayori has made a new breakthrough with her personality. He would be interested in 
seeing how that develops in time.  
 
The Velvet Rose would begin to lift and take off through the open doors of the kilometer 
long hangar doors and begin to descend. The Monika began to follow suit slowly as Sayori 
guided her down to the planet’s surface. The Velvet Rose however, was much faster and by 
the time the Monika’s nose pierced the clouds below, the Velvet Rose was able to make its 
way along towards the base of a large mountain. Nillanthir gazed upon it with familiarity. He 
could feel a tingle in his fingertips as he went further and further down to the ground. It was 
likely just the cold beginning to take effect. With a nearby hood and cloak picked up from 
the back of one of the chairs, Nillanthir soon left the cockpit and made his way down, leaving 
his Star Destroyer to automatically make its touch down further down the base of the 
mountain and into a tremendously large valley below. 
 
The world of Thape itself seemed to roar in greeting as the wind suddenly picked up and 
lashed against the freighter just moments after its landing gear dug into the snow and 
settled on rock. The ramp lowered and Nillanthir stepped forward, the wind lashing at his 
body and blowing the tails of the cloak off to his left. It was fortunate that the wind blew this 
way as he began to extend his appendage. The black and blue feathers of his wing bristled 
and shivered against the icy gale as the cold bit at him all throughout his body. It had been 
some time since he had experienced a cold much like this one. Taking a long and deep 
breath, his mind would accept the pain of the frosted fangs that threatened him and his 
body soon took it all in. This was Thape... his home world. A world that he had known first 
and was told that he would know last ever so long ago. His eyes began to see familiar paths 
and walls as the mountain itself began to reveal her secrets. From behind him, Shamila stood 
her ground and snarled at the wind, her fur being pelted with snow and ice as Nillanthir 
stepped forward and made his way through an open gap into the mountain. Shamila, already 
seeming to be irritated beyond belief with how cold this place was, would hurry inside right 
after her friend. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Within the depths of the mountain, one would think it would be filled with a darkness only 
held back by the light of technology or even that of flame. This, however, was an exception 
as light filled the halls from outside through a series of small windows. It was also effective 
at controlling what heat would come from within... but that was back when there were fires 
to warm him and those who raised him. Now, it was merely an empty temple lost to time 
and history, but never completely forgotten. The tingles began to grow as it spread along his 
arms and down his torso, indicating to Nillanthir that it was his connection to this world 
returning to him after many lifetimes of being gone. He had left his home and yet it never 
seemed to forget him either. The energy flow was still very much uncompromised and 
intact. This was good, very good.  
 
After a matter of minutes of entering the temple, Nillanthir would find just what he was 
looking for. A large chamber that stood within the heart of the mountain itself, surrounded 
by fountains that had long since dried up as spears of ice replaced the once running waters 
that provided life within this home. It was a sad sight to see.. the waters were still, the 
torches long since died out, the engravings on the walls had been eroded to time and 
nature.. and yet it was the silence that affected him the most. The lack of voices, sounds of 
training and the sounds of masters teaching their students.. and further was the sound of 
food being prepared, stone floors being swept clean and the coughing of the sick that were 
treated. All accompanied with a constant vibration under their feet. A vibration that lingered 
in the heart of the Mountain that flowed out into the world and beyond. It was here, in this 
place, that Nillanthir had learned to understand what was now known as the Force. 
 
With Shamila stepping into the room, Nillanthir looked around the circular chamber and 
began to sit upon the floor in the center. Dangling above him, a series of metal circles would 
hang upon carved stone and rope. Each circle had a series of small gems that were attached 
to it them in various positions. To the untrained eye, it looked like some large trinket one 
would have as a sign of wealth and extravagence. To the Dai Bendu of old.. it was a map. A 
map of the stars that could be seen and felt during times of meditation, with every ring 
corresponding to what modern navigators would know as sectors throughout the galaxy and 
every gem a star that was able to be observed and positioned with extreme accuracy. With 
himself seated underneath such an elaborate piece. Nillanthir was in the prime position to 
begin. His staff was laid before him, Shamila began to curl up behind him as she longed for 
some form of decent warmth. 
 
Nillanthir would settle his hands together onto his lap, his shoulders relaxed as he began to 
breathe slowly. His energy began to radiate from his body and fill the room as his mind 
slowly cleared itself of all thoughts. Once his body was relaxed despite the clinging chill of 
the room that stayed for tens of thousands of years... he took one more deep breath and 
released. His throat vibrated as his voice came out in a slow and deep sound. A sound that 
would begin to shake his body as he let the breath out.. then paused. In through his nose he 
breathed once more, then out the mouth came the sound once again. His voice grew deeper 
and stronger as he began to feel the floor beneath him vibrate from his voice. Each breath 
he let out grew longer and deeper, creating a more intense vibration that soon filled the 
room and echo throughout the nearby halls. Soon, the vibrations would shake the rings 
above him as a chime sounded. Growing more intense, his chant began to shake the temple 
itself just as it once did with hundreds of voices speaking as one. The energy around him 
grew thicker, soon causing Shamila to slowly sway in timing with his breath.. the sound 
soothing her as she forgot the cold, forgot the fear and confusion that filled her mind. All 
that mattered was the vibration and sound as she began to release a rumble of her own that 
went in sync with Nillanthir’s chant. 



 
Underneath him. A familiar feeling began to rise and fill his body. The temple vibrating with 
him as his mind delved deeper into the current. Deeper and further he went. His aura 
spreading further as the energy of his home resonated with him. What would take hours to 
achieve, he was able to reach in minutes as he began to flow into the very current of the 
Force itself. Whispers began to come forward but further he delved. His mind clear like the 
still waters of Naboo. Around him.. the babbles of water began to echo as the ice soon 
began to crack. The fountains gradually filling with water as the ice soon gave way. The 
current flowing around the chamber with Nillanthir’s voice rippling through it. The ripples 
began to spread out just as Nillanthir could reach out to the stars. His voice going even 
deeper as his throat relaxed with every breath. The currents around Nillanthir began to grow 
larger and faster. He could feel the pain echoing through the galaxy itself. The Force writhing 
in agony as something lingered just out of reach. He had to know.. he had to see the nature 
of what was disturbing the current in such a way. More and more would he let himself go, 
flowing further than what he had ever dared to reach before.. and there it was. An absence 
that he had never known save for one time long ago. 
 
He had seen this happen once before.. and it nearly costed the Galaxy everything. This 
absence, the ever constant disturbance of pain and hunger. It was such a quiet and subtle 
thing before. Back when the Sith once lingered on the edge of the Galaxy and waited.. back 
when the children of Mandalore and the keepers of the Ashla had fought. The travesties 
born from it held dire consequences. The most notable was the creation of an absence in the 
Force itself. A single person who wandered the galaxy, guided by another who sought to 
destroy all that was the Force in itself. But it was so subtle... so barely noticeable and yet the 
Force itself hung by a single thread no thicker than a hair. This, however, was much greater. 
So much louder as it thrashed against the Galaxy and the Force. A wound in the Force itself.. 
an absence of a scale that has never before been known. Nillanthir had to know more. 
 
The temple shook in resonance as Nillanthir’s own vibrations began to disturb the current. 
Sending ripples along the surface to those who would hear it. But he had to go further... he 
was so close now. So close to seeing the very face of the one who bears such tremendous 
pain. The tendrils of his mind reached out into the unknown. Wanting to see, wanting to 
feel, wanting to know. It was what he had to do. There was no other alternative for him. He 
had to reach. His mind soon began to know a pain like never before as it tore through him.. 
the rumbles of his chant replaced with screams that haunted the halls and beyond. It was 
unbearable. He could see a face.. a face unlike any he had known ever before. A face that 
held the pain of thousands of worlds.. trillions of lives and it shook the very foundations of 
the currents he was losing himself in. He felt the burning touch in his mind. His eyes 
snapping open but still all he could see was that haunting face.. eyes that should never have 
existed and yet still linger as they tore through. He could at last feel such pain as it ripped 
into the Force itself. Countless screams filled every fibre, and yet all he could do was reach.. 
and then push back as he felt everything around him burn with agony. His own vibrations 
echoed out into the unknown.. clashing against the colossal waves that bashed themselves 
against the Force.. then all was still and the pain left his body. His head rolling back as he 
leaned into the black fur of his companion, who was panicked and licking the sweat from his 
face, neck and chest in a vain attempt to soothe his screams. 
 
The pain lessened.. but the damage was done. His body shook.. by all rights, he should be 
dead. That suffering.. that hunger.. that indescribable agony should have destroyed him. 
Maybe it did and he was not aware? He could feel the constant flow of thoughts around him 
and through him. It was at this moment, he knew he had made a most critical error. 
 



 
“We have got to get out of here”, Nillanthir said, his voice barely a whisper as he felt the 
raging burn within his throat. His mind rushing as he stumbled to get up, his legs barely 
functioning with him as he stood and used his staff as his lifeline. Shamila soon nosed under 
his arm and lowered, pressing her snout in between his legs and dashing forward as she 
began to bound and run, forcing Nillanthir onto her back as he gripped her mane for dear 
life. His hand seeming to be more active than the rest of his body as the echoes lingered 
around his mind. He can still see and feel that face.. and the current around him as the Force 
itself seemed to quiet back down. He could see the very fractures in the Force itself and 
more importantly, notice that the pain had lessened greatly when compared to before. 
Something told him that whatever had happened.. it had stalled the assault on the Force 
itself.. but it was not bound to last. It was going to continue. It was going to happen again. It 
was just a question of when. 
 
Shamila’s claws dug into the stone floor with every step her sprinting had set, hastened with 
panic as she began to return to the ship that they had come. The bites of the wind seemed 
to matter much less now as she bounded out of the shelter of the temple and onto the path 
they had come through towards the Velvet Rose. Its ramp began to open as it detected 
Nillanthir approaching with great speed. The Rock-Lion leaped into the lowering ramp 
impatiently and soon slid across the smooth metal floor before slamming into the wall. 
Nillanthir, being able to finally notice he had left the temple, was greeted with the lights of 
the ship as he spoke, his throat still in flames but his voice was able to be heard.“Sayori... 
activate.. Vornskyr retreat...”  
 
“Understood! Time to come back home!”, Sayori’s voice filled thr frieghter, showing the 
persistent cheer in her tone as the engines of the Velvet rose began to ignite, still fairly 
warm from the flight coming in as the protocol to remotely bring the Velvet Rose home to 
the Monika was engaged. Nillanthir laid on Shamila for a few minutes.. trying to process 
what he had done. All the years of hiding. All the centuries of working in obscurity.. all the 
millenia he had spend in the service of the Force away from the eyes of the Galaxy.. all of it 
was about to be undone. He had now revealed himself to the Galaxy.. and with the ripples 
he had made.. it was inevitable before the Galaxy itself would stare right back. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
SnarkMaster5000 
 
It wasn’t that Iramulia didn’t the Jedi Master in. She simply didn’t know how and with all the 
pain and mixture of energy causing her pain her senses were clouded. Untrained she had no 
idea how to separate it all, or even what to do with it. Her deep blue eyes peered at her loyal 
birds as they came trotting toward her -- but then a figure landed. Like come kind of shadow 
figure at first, his hood up over his head and cloak draping to touch the floor. Thete and Kos 
seemed to be calmed by this figure though. When he offered a hand to her she only 
hesitated for a moment out of fear. Her heart was racing about as much as her head was 
with heavy breathing to match. Her small fingers were trembling as her hand finally rested in 
his. Soon she was sitting upon a chair. The touch seemed to soothe Iramulia as she finally 
found that the pain was dying down slowly. 
 
“What’s happening to me? I’m a farm girl. I hardly know anything about the Force.”, Rami 
said as she wiped sweat from her brow using her free hand. Still trembling but at least for 
the moment she was doing a little better. “I just... You really think this is because of the 
Force?” It was a lot for her to wrap her mind around. She had never considered that she was 
connected to something as legendary as this. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Runes Tydon 
 
Tydon nodded his head in response slowly. “I can teach you how to use but you must be 
willing to walk the path of the Light.” He repeated this to her before slowly standing up. He 
looked over towards the staff and beckoned one of them with a motion of his finger. “Please 
see to it that she gets her rest and is sedated. I cannot help her right now as she is too 
stressed but perhaps afterwards she will be more open to my teachings.”  
 
With that, he left the building while dialing a few buttons on his wrist commlink. 
“Commander Darrell, I need you to magnify the signal. I have a message for the council.”  
“Yes sir, magnifying the signal now.”  
 
Tydon would then grab a holodisk from inside his robe and throw it onto the ground. A light 
would glow covering his body from head to toe. On the receiving end, the council would 
likely see the Jedi before he spoke. “Council, I have met a woman who I believe has been 
affected by the sudden trauma of the force. She is too old of course to become a Padawan 
but I think we should use this opportunity to bring her to the light. Perhaps in doing so she 
will also teach us of why this is happening to so many throughout the galaxy.” 
 
He waited for either an approval or disapproval from the council silently but even though he 
wasn’t there, he could sense there were some who didn’t like his proposal one bit. He 
cleared his throat upon receiving a final verdict before speaking once more. “There is one 
other thing… Grandmaster, I have had visions of a gathering on Korriban…” The moment he 
spoke of the place Tydon could clearly hear the whispers going on in the room. “My vision 
was clouded but I do believe the sith are rising up once more. They may be behind the sense 
of agony we have all felt. I ask for you permission to scout the neighboring planets before 
proceeding onto Korriban to investigate.”  
 
 
 



 
On this he would wait for an answer as well but nevertheless, he had already made up his 
mind. Whether or not they granted him permission, he was far closer than anyone else and 
one of the few with an armada to attack in case the situation proved to be beyond the 
control of the republic. He would look over his shoulder at the young girl deciding to take 
her along with him just in case before looking at holodisk. “It shall be done my masters.” He 
would end the transmission and use the force to retrieve his disk before heading towards his 
ship to prepare for his next adventure. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Kai Syntureon 
 
Kai’s attention turned to the other Destroyer what entered the atmosphere, the Force 
painting a very clear picture in his Mind’s eye. “Who are you..”, he asked quietly, as he 
blocked out the seeming chaos what erupted around him. He reached out. A tingling 
sensation, he hadn’t felt in a very long time ensnared him, taking his entire body captive. His 
head rushed with endorphins as he slowed his breathing. The Force took him into a Hall, a 
grand Temple, one of which, had been long forgotten, in this frozen hell. The Vibrations of 
Nillanthir’s summoning caught him in waves. He wanted to know. Was this a Jedi? He felt 
the Force strong within the subject at question. And then it sucked him in. The terror. The 
absolute horror what awaited inside those thrashing waves, this wound in the Force. His 
head filled with its screams of insurmountable pain, even the infinitesimal wavelengths of 
screams reached him. Anyone onlooking would see him grab the sides of his head in agony, 
collapsing to the floor, screaming. But they weren’t his screams. 
 
The screams what tore from his mouth were as a Hellish choir, sounding as if something 
from the nine Hells itself. It took everything he had to pull away. To not go deeper took 
everything he had, to not delve in as this other, one had. He felt a hand on his chest, a deck 
Officer. Halfway back into the world of the living, a badly shaking hand raised, as Force 
Lightning began to crackle between his fingers. “T...tttt....touch mmm....mmmee aga...gain.”, 
he muttered, as he tried to focus his breathing to recompose himself. He couldn’t hear shit. 
Nothing but the ever fading screams, what were the waves beating against the balance. 
Finally, he felt his senses clear, and very shakily, not to mention very slowly, he arose, 
holding on to the molding of the window for support. 
 
“Somebody help him!”, he heard an Officer yell. Though he wasn’t completely back from the 
escapade, his purple blade screamed to life in a shaky hand. “First one o...of you d..dddeck 
rats t..ttoo touch me wi..wwwill get the whole c..crew in a mess!” He hollered back. He could 
do this on his own. Fucking normies. Had they no common courtesy? Fuck. He retracted his 
blade, sliding it back into the pocket on his belt, and bracing himself against the window as 
he breathed slowly. T-1 was beside him in less than a microsecond, beeping and booping 
rapidly. “Slow d.ddd.ddown. G..ggget me the cc.ccredentials on tha....at ship. I W...wwwant 
to know where it’...s head...ded.”, he spoke gently to the droid. “T..the sm..mall one.”, he 
added in the end, between deep breaths. Whoever this was, they knew what he wanted to. 
He didn’t really give a shit about the planet, nor what Kade wanted with it. He wanted to 
know what this, one, knew. If he, or she had seen the same things, heard the same things. 
Why did he follow the fucking paper trail? Gods be damned he knew better than that. But he 
was involved in this just as much as everyone else. The Force was his lifeline, no matter how 
hard he’d tried to hide from it in the past. 
 
 



 
He turned his attention to the Deck Officers surrounding him, all of them within a good bit of 
distance away. “The hell are you all loo...oking at? G...gggo on. Shoo.”, he said calmly, adding 
the needed effect as he braced himself against the window with his back. He held his arms 
up palms down, then moved his wrists up, and down, in a shooing motion. “Shoo.”, he said 
gently. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Shae Darzu 
 
Shae observed the man’s reactions and felt a certain amount of annoyance. Really? He came 
all this way to feel irritated by The Chancellor’s absence? Some would call that a blessing… if 
you asked her anyways. Well, she guessed she was the only one that found the man 
exasperating.  
 
As he questioned her, she turned her head towards the man while raising an eyebrow. The 
Hood concealed it so he would not be able to see and thank the witches for that… At this 
particular moment, she did not need her resting bitch face to speak for her. She held back a 
scoff, as he continued questioning her. What was she exactly? A guard? No. A reinforcer of 
sorts, but that sounded unnecessary for a man that had everything and everyone at his 
disposal. She ignored the questions and spoke softly, placing both hands in front of her, 
intertwining her fingers in a calm manner, as if she was treating with an unruly child. “I am 
sure, this is a terrible inconvenience… The Chancellor will be here shortly.” 
 
Shae’s head lowered, not allowing the prickly comments to guide her actions. They were in 
fact, unimportant at the moment. She stepped to the side, turning her back to the frame of 
the entrance. She disliked very much not covering her back, just in case something would go 
wrong.  
 
Second nature for her as one needed to always be checking exits and finding ways to escape. 
But then again, she was raised to be instinctually doubtful of everything and everyone. 
Surveying the men and women, she took a very hard look at their weapons. Tilting her head, 
she began to contemplate scenarios in her head. Ones in which she was victorious, should a 
hostile situation ensue. Oh, that would be glorious! Destroying the damn, sanctimonious, 
pompous monstrosity that The Chancellor called an office… If only to see his head implode 
or watch his ears bleed before he collapsed in outrage. 
 
That thought made her smile wide. If anyone was watching her, they could find the smile 
disturbing, given the fact that her demeanor emanated disdain for the words spoken by this 
man. To add more to that uneasiness, she did not stop smiling. She figured if they thought 
she lost her mind then they might rearrange their attitudes with a certain amount of 
distrust. 
 
