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Part vii: ARCOH GENARIK 

Lambda Construction Station, Storage Area Corridors 

 

As one does more and more military work, one learns to wait. One learns that patience is a virtue 

and that the lack of it may get you killed. Arcoh Genarik knew this, yet she hated the fact. While 

her teammates could seemingly turn their minds off as they waited, hers remained active and 

pondering, exhausting her and distracting her. Especially now. She had lost count of the seconds 

since Jak – no, Lieutenant Noraal, damn it – had disappeared around the corner to scout for 

guards, but it didn't feel like seconds anymore. It felt like hours. Why did that bastard Joon have to 

call her up at the exact moment that Noraal had proposed he scout himself instead of sending, oh, 

say, Green? If that call hadn't distracted her, she would never have let a superior officer scout 

ahead. What was he thinking? That he wanted to be more like General Pressin? 

 He's soft in the head, she thought to herself. All men are. But he was Jak Noraal. She didn't 

care if he was softer than a Quarrenese sponge. Her sergeant's knees, all reinforced with armour 

and steel, still turned to jelly when she saw him. She wanted to be strong in front of him. Assertive. 

Instead she sounded bitchy and bossy. Maybe Joon was right about her. Well, so what if he is? 

Screw him, she thought. Which was exactly what she had done. But only to get Jak's attention, 

which hadn't worked nearly as well as she had hoped. But why in the name of all that is good 

would I choose to sleep with Joon? She had asked herself many times. Maybe you just like him, a 

voice said in the back of her head, making her shudder. She didn’t like the misogynistic bastard. 

Not one fucking bit! But he was easy, which had served her purpose. Man whore, she thought to 

herself and removed her helmet. It was getting stuffy. One of these days she would have to fix that 

breath mask element. 

 “Gone too long,” Kavilo whispered suddenly close to her ear. She jumped slightly – she 

hadn't seen him coming and gave herself a silent reprimand for that. “Should go look.” He jerked 

his head in the direction Jak had disappeared. 

 “No, Green,” she whispered back. “We have one of the explosive charges. We can't get 

caught with it, they’re crucial to the mission.” She sighed. “If he doesn't come back, we continue 
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on. He can catch up.” 

 “Eniki1,” the Rodian said tonelessly and pulled back, squatting on his heels, the explosive 

charge he was carrying hanging from a strap on his back next to his rifle. She looked around and 

saw Akels kneeling, eyes closed, behind a crate. For a moment she could swear he was humming, a 

low drone, but then it was gone again. By the corner where they had entered the storage area 

Salbaaka squatted with his back to her, peering around the corner to see if they were being 

followed, his jagged-edged sword resting smoothly against the red-gold fur on his back. 

 “Something is out of balance,” Akels mumbled from behind the crate. He opened his eyes 

and used his staff to support himself as he got to his feet. Then all of a sudden the shrill, pulsating 

sound of an alarm blared through the corridors. 

 “Fuck it,” Arcoh spat and looked at the Quarren. “The Lieutenant?” 

 “I am uncertain,” Akels replied calmly. “But I sense danger. It is close.” 

 “Fucking right it's close,” she snarled and got to her feet, rifle at the ready. “What else is 

new? Cover me.” She edged up to the corner where Jak had disappeared and peeked around it 

muzzle first. At first she didn't register anything, but then she saw a hand pop out around a corner 

further down, and then something round and metallic rolling her way. 

 “Grenade!” She threw herself back to get some cover, but then remembered the explosive 

charge Kavilo carried. If that was caught in the blast... “Green, watch the…” 

 She almost didn't have time to panic before everything exploded into a world of red pain. 

                                                 
1 “Okay” in Huttese. 