The man before her gave her an inquiry that almost made her answer abruptly. She opened 
her mouth to speak, but then decided better of it. Saying a name wasn’t harmful, yet to this 
man, it would mean more than she could ever suspect. She was feeling the curious need to 
invade the man’s mind and play tricks on him, just to unrattled his taunting nature. 
Decisions, decisions… And one that was just made for her it seemed. As her fingers twitched 
to use the force, the door came ajar as the Chancellor entered with a charming smile. “My 
Frieeeend… So glad you made it in time…” The Chancellor spoke in such a tone, that anyone 
could mistake it, for enthusiasm and happiness to see the visitor yet to her, she was reading 



his emotional grid. He seemed… calculating. He did not fear this man, but he didn’t seem like 
he outright trusted him either. That gave her a pause. Maybe this visitor could be The 
Chancellor’s Achilles’s heel? As he continued to speak, greeting the man, she kept an eye on 
both, watching the guest’s reactions as well as The Chancellor’s. “I apologize for your wait, I 
was in a dreadful short meeting with some senators that took longer than expected.” His 
hand went in front of him in a dismissing gesture. “Dreadful business I tell you, but now it’s 
over. Please come in... I just need to call on…” As the Chancellor’s gaze locked on her, she 
sensed his shock. Clearly, he did not expect her here, nor wanted her to be either, as his 
emotional grid showed flecks of indecision and anger. Ah, so he wants to keep her away 
from certain businesses, and now her interest has peaked. “My beloved Shae… I did not 
expect to see you here… Something wrong?” His last words edged with threat. 
 
Shae lifted her chin and spoke: “None at all, Chancellor. I am here just by coincidence… but 
always at your service…” Her words were laced with sarcasm. At his point, she figured the 
guest was drawing conclusions that she rather not give. All the same, something compelled 
her to not allow this opportunity to pass. “Very well, my dear Shae, please stay. Accompany 
me through this meeting. This is Arin Justice, he is a very good friend of mine.” Shae raised 
her eyebrow at the ‘friend’ explanation. It was unlikely that was all he was. But then that 
name seemed familiar. Ah yes, she has seen his name in The Chancellor’s documents, stating 
an alliance with Justice Enterprises. Wait… could this man be The Chancellor’s aid in hiding 
her sibling? Looking at the amount of guards, she could guess he could be in league of some 
delinquent behavior. 
 
Shae nodded softly, before speaking: “Of course, Chancellor.” She then proceeded to extend 
her hand in a gesture to show their guests the way to the office. “Please, follow me…”, she 
then turned her body heading straight for the hall which lead to the Chancellor’s office. She 
heard him doing small talk, asking about the trip and weather. She rolled her eyes before 
considering silencing the bastard. As they reached the office, she took her place behind the 
Chancellor’s seat and watched the guest enter. With a sigh, she hoped this became more 
interesting than how the old man is made it seem. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Arin Justice 
 
She was interesting, but not exactly an unheard of personality archetype. At least not from 
what he knew about her right this second. He took some care when he’d met her, assuming 
that she might become his enemy, but she had someone more important on the mind. He 
drew conclusions fast. The common politician had a certain poise, and speech pattern when 
they attacked a situation. It was how they channeled charisma, and while it could be 
different for each one of them, they tended to have some pretty small commonalities 
between them. It may have been him looking too deep into things, but he felt that he could 
hear the change, the pause in between his speech as he gave the woman, Shae, this pointed 
look. He didn’t want her here. Which lent credence to his initial conclusion. She wasn’t 
supposed to be here. He wondered why. It wasn’t common that a Jedi would be unhappy 
with the situation of being a part of the Chancellors detail, and a political intern would be 
ecstatic to be in her position. So what’s that mean? She must be here as a matter of 
necessity. He probably had something she needed, or was blackmailing her.  
 
 
 
 



 
Arin stopped, he decided that he might just be letting his personal bias against politicians get 
in the way of his reasoning, and was drawing conjecture based on this. He had to look at the 
facts, she was here and he didn’t want her to be, she definitely wasn’t some Republic 
national and it changed the atmosphere of the meeting in general. Arin sat down and open 
his mouth to begin to speak, his security detail immediately tuned out, knowing just how 
boring this was going to get, numbers, facts and figures flew out of his gullet as well as jokes 
about business and other such nonsense. 
 
Underneath the Republic Citadel that held the Chancellors office was a crew of men and 
women, working dutifully to ensure that anyone who would attack the office from below 
would meet a quick and ignoble end at their hands. They were well-armed if nothing else, 
miniature holocamera’s on their body and heavy repeating rifles in their arms, not to 
mention the melee weapons they had across their waists and grenades, should things come 
down to it. Their holocamera’s were likely connected to the whole network, ensuring that if 
one of them saw an intruder, the whole of Republic Intelligence would know, making sure 
that the government at large would know who their enemy was, should anything occur. They 
had standard operating procedure on their side, they had organization on their side, they 
had protocol on their side. But the issue with protocol is that everyone is familiar with it, and 
that makes it exploitable. Hidden just out of sight in the underground shaft crouched the 
Justice Syndicates Clandestine Operative, Jaxon Keeg. He was in full gear, with an 
experimental version of the Stealth Field Generator equipped across his waist. His body was 
left cold as his operational combat suit lowered his temperature, removing any fear of 
detection via thermal goggles or holocam lens. He was equipped for a certain mission 
specifically. While he did have a blade across his back, he wasn’t supposed to use it. 
 
No, what he needed to use were the two orbs on the obsidian black metallic sleeve of his 
right bicep and the one on his left. His face was covered by the equally dark mask with 
orange eye lights dimmed to nothingness. He removed one of the orbs and placed it on the 
shaft wall, the sound between the metallic and earthy connection immediately absorbed by 
the internal silencers on the ball. A nearly undetectable pulse would be emitted from the 
orb, upwards and outwards. The pulse would likely be made truly undetectable with all the 
machinery and technological presences on the surface of Coruscant itself. It was a fast thing, 
as something akin to an electromagnetic pulse was emitted this way. Worse than that 
though, as it fried everything in front of it. The detection technology up above, in the 
Chancellors building would suffer nothing more than a momentary lapse and failure. 
However, the ones down in the shaft, including the body mounted holocams on the 
commandos? One of them yelped as their camera exploded, and they both began to 
examine their gear, trying to contact command with their now-useless commlinks. 
Showtime. Jaxon removed the two orbs from his bicep and put them on the ground. They 
rolled out towards the commandos. One of them, an EOD no doubt, picked up one of them 
and examined it, and Jaxon proceeded to make his exit. What happened next wasn’t 
something he needed to watch. The generator covered his self-extraction as he moved 
lower, towards the Coruscant septic system. No one said his job was glamorous. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
In the meantime the EOD looked at the orb, and eyeballed the other one at her feet. The 
one she was holding had something like a plus symbol on it, and if she had been given a few 
more seconds, she would have noticed the fact that the other one had a minus symbol on it. 
They both beeped, and flew towards each other, sending her hand sailing downwards as the 
orbs DEMANDED that they meet. Upon meeting there was a chemical reaction with the heat 
and dense oxygen. They created a pocket of both heat and air, and condensed it further 
between them, before disintegrating under the pressure, but not without first letting the 
energy go. The power created between the forces sent the EOD flying and hitting the shaft 
wall, her hand annihilated by the sheer force her body faced. When she hit the wall, she 
splattered against it, dying immediately. The other commandos met similar fates, and 
whether lethal or nonlethal, it did not matter, because the force reverberated throughout 
the shaft with enough power to weaken the earth around it and force something akin to 
tectonic movement as more area than what was ever recommended, buckled under the 
weight of the power it was facing. Put simply, it caused an earthquake. A downward moving 
earthquake. The top of the shaft began to collapse as the rumbling continued. So began the 
question, how many millions of credits of damage would be done here? If the shaft 
collapsed, the ground floor of the Republic Citadel would, undoubtedly fall into it, effectively 
causing half the floor to no longer exist, and crushing whatever remaining commandos there 
were under it, meanwhile the upper floors would have to deal with the fact that there was 
no longer support from the lower level, causing something of an issue for anyone up there. 
 
Arin stopped talking. “What was that?”, he asked, looking not at the chancellor, but instead 
at Shae. Chaos has begun. Time to see what she’d do. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Bren Aquilia 
 
Aquilia sat as his bunk quietly while the older guard stood with his weapon at the low ready. 
All he did was size up the guard in silence, his left eye looking upon the guard. Even with this 
the guard was tensing up and squeezing his weapon hand upon the grip of his blaster rifle. 
With that Aquilia let out a sigh and shook his head while lowering it, a smirk showing on the 
right corner of lips. 
 
The younger guard was watching on, seeing his superior tensing and grabbing his rifle tightly. 
What he saw made him jump suddenly as he heard a loud crack and seeing the older guard’s 
rifle swing with a quick hip twist, the stock hitting hard against the left side of Aquilia’s head. 
The hit made Aquilia’s head turn to the side for a moment, a spray of spit leaving him upon 
impact. After a moment, his good eye opened up again and looked up toward the guard and 
his younger partner. 
 
Minutes passed and Aquilia forgot the stock strike. Next, he saw the two guard stand at 
attention at the sight of the incoming officer, instructing him to follow him. Slowly, Aquilia 
stood up and started to walk forward. The older guard undid the ankle restraints to allow 
him to walk provided that Ashfield’s own guard stayed close. The walk seemed better now 
that the stun binders on his legs were removed, but it did no good with a rifle pointed at his 
back. However escape was not a plan he was considering. For now he was only moving with 
the time he had, and he was assessing his circumstances. He was unarmed, restrained with 
stun tech, lead with a NR naval officer in front and a guard at his back. 
 
 



 
Several decks later, Aquilia was shown to the main bridge. He stepped forward carefully, his 
boots’ soles tapping upon the deck in sync with the lieutenant and the guard until a gentle 
tap of the rifle’s muzzle told him to stop. At this moment, Aquilia stood at parade rest given 
he still had his wrist restraints on. His feet were parted slightly as he did so all while his eye 
saw a second Venator-class over the planet they had halted at. With this, he quietly thought 
to himself of how they continued to use such an old Star Destroyer class after so many 
centuries. In his experience, they were warships and served no real purpose except for war. 
Aquilia’s eye then turned to the figure that stood on the bridge. He recognized the man he 
had heard and seen about on the Holonet, but never personally met in the service. “General 
Kade’El Skywalker.” These were the first words that left the disenchanted outlaw as he 
looked upon the figure, but he paused while taking a quick breath. “Jedi Grand Master.” His 
legs slowly moved together while he prepared to bow, his eye never lowering from the Jedi 
General, but he felt the tap of the guard’s rifle muzzle again at his lower back to halt him 
from doing any movements. This made Aquilia return to parade rest with the muzzle pressed 
closer between his shoulder blades. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
L-II-VII 
 
3 days ago, Orbit of Ossus. A small, stealthy military ship is heading to the planet’s surface, 
avoiding detection with the aid of highly advanced shielding technologies. A team of five 
soldiers seats within the armed shuttle: men equipped head to toe with weapons, armors 
and equipment mostly never seen before around the known galaxy. Their very existence 
considered by many just a legend born by the wild fantasies of boastful smugglers of the 
outer rim, completely unknown by rest of the population. For those few around the galaxy 
who saw them and lived long enough to speak about them, they could only describe 
unstoppable, fearless angels of death, a single team of them capable of slaughtering entire 
armies of lesser warriors. Their goals? A complete mystery, they just appear and disappear 
around the galaxy, offering their services as mercenaries. But not for credits, only for rare 
materials, ores or relics that they deliver back to their enigmatic masters. And now, a small 
strike force of these legendary combatants is descending unseen somewhere toward the 
wildlands of Ossus. Inside the cargo compartment of the shuttle, one of the men stands up 
from his seat and activates a holographic interface, showing images of an excavation site 
around a cave in the middle of the planet’s jungle and the profile of a young man 
 
The stern voice of the team’s sergeant resonates in the sealed compartment, its tone slightly 
robotic due to the filters on the helmets he and his men are wearing: “Gentlemen, welcome 
to Ossus. Today, you finally get to earn your rank as Scions executing the orders of the Lord 
General himself. As you can see from the data here and what it’s being transmitted into your 
visors, your first mission will be a VIP extraction. Yes, you heard me correctly, extraction, not 
assassination. Our target is the Jedi Knight Jonah Vars. Now I know what you’re thinking, 
‘isn’t capturing a Jedi alive a bit much for a single team of rookies?’ Well, that why brought 
an extra guest with us.” 
 
The sergeant indicates a tall, muscular, ominous figure cladded in black armor, quite 
contrasting compared to the camouflaged armor of his teammates. He just stands perfectly 
still and silent in a darker corner of the compartment, like he did throughout the entire 
journey. 
 
 



 
“Woah, who the hell is that when did he-”, one of the rookies shouts, but he’s quickly 
interrupted by the sergeant. 
“Calm down Razyn, that big guy over there is with us. Well, he was with us all along since we 
left Nihilas.” 
“But how...” 
“He’s really good at what he does. Well, that and a bit of invisibility thanks to the nanotech 
on his suite.” 
“Oh, so he must be...” 
“Indeed. Gentlemen, meet subject L-II-VII, one of our top of the line Venator Project 
operators.” 
L-II-VII just remains still and quiet, without even acknowledging the team’s existence. 
 
“Well, ain’t he a charmer….”, comments another soldier. 
“Don’t be hard on the lad, specialist Heinlein. He’s not acting tough or anything, he’s 
physically designed to be emotionless and things like that.” 
“Oh.” 
“Well, now that we’re done with the pleasantries, let’s focus on the mission. As you can see 
from what we gathered from the recon spycams droids we’re up against a small platoon of 
republican troops guarding a perimeter around an archeological site where Vars is 
overseeing the excavation of Jedi artifacts of some sorts in a nearby cave. RoE are simple, we 
infiltrate the perimeter through a-grav drop-off, cut the enemy’s comms with the jammer, 
move in, provide cover for L-II-VII to find and neutralize the target, bag him up and get out 
there. In and out like lightning, no survivors. Any questions?” 
One of the soldiers raises his hand, asking: ”Sergeant Kell, what do we know about this Jedi?” 
 
“According to our intel, he is a recently promoted Jedi who’s been assigned to this little 
archeological operation. The kind of small fry whose disappearance will take some time to 
get noticed if we get this mission done by the book. Anything else?” 
The group of soldiers remained silent. 
“Alright. We’re going to land in a few minutes, so check that your a-grav chutes are properly 
set up. Last thing I need on my report is some rookie who ended up splattered to the ground 
like a moron.” 
 
The men pass the last minutes of the flight carefully checking their equipment as the 
transparent silhouette soars through the cloudy skies of Ossus, slowing down as it 
approaches the landing coordinates. The pilot’s voice resonates in the cargo bay, alerting the 
team: “Fire team Atreus, we’re closing in on the LZ. Firing up the gravitational beam. Thirty 
seconds to drop-off.” 
 
The soldiers stand up, lining themselves along the center of the compartment, giving the last 
checks to their gear. “Five… Four… Three… Two… One… green to go. Good luck out there 
boys.” 
 
As the countdown is over, a large hatch in the floor right under the men’s feet opens up, 
dropping them to the planet below from a rather high altitude. They fall down at high speed 
for a few seconds, but soon their rapid descent toward the planet surface is slowed down by 
a translucent, conical beam of light, allowing them to safely reach the ground unharmed. As 
soon as they land, they immediately start advancing toward their target, swiftly sneaking 
through the jungle in tight formation. After a few minutes, the sergeant stops the team with 
a gesture. “Heinlein, set up the jammer here. L-II-VII, scout ahead and find yourself a good 
sniping position.” 



 
L-II-VII quickly darts across the wilderness, moving forward while Heinlein unpacks a small 
boxy device from his backpack and sets it up on the ground. “Alright, jammer fired up and 
ready to go.”  
 
“Well done Arthur, turn it on. As long as that beaut remains active, every communication 
within a half-mile radius is blocked up except for our private channel, so we should not be 
worried about any reinforcements coming anytime soon. L-II-VII, come in. Got any contacts?” 
 
A plain, monotone voice responds trough the comms: “Affirmative. Got visual on hostile 
infantry. Blasters and light armor. Looking for the officer” 
“Wait for us to rejoin you, we’ll engage them together.” 
“Understood” 
 
Sergeant Kell starts sprinting, with his team following right behind him. Soon they reach the 
same area that L-II-VII is monitoring from his advantage point, taking cover behind some 
rocks and foliage. Just as the Venator subject mentioned, an infantry unit of ten republican 
soldiers stands right ahead, guarding a clearing right outside the entrance to a cave. Two of 
them standing near the entrance, six sitting in a circle around a small campfire and the last 
two walking around the perimeter. 
 
“Alright, this is it lads. The Jedi is inside that cave with probably some more hostiles as well. 
Ready?” 
 
Each member of the team rises their weapons, adjusting their sights. “Locked and loaded 
sir”, says heavy gunner Razyn with a wide grin under his helmet as his plasma gun starts 
humming, its blue battery glowing with destructive power. 
 
“Good. Heinlein, Hoffmann, you two take care of the guards walking around. Razyn, you’ll 
shoot a charged blast to take out those sitting around the fire. L-II-VII, have you found the 
officer of the unit?”, the sergeant asks the sniper, but he takes some time to respond: L-II-VII 
was focused listening to the enemy soldiers talking, carefully picking any detail with his 
enhanced hearing. Those men are trained enough to not give any salute or other obvious 
sign that could identify their superiors from afar, but soon enough he hears words like ‘sir’ 
and ‘sarge’ from a specific conversation between two men near the cave, one of them 
clearly showing some manner of authority with his body language. He has found his target. 
 
“Affirmative, to the right of the cave’s entrance. Got a clear shot.”  
“Excellent, I’ll take down the one to the left. Three… two… one… FIRE!” 
 
The second that sergeant barks the order, four shot are instantly fired: a bullet from L-II-VII’s 
sniper rifle, whizzing through the air a supersonic speed splattering the brains of the enemy 
officer all over the rock face behind him and three flashing laser beams hitting the lookouts, 
all followed right after by a blue sphere of plasma energy engulfing the remaining enemies 
with an azure explosion. As result of this perfectly coordinated action, the entire unit is 
swiftly wiped out before they even have the time to scream, but soon more soldiers start 
running out of the cavern attracted by the explosion only to be mowed down by yet another 
devastating salvo. A few more instants pass before Kell signals to rest of the team to move 
forward, taking position right in front of the entrance now almost filled with corpses. Faint 
glimpses of unnerved conversations can be heard echoing from the inner meanders. 
  
 



 
“Alright, the VIP is somewhere inside here. L-II-VII, go flush him out, we’ll cover you” 
“Understood” 
 
L-II-VII quietly advances inside the narrow depths of the cavern, drawing his pistol and 
focusing his senses to catch any trace of remaining hostiles around it: he finds them soon 
enough, following the smell of sweat and the noise of small steps to a large area carved into 
the rock at the end of a tunnel. Whoever fled in here thought that the absence of light would 
present a handicap for their pursuers, but unfortunately for them this was not the case. 
Thanks to his enhanced eyesight, L-II-VII manages to quickly find the last two enemies, 
attempting to hide in the corners: a soldier and a figure dressed in less ‘military’ garments… 
The Jedi. He throws a flashbang in the middle of the room, firing two shots of his pistol the 
instant the grenade explodes: The first bullet turning the soldier’s head into red paste and 
the second grazing Jonah’s forearm and forcing him to drop the lightsaber. Vars, deafened 
and blinded, can barely think on how to react before L-II-VII knocks his lights out with a swift 
punch to his face. After lifting the unconscious Jedi over his shoulder and picking up the 

lightsaber, he gives a quick call to fire team Atreus:  “VIP in custody, returning to surface.” 
 
Running through the maze of corridors, he quickly rejoins with the team and they run back 
to the shuttle position, stopping only to pick up the jammer. Once they’re in the landing 
zone, Kell signals to the pilot to reactivate the conical beam, lifting the team back inside the 
ship. And with the deep humming of the stealthy engines of the transport carrying them 
away from the planet, another mission of the ‘angels of death’ concludes, leaving behind 
little more than a pile of corpses and their usual air of mystery…. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Kade’El Skywalker 
 
“Council, I have met a woman who I believe has been affected by the sudden trauma of the 
force. She is too old of course to become a Padawan but I think we should use this 
opportunity to bring her to the light. Perhaps in doing so, she will also teach us why this is 
happening to so many throughout the galaxy.” The voice of Jedi Master Runes Tydon, a 
Seeker of the Jedi Order and among one of the most proclaimed of his rank. With his figure 
projecting itself before them as they sat gathered inside of the Council Chambers, the other 
Masters spoke among one another as it became clear that there were some who did not like 
his proposal.   
 
“There is one other thing…Grandmaster, I have had visions of a gathering on Korriban…”, 
Runes spoke again, this time the entire Council falling silent as the Grandmaster addressed 
him. “Travel to Korriban, see what you can uncover about these visions. As for the woman, 
take her with you but know this, there is a place for her here. Kade’El Skywalker is on route to 
the Unknown Regions in search of answers, with the aid of the New Republic we may yet be 
able to stop whatever threat is out there before it ever arrives.”, the Grand Master finished, 
though of course, he had no clue as to what was about to happen on the outer edges of the 
galactic disk. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Meanwhile above the planet Thape and aboard the NR Venator-class Star Destroyer, Bren 
Aquilia showed up on the main deck unarmed, restrained with stun tech, lead with the NR 
Naval Officer in front and a guard at his back. As the three of them, approached Kade and 
the outlaw spoke his name, Kade addressed him in that same thick Coruscanti accent, the 
abnormal blue hue of his eyes glistening as he looked, upon the disenchanted man. “Bren 
Aquilia. It seems your intel on me is wrong. I am a Jedi Knight, though that is of no real 
concern. You must be wondering why I had you transferred to this vessel instead of the Klyn.” 
The Klyn being an orbital high maximum security prison orbiting the planet Coruscant, 
constructed over a century ago by the New Republic and guarded by a separate branch of 
the Jedi Order. “I need your help.” As his words took form and with a slight waving motion of 
his right hand, the restraints around Aquilia’s wrists shut off and lifted from his wrists. “We 
are ready to jump again.”, Luitenant Ashfield spoke up as Kade was turning to look upon the 
planet one last time before addressing them all, Bren, Kai, Ashfield and all those aboard the 
main deck. “We are about to enter the Unknown Regions, prepare yourselves. I don’t know 
what we’re about to face out here.” And with that Luitenant Ashfield gave the order, the 
Destroyers hyperdrive’s horizontal boosters igniting and the energy release causing ripples in 
the time-space matrix, allowing the Venator-class Star Destroyer to propel off the ripples 
and into hyperspace. They were about to enter a labyrinth of solar storms and rogue 
magnetospheres, an unmapped part of space littered with black holes and gravity wells. The 
crew understanding the risk they were taking, the main deck falling silent as they traversed 
the last jump, and at the moment they entered the Unknown Regions, the vessel was forced 
out of hyperspace and into what could only be described, as hell. 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Darth Veraduna 
 
And there it was again. The ripples of the distortion in the Force crawled all over Veraduna’s 
pale skin as she stepped out of the shower and changed her clothes, putting on her doctor’s 
uniform and covering the scars on her body that were mostly caused by her own 
recklessness during attempts to teach herself to fight and experimenting with Force-abilities, 
more than ten years ago. She should have been dead by now, but apparently the Force had 
other plans with her. This time the disturbance was different and even more intense than 
before. Veraduna wondered whether something had changed again in the fabrics of the 
Force or only appeared that way because her connection to it had gotten stronger after she 
confronted and accepted her fears and failures. It seemed as if both were true. And whereas 
during her chase it felt like she was getting slightly closer to the epicenter of the disturbance, 
now it felt like the disturbance was moving towards where she was. Similar to a black hole 
that deforms and eats everything around itself, even the Force that kept everything 
together, couldn’t escape from this catastrophic absence. 
 
It was possible that her customer was a forcesensitive individual, considering that they had 
business on Thape, so before the Blue Rose dropped out of hyperspace and approached the 
planet, Veraduna masked her Dark Side alignment and ability to use the Force and hid her 
lightsabers and Sithsword on the ship, trusting her mind was more useful than any of those. 
She activated EC again and let the computer calculate the velocity of the rotation of the 
planet. She adjusted the velocity relatively to it until the ship was into a stable orbit, then 
switched to using small thrusters. The white orb looked surprisingly similar to her 
homeworld, something she didn’t expect at all. But the true surprise was a YT-series ship 
that seemed to be in a haste on its way to one of the two Venator class Star Destroyers in 
sight. It looked like a floating junkyard compared to the other one.  
 



 
Glancing at the main terminal as it released a beep, meaning that the scan of the planet was 
completed, it showed what seemed to be seismic waves traveling through Thape’s layers, 
though the pattern was different than any ripples caused by natural phenomena such as 
volcanic eruptions. Looking at the tracking devices, she learned that the lion was on board of 
the YT, but the crate was on the Star Destroyer it was approaching. From this she concluded 
that the lion was noticed and kept by whoever purchased the supplies. That was a bad sign. 
Once the animal was bound to an individual it saw as its owner, it would serve and protect 
him or her for as long as it lived. And that should have been her. Such a waste. Veraduna 
gritted her teeth. Since she had learned all she could with the technology on board, she 
reached out with the Force to catch a glimpse of several forcesensitive individuals, of which 
three would come through strong unless they were using Force stealth like she did at that 
moment, but they signatures were too dark for Jedi and to light for Sith. Too many questions 
at once struck her. 
 
Something terrible had happened in the galaxy, but on Thape, someone had been playing 
God and diverted the attention of the threat she found herself dangerously close to. That 
someone played a price for it and was in horrible agony and connected to her pet. Soon 
another individual on the newer looking Star Destroyer seemed to be in pain too. She had no 
grasp of these forces, all she felt was the entangled prints they left behind and with that she 
tried to re-construct what happened. Echoes of suffering came from two different directions. 
Suddenly her concerns about the lion and about Adascorp seemed so small and insignificant. 
Noticing one Star Destroyer suddenly leaving, raised an eyebrow. Were those Jedi? Where 
were they going? Didn’t they notice the shift? Why did they just leave? So many questions... 
Oh, how much she hated her own curiousity, her endless hunger for knowledge and power, 
her dangerous need for hunting mysteries. She knew that one day this fascination, that now 
seemed to be greater than ever, would kill her, but it would be absolutely worth it. It elicited 
a vast blend of physical and emotional responses in such an exhilarating way that not even 
the sharpest blade against her throat could do. Terrified and thrilled at the same time, she 
flew into the sight of the ships and hailed them to initiate communications, waiting, 
watching, grinning... 
 
Meanwhile on Korriban, the Sith who felt the sudden OBVIOUS change in the Force, started 
preparing the Temples defenses, before resuming their daily duties. One could never be 
careful enough... 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Nillanthir Zerati 
 
The Velvet rose flew out of the atmosphere in an immense hurry towards the awaiting mass 
of the Star Destroyer below in the village. It was just as well that the initial take off 
procedures were finished by the time it sailed in through the widening gap of the hangar bay 
doors. It was time to leave and not have a moments delay. Nillanthir’s hand still clinged to 
the black mane of his new companion, both laying on the cool floor as he could feel its kiss 
on his cheek. The pain washing through his being was still very much there, the shock was 
beginning to ease up by a fraction, however. His bright eyes dimmed slightly as he took in 
what he saw, felt and came to know. The threat was beyond the galaxy, into the Unknown 
Regions.. He had explored it before, but he was not prepared to go back out there again 
yet... but it seemed his hand was forced. With his senses extended, he had come to notice 
something familiar about the second Venator that arrived not long behind him. A familiar 
presence that had lingered in the aura of one particular individual. He knew it almost 
immediately.. no matter how much foreign blood would dilute it. 
 
“Another.. damn... Skywalker...”, he muttered between sharp breaths. Yes, he could always 
pick up a Skywalker if he looked. They were all the same, and they irritated him immensely. 
He narrows his gaze and soon he found the strength to be able to slump against the nearby 
wall, Shamila in turn rose to her paws and sit next to him with concern in her deep mewls.  
 
“Always the damn Skywalkers these days.. and this one is no different..”, he grumbled. Oh 
how he grew to be irritated at that family line. Didn’t help that they bred and scattered at a 
time either. That was a time of great irritation. Even more than the one that started it all.. 
that stupid boy from a desert world with Twin Suns. After a moment, he shook his head and 
began to stand up with Shamila’s assistance after the Velvet Rose had touched down inside a 
hangar bay of the Monika. As he did, he felt the Skywalker presence suddenly leave. He 
knew inside where that Venator was heading... the Unknown Regions. He had half a mind to 
follow them when he was interrupted before he could give an order. 
 
“Welcome back, Master Nillanthir!”, Sayori’s voice shrieked with an uneasy thrill behind it. “I 
do apologize, but there is a transmission incoming from a ship approaching from orbit. 
Visuals can confirm it is an old model YV-450 registered as Blue Rose. How do yo-I mean ’we’ 
wish to proceed?”  
 
Another Corellian ship with a Rose call sign? It was certainly curious. Nillanthir soon propped 
up on his staff and began to make his way to the exit ramp, his mind still under assault from 
the pain, thoughts and images flashing through his head. It was like trying to stare at 
someone past a large holo screen with Mynock porn all over it... as he once heard a pilot 
once describe when ones attention is being assaulted with distractions. He soon shook his 
head once more and he spoke. “Return the hail, find their purpose in contacting us.. then 
report back to me..”  
 
As Nillanthir began to leave the Velvet Rose. Veradunas communications would light up with 
a response. “Blue Rose, this is Sayori of the Salvage vessel, Velvet Rose. I’m sorry! I’m afraid 
we are preparing to depart, so if the purpose for this communication isn’t an emergency, we 
may not be able to stay for long. What is the nature of your call?”, the voice spoke... the fact 
it belonged to an A.I was impossible to distinguish as it sounded exactly like a young woman 
who was barely trying to keep a professional tone. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 



 
Darth Septim 
 
“They will die a death that will last millennia, until all that remains is their code, their history, 
and in the end, the shell of their armor upon the shell of a man, too easily slain by Jedi." 
 
The blood red lights of the council room chambers flickered ever so slightly as the council 
members that remained on planet lingered within the room. The cold stone and durasteel 
floors shined just by the smallest amount of light as dozens upon dozens of eyes stared into 
the center of the chamber. The air was thick with tension and malice. A familiar bloodlust 
and a sense of duty clashed as the council members were all surrounded by dozens of beings 
in shining armors of various coloration. Each being was dressed from head to toe with 
various sections of metal overlapping each other. Each plate holding markings and scratches 
from battles with each glance looked more threatening than the last. The expression of faces 
were hidden, but one can clearly see from the lack of fear or tension that they were enjoying 
themselves immensely while holding a sense of pride. If one knew their history, they could 
look at the layout of the armor and helmets of each of the warriors and find a familiar 
design. A design that had absolutely haunted and terrified billions if not trillions of lives over 
the millennia. From when they rained down from the sky on droids that were reserved only 
for the bravest... to the very faces of some of the greatest bounty hunters of their time and 
even to the days of the Clone Wars.. where millions of their copies would run rampant and 
take part in burning the galaxy in the name of peace and false democracy. 
 
As what was once foreseen had come to pass. An ancient culture that had stood for 
thousands of years had died slow and painful. Such was their way. In the ashes of countless 
wars and deaths, the ideals had lived again upon a new form. The Beskar armor that was 
now in the presence of the Sith Council were testament and respect to those that came 
before and have long since been gone and forgotten. Now stood a new form that bore the 
name of the Obelisks. To have stood their ground and weathered the everlasting storms of 
time and war. Even the mightiest of blades would be broken and the strongest of shields 
shattered. But now, the Mandalorians had stood once more reforged and never completely 
forgotten. The soldiers that stood proudly now had their attention solely fixed upon what 
was before them. A delightful sight that made them crave for more, but they knew better 
than to act upon it. 
 
Standing tall and proud within the center of the chamber, a figure held another in the air by 
their throat. Their armor was as black as the void of space and yet the lights of the chamber 
shined off it much like stars in the galaxy. In answer to the call brought by the change in the 
Force.. the Obelisks had come and before them stood their leader. None who were present 
knew his real name, nor where he had even come from. All they knew was he was more than 
qualified to have earned the right to be called Darth Septim, Obelisk Praetorian and 
Commander of the Obelisk Order under the embrace of the Sith. His long black rope of hair 
flowed down his shelled back and the brush like end dangled mere inches above the floor, 
curled like the claw of a Nexu. His face glistened in the light as his helmet was laid barely a 
few meters behind him on the floor where he had put it. His focus was on the being held 
before him, thrashing and gurgling as their face was bloodied and scrapped, what skin 
remained intact was churning in deep purple and red as life was leaving their broken body. 
The shattered pieces of lightsabers lingered on the floor, the crystal crushed under the 
man’s foot. As one hand held the dying victim, the other simply rested on his right hip.. but 
those with keener eyes could see two more arms were bound together behind his back by 
what appeared to be cuffs that were designed for prisoners. Something that Septim had 
placed on himself to make this more interesting. Alas, it became a disappointment. 



 
“For your arrogance.. give you credit, I will, for backing with actions.. die proudly, ‘Vicious’ 
one..” A deep voice rumbled from between his lips. The first words he had said since the 
short fight had begun. His fingers clenched around the beings throat, blood beginning to 
flow freely as flesh gave way to the pressure and Septim would pull his fist back sharply with 
a quick tug. A new fountain would spray in this temple as the beings throat was parted and 
pulled, causing the body to drop to the cold floor. In his hand, Septim would briefly look to 
the two masses in his hand.. one a crumpled fleshy tube and the other was an elongated 
pink mass. With lack of interest, the tongue and windpipe would soon find the floor upon 
release of his grip as Septim then looked around at each of the council members. With the 
duty of the soldier, he slapped his bloodied hand against his chest as he spoke up with a 
louder tone, but only by so much.  
 
“Purged from our ranks, the weak shall be... No mercy for cowardice and indecision.. lacking 
the needed edge, his blade was..” With that he would promptly bow, causing his soldiers to 
bow in turn respectfully. “Prepare the defenses, I shall...”, he added. He was of very few 
words and for good reason. His method of speech was considered much different compared 
to most. That was fine, he much preferred to know someone through battle anyway. He 
leans down slowly, using his bloodied hand to pick up the body of his opponent, hooking his 
fingers under the top row of teeth for the most secure hold. If the council had nothing more 
to say, he took his leave. With this Sith Lord being his kill, he had the right to dispose of it... 
but not before satisfying the cultural needs of his bloodline and take out the heart. His 
sharpened teeth were eager to allow him to feed before he could get to work on his task. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
SnarkMaster5000 
 
Young Iramulia did her best to steady her breathing. In and out... but he was right. The pain 
had gone down but the girl was still shaking like a leaf and so her breathing was at a 
scattered pattern. The extreme wave of pain also caused sensitivity to her motor functions. 
She opened her blue eyes to look up at this man that said he would teach her, but Rami 
could only manage to peek. The sun gleam stressed her sight due to strained senses and so 
she sighed and closed her eyes again. The doctors helped her inside and put her down for 
another rest. Sedated and kept warm for her transport to the Jedi’s ship, which was easy 
enough in a contained hover capsule. The two Atele didn’t want to leave their farm girl, 
trotting behind them at a casual pace as they travelled. 
 
Rami soon woke naturally and she shifted to stretch her arms up by her head as it still rested 
on the pillow. She then shifted to sit up and place her legs along the side of the bed. 
Slouching a bit Iramulia realized that somewhere along the way she lost her hair tie. Her long 
brown locks fell right into her lap from around her shoulders. Her brows knit together as she 
didn’t remember taking her hair down. Then again the farm girl didn’t remember the smaller 
things. She remembered coming to the hospital on Thete’s back with Kos following, waking 
up in a panic and trying to run only to run into a man with robes who managed to make the 
pain fade. Now she felt light thobs but not nearly the level of pain she did before. Pushing 
her hair back behind her and then whipping it to one shoulder she parted the thin locks in 
three fingers and then swiftly braided. Her hair was usually pretty good at staying braided 
without a hair tie. 
 
 
 



 
Standing up completely, she moved to the door and it hissed open, making the girl jump. She 
was still so used to her home made doorways and farm gates. She leaned to peek out -- one 
hall direction and then the other. She then chose to walk right. Most people were right 
handed and so that seemed as good of a guess as any. “....Hello?”, she called out as she 
walked. 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
Runes Tydon 
 
Nodding his head in agreement with the grandmaster, he would turn to make sure the girl 
was being attended too in which she was. As he walked along side her in the case she awoke 
early from her slumber, he noticed the two creatures hovering around like chicks after a hen. 
Although he enjoyed the company of many animals, avian were among his least favorite. “If 
those things so much as shit on my ship I will cook them up and feed them to my rancor.”, he 
muttered under his breath as he continued leading the medical party to his ship. 
 
Coming into view, the Lightspear matte white body with candy red wings gleamed in the 
light. As one of the medical members picked her limb body to pass it on to Tydon, he noticed 
something fall which looked like it belonged to her. Using the force, he brought up a hair tie 
to his open palms all while holding the girl in his arms. “Thank you. I will pay for her medical 
fees just request Runes Tydon from the Republic Insurance Corp.” He nodded his head in a 
farewell and entered the ship along with the two feathery friends and a female passenger. 
Laying her in a bed of her own chamber, he then attended to the task of keeping the birds in 
a room of their own. His ship wasn’t made to house animals but nonetheless, he found an 
extra room for them to settle in. Taking the mattress from the bed, he used it to block the 
entrance, so they wouldn’t leave their 'makeshift pen’. 
 
When the girl awoke, she would find Tydon in a middle of a message while twirling her hair 
tie between his fingers. “Remember Dayrell, I want this to be covert, we can’t risk having any 
of them getting away… not this time.” 
 
“Understood general, we will have your ship prepped and ready.” The transmission would die 
out as Tydon dialed a few buttons to start another transmission.  “General Skywalker, this is 
Runes Tydon…. long time no see friend.” If accepted from Kade’s point of view, he would 
likely see from the shoulders up a blue 4d picture of Tydon smiling. 
 
“I have spoke with the grandmaster of a possible imminent threat and he informed me that 
you were close. I was hoping that you would accompany on a covert mission to see if this 
threat holds water.” He would pause with a sigh before resuming with his transmission. “I 
had visions of a gathering on Korriban. I sense the Dark side is growing again. We must root 
it out before it festers anymore.” Tydon awaited an answer from Skywalker before resuming. 
“There is one other thing, I found a girl who is a sensitive to the force. I am going to take her 
with me as a training lesson in what becomes of those who fall to the Dark Side. With any 
hope she will not relinquish to it but as she is older than most younglings, we cannot be too 
sure.” 
 
 
 
 
 



 
As the conversation continued, the Lightspear continued to travel towards its destination, 
Felucia. He would look over his shoulder sensing a presence and with a smile he tossed her 
hair tie. “Glad to see you’re up an about. Hungry? We should be landing soon.” He would 
turn back to the transmission just as his planet of Felucia came into view. “Meet me here so 
we can discuss out point of entry and discuss battle plans.” He would end the transmission 
before setting on auto landing pilot. He stood up walking up then past the young woman. 
“Come, we must give you some training before we prepare for a possible war.” 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Kai Syntureon 
 
At the very mention of jumping, Kai’s Droi-Mech gripped the hull of the deck, not as badly as 
it had before, though some slight scratches could be found where they had dug in when the 
jump to hyperspace was made. He needed to tell Kade. He felt the presence of this, outlaw, 
when he was brought on deck. He turned slightly, allowing the Force to show him. He saw 
the cuffs fall, and the slightly worried looks on the faces of the officers all around them. He 
chuckled to himself. “Gutless idiots.”, he mumbled to himself. Sometimes risks had to be 
taken. He turned, still slightly disoriented from the hell he’d just witnessed. He approached 
Kade as he spoke to Bren, standing slightly off to the side. He looked the man over, allowing 
the Force to bring him the accurate analysis. He smiled wickedly. When Kade finished 
speaking, Kai put a hand on his shoulder. “When you’re done here.. I need to show you 
something.” 
 
Kai despised the Force from time to time. This being one of those times. Because to 
effectively convey what he’d just witnessed... he’d have to transfer the vision to Kade.. using 
the Force. His very soul screamed at the thought of going into the ripples again. Of diving 
into exploring what in the actual fuck that was. Those eyes. 
 
He looked to Bren. “’sup.” He greeted. Kai, to new people, could be mistaken as a dick. Or a 
douchebag. But the truth of the matter was, he wasn’t exactly used to people. Especially this 
many people at once. One could see the slight spark of insanity in his blind, icy blues. Oh 
how he despised people. He turned on his heel and strode back to the window, awaiting 
Kade to join him. 
 
As the Ship entered the unknown regions, he watched with the Force, lest they be torn apart 
piece, by ever-loving bloody piece. Gravity fields off to the left. Magnetic fields below and 
above them. What he saw before them caused his fingers to snap rapidly. “Commander!” He 
bellowed, as his other hand pointed directly in the distance. He felt the massive asteroid 
field, with a black hole dead at its center, with every fiber the Force could muster. “We’ve 
got some dodging to do!!” He bellowed again, watching closely. The unknown regions were a 
vast portion of space, none but the most daring ever ventured to. In-fact he’d never heard 
reports of anyone ever returning from the Unknowns. But of course, he didn’t keep up with 
people. He hated people. He reached out, looking for this one, the one whom had led him 
into his discovery... He needed to know. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Shae Darzu 
 
As they began their negotiations, she sensed the aura of both men. It was obvious that the 
guest was a prominent man that had, connections and technologically speaking, an 
advantage. She sensed he was factual and calculating. Nothing out of order. To this point, 
she did not feel he or his men would do anything to jeopardize their arrangement with The 
Chancellor. As her eyes landed on the Chancellor, she sensed his demeanor. Yes, he was 
uncomfortable. He did not trust the guest anymore than he trusted her. Such a sad, cynical 
bastard. Really. If he had less insecurities or felt less threatened by the people around him, 
he would clearly see his opposition. He also would not play or mess with was obviously 
someone that was more unpredictable than his abilities would allow.  
 
He played too much with his life and at some point, he will face the consequences. She saw 
him place his hand bellow the desk and pressed slightly. Ah, the gesture that would be her 
cue to give him the answer he was seeking. He wanted her to let him know if Arin was being 
honest or playing him. As if he had any place to request such from anyone. With a smile, she 
withheld the answer. Yes, suffer… She will make him agonize over the answer and enjoy his 
face turning red. It the sign that he was getting agitated but he kept himself composed as 
much as he could while Arin spoke of the deal. In his mind, The Chancellor wanted 
something on Arin, anything really, to have an upper hand on him. Clearly, he had not found 
anything worth using against him, yet. 
 
Her mental rambling stopped as she felt… a shake… it was first a slight explosion, however it 
built into something that, as she closed her eyes, was becoming an earthquake. She did not 
need to hear Arin’s question to know that something was happening bellow. She felt more 
than saw his eyes on her, as if he was interested in her reaction, not The Chancellor’s. The 
host, got out of his seat, looking at the window. “Shae, what is happening?” Without a 
moment’s pause, Shae spoke to The Chancellor: “We need to move, sir. I will escort you out.” 
 
As it was expected, the Chancellor spoke towards Arin without finesse and in earnest: “You 
caused this… or maybe you did not. I can tell you I am sure you have something to do with it 
for you are too calm.” Walking towards a corner of the office, she stands, pressing her arm 
against a hidden scanner, covering The Chancellor. “Shae”, he spoke close by her ear, as he 
gripped the sleeves of her robe. “Save me from this menace and I will give you your sister in 
turn” With one last look at Arin, she replied to The Chancellor. “Do not make the mistake of 
thinking I would spare your life… I will not. But it seems you are cooperative for now…” 
Looking at Arin she smiled, as the hidden panic room was open for them. As The Chancellor 
went in quickly, she spoke to Arin. “Conniving, yet predictable… You really had assumed I 
was a weak ass pawn… I’ll catch you… later… And thanks, by the way.” As she entered the 
panic room, the door slid shut, the metal thump loud, safely keeping Arin and his men at a 
disadvantage. For what was she thanking him for, he will only find out later. At the moment, 
she turned, opening the other hatch that gave away to a hidden exit. Only known by The 
Chancellor as it was always assumed he would have to be ready for an outright attack. 
 
Lowering her hood, she made sure it was placed steadily against her head before she began 
to drag the old man down the metal doors. The lights of the path only lit as they walked. A 
downward stairway right in front of them as they approached the end of the hallway. The 
Chancellor, was already on his com-link, activating the terrorist alarm. “IT IS THE BLASTED 
JUSTICE CORPORATION CEO! HE BETRAYED ME! HE CAME TO KILL ME!”, he spoke as they 
began to evacuate of the building. She rolled her eyes, thinking it could have been anyone, 
yet this made everything so much simpler for him… and her in every way that mattered. 



 
In an attempt to taunt the bastard, she logically spoke: “It may not have been him, 
Chancellor. He could be bait, it could be a set-up.”  
With a hiss he responded: “You do not believe that, you are NOT THIS STUPID”  
That made her smile. Clearly, he always took the bait.  
If the man followed her or not, she did not seem to notice. Or at least, that is the impression 
she gave. In truth, she was sensing the man, Arin, imagining he will have his hands full at the 
moment, trying to get out without being apprehended. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Arin Justice 
 
Strange response, but okay. Arin looked at the Chancellor as he became more accusatory 
and less... Hinged, to the others in the room. Sure paranoia could befall politicians as they 
were, but this was... The next level. At least, that’s what people would believe. Arin’s 
recording cybernetic eye was, as usual, recording the meeting. It was important to have 
when most of your life was meetings with people who’d end your life as fast as they’d shake 
your hand. “Intra-Holonet.”, Arin said as the shaking started, he’d upload the recording of 
the room to what was effectively the intergalactic internet, first to a small group of trusted 
individuals, then to the holonet at large from there. “Come on now, Chancellor. You can’t 
seriously be considering blaming me for an earthquake. I don’t have that kind of power!”, he 
said, extending his hand is if trying to use the Force, and failing as if to make a point. He 
knew already that they would have no record of what happened below the building, 
effectively absolving him of all reasonable guilt and making the Supreme Chancellor of the 
Republic look more the fool, and the disreputable and schizophrenic one at that. “Of course 
I’m calm. I live in Hutt Space, I’ve survived gang wars and worse. What’s an earthquake to m-
-” But just like that, the Chancellor was gone, and as fast as he was gone, Arin and his 
security retinue were left in the room with very dutiful and angry looking Republic Crimson 
Guards. They were in for a hard fight. “Let’s try to leave them alive, we don’t need Republic 
deaths on our account.” 
 
He made sure to say out loud. Important that the recording, nay, the streaming, as it was 
now live, caught that. It was of the utmost necessity that he was made out to be the good 
friend and dutiful colleague to the people of the Republic and its people, who was, after all, 
simply caught up in the fear and uncertainty that followed the twilight of the Supreme 
Chancellors political career. For people without command of the Force, Public Relations and 
Mass Communication were the most potent powers in the Galaxy. It was important to be 
able to wield both in equal measure. An electrostaff flew past Arins face, nearly taking his 
nose clean off, but he just barely moved out of the way. “Stang”, he said as the other side 
came around, this time colliding with his face. “Augh!”, he exclaimed as he recoiled, a scar 
across his face from the strike. His security retinue was already caught up in fighting their 
own battles. He was on his own here. The crimson guard flourished with the staff, just like a 
Jedi. “Okay...Okay...Let’s remember if I know how to…” The staff cut him off again as it came 
flying his way, Arin ducked not a second too soon, but it wasn’t long before the oher side 
came back around, this time he lifted his arm, usually that would be the end of the limb as 
the staff connected with his forearm, but instead it was met with a loud ‘CLANG!’ The staff 
met the vibroknife that was hidden in Arin’s sleeve. The guard was taken aback, if only for a 
moment given how well-trained he was, but Arin wasn’t new to this either. He pivoted his 
lead foot and fired off a fast kick to the side of the Guards leg, sending him staggering. 
 
 



 
Arin capitalized on that by activating the JE All-Purpose Kinetic Shield on his other arm and 
bashing the compromised guard in the face, sending them tumbling over, unconscious from 
the additional force the shield provided. Arin looked down at the guards prone from. “I’ll 
consider that an endorsement from the Republic.”, he said, smiling at his self-made shield as 
he deactivated it. 
 
Arin’s vision became a blast of orange lights and vein-like pipes that traveled the building as 
the infrared and thermal vision came into focus. He very easily found the position of the 
Chancellor, and considered his next move, very carefully. What would he gain from 
following? At this point, from a political standpoint, Arin’s life was forfeit. He could die, and 
still, the Republic and it’s leader would be cast in a bad light, they would seem the 
unjustified aggressor, willing to blame  friends for nothing more than a natural disaster. 
What would they be willing to do to those in neutral territory? Still, that didn’t mean Arin 
WANTED to die, and it was unlikely that Republic Guards were willing to talk before 
shooting. Still... 
 
“This is Chief Executive Officer, Arin Justice, I need all Justice Syndicate law enforcement 
personnel to converge on sector P. I repeat, converge on me.” He ended the comlink 
transmission and paid more attention to the position of the Chancellor. They were 
evacuating. Naturally. Arin thought for a moment, then looked at a window. The Law 
Enforcement would beat him to the position, Speeders saw to that, and it was important 
that Arin be there to avoid some sort of civil war. He sighed and closed his eyes. Then he ran 
and further down the hallway, he saw the latch and blinked. It was definitely a panic room. 
But it was at this point that one of Arin’s personal guard dispatched a Crimson guard. Still, 
they looked much worse for wear. A bloody nose and a limp arm meant that their fight was 
done. True, the guards were formidable opponents, and Arin had demanded that they be 
left alive. That would be a hard sell. Still, they ran over to him, dedicated to their CEO’s 
protection.“It’s fine, you’re done. Just... Give me this.” He removed one of their gauntlets, 
the technology allowing the wearer to fight with an exponential increase in their own 
strength, while also allowing for the protection that normal gauntlets provide. He removed 
the other one just in case, and placed them both on his hands, before double punching the 
Panic Room door. This dented it, another bent it, and one more caused it to fall off of its 
hinges. “Take a break.” He told his guard as he ran further. 
 
Still, as he ran through the secret passage, it became more clear that they were prepared for 
him here too, a handful of crimson guards were waiting for him. He audibly sighed as he ran 
towards them, a staff flew past as he ducked, he swung his fist into the guards vulnerable 
leg, the gauntlet did the rest. He jumped over another, slamming his fist into the guards 
shoulder. This repeated several times until he saw the woman and the Chancellor near the 
end of the passage. He kept his distance, pretending that this was his natural running speed 
as he observed the situation, but also took note of the Justice Syndicate speeders flying 
overhead. The climax was approaching and all the players involved were beginning to run 
out of time to make their moves. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Bren Aquilia 
 
Aquilia soon noticed the weight on his wrists feeling light as he felt his binders unlock and 
drop to the deck behind him, but he stayed at parade rest given to the guard behind him 
with a stun charge ready on his rifle to be shot off at any time. As soon as Skywalker said 
that he was in need of the outlaw’s help, Aquilia stared at him with with his good eye. He 
was just about to answer when the lieutenant gave word that ship was ready to enter 
hyperspace, which it did, and this gave time for Aquilia to reconsider his words. 
 
At this point, he wrongly considered Skywalker a Grand Master on account of learning of the 
Jedi reformation centuries earlier, the Skywalker clan being pivotal in the restructure and 
much of the family being the figure heads of the Jedi in the new age. Of course, with the new 
government continuing to change for the worst he felt that the Jedi had been repeating the 
circle of the past with the Old Republic. Rather to call him as a Jedi, Aquilia tried a different 
approach with addressing him as a general. 
 
Just as he was about to make his response, Aquilia was suddenly cut off from this other 
person that suddenly had shown up on the bridge. He thought he had heard some 
mechanical whirring which gave the impression that this stranger had to have some kind of 
cybernetic prosthetic on one of his legs. Hearing the sudden ‘Sup’, made Aquilia turn his 
head to the unannounced arrival. His good eye turned toward the stranger, looking upon 
him and seemingly started to regard him as another Jedi. For a fleeting moment, it seemed a 
look of pity was shown on Aquilia’s haggard features as his mind started to drift for a second 
on the Jedi as a whole with a Republic falling apart as it did centuries ago. 
 
Taking a deep breath, Aquilia then made his reply. “General, I don’t want a re-enlistment. 
Whatever the job is, it won’t be enough. And I am not talking about a pay, mind you. It’s a 
morality case in this instance.” He decided to stop himself to let his statement settle in and 
allow Skywalker a moment to weigh what options there were, and perhaps negotiate and 
reason with Aquilia given his shaken past of broken faith. 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
L-II-VII 
 
Nihilas System, present day. 
 
A team of scientist are working around a small room filled with all sorts of equipment and 
computers. A large monitor covers one of the walls, giving visual and audio feedback from 
the cell where the Jedi knight Jonah Vars is held captive, in a block guarded by heavily armed 
droids. The young force sensitive is sitting in the middle of the cell meditating, but his 
concentration in interrupted by the voice of one of the scientists resonating through an 
intercom: “Mister Vars, stand up. The experiment is about to begin” 
 
The Jedi reluctantly gets up from the ground, before responding to his faceless interlocutor: 
“Who are you and what is this place!? It’s been two days since I woke up in this cell and..” 
 
“It does not concern you. All we require from you is to follow our instructions.” 
“This is outrageous! How dare you to-AAARGH!”, Jonah screams as boxy device attached to 
his neck by a metallic ring electrocutes him with a powerful jolt. 
“Your opinion is not required mr. Vars, only your cooperation. Now line yourself up against 
the well facing the entrance and wait for Eris to step into your cell.” 



 
“Who is-“ 
“The subject who will interact with you for the duration of the experiment. Needless to say, 
any attempt on your part to harm her, verbal or physical, will be severely punished.” 
“Gotta admit, this is pretty exiting”, says one of the scientists, the youngest of the team, 
stepping away from the microphone.  
 
“Tell me about it. It’s the first time we get to see Eris’… gift at work on a trained force 
sensitive. I was part of the crew who got her out the primitive hellhole she was stuck in you 
know.” 
“Really? How did you find her exactly? I didn’t have the time to look up the archives as of 
late, perhaps you could…” 
“Alright, alright, I’ll tell you. It was something like twenty years ago, I was the scientific 
advisor of one of our expeditions in the Outer Rim. We were heading back home when our 
shuttle had an engine failure and we needed to land on the nearest planet for repairs. We 
were somewhere in the quadrant of of Ventooine if I remember right. Not a single shred of 
civilization. We arrived on a jungle planet, where the woodland was so thick we had to create 
a clearing with a freaking orbital bombardment. Funny thing is, as soon as we landed we 
were greeted by a group of primitive inhabitants…” 
“Woah” 
“Yeah.. they were tall, slim but quite muscular humanoid beings with green skin, pointy ears 
and big, slitty eyes. We decided to meet them in order to ensure they meant no harm to the 
ship. According to what our protocol droid managed to translate, they greeted us as ‘the star 
gods descended from the heavens to deliver them from evil’ and invited us to follow them to 
their home village. Since the repairs would’ve taken a long time before completion, I 
suggested to oblige their request to not upset them or anything like that, last thing we 
needed was angry tribesmen angrily throwing their pointy sticks at us. It took us something 
like half an hour of walk to reach their village and when we arrived some kind of shaman 
dressed with bones and feathers rushed to meet me and my escort: he yelled something 
about ‘smiting evil’ and led us to a tent a bit further away from the main village. It’s there 
that we found…her. Well, at least the protocol droid did. We couldn’t even see her. I mean, 
you know what she’s capable of, right?” 
“Oh yes, that much I know… is it really that awful to stay near her?” 
“Absolutely… and the closer you get, the worst it gets. That pure, visceral sense of fear, 
paranoia, stress and overall unease… Let’s just say there’s a reason why all her caretakers 
are droids. After all, you can’t even physically perceive her unless she bumps into you.” 
“So how did you brought her back on the ship?” 
“We had to discuss a bit with the shaman on the matter. He argued that she was a 
dangerous mutant possessed by evil that had to be destroyed, but of course I.. we couldn’t 
waste the opportunity to study her abilities. Long story short, we managed to convince the 
shaman that we were going to ‘take her to the heaves’ with us in order to.. ‘purify the evil 
that wanted her’ and gibberish like that. After all, it’s like he was going to argue with the 
gods, heh. The protocol droid had to carry her all the way back to the ship since those 
savages kept her in the cage for most of her life with the bare minimum to eat and drink.” 
“Good grief… wait, the member of the tribe could actually hear and see her?” 
“Yeah. Apparently they were affected only by the psychological effects of her powers, thus 
perceiving her as some form of malignant entity which caused her to became an outcast. The 
poor girl must’ve gone through hell.” 
“How old was she when you found her?” 
“Not older than five or six” 
“….disgusting degenerates…” 



“Well, carrying her back to Nihilas wasn’t any easier… We had to lock her up in the storage 
compartment to avoid any accidents with the crew, but at least we instructed the medical 
droids gave her plenty of food, clean clothes and bath. She was in pretty bad shape” 
“…but how did she grow up here?” 
“Most of he tutors and caretakers were droids, so her interaction with flesh and blood staff 
was quite limited. She didn’t grew up as any child should.. but growing up with robots sure 
beats being treated as monster by your own biological family” 
“Did she had any kind fatherly or motherly figure outside of droids?” 
“We did tried a small experiment two years ago, with one of our Venator Project agents. 
Subject L-II-VII if I remember right. Thanks to his physical and mental inability to feel any kind 
of fear or stress, he’s pretty much the only person we know of who could stand her presence 
unaffected. The only problem was that due to his lack of any sort of charisma or social skill, 
one of the doctors had to dictate into his comms how speak and what to say for him to 
repeat verbatim. Despite that little inconvenience, the interaction was… pretty wholesome. 
For the first time in eighteen year Eris could speak with somebody who wasn’t terrified of 
her. She was almost… happy.” 
 
A brief, ringing alarm resonates in the control room, interrupting the conversation. 
“ALERT, SUBJECT ERIS IS ENTERING CELL BLOCK A.” 
“Well, back work I guess… Why did she take so long to arrive by the way?” 
“Her room is on the other side of the building.” 
 
The older scientist approaches the microphone, and presses a button. “Guard, escort Eris up 
to twenty meters near holding cell A-1.” The droid accompanying the young female alien 
diligently obeys, proceeding down the hallways and stopping exactly at twenty meters away 
from the cell, with Eris following right behind it: a slender, taller than the average human 
figure just like the other members of her species, but with pearly white skin and eyes like 
agate gems nestled into her heart-shaped head. 
 
“Alright, this is usually the range where her ability usually kicks in…”  
The scientists focus their attention on the feed from the cell’s surveillance and equipment. 
The older member of the team presses the button again: “How are you feeling, Mr. Vars?” 
The Jedi was nervously looking around, his hands fidgeting around the cuffs. 
“I-I.. don’t know.. I feel… d-did you drugged me!?” 
“Absolutely not mr. Vars. Your body and mind are not being tampered in any way. Try to.. 
reach out with the Force…” 
“T..Trying to but… I-I-I can’t perceive anything… nothing.. t-there’s nothing alive around 
here!” 
“Hm. Elis, step closer to the cell.” 
 
The tall alien takes a few steps forward, stopping right outside the cell’s door. The Jedi’s 
condition only worsen, now falling to his knees grunting loudly in pain as he holds his head 
with both hands, hyperventilating. “GNNNRGH… WH.. wha-what’s happening to me!?”  
“Focus Mr. Vars, try to focus your powers”, the scientist replies, unfazed by the man’s 
suffering. 
“I-I…I’m trying to b-b-but s-something is.. assaulting my mind.. all I see with the.. the Force.. 
is.. is.. a-a horrid void! NNNGH! I MUST GET OUT OF HERE!” 
“You’re not going anywhere until the experiment is over. Eris, step inside the cell…” 
“N-NO! WHATEVER THAT THING IS, KEEP IT AWAY FOM ME!!”, Jonah pleads, crawling into a 
corner as Eris calmly walks inside the small room. The Jedi just hides his face wrapping his 
arms around his head, shaking and sweating profusely.  
“MAKE IT STOP!! FOR THE LOVE OF… AAARGH, MAKE IT STOP!!!” 



 
Inside the control room, the scientists observe the camera feed of the young Jedi knight 
writhing in pain, yelling and begging for whatever is assaulting his mind to stop while Elis just 
stands still few meters away from him. 
“Outstanding…” 
“Indeed.. truly remarkable results, although the Jedi lasted much longer the I expected. 
Usually the force-sensitive subjects we used so far already broke down during the first phase, 
all going completely insane as soon as Eris entered their cell. Hell, a lot of them even died 
from heart attack.” 
“Yes, but they didn’t have any sort of discipline or control over their Force-related abilities... 
Apparently that’s a key factor to take into consideration.” 
“That much is obvious. I suggest we acquire more trained subjects like mr. Vars. Preferably 
from different backgrounds and species.” 
“Huh, good luck finding some dark-siders in a galaxy ruled by the Jedi…” 
“We will, we’ll just have to.. look harder…”  
An agonizing scream quickly reminds them that the ‘interaction’ between Eris and Jonah is 
still going. “Oh, silly me I’ve almost forgot…”  
 
The elder scientist leans over the microphone, pushing the button. “The experiment is now 
concluded. Eris, head back to your quarters. Medical team, provide assistance to prisoner A1-
10/22” 
“Will he recover?” 
“I hope so, it’s not like this kind of test subjects grows on trees…” 
 
Meanwhile, in another edge of the galaxy, the stealth shuttle of fire team Atreus silently 
approaches the orbit of Tatooine…. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
Kade’El Skywalker 
 
Someone was trying to contact him, an old friend no less. Raising his right arm, Kade 
accepted the incoming transmission by pressing down on his gauntlets interface. Before him, 
the holographic image of Tydon appeared. “Master Tydon. It has certainly been a while.”, 
Kade responded, his thick Coruscanti accent taking form once more as he spoke over the 
encrypted channel. Kai, then speaking in his ear telling him he needed to show him 
something. “One moment.”, he addressed Tydon again before turning his gaze to the 
asteroid field, the entire vessel they were all aboard already maneuvering away from the 
black holes gravitational pull. “I’m not asking you to re-enlist. I’m giving you a way out. If we 
make it back out of the Unknown Regions in one piece, I will personally have your past 
criminal convictions, wiped from NR Records and your ship returned. You know how these 
vessels, operate and it’s no coincidence I had you transferred to her. This crew is unlike any 
other in the NR Fleet and you, your skills are unmatched. Together you are capable of 
traversing the Unknown Regions. Though be warned, if you try and escape before this is over, 
there will be nowhere left for you to run.” As he finished and Luitenent Ashfield gestured for 
Aquilia to join him, Kade moved across the main deck and came to a halt beside Kai. 
 
 
 
 
 



 
As he stood with his arms crossed, Kade took a deep breath and continued to feel the 
infection of the wound spreading throughout the very fabrics of the Force as he reached out. 
“What is it with you people?” Kade referenced both Aquilia and Kai in regards to their 
assumptions as he asked in that same thick Coruscanti accent, the abnormal blue hue of his 
eyes gazing out onto the solar storm they were about to enter. “I don’t need you to show 
me. I felt it.”, was Kade’s only response to Kai previously stating he needed to show him 
something, but he had already felt it, another disturbance in the Force. He knew though that 
whatever or whoever was aboard that other Star Destroyer, the same being who descended 
to Thapes surface just before they entered hyperspace, was the second shift himself and Kai 
felt. “We’re not the only ones looking for answers.”, he finished as the Destroyer entered the 
midst of the solar storm, the sparks of energy and light illuminating the inside of the vessel’s 
main deck, Kade’s abnormal blue eyes glistening in the light show before them. “Tydon. We 
are somewhere deep within the Unknown Regions. You are better, off going to Korriban 
alone. For now, we are different paths, my friend.”, he spoke once more now to Tydon, his 
figure, shoulder up coming into view on the other end of the encrypted channel. 
 

___________________________________________________________________________ 
 

 

Darth Veraduna 
 

An exquisite shiver crawled along Veraduna’s spine as she felt someone on Korriban 
breathing out for the last time. “Vicious...?”, she called out softly, the feeling soon followed 
by a vague and very short vision of organs smashing against the Council’s floor. “Oh, Septim, 
you selfish savage! You couldn’t at least save his spleen for me? ... For the sake of science, of 
course!” Veraduna smirked as she murmured to herself. She wasn’t reaching out to him nor 
anyone as there was no need to risk exposing herself. In a way, she was happy that the other 
Star Destroyer had left. This individual who was escaping from Thape had to do something 
with the new ripples and could be the key to unraveling and perhaps even controlling 
whatever was happening with the Force. If this was true, she couldn’t allow the Jedi or some 
other faction to interfere. Besides, given the fact that this customer was in agony and she 
was one of the best doctors in the galaxy... wait, one of? Heh, no. She was simply the best 
and that could be an advantage if she managed to make them dependant on her. 
 

Veraduna’s communications were not the only thing that lit up as her hail was answered. 
Sparkles of hope appeared in her eyes. “Blue Rose, this is Sayori of the Salvage vessel, Velvet 
Rose. I’m sorry! I’m afraid we are preparing to depart, so if the purpose for this 
communication isn’t an emergency, we may not be able to stay for long. What is the nature 
of your call?” For a second, Veraduna frowned in confusion. Sayori was the name of the 
droid that placed the order. She remembered the holographic recording of that 
transmission, but now the voice sounded so... different. She never encountered a droid with 
such a linguistic complexity. The ability to gradually acquire and produce more complex 
vocalizations was based on the maturation and modulation of a complex and hierarchically 
organized neural system along the development. This droid however, seemed also to be able 
to modulate its vocalizations during quick development and even express emotion. Or was 
this the droids Master? No... Veraduna blinked. As much as her curiousity grew, she had to 
concentrate on the task at hand so she shrugged these distracting thoughts off, for now. 
“Hmm... emergency they say...”, she thought. That was exactly what she needed to know 
and why she usually provoked others to talk or attack first. Whether they were at war or not, 
it gave her room to respond based on what they reveal. She tilted her head to EC, 
whispering. “You wanted a speech? Well, looks like it’s your lucky day, little one.” Taking a 
deep breath, she spoke in a thick Arkanian accent. 



 
“Dear valued customer, I’m Doctor Adasca from Adascorp. As you may have noticed, there’s 
been a mix up with your last order of medical supplies. We apologize for this inconvenience 
which is entirely our fault. We’d like to undo this mistake and exchange the supplies crate 
with the one you received. Unless you would like to keep it... in that case we’ll have to discuss 
the terms. We do insist on checking the lion’s condition as it has a tracking chip in its spine 
that needs to be removed as soon as possible or it might cause sudden problems and even be 
lethal. It’s also better for your own safety which is our concern and responsibility. And... since 
you’re a loyal customer, we have an offer for you. We’re launching a new product, which you 
can read more about in our brochure that’s enclosed to the supplies you haven’t received yet, 
a new fluid with healing properties more effective than substances such as kolto or bacta. It 
rapidly regenerates cells and relieves the worst sorts of pain. We’d sell it to you for half of the 
price as a sign of appreciation and we could bring it right now if you’re interested. The galaxy 
can be a dangerous place and one can never know what might be lurking out there... take 
this curious quake on Thape our ship’s sensors have picked up. I understand that you are in a 
hurry and it is in our interest too to deal with this matter as fast as possible so we can both 
go our separate ways without anyone hearing of our mistake or disrespecting your... 
anonymity...” 
 
Veraduna smiled. Surviving and taking advantage of chaos and the most unfortunate 
situations had become her mindset throughout her life. When life doesn’t gives you lemons, 
grow or steal them and make delicious lemonade. This mysterious individual seemed to be in 
such pain that it was only a matter of time before it would get unbearable and destroy them. 
If thou gaze into the abyss, the abyss will gaze back into thee... She hoped that they would 
take the bait or at least allow her to ‘save’ the lion, who’s chip in truth wasn’t dangerous. 
Bringing up her company’s unfortunate mistake and position would give them the feeling 
that they had the upper hand. Sometimes the best way to control someone was to pretend 
to be submissive and vulnerable, but influence them in ways they were not aware of 
because of underestimating you. 
 
As for subtly mentioning their anonymity and the quake... it would make them wary without 
provoking hostility. Make them wonder if she might talk with someone and stir up trouble by 
wanting to follow them and investigate who they were and what the hell they were doing. In 
case they decided to run or attack for whatever reason, it would only raise suspicion and 
alarm others. Hence why she used ‘we’ instead of ‘I’, making it sound like more people knew 
about her pursuit. The only one who knew about it was her twin so in a way it was true. 
However, just because something isn’t a lie, doesn’t mean that it isn’t deceptive. A liar 
knows that he’s a liar, but one who speaks mere portions of truth in order to deceive is a 
craftsman of destruction. The ‘going separate ways as fast as possible’ was just an act to get 
her closer. Once she was let in and they proved worthy of her time, she’d think of a way to 
stay and maybe even lay some of her cards on the table if they had a common interest. Part 
of her didn’t want to feel the pain this individual was affecting her with. It would probably 
get worse if she was permitted on board and it might be harder for her to maintain disguise. 
Yet the aching curiousity left her restless. Whoever she was dealing with, she first had to 
gather more knowledge about their moves, motives and way of thinking. And if they really 
had nothing of value, which seemed highly unlikely considering all facts and her intuition, 
she could always try to pursue the other Star Destroyer... It looked as she was not the only 
one looking for answers. But who would find them first? 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 



 
Nillanthir Zerati 
 
Nillanthir’s mind would be assaulted with whispers, screams and dying throes of countless 
lives and worlds. All vying for some hope to be heard and noticed as the abyss of death 
seemed to cry out in one motion... he had heard similar screams so very long ago, after the 
conflict that shaped the future of the Jedi in the last age of the Republic had settled for but a 
moment. Out in the edges of the Galaxy, a similar hunger has now come again... and this 
time, he was able to take a step in the way. Nillanthir’s mind reeled as he was almost blinded 
from the pain. It was clear he would not be able to effectively leave the system, let alone do 
anything else if he continued to let this distract him. He had to focus. He had to accept the 
pain and let it flow through. With rugged breaths, he allowed his air flow to resume in a 
similar manner as it did back inside the temple. In through the nose and out of the mouth in 
a circular manner. His breath would flow through his body, taking the pain with it as it went 
down to his feet and came back up. It was a similar exercise a Jedi would employ when it 
came to withstanding the effects of pain. It was a signal to his mind. A way to alert him that 
something was wrong. Under circumstances involving a wound or injury physically, the Jedi 
would let that pain come through his mind and accept it for what it was. Then the mind 
would be able to center itself and reduce the signal. This, however, was something quite 
different. The suffering of the lost worlds and the life within them was much more severe... 
but it was still a signal, and he had time to deal with large amounts of agony through 
experience. It was not much, but his breathing allowed his mind time to be able to adjust 
and manage the pain, to allow the signals assaulting his mind to flow through a current 
within his being to slow the assault down. His mind became clearer, his steps more stable 
and his body would once again be his to fully control. 
 
As he did this, the response coming from the stranger nearby would begin to transmit. More 
corporate babble was the first impression. But something in the words seemed to tell him 
otherwise. He was able to keep the Lion, Shamila? If it were some other genetics branch of a 
corporation, the loss of one of their products would not simply prompt the arrival of a single 
representative and a doctor at that... no, a security team would be involved. They would 
refuse to allow some random customer from keeping such a highly prized and valued 
specimen.. and offer a discount on a ‘new product’ no less. Other genetic branches of 
various corporations would stop at nothing to either retrieve their lost property or see it 
destroyed to prevent potential competition from acquiring and studying them. Something 
unusual was going on and he had to determine just what. Closing his eyes for a moment, the 
invisible vibroblades of his condition continued to cut away at his mind, but with his 
breathing and the ability to mitigate the full extent of his situation, he began to reach out 
slowly to the space around him as he walked along with staff in hand. He could feel Shamila 
as she padded along behind him. She was growing hungry. Further he peered, picking up the 
small ocilations of energy that would come from the droids around him. 
 
He had to push further and further out. Soon he felt the minor bursts of energy that would 
come from the minor systems of her ship. The Communications array, life support, the 
artificial gravity generators.. flickers of energy that would barely be noticed on the most 
advanced of sensor technologies. Curiously, there was no sign of any other life than a single 
humanoid on board. The voice he was hearing was definitely not from a droid... even Sayori, 
who has seemed to have made a breakthrough in her programming to emulate certain 
emotions, would still have a distinct synthetic tone.. and the accent. The thickness of it was 
certainly there and there were few places in the Galaxy that would support such a dialect. 
Even fewer were worlds and races with such a distinct series of tones with every word said 
that would come natively as the nature of this tone seemed to suggest.  



 
To narrow the list down, there was one race in particular that had this accent and yet have 
such an advanced knowledge of medicine and genetics to be able to manipulate an animal’s 
genetic structure as well as create advanced medicine like the Kolto he had purchased on 
previous occasions. This was an Arkanian. But the curiosities did not stop there. 
 
Nillanthir soon opened his eyes and the pain came back to bite him in the... head. He soon 
shook it before he spoke calmly. “Let her on board...”, he said, knowing that while within 
earshot of the droids, he can still talk to Sayori, one of the many ways he was able to know 
who or what was going on in his ship. “Our good doctor knows of Shamila... and we will need 
the supplies for where we will go next.”  
 
Despite his words, his azure orbs seemed to narrow from the pain and more importantly, 
suspicion. What would this unusual ‘Doctor’s’ intentions be once she boards? It remains to 
be seen. Regardless, he and Shamila began to make their way towards the cargo elevator. By 
the time Veraduna would likely arrive, they will be near the medical bay. It would be the 
best place to meet with her since she was now seeking him out under the name of a Doctor.  
 
On Veradunas communication channel, the oddly peppy voice of Sayori would seem to pipe 
up once more. “Good news, Doctor Adasca! You are permitted to board our vessel. Feel free 
to land within the third hangar bay on the Starboard side. You will be guided safely via 
Mouse Droid... please be careful not to step on him, he can bite if irritated” 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
SnarkMaster5000 
 
This was all happening too fast for her liking but the girl had no choice in the matter. He 
managed to dull the pain down and when she woke it was actually gone. Iramulia was 
grateful but at the same time she felt like she was wrapped in a dream. She was force 
sensitive? That was the stuff of legends and she was just a farm girl. Quickly undoing her 
braid and running her fingers through her hair, the girl’s thin locks cooperated nicely. She 
snagged the hair tie into her mouth as she turned to follow and in seconds she had her knee 
length long hair wrapped into a casual bun. 
 
The hair tie was soon secure and she sighed. “Look... I’m grateful, I really am, but is this the 
real deal. The only amazing things I’ve ever done so round up animals and polish a shot with 
a crossbow. Are you really looking to take me into a war with you?” It was then that she 
heard a light cooing and paused for only a moment. Looking down a hall she saw the two 
pretty blue heads of her birds and she held out her index finger. With a light shooshing their 
excited nature calmed and they settled just to relax. Iramulia then hopped back into step, 
following the man that helped her. “Thank you, by the way. For bringing Thete and Kos 
along. I hatched them so their sentimental to me”, she said softly. She hadn’t realized at all 
that her natural connection to them was actually due to a force ability she didn’t know she 
was using. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Runes Tydon 
 
Tydon nodded head slowly in disappointment. “Understood, may the force be with you.” As 
the transmission cut off, he turned around to face the new girl while listening to her 
statement of shock. He chuckled lightly before setting the craft into auto-pilot with auto 
landing as well. “My dear child, you must not cling to fear. Fear leads to self-hatred and 
anger and through anger, one will lose himself to the dark side.” He began to walk down the 
corridor towards her and her pets before reaching out to them and touching their head. 
“You have self-doubt, but I sense that these creatures are attached to you more than just 
your gentle soul. It is because through the force you connected with them than any tamer 
could ever dream to be. Have some faith.” He smiled at her once more before feeling the 
thud of the ship as it landed. He would then head towards the back just as gases would 
surround the exit of the lowering doors. Stepping out into the light, one could see Felucia in 
all its glory, the exotic trees and wildlife. However, what stood out was perhaps the cold 
steel which stained the earth forming a heavily secured headquarters. 
 
All manner of creatures, soldiers and engineers alike were running to and fro making sure all 
preparations were met in the closing deadline. As Runal stepped onto the steel flooring, a 
human male who looked to be in his 30’s approached them both while wearing a decorated 
symbol of his rank. “Welcome General… this must be the girl you spoke of. Allow me to 
introduce myself, my name is Darreyll Shucs, but you can call me captain.” He extended his 
hand to shake it with her before resuming his attention to Runal. “All the preparations have 
been made Sir, we await your orders in the warm room.” 
“Excellent work. However, before I can go with you, I must take some time with my new 
Padawan.” The men would bow to one another before parting ways. 
 
Runal would then cock his head into a direction before walking off with his right fist in his 
left palm. Runal was leading her towards a spot he held dear to himself, a place where the 
force was strong, and one could blissfully meditate without interruption. As He walked, the 
path there grew foggy almost as dense as soup. “You will not be fighting in this war. That 
much I can assure you. However, now that you know of your gifts, I believe it will do you well 
to understand just how dangerous you can be if you do not receive proper training. Your first 
training will be defense, as a Jedi you must learn not to fight, but to defend yourself as well 
as others who would do either harm. This is the most important rule as you will see what 
becomes of one who strives to attack first hand in this war.” 
 
As he continued, a large boulder came into view and with the force guiding his next steps, he 
took a leap before landing neatly on the boulder. He would then sit with his legs crossed 
while looking at the young girl. “Now, close your eyes, feel the force…I want you to allow it to 
aid your sight even when you cannot see.” As he spoke the fog grew thicker until even his 
silhouette became invisible. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Shae Darzu 
 
As they entered the safe guard quarters for the Chancellor, he began giving out orders. 
“Attack them! Do not let them go! I want PRISONERS!” He was out of his depth, clearly. Shae 
sensed his emotions all over the place. Tilting her head, she wondered if this was the 
winning side. As her eyes locked on the security cameras that showed the commotion, she 
shook her head. Taking a few steps, she stood next to him before she spoke very low near 
his ear. “Stop this… You have no proof of your allegations and you are getting people 
slaughtered needlessly.” The way she spoke, was very matter of fact. She cared naught for 
the men or the fight at this point. She was actually relishing the onslaught of madness that 
was ensuing. However, she needed to at least look reasonable, given that all eyes were on 
them. 
 
Security intel and guards were surrounding them, clearly flabbergasted at the turn of events. 
The Chancellor, however, did not seem to listen to reason. “I will not let this go unpunished… 
That is a warning to you, if you so ever think to betray me in such a way.” The smile that 
covered her lips, made the Chancellor step back. “Careful Chancellor, I never said I was on 
your side.” With a slight turn, she walked away. “Shae… Shae!” She heard his voice scream. 
The Commander in charge of the security walked next to her and spoke calmly. “Is there any 
reason to suspect these men? Did they attack the Chancellor?” She did not slow her pace as 
she responded: “No, there is no proof of what he claims. He is deranged and I for one, will 
not stay here and watch him destroy the Republic.” 
 
As she said the words she picked up the pace, the Commander stopped and went back to his 
duty, trying to salvage whatever was left of this situation. She, on the other hand, had other 
ideas. As she stood, waiting for the elevator that would take her out of this area, her smiled 
was wider, as she was more than ready to exact her plan. Closing her eyes, she concentrated 
on the Chancellor, her mind focusing on his brain. The way the neurological fireworks were 
going faster and quicker, his mind filled with fear and prospects of retribution. Poor man, if 
he only knew the toll that could take on a body. 
 
Using the force and constricting the Chancellor’s brain while giving slight but strategic 
pressure on parts of the brain that she knew would cause the most damage. The Chancellor 
was in the middle of an infatuated speech about honor, when he felt the twinge of pain on 
the back of his right earlobe. He soon began to cough, holding his right temple as if he felt 
his brain was too heavy.  “He…”, was the last coherent word he spoke before the eyes rolled 
to the back of his head. His security quickly surrounding him, standing closer as a seizure 
began to take over his frail body.  
 
The door of the elevator opened, and Shae wasted no time entering, her fists clenched as 
she began to twist the force inside of his brain, like a wave that was as unstoppable as his 
seizures. She was aware that their cameras, to which she was grateful, she was hooded, her 
hands covered. To anyone that saw her, she was just a calm woman, standing inside an 
elevator, nothing amiss. Closing her eyes, she felt as his body was crumbling, fully aware at 
this moment, the man was spitting blood from all orifices on his head. 
 
She could hear the alarm sounding, the commotion surrounding the situation taking over. As 
the door of the elevator opened, she walked slowly, keeping to the shadows as she made 
her way out. As the distance was greater, she decided just now to release the force attack 
she had on the Chancellor, sensing that at this moment, he was agonizing, drowning in his 
own blood. Such a sad, pathetic ending to a miserable, manipulating bastard. 



 
Her thoughts now, went to Arin. She sensed his committed nature, his dedication to survival. 
She hoped he made it, although she could not fully absolve him of anything today. She did 
not know if he was innocent or to blame for this attack. Something told her that 
underestimating him would be catastrophic.  Her mind now, was focused on one thing and 
one thing only… getting out of here with her belongings. 
 
As she entered the hidden passage, she sought the artifacts and holocrons she stole from 
Korriban. As her hand gripped a specific holocron, the precious artifact began to hum, as it 
always did when she laid her hands on it. A smile covered her lips as she mumbled: “Yes, we 
are leaving… Lead me where you need me to be…” Inside her mind, she saw… him, again. 
Why him? Shaking her head, she grabbed the bag with all the equipment and ran for the 
exit. 
 
Her senses then began searching for Arin, as she began to form a plan. She needed to get 
out of the planet. To find her sibling, she needed to find the man. To reach the man, she 
needed transport and Arin seemed like the best bet to get her out without any suspicions or 
fuss. Besides, as she suspected, he was in a hurry and probably assisting him would get her 
what she required in exchange.  
 
Closing her eyes, she searched for him before she attempted to connect with his mind. If the 
connection was accepted, she would speak: “If you require assistance, you need only ask… I 
will gladly render it, if only for a small price.” Such a riddle made her smirk. She has spent 
too much time with politicians, it was disgusting. 
 
As she waited for Arin’s response, she allowed the other voice in her head to speak to her. It 
sent chills down her spine, as it gave her instructions. She would have never thought that 
when she stole the artifact, she would find it belonged to him... She was unsure of how 
much the host knew of his existence, if at all. This brought another question inside her mind. 
She was aware of the force’s unbalance, the affliction that was causing some force wielders 
to have trouble with their senses. In fact, she was using that situation to cover her tracks and 
has been successful so far.  Was it the reason for the force’s affliction? Too many theories 
and no answers. No matter at this point, she will use every advantage she had at her 
disposal. “Draw him to the place of shadows and Darkness. There it will be complete, and you 
will ascend into more power.” The voice was raspy and old and though she heard it plenty of 
times before, she never once got used to it. “How should I draw him in?”, the humming 
resumed once more as the voice from the holocron spoke: “Send him visions of the answers 
he seeks and he will find you.” 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Arin Justice 
 
It didn’t take long for Arin to reach the exit, naturally there he found the Chancellor, but 
without his aide, and in dire straits. Arin, his long background in medicine acting as his 
informant, very quickly identified the symptoms of an oncoming seizure. It made sense, he 
was a politician who...Who had the unwilling help of a mind-manipulating space wizard as 
his aide. Any doubts Arin had before about her capabilities were effectively executed right 
then as the man began to fall victim to his seizure. If she were an honest aide, she’d be here, 
helping. At that moment, the troops Arin had called for began to arrive, Speeders 
descending to land right beside him, men and women that at least matched silent might of 
the Chancellors bodyguards. Unfortunately, the might of the Chancellors bodyguards fell 
quickly into question in the face of a biological and mental threat. They couldn’t punch their 
way out of this. Arin stepped forward, a lifetime of knowledge and instinct demanding that 
he assist in some way, an instinct he was sure he eradicated back when he took on the 
mantle of CEO. Some things are harder to kill than others. But as he moved forwards, the 
Chancellors guards gave him a look, and raised their weapons. A fair, expected and well-
trained response. Arin’s own troops answered in kind and tensions were raised. “Let me 
help, or he dies. It’s just that simple.” 
 
Arin said, sounding calm despite the alarms going off in his head. There was a lot to be said 
for causing a death you didn’t have to see, but being forced to watch as someone, especially 
someone important, walked the road to life’s twilight was a different thing entirely. Even for 
someone who’d killed before. Six, he counted six guards. What was that number today? 
They would have to be dispatched, and quickly. “Engage combat overlay.”, Arin said beneath 
his breath, before gesturing to his troops to stand down. He didn’t want death, and these 
being the Chancellors personal guard, it was unlikely that they had the skill to both survive, 
and not kill. More likely, they’d probably just die themselves. Not everyone in Arin’s retinue 
could be Billy Badass. Arin himself wasn’t even sure he was badass enough for this. He ran in, 
and blaster bolts flew. Arin lifted his arm, and the shield attached to it absorbed the bolts. 
The first guard he encountered put his weight behind swinging at him with his blaster rifle, 
Arin stepped back slightly, causing it to whiff, before gripping the man’s wrist and using the 
inertia of the blow to send the man spiraling down, flipping onto his back, before tapping 
him with the crushgaunt, the equivalent of a full force punch to the forehead. One. 
 
Two and three came with electrostaffs from either side, both blows deflected by crushgaunt 
and shield respectively. Using the gauntleted hand, he grabbed the staff and threw one man 
into the other, causing them to smack into a ferrocrete wall. Three to go. Arin’s detail 
cheered. Four wasn’t so confident anymore, kicking towards Arin in an attempt to mount an 
offensive, Arin checked it with his shin, causing the man to stumble in pain and temporary 
confusion, before kicking his other leg out from under him. A minor fracture. It would cause 
pain and take him out of the fight, but his career wasn’t over. The other two wielded 
vibroknives. Easy pickings. Arin ran towards them, between them both, and lifted his arms. 
Their knives came up, but met gauntlet and shield, and in short order they found themselves 
clotheslined with the objects they’d struck.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
No time for celebration, Arin ran towards the seizuring Chancellor. “Medical overlay!”, he 
shouted. His eye became more akin to an x-ray now, but with neurological details labeling 
the parts and abnormalities in the brain. Standard seizure. Electrical pulses crackled around 
the man’s brain, as it worked to calm itself, and forced itself into a constant feedback loop of 
escalating overwork. Arin’s still-recording eye examined what he saw as he turned the man 
on his side, allowing for foam and saliva to fall out of his mouth, ceasing to obstruct the 
airway. “You guys, call medical!”, he told the people he’d brought over. “All of you, call 
medical!”, he told the now growing crowd of people who were watching the CEO of a 
Megacorporation, try and treat the Chancellor, even after tensions became what they were. 
 
Arin removed a needle from his blaster as he watched the man convulse. “Beta blocker!”, he 
shouted to the crowd as he kneeled down beneath the dying man. From the needle he 
pulled emptied a solution. Most of what was inside of it, before placing it against the man’s 
neck. Arin was familiar with the Force. He’d fought those who wielded it with... Admittedly 
mixed success, and had a whole division of people who were, at least allegedly, capable of 
standing toe to toe with the average Jedi. Maybe even more than that. Part of the reason 
he’d brought along the drugs he had was just in case something occurred that involved a 
Force Sensitive foe. He could bring them down without killing them. In this case, it had other 
benefits. He injected the man, the drug, (As we mentioned in my first post, like Midazolam 
but stronger) would undoubtedly treat the seizure. He’d needed to empty out the majority 
of what he had within it, because of the enhanced strength of the medication would be 
more than was necessary regardless, but it was important to be sensible about its 
application nonetheless. There were laws about this stuff, after all. Still, seizures, being 
seizures would have side effects. He’d likely find himself confused for awhile, and unfit to 
lead his people. At best. At worst? Shock, and memory loss. Either way he’d live. His eye 
showed the electrical pulses as coming to an end before the convulsions stopped, and Arin 
stood up, looking towards the crowd. There was silence, and then Arin removed his comm 
link, placing it on broadcast, as it connected to the Medical overlay he was seeing. “Medical 
Audio”, he said, and immediately, the sound of a heartbeat came to be. A little more faint 
than usual, but he had just taken a beta blocker to the head. The crowd cheered, as medical 
made their way through them to claim the Chancellor’s prone form and his bodyguards. 
 
Time to go, Arin began to think, before he felt a nagging in his head. He recognized this. The 
Force. “Sure, let’s talk.”, he said to himself as he walked away from the scene. His troops 
looked confused. He waved them off. He was still technically public enemy number one, and 
could very well be apprehended, so they were loathe to leave him, but in actuality, he 
doubted that mattered. Not after what he’d just done. Nothing was charity though. He 
hoped to gain something from this. He thought back to the woman. “Say I did want your 
help, not that I particularly do. What would you want from me?”, he thought, most of his 
thoughts, the most important ones, walled off from intrusion as he responded. And within 
those thoughts was what he’d just set into motion. Perhaps she could of some use to him. If 
her price wasn’t too steep. Who would pass on a space wizard, after all. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Bren Aquilia 
 
Aquilia stood patiently as he took in the words of Skywalker, looking at him with the single 
blue eye that seemed to give a dull shine. As he listented, he started to tongue and nibble 
upon at a badly healed scar that left a lump on the inside of his lower lip, just about a half 
inch away from the center of the lip. It felt raw the more he bothered the scar, but it was a 
handy method to keep his attention in check. One of his philosophies was that pain can be a 
good wake-up call in times of briefing for a mission: pinching finger nails on the heel of a 
hand’s palm, a gentle bite on the tip of the tongue, a stab of a thumb nail above a wrist. 
 
It was here that Aquilia was taking in what seem to be Skywalker’s offer. Clearing his record 
of past crimes, he said, but what crimes? To him, the galaxy was a cesspool of crime. 
Regardless of political background or government, in his experience EVERYONE is guilty of 
something. He took the vigilante gig as a way to distance himself from that corruption while 
at the same time keep hold of the values he swore to on the first day he wore a military 
uniform. He did not say this aloud however as he still had a single guard at his back, and he 
did not want to interrupt the Jedi general... yet. 
 
As Skywalker was looking outside of the bridge after his sharing a transmission with another, 
Aquilia spoke up again: “You know, you can always do a conference transmission.” This was 
in a matter-of-fact tone, but he continued: “As for your deal, seems like one way or another 
I’m doing this job. Fill me in on the details.” When it came to the idea of assumptions, Aquilia 
made a slightly sarcastic response which earned him another tap on the back from the 
guard’s rifle muzzle. “Excuse me for being out of the loop.” 
 
After that, he said nothing else and waited on for the facts of this mission. Going to the 
Unknown Regions was indeed going to be interesting and dangerous at the same time. 
Despite this, he kept a neutral expression with his body remaining at parade rest. Escape 
was not going to be a plan of action. Besides, when it came to this Aquilia had no memory of 
backing out from a job despite the dangers they presented. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
L-II-VII 
 
The stealthy shuttle soars through the sky, its translucent chassis illuminated by the golden 
light of dusk as it makes its approach to the surface. Inside of the small ship, the members of 
fire team Atreus prepare themselves for landing, while exchanging some conversation: “So, 
let me get this straight: we, a fire team of Scions, are going to waste our time stopping on 
this dusty hellhole of a planet just to meet up with some lousy smuggler who claims to have 
cortosis to sell?” 
“That’s exactly right István. Hey I don’t like this kind of jobs either, but we didn’t have any 
unit close enough to respond in good time.” 
“Can’t we just pay some schmuck among the natives to do the work for us?” 
“Oh come on now, we’re talking about Tatooine. You can’t trust those jackasses out of your 
sight.” 
“Hm… still, I hope this unscheduled stop will at least be worth our while.” 
 
 
 



 
“We’re talking about 250 kilograms worth of crystals, so I’d say more than worthy our 
attention. Lab boys are working day and night to develop a synthetic lightsaber-resistant 
material, so it’s no wonder that they’re constantly pressing the HQ to take any opportunity to 
get their hands on this kind of stuff. Especially cortosis, since they also use it to produce 
ammunition for the big guy”, he says, pointing at the ominous tall figure of L-II-VII standing 
in a dark corner of the cargo bay. 
“Uh-huh. How long will this take? The sooner we get out of this..” 
“Sweet mother of mercy Istaván, if you spent in training and missions the same time you 
waste complaining you’d be in the Honor Guard already.” 
“RAZYN! HOFFMANN! SHUT YOUR FUCKING MOUTHS, WE’RE ABOUT TO LAND!”, Sergeant 
Kell yells at the two soldiers. 
The shuttle quickly makes its final approach to an abandoned mine not too far away from 
Mos Entha, illuminated by the dim lights of the golden hour. 
Meanwhile, a quite large cargo speeder also arrives on the scene, loaded with half a dozen 
armed men and various crates filled with small, brownish colored bars of crystal. 
“Francis, you sure this is going work? I mean, republic shmucks are easy to deal with, but 
we’re talking about.. well…”, one of the men asks to the driver.  
“Yeah yeah, the oh so spooky ‘Angels of Death’. Listen, I wouldn’t be in this business since I 
was a kid if I didn’t know how to handle a few scary looking mercs. I’ve spent months 
perfecting this scam, so believe me when I tell ya it’s gonna work.” 
“Whatever you say boss… ” 
“Hey, relax. I know my contacts, ok? This guy has been making fake materials good enough 
to fool republic inspectors for years. There’s no way that a bunch of thugs form out of 
nowhere could have the tech to just tell right away if… oh look, they’re right on schedule.” 
 
The smuggler parks the speeder near the shuttle, as his men starts unloading the cargo and 
the members of Atreus team dismount from their ship. Sergeant Kell approaches Francis, 
who attempts to greet him with a wide smile and an extended hand: “Hello there, I suppose 
you’re...” 
“The mercy. Where is it?”, the stern voice of the sergeant cuts him short. 
“Whoo, straight to business eh? Alright, follow me”, the two men walk toward the speeder, 
the rest of Atreus squad approaching as well while one of the smuggler’s men opens one of 
the crates. 
“See? A big ol’ stash of cortosis. Snatched ‘em from one of the mining convoys on Dinzo.” 
An eerie moment of silence dampens the smuggler friendly attitude as the menacing figure 
of sergeant Kell takes a good look at the bars, the atmosphere of the whole situation only 
exacerbated by the howling of the desert wind, until the petty officer raises a hand, 
beckoning L-II-VII to come closer. 
“Agent, give me one of your C-bullets ammunition” 
The tall, muscular soldier walks toward the sergeant, as he reach to one of his belt pockets 
picking a rather large cartridge and handing it over to Kell, who grabs it and places it 
upwards on top of the crystal stash. 
“Mister Mayar, would kindly take a good look at this bullet?” 
“Uhm.. ah.. sure, what of it?” 
“This is a cortosis based projectile. Genuine cortosis. Don’t you see any difference between it 
and these crystals you delivered us?” 
“No, absolutely!”, Francis bluffs, trying his best to maintain his composure despite the sweat 
drop running down his temple, which was certainly not caused just by the desert heat. 
“Then, by all means…”, Kell says, laying a hand on the back of Francis’ head. 
 
 



 
“…allow me to give you a CLOSER LOOK”, he yells as he slams the outlaw’s face on the crate, 
multiple times, until his skull is fractured with a sickening crunch. One of the smuggler’s 
goon runs toward Kell to spot him, but he’s soon stopped by laser beamshot straight to his 
chest. Heeding the brutal, unspoken warning, the others don’t even dare to move, except for 
one of them who steps a bit closer: “L-l-listen mister, we d-din’t know the crystals are fake, 
w-we’re just hired muscles to do the heavy lifting… P-please, let us go, we w-w-won’t tell 
anything!” 
“Of course you won’t.” Kell replies. “Drop ‘em” 
With the ruthless efficiency of a firing squad, the rest of Atreus team guns down the rest of 
the riffraff with a single salvo. 
“Well, now that was a waste of good ammo”, comments Razyn. 
“How did you know those are fake?”, Asks Heinlein. 
“HQ informed me a few hours ago that mr. Mayar was in business with counterfeiters.” 
“Wait, if we already knew this was a scam, why did we even bother to come here?” 
“To send a message, specialist Heinlein. It wouldn’t be beneficial for our reputation if some 
yokel from Tatooine can try to scam us and get away with it. And when you deal with the 
criminal scum of the galaxy, reputation is far more valuable than credits. Now be quiet, I got 
an urgent call on my comms from HQ.” 
As the sergeant is busy with his call, L-II-VII approaches Francis’ corpse in order to pluck the 
bullet from his eye socket. No need to waste precious ammunition after all.  
“Alright team, got new orders directly from the Lord General. He’s preparing something big. 
Don’t know the detail yet, but from what they told me it should be some kind of black op on 
Coruscant. And he requested us.” 
“Whoo, looks like we’re moving up the ladder…” 
“Don’t get too excited Razyn, we don’t even what the mission is about. Everyone back on the 
shuttle, we’re expected back at Nihilas for briefing ASAP” 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Kade’El Skywalker 
 
Flashback 
Year: 398 ABY 
Location: Mustafar 
 
The planet before him was a fiery volcanic world where lava, was mined like a precious 
natural resource, Mustafar being its name often served as a place to dispose of unwanted 
evidence, a quality which drew Black Sun to the planet. It also drew the Sith: it was here that 
Darth Maul began his training under Darth Sidious. The planet also served as the last capital 
of the Confederacy of Independent Systems during the Clone Wars, thus becoming the site 
of the Separatists’ downfall, an event that shaped galactic history. In a duel that followed, 
Darth Vader fought his former mentor, Jedi Master Obi-Wan Kenobi. The fallen Jedi lost and 
was severely burnt after he was caught on fire by one of Mustafar’s lava rivers, forcing him 
to wear a suit of dark armor to live. This was why he was here, Kade’El Skywalker, Jedi Knight 
and General within the Grand Army of the New Republic. Aboard his Interceptor, Kade flew 
over the young and volatile world, torn apart by opposing gravitational forces of the gas 
giants Jestefad and Lefrani, as the native Mustafarians leaped across the lava fields to mine 
the planet’s unique and valuable minerals present in the lava. The intense geological activity 
created natural scanning interference that has kept prying eyes away from Mustafar for 
most of its history, Kade though was able to navigate himself just as his ancestor did, all 
those centuries ago. It was here that he saw something, a vision. 
 



 
Present Day 
Meanwhile deep within the Unknown Regions of space, Kade addressed Aquilia one final 
time, his gaze never shifting from the solar storm the Venator-class Star Destroyer was, 
passing through. “I need you to accompany Lieutenant Ashfield. He will fill you in.” Holstering 
his rifle, the Luitenant gestured for Aquilia to follow him back across the main deck, there 
was, something he wanted to show him first, the Outlaws ship was here on the Destroyer 
itself. “Proof that we will, keep our word.”, Luitenent Ashfield spoke in that same gritty tone, 
all the while bringing up a live feed of his vessel in all its glory. 
 
As this was going on Kade was contacted by the Jedi Council, the orders channel being 
patched through by Korvas as Kade activated his suits nanotechnology and from it formed a 
helmet. With its visor lighting up and the council coming into view, the suit manifested a full 
holographic figure in the middle of the council chambers itself. Kade standing there before 
them, all twelve members of the Jedi High Council including the Grand Master himself. 
“Kade. The Jedi escort on Ossus was wiped. At least 16 NR soldiers have been murdered and 
Jonah Vars, comms have gone dead.”, Jedi Master Jaxmark Hunter spoke as he sat with his 
arms crossed, the dark brown hue of his eyes focused on the blue hologram of Kade’El 
Skywalker. “Send the Jedi Strike Force. I will inform the New Republic Leaders of the attack. I 
have also spoken with Tydon, how he is going to Korriban to investigate these visions of he 
keeps having of Sith Remnants gathering on the planet. I too have felt it. It’s no coincidence 
that they would pick now to return.”, Kade answered and then ended the transmission. The 
Destroyer finally passed through the storm. There it was, the source of all of this but what he 
saw. The two fleets tearing each other apart, Chiss from what he was able to gather and 
some unknown Force. And what he felt, the lifeforce of ever being lost here absorbed by the 
Wound in the Force below, held deep beneath the surface of the dead planet. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Darth Veraduna 
 
Awaiting a response, Veraduna thought her words over. Did she say too much? Probably. 
Hence why she preferred to let silence and actions speak, but she didn’t have much choice 
and the screaming ripples made it hard to concentrate. Feeling the other reaching out, she 
focused on staying calm, but soon Sayori’s overly energetic voice made her jumpscare. It was 
like that freaky droid had mood-swings and it made her cringe every time. 
 
“Good news, Doctor Adasca! You are permitted to board our vessel. Feel free to land within 
the third hangar bay on the Starboard side. You will be guided safely via Mouse Droid. Please 
be careful not to step on him, he can bite if irritated.” 
 
“I see... well, thank you for the warning, Sayori. As much as I do enjoy bites, rather not like 
that... but if your Master is into that kind of thing with droids, who am I to judge, right?”, 
Veraduna smirked in self amusement, wondering if the poor droid would evolve starting to 
understand her wry humor or rather have a short circuit while attempting to picture that 
traumatic scene and require a memory wipe to continue functioning.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
But what started as a joke thought, did raise serious questions. Giving a droid a sense of fear 
was useful for self-preservation purposes, but why would someone program a wheeled box, 
that many in the galaxy already perceived as annoying, to respond with irritation and attack 
sentient beings? What possible benefit could that have? And what disadvantages was an 
even more interesting question. If the ship was controlled by a A.I. with metaprrogramming 
who’s specific personality quirks were influenced by environment, they should have a 
heuristic processor and this could theoretically speaking lead to a deviation from their initial 
programming and purpose... and Veraduna, who was now part of their environment, might 
be able to influence them or cause bugs and ‘personality’ defects... basically make Monika 
glitch. If the droids had feelings or simulated responses in such a manner, they could be 
emotionally manipulated. Sayori’s mood seemed so unstable that if she had been an organic 
being, Veraduna could easily talk her into suicide... oh yeah, definitely more fun than simply 
messing with wires that would leave traces. For a Mouse Droid with Life Preservation 
Programming to bite and deliberately harm a meatbag, its operating system module must 
have been altered... either deliberately by the owner or throughout the years by the 
environment... the long existence without memory wipes leading to developing such 
characteristics, leaving them vulnerable to manipulation and also, digging into their 
information stores could answer questions... 
 
It seemed as if the droids such as Sayori developed a more natural and emotional way of 
interaction with their Master, who was the only organic being on the ship except for the lion 
and therefore it made sense that the owner encouraged this, as most beings have a social 
need for personal interaction. But why did they surrounded themselves by ‘emotional’ 
droids yet avoided direct communication with the outside world? Were they hiding or was 
there some deeper reason behind it? She had to submerge herself in their minds while 
carefully hiding her observations and not letting her motives be known. And if needed, even 
work for the same interests while furthering her own. Would companionship be the reason 
for keeping the animal then or was it their state of hurry? She wondered if they detected any 
traces of Dark Side Alchemy around it. That was, after all, why she initially followed it, aware 
of the possibility that she was walking into trap. Oh well, at least it would be interesting if for 
once someone smarted her out. While thinking, Veraduna put a pair of pearl earrings into 
her ears that hid a little surprise inside in case things would get ugly, then let her white wavy 
hair locks fall and cover them. Following the instructions, the Blue Rose boarded the Monika. 
EC accompanied Veraduna and pulled the supplies crate that was loaded on a cart with 
them. Once the Mouse Droid escorted them, Veraduna was tempted to step on that little 
thing only to find out what it would do. Instead she meowed at it and released a few feline 
growls followed by a slight kick without leaving a trace. In response it would release a 
grumble, turn at the kick and ram her boot a couple of times before continuing to lead her to 
their destination, while Veraduna looked around. The Star Destroyer looked from the inside 
much better than she expected judging the outside. The contrast was remarkable: old ship 
with a relatively new interior. 
 
“Relatively new”, she said to herself, putting emphasis on the first word once they reached 
the medical bay and she saw the ‘bad’ equipment, an expression of disgust appearing on her 
face, quickly replaced by a wide smile as she finally stood in front of Nillanthir and Shamila. 
As soon as the Mouse Droid perceived the lion who’s stomach gave a growl of hunger, the 
droid would give an alarming beep and get the hell away from it, which confirmed that there 
might me truth to Veraduna’s hypothesis about these droids. “Aaw... cat-and-mouse 
games... always fun, no?”, she grinned at Nillanthir, a hand with four slightly clawed fingers 
reaching out for a handshake as she once again introduced herself. 
 



 
 
Just like her, the man could almost pass for a human and the first noticeable distinction 
would be the eyes. In his case, a pair of interesting blue orbs with vertical pupils. The other 
distinction was not noticeable for normal eyes, however Arkanian Purebloods could also see 
into the infrared spectrum and detect radiation measured between wavelengths from 400 to 
1000 nanometers. In other words, they could see like human eyes and additionally detect 
heat. As soon as she scanned the man’s body... alright, he was DEFINITELY male...  what 
looked like a feathered cloak at first sight turned out to be some sort of wing. 
 
Before Veraduna could speculate about what species he could be, she felt something 
moisten her upper lip and ran the tip of her tongue over it to taste her own blood. She 
lowered her head slightly and her right hand came up to wipe it off. “Heh, this is... normal... 
excuse me for a second...”, she said with a uncomfortable laugh, feeling another and larger 
stream of warm blood coming out of her nose and the sharp screams of death cut through 
her brain again, but worse than before. THIS was definitely NOT normal! Veraduna would 
fight to remain disguised, desperately searching for ways of using the wound to mask her 
true nature while trying to stop the bleeding and keep the horrible pain masked beneath a 
cold, calm veneer, but after a while she failed, forced to call desperately upon the Force to 
make it go away. It was bearable now, the bleeding had stopped, but she had exposed 
herself. A wide grin appeared on her face as her eyebrows arched innocently and she looked 
at Nillanthir. “Oops... I guess I can’t just go back and walk in again like this didn’t happen?” 
She glanced at Shamila while slowly taking a piece of beef out of her coat pocket, putting it 
on the ground for the lion, then her gaze returned to the winged man, watching carefully 
what he would do. “She’s hungry, you know... and you look pretty underfed yourself, but this 
is for her, sorry...” Shamila was licking her lips at the sight of her favourite food, stepping 
towards it. “So tell me... you saw it, didn’t you? W-what was it like?” Veraduna’s eyes 
widened, a reflection of madness showing in them. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Nillanthir Zerati 
 
Nillanthir waited patiently as the Blue Rose had made its way into the designated hangar 
bay. He kept his staff in hand and used it to support his weight slightly as the assault 
continued on his mind. Through the connection he had unwittingly forged, he had been able 
to feel the loss of more lives far beyond in the Unknown regions. The flashes of chaos, 
destruction and inevitable silence of many lives rang like a cacophony of death and more. He 
soon began to run through his breathing cycles once more to keep himself in check, 
gradually coming up with a way to be able to maintain his focus on where he was and what 
was coming. Sure enough, he could pick up the faint whirling of small wheels rolling against 
the smooth floor as the mouse droid would approach the medical bay. What followed the 
mouse droid would gain his attention as the first thing he saw was white hair. Indeed he was 
correct in his deduction that it was an Arkanian. As she held her hand out, he was hesitant to 
reciprocate the gesture. Instead he would simply incline his torso forward in a slight bow, 
golden trails of hair slipping from his shoulders and pointing straight down as the artificial 
gravity was in working order. Before he could speak, he could feel her eyes scanning him 
over. A sight that very few beings in the galaxy had ever been able to seen outside of rare 
holographic or ancient sculptures or paintings. The last time he could recall interacting with 
another humanoid... well... that wasn’t important at this time. 
 
 



 
As quickly as her eyes looked him over, the smell of blood tinged his senses and the Arkanian 
woman seemed to show signs of struggling despite her initial appearance of being calm and 
even a little coy. The ripples of energy flowing through her would then confirm a small 
suspicion he had perceived. She was one who was in tune with the Force.. and the manner 
she drew from that energy was from a place of her own darkness.. a Dark Side user. His eyes 
now stared at her and observed what they could out of her every movement, facial 
expression and even the very fine twitches in what bare flesh he could see among her 
clothing. His face remained calm as she seemed to joke, asking to be able to leave and come 
back as though trying to reset first impressions. His voice soon broke the silence he was 
maintaining just as she asked him what he was seeing.  
 
“You make it sound as though I would turn on a Sith as soon as I met one....”, he replied to 
her, his eyes briefly darting to Shamila, who was eagerly tearing into and devouring the 
offered gift... Bantha meat, judging from the smell. His eyes then turned back to her as he 
stepped forward and use his staff akin to a light walking stick. Despite the pain wafting from 
him, there was also an aura of calm that seemed to radiate within him. The Force, damaged 
as it was, continued to flow through as his empty hand raised. 
 
If she was pulled in by the surprising calm or by how his movements were slow and yet 
flowed freely like a small river, his raised hand would make to touch her forehead with all 
but two fingers. His fingers were exceptionally warm to the touch as she could feel an 
overwhelming tingle within her mind that traveled down her spine and spread throughout 
her body. Her mind would suddenly feel like a cool breeze would overtake the warm tingles. 
Like a cold shower after standing underneath the suns of Tatooine for hours on end as the 
echo of a thousand voices sang out in her mind in a reverberating chant like what he had 
performed in the temple below on Thape and soon dissipated, leaving her body tingling like 
there were vibrations running through it. Nillanthir had helped her mind undergo the feeling 
of sleep and waking up in just a handful of seconds. Giving her mind a form of ‘reset’ that 
was years overdue. As his energy flowed into her mind. She soon saw a flash of an image.. a 
face that neither had seen but had felt. Blanketed in shadow and without an outline to 
definitely recognize, the face seemed to stare straight back before the image faded and 
became a newly acquired memory as the azure eyed being pulled his hand back and lowered 
it to his side. 
 
“That... is what it is like...”, his voice spoke... a rumbling tone came from his throat as his 
eyes stared at her. “It lies in the Unknown Regions... I’m afraid I cannot stay for very long. 
This threat is greater than what we know... and could mean destruction for everything that 
lives here... Jedi... Sith... it does not matter now...” He then slowly turned to face her, 
standing close enough for her to reach out and punch him if she desired. “If you have further 
questions.. I will answer if I can.. time is of the essence.. especially for myself.”, he said with a 
slightly grim tone. He was on a timer and he knew it. He just didn’t know how long until he 
would succumb to the assault fully. But he suspected she had further questions. She was the 
kind that was always looking for answers. The Rock Lion that accompanied him was proof of 
this... now that he knew of her Sith tendencies, it was likely she was intimately familiar with 
Sith Alchemy... creating what he now considered his to keep. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 



 
Darth Septim 
 
“Lord Septim! Everything is secure!”, a voice broke through the murmur and babble of voices 
and activity. Dark eyes would turn to the Sith Acolyte who reported to him and the black 
maned head would lean lightly forward in a nod.  
 
“Good”, the deep voice sounded. The Acolyte had reported the preparations were complete 
in a quarter of a rotations time sooner than he had anticipated. It seemed his training of his 
people on the edge of the Unknown Regions of the Northern parts of the Galaxy had paid off 
tremendously well. His voice soon spoke out once more in a form of satisfaction.  
 
“Have them double and triple check everything. We cannot afford to screw this up... not like 
the former council members had done before due to their arrogance.”, he said with a 
surprisingly calm tone. Despite his display in the Sith council chambers where he dispatched 
a council member directly, he was not all brawn. He had felt the ripples in the Force and 
reveled in the challenge. He was most eager to face what had been giving him such 
tremendous and delicious agony. But how to go about it? He had his ways. With the new Sith 
Council established, the academy on Korriban rebuilding and the strength of the Sith 
enduring, it was now his turn to defend it just as he once did... back when the Imperial Sith 
Order was near the height of its power. He had disagreed with many of the methods, tactics 
and stupid ways that the old council had one about things. It was a foolish decision to attack 
the Republic and the Jedi in open warfare and it had costed them nearly everything. 
 
He was just graduated from his training as an apprentice when the war was over. He 
remembered having to retreat and hide. It was here he had personally created the Obelisk 
Order from what had remained of the Mandalorian ways. There was likely some 
Mandalorians left in the Galaxy, but the majority of what remained had fallen under his own 
personal banner. His experiences in the war having reforged him just as he had reforged the 
Mandalorians themselves into a new and stronger form. His armor held the scratches, blast 
marks and even a few lightsaber strikes that could not penetrate the Beskar plates. As his 
lower arms had their hands on his hips, he looked up as he spoke. 
 
“Prepare a drill for the shields and turret defenses.. I will also have the initiates of the 
academy be instructed to use blasters, detonators, traps, combat bracers and be fluent in 
both Teras Kasi and Echani techniques before the month is up. This threat is strong.. and it is 
very likely that the Jedi will assume we are responsible for the disturbances in the Force.” His 
brow furrowed as he had sensed hesitation from the Acolyte in front of him.  
 
“The Jedi? My Lord.. we had taken back Korriban without them knowing it.. they can’t have 
know-” The protesting voice was immediately cut off as a metal plated hand snatched out 
and hoisted the human off his feet by his throat. Septims eyes were still looking to the sky 
and had soon descended upon the frightened  face. 
 
“Do you really believe the Jedi would ignore us? This planet has been home to the Sith of old 
for thousands of years and has been attacked multiple times by the Jedi.. it was a stupid 
decision of the Council to come back here.. and now that we are here, we are a sitting 
mynock waiting for them to come at the slightest thing. You could empty your bowels right 
now and they would come sniffing with their lightsabers drawn and ready for bloodshed.”, he 
said, his voice still surprisingly come despite his borderline choking as his eyes bore into the 
skull of his prey before him.  
 



 
“There could be several cruisers ready to bear down on us at any moment because the 
council decided to stick to traditions that will see us pointlessly killed.. now let me do my job 
by doing yours and we may survive yet another pathetic blunder made by our superiors...” He 
then carefully lowered the human onto his feet and he watched as the young man 
straightened up his robes and turned to do as he was ordered.. Septim could smell a musty 
scent lingering after the young man and his upper lips curled into a snarl of disgust. 
 
“Pitiful child... wait till the war comes back here... then he will have reason for fear...”, he 
murmured. His gaze then returned to the sky, his followers moving about as they began to 
prep the defenses for a test run... likely to use themselves as the invaders to simulate a real 
battle. It would be good experience to have the Sith outside his Order to understand what it 
truly means to survive a war. Since his petition to relocate the academy was denied, he had 
no choice but to double, triple and quadruple the defenses.. by all accounts, he was more 
than ready to deal with a Jedi invasion force.. but his new prey.. possibly his new enemy.. 
was waiting out there.. and it would take more than simple breaking the Force to make him 
back down... he will die a glorious death, as he was foretold he was all those years ago on 
the river of that lost world. 
 

___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
SnarkMaster5000 
 
Iramulia listened as they walked, admiring the way he reached out to stroke the large birds 
on their flat navy-blue forehead. Each one of them closed their black eyes and let out a small 
purr through the breathing nostrils in their beaks. She then thought about this connection 
the Jedi spoke of. She grew up with these two and figured that their closeness was because 
she helped raise them. They both hatched on her farm. Then again, they also had plenty of 
reason to run for their lives considering that raiders destroyed the first farm and killed 
Rami’s parents. The girl built a new farm with their help as well as the farm animals that 
stayed with her. Even some of the local animals helped and that was why she figured she 
was some kind of animal whisperer. The brunette girl had a natural way with creatures. 
 
Now she knew that her swagger with them was not just a natural gift like a green thumb -- 
Iramulia Juddun had a connection to the Force. She kept that in mind even as she felt the 
ship land and followed the man once more. She could hardly believe she was on a different 
planet before she passed out, but here she was. It looked foreign to her in every way and 
she even got a cold chill as she adjusted. Her planet was a tropical one. It was as they walked 
that she suddenly realized that the environment was growing thick with fog. The girl did pay 
attention though, nodding her head in greeting before reaching out to shake hands. She 
didn’t want to take part in a war but she also had no idea she had these powers. She listened 
to her new master but soon paused in the start of fear. Her blue eyes shifted to watch him 
but then the fog rolled in thicker than it was. 
 
Iramulia drew a deep breath, unsure what exactly she could do. So, to start with she closed 
her eyes for a moment to listen. Just to observe. She was beginning to feel a strange 
outward power before she heard a small similar pattering of... wings. Yeah, there was 
another creature within earshot... to Rami’s it brought a homely feeling. It was as then on 
the farmer opened herself up. “So... Just deep breaths?”, she said to herself closing her eyes 
she followed the source of the sounds before she turned to look. Not finding a single person 
or creature in this fog he was starting to get close to where Tydon was seated for his 
meditation. 



 
Runes Tydon 
 
The fog around was beginning to clear up and the her ability of sensing was slowly spreading 
around her. As she kept this ability up, she would likely come across something unusual and 
alive. Whatever it was, it was large and hungry. Should she continue to use the force to 
sense for her Master’s whereabouts, she would likely be able to piece the image of what was 
coming closer to her. Sharp elongated teeth, jaws powerful enough to crush human bones in 
an instant, and lastly a hunger that clearly was searching for something to consume. As the 
fog cleared more, no longer was the rock that Tydon was on just a rock, but it moved and 
revealed itself to be a large head. Tydon however was no longer in the same position  but if 
she continued to focus on sensing his whereabouts, she would likely also sense her master a 
few yards away. 
 
Tydon had lured her into a trap of sorts but for the benefit of understanding how strong was 
her resolve as well as her ability to focus which could be the difference between life an 
death. He wanted to see if she was caught off guard, would she rely on her ability to believe 
in her herself, or would she go on guard? In any event Runal was watching her very closely 
concealed by the branches and leaves in a tree. He knew she had no weapons but her ability 
with the force earlier proved that if she needed to, she  herself could be that weapon. 
 
Meanwhile, Commander Darryell was going over a few preperations regarding this battle yet 
to be. Upon a Holo-screen, he and a few other commanders dressed in full military 
songsteel- armor were going over the plan of attack. “We will rendezvous with Tydon 0800 
after he has landed. During that time we will  have constant communication with him. Should 
our comms fail in anyways then clearly we must suspect either he was made, or the citizens 
of Korriban are hiding something. Once that happens team Red will be the first wave. After it 
will be team green and so on as we need more reineforcements. Once we the last of the 
Republic Forces have entered outer rim space, they will triangulate here for the final 
Assault.” The men nodded their head with their orders before the connection died out. The 
only thing to do now was to wait for tomorrow for the battle to begin. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Shae Darzu 
 
As she heard Arin’s voice in her head responding, she smirked. “Well pretty simple, really… I 
need you to get me out of here…” She stood up and began to walk, sensing that the 
Chancellor was being taken away. Security was all over at this point. As she made her way 
outside, she spoke inside her mind to him. “I need to go somewhere… and as I have 
gathered, you are the perfect person to ask. Not to mention that…” She stopped as she took 
a turn around a corner, watching security break out as they spoke about their plan to arrest 
Arin and his men. “I think you might need mine to leave this place in one piece.”  
 
To make her point, she attempted to show him a vision of the security men speaking, giving 
each other orders of how they were going to engage Arin and his men surrounding them on 
all entrances and exits. If she succeeded and he allowed the vision to enter his mind, she 
would speak again once the vision was over. “Think of all you can do when you have 
someone that can give you the advantage of foresight.” 
 
 
 



 
She let the offer sink in. It was not easy, she imagined, for a man of such power and control, 
to rely on someone he could not fully trust. To be completely honest, she did not have any 
reason to trust him either. However, extreme situations called for extreme measures. She 
needed to find the last artifact that the holocron spoke to her about. She needed to get 
everything ready for… it. 
 
As she waited for Arin’s answer to her offer, she found herself at the hall where they were 
taking The Chancellor inside a room for medics to assist him. Shaking her head, she held 
back the need to force choke the life out of the bastard. Damn fool had more luck than a Jedi 
with their lightsaber selection.… if they only knew.  
 
Deciding to walk away, she continued her path, making her way outside of the building. 
Taking a deep breath, she allowed her sister inside her mind. “Sister… he’s getting near us… 
The Jedi…” Shae hears her sister and sighed before she allowed her sister to see inside her 
head the visions and messages that the holocron had given her. She could sense her sister’s 
astonishment. She allowed the visions to repeat one more time before she then sensed… 
glee. Her sister was fully on board and ready to assist her in this quest. “Glad to see you have 
not lost your edge, sister.”, she spoke inside her mind, knowing her sister was more than 
ready to do her part, understanding that they both needed to work fast. “Get what you 
need, sister… Meet you soon.”  
 
With her sister’s agreeable nature, she then set her course towards Arin. One way or 
another, he was going to assist on her quest. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Bren Aquilia 
 
Aquila was guided out by Lieutenant Ashfield to the docking bay where the Blackbird was 
held. To him, at least they kept it in one piece and that all his equipment was aboard. 
“That’s quite a treat. Not a scratch, and everything is in place.” 
A smirk formed on the left side of Aquilia’s face, but it was one of amusement. Turning to 
Ashfield, he kept his arms at his sides. 
“I trust this op is going to be a big deal, Ashfield, especially for Skywalker. Fill me in on the 
details of what’s going on. I don’t like going in completely blind.” The tone was quite serious 
as it was part of a job, or a mission, to understand the situation with a briefing. 
 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
L-II-VII 
 
Nihilas system, few months ago. 
 
The command room and main office of the Lord General in the first planet of the system 
resembled more the throne hall of a luxurious palace rather than a part of the military and 
scientific installation that was the Citadel. A quite large room, paved with marble just like the 
walls. Its windows behind the desk giving a good view of the stars beyond, while shielding 
from the light of the scorching, bright yellow sun.  The rest of the room was filled with 
various grand furniture, and art: sofas, carpets, paintings, statues and shelves filled with 
various trophies and antiquities. Two men stands in the room: a middle-aged man dressed 
with withe pants quite some luxurious regalia upon a black and gold body armor, adorned 



with medals, chevrons and other military insignias of power, all under a long white coat with 
golden epaulettes and a gold crown shaped like stylized laurel. Behind him, a woman in her 
forties, with a similar outfit but black instead of white, silver armor adorned by a red sash 
across her breastplate and her head covered by a red and black peaked cap. She stands a 
few meters behind the man, hands crossed behind her back as he stares at the star-filled 
skyline, his arms resting on the desk, his mind lost in thought. 
 
“Lord General, are you sure this is the best course of action?”, the woman asks, breaking the 
silence. 
“Indeed, Colonel. We can’t rely on our secrecy alone to ensure the system’s safety. We must 
be prepared to face whatever threat could possibly fall upon us. Sure, since our foundation 
we never stop to develop and expand our defense network of both orbital and ground 
fortifications. Sure, the planet-wide laser webs can prevent any transport from landing or 
departing without our authorization. Sure, the genetic and bionic enhancements to our 
generations of troops makes them some of the most elite and efficient soldiers the galaxy has 
ever seen. But history speaks clear about the fate of those who rule with overconfidence… 
especially Palpatine.” 
“History is written by the victors. How can we trust information we got from a government 
built by traitors and terrorists? Come on, a single Jedi ensuring the rebellion victory in a single 
battle that doomed the Empire? Preposterous…” 
“Maybe, but whatever happened while our ancestors were constructing the citadel in hope to 
realize the emperor’s vision, to deny the supremacy of the Republic would be foolish. If 
there’s a power that’s ever going to expose our existence to our little oasis, it’s going to be 
them. Along with the Jedi. Of course, if we keep the near absolute secrecy of our dealings 
with the outside world it shouldn’t get too much attention from the Republic and the Jedi 
council, but we need to speed up our preparations for what’s pretty inevitable. For all we 
know, a republican fleet might be knocking at our door in less than few days… So yes, I’m 
adamant on giving these orders. Knowledge of the enemy is key to victory, and even if our 
technological and scientific advancements are peerless our overall understanding of the 
Force and the Jedi is still quite limited. Greenlight the operation. This, will be the heist of the 
century… but our prize will be knowledge instead of credits. We’ll not going to crack open a 
vault, but a temple.” 
 
Present day. 
In one of the many heavily fortified bases around the first planet of the system, dozens of 
soldiers and specialists are reunited in a briefing room. The final preparations for a blow in 
the beating heart of the Republic and Jedi order on Coruscant are about to begin. 
 

___________________________________________________________________________ 
 

Arin Justice 
 

Arin took a look around him. Regardless of what he’d done to save the chancellor, she was 
right in saying that he’d probably need her help to get away, or at the very least, he could 
use her help in future. He turned to his security, the people he’d called in just minutes ago 
now. “Time to go, and we’ll have a stop to make along the way.”, he said, as he walked off 
towards their speeder, the troops first watching his back and then following behind. It 
wasn’t long before the speeder took off, and they were making tracks towards the women, 
then even less time before they’d picked her up and flew off towards the spaceport. The 
news of what happened at the Chancellors office wasn’t exactly entirely clear yet, so leaving 
was just a matter of routine checks. They were off planet now. Who knew when they’d show 
up next.  
___________________________________________________________________________ 



 
Darth Veraduna 
 
Despite of Nillanthir’s calm and sincere disposition, Veraduna at first hesitated when he 
reached out with his hand... but now that she had asked the question, there was no way 
back. She had to see the Wound for what it was so she decided to allow it. As soon as his 
warm fingers made contact with her forehead, Veraduna’s sceptical glare and frown 
gradually faded away. Tips of dark grey eyelashes connected with pale cheeks when white 
eyes closed gently in order to see. Her still tense face would twitch slightly in response to the 
tingle that formed in her mind and ramified throughout the rest of her body, but at last, 
slowly by degrees, her expression softened under his hand as his energy flowed into her 
mind. Her chest softly rose and fell to her slow deep breaths as she gave into the feeling and 
let the echoing chant on the breeze carry her away. At first it appeared to be merely a sound 
or vibration, but soon it embodied the mysterious cosmic energy that continuously 
resounded on the background of everything, embracing all that is within and beyond ones 
perception, the core of the Force and existence itself. 
 
Her eyes moved rapidly around as her mind dived into different mental energies and images 
started to emerge in it. Mostly repressed traumatic memories of her own, forming a collage 
that started to zoom out. The little images would become harder to see, but from the new 
perspective they would make a pattern and once she stopped focusing on the details, the big 
picture showed a... staring face!! A shriek left her lips as her eyes shot open like she had just 
woken up from a nightmare. “GET OUT OF MY HEAD!!”, she screamed, though it wasn’t clear 
whether she was meaning Nillanthir, the Face or the images. That same moment her Sith 
Sword that seemed to have a will of its own, spontaneously flew towards her from under the 
supplies crate where it was hidden and appeared in her right hand. Her fingers curled 
around the hilt of the war blade as the left hand gently ran over its length like comforting it 
to calm down, before she attached it to her hip and removed her hands from it, slowly as if 
flawlessly mirroring Nillanthir’s flowing movements of earlier, making a gesture that showed 
that she didn’t intend to attack him with the almost sentient acting sword. 
 
Apart from the sight of the Face and agonizing pain, the encounter wasn’t unpleasant. In 
fact, this was exactly that peace her mind was longing for, especially in the hours before she 
had reached Thape when the lack of sleep started to cause issues. She would have done 
something about it years ago if she wasn’t a workaholic who had perfected the art of 
procrastinating taking care of her own health... but in the end it didn’t matter, her mind was 
refreshed now. Still, it felt strange. Not only because she couldn’t recall anyone ever helping 
her like that and if someone was helpful, they wanted something in return which she could 
smell even before they opened their mouth to ask for the favor. Not blaming them of 
course, she had become the same. In Nillanthir, however, she sensed no such self-serving 
feeling and that was rather puzzling. Even stranger was that the man was, judging by what 
she felt and the way he used his staff for support, dealing with a lot of pain both mentally 
and physically yet wasted effort on helping a stranger who was just caught pretending to be 
something different than she was. More than a decade ago she used to know how to find 
freedom in helping others rather than seeking her own gain, but that little naive girl soon 
died along with that ability and the memory of that feeling. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
From the way the azure eyes stared at her, she could tell that Nillanthir was a detailed 
observer too, though still a seemingly naive one. Her lips curled into a sinister grin. “Tick 
tock, tick tock. You’re not the only one on a timer...” Noticing Nillanthir turn, Veraduna met 
his piercing gaze with her own and spoke softly with a slightly cruel undertone, almost 
whispering as he stood close enough to hear her as well as to receive a punch which she was 
about to give, but only figuratively as she pointed at Shamila who just finished eating the 
injected meat. “If you hadn’t bounded with her, I’d take her back alive and safe... but now, 
I’m afraid, the only option left is to destroy her, because she’ll never bond with another. I’m 
sure you understand that it’s nothing personal. I initially planned to investigate the 
disturbance from my homeworld, but then the mix up happened and here I am. Change of 
plans. I’m heading to the Unknown Regions too... I must see... control... this aching hunger 
is... help me... I need to break the... No!”, Veraduna would shake her head as if trying to 
come back to her senses before continuing to speak. 
 
“You and your friends on the other Star Destroyer aren’t the only ones looking for answers. 
Look at you... the example that proves that this threat is indeed too great for one individual 
to deal with. Even the confidence of an Arkanian, which many would mistake for arrogance... 
the thing that the foolish Sith costed almost everything... has its limits. You made a 
connection with whatever it is out there so I contacted you instead of the others. Besides, I 
don’t like the vibe coming from them. The Jedi aren’t what they used to be and as much as 
their traditions could have used change, which I know better than most... but that’s another 
story we don’t have time for... the reform that I sense isn’t good. They think that they are 
doing the ‘right thing’, but what truly separates us right now is that we Sith aren’t convinced 
that we are ‘good’, we simply are what we are... and something tells me that the truth about 
the Jedi’s corruption and aggression will be exposed. There’s no way they didn’t feel the 
ripples and your pain or didn’t see you hurry in distress, yet they couldn’t spare a second to 
check if you need help or ask what you saw? How can someone be so apathetic... I wouldn’t 
mourn if those ignorant hypocrites were gone for good, but you’re some hero who wants to 
save the whole galaxy so go ahead and restore the balance in the Force... then the endless 
cycle of the Jedi and Sith slaughtering each other can continue. Whatever you do, there will 
always be killing and suffering. Why would you lose even a second on staying here and 
answering me? I did nothing to earn your help yet so why reset my mind? By doing so you 
may have robbed me of the opportunity to do it myself and learn from it. By helping others 
like that, you prevent them from growing stronger. You see, a lifetime wouldn’t be long 
enough to satisfy my curiousity so hurry wherever you have to, but if you decide to tolerate 
this ‘Sith’ doctor aboard, she’ll make herself useful. Going alone to the Unknown Regions isn’t 
exactly a fun trip, but I will if I have to.” Fear was creeping in her eyes, but it didn’t dim the 
determination within them. And there was more... a glint of desperation. This Wound could 
be the key to everything. To break not only the Jedi arrogance by making them doubt and 
leading them down a darker path, but also and more importantly, break the chains inside of 
herself that were taking a toll on her since she started to walk the path of a Sith... especially 
one certain chain, one cursed bond... Veraduna narrowed her eyes at her sword. Fight fire 
with fire and a wound with a wound... 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
RazielNillZerati: Could it be possible that since the Mandos were prophecized to die a slow 
death as a whole... that the name of the Mandalorians died.. but the culture and way of life 
evolved into a more Sith like way.. a faction tied to the Sith but different? Now the reason I 
bring this up is when I first started using the character Estuans.. there was an online group 
called the Dark Jedi Brotherhood. This group is still active today.. but when I joined, there 
were three primary factions. The Sith, The Krath and The Obelisk. The Sith were more about 
manipulation and power.. the Krath were mysical, rivals to the Witches of Dathomir.. and 
the Obelisk were essentially the military.. the SAS or Marines of the groups.. Now what I 
propose is that in response to the threat to the Galaxy, the Sith have called in the Order of 
the Obelisk.. a group resurrected from the remains of the Mandalorian culture imbued with 
Force Sensitives... and lead by Darth Arachnus.. 
EnnyRosenblau: Like an alliance? 
RazielNillZerati: Yes and no 
EnnyRosenblau: Sub faction 
RazielNillZerati: It’s more the Obelisks in this case will be a..... yes, exactly.. a Sub Faction of 
the Sith Empire. Since no one is stepping up to be Mandalorians.. I’m going to make them 
my own :P 
EnnyRosenblau: That is similar to what came into my mind too..... minus that Obelisk name 
and merging part 
EnnyRosenblau: Sounds good 
RazielNillZerati: You came up with that without even knowing what I know.... we think way 
too much alike lmao I love it!!! XD 
EnnyRosenblau: I just hadn’t worked it out in my head like that but yes, had a similar 
thought 
RazielNillZerati: You have no bloody idea how amazing it feels to have someone on this level 
of connection with me.. 
RazielNillZerati: Well... I suppose you do.. given the history we both have XD 
EnnyRosenblau: Same here :) 
EnnyRosenblau: Lol 
EnnyRosenblau: History of dating? 
RazielNillZerati: Alright... so as the de facto leader of the Sith.. the newly formed Obelisks 
will be at your command :P 
EnnyRosenblau: XD 
RazielNillZerati: History of interaction.. but dating too XD 


