CHAPTER 19.0

It was as if time had stood still for 10 years. 

He stood there, the most horrible and evil of Unholy Beasts; his face covered in her father’s blood, pieces of her father’s insides, parts of his vital organs, were hanging by the thinnest of left over, torn and ripped body tissue. His large form was very close to her, viewing her, he looked upon her with his vicious eyes, locking their hellish stare on her smaller, innocent form with the want of ownership and the need for control. He could smell her, she knew. Smell her fear and her flesh crawling as the very fact caused such a reaction. He will touch her, and a whole new meeting to the phrase ‘quivering flesh’ will be written forever in her conscious.

All the while she could only stare at the Darkness before her. She could only shutter and she could only breathe; those were the only movements she was capable of. She was 8 years old, staring deep into the eyes and into the black heart of wicked purity that had just murdered her loving and caring father for the sole purpose of obtaining her. It was all that mattered to him she could see in his eyes. He did not care for any one or any thing, for she was his sole purpose of existence. He would take her and show her the ways of darkness. And when the time had come he would erase all of her innocence from her being. She would become him, the ultimate form of evil.

It was as if time had stood still for 10 years, and it was only seconds ago that this had occurred.

In reality it was 10 years later. They were not where the Grand Library once stood, in the rear reaches of Rapier Manor, on the planet Naboo. She was not a tiny 8-year-old girl anymore. 

Yet, as it was back then and was now, they were for the moment alone, together, she had been running for her life, and he had her within his sights. And she was afraid, petrified from moving as he stared at her and although she could not feel his intentions thanks to the ysalamiri influence she knew those intentions all too well. 

Magus Prophet craned his head and said with deep worry in his voice, “You are injured. I told them not to harm you.” 

That voice, that sound, coming from such a thing finally snapped Juna Rapier out of her frightened trance just enough to realize that he was talking to her. She blinked rapidly as many realizations came to her and even though she knew the side of her body was cut, she looked at the nearly healed wound anyways. Blood had stained the dress around the tear.

“I promise you that those responsible for you injury will be dealt with, Juna,” he said very softly to her. Gone was the hard, deep, resonating with anger voice, replaced by a soft, quiet, resonating with kindness voice; a stark contrast when he tried to speak to her quietly long ago and failed miserably; it was as if he had practiced such a tone for the last decade and had perfected it. He bore an expression that was not a frown but a genuine expression of neutrality, however it did not help his cause that he had Human blood dried in streaks on his face. “I wish not to harm you. I hope you see that.”

Prophet took a step, and Angelleia drew in a sharp breath of realization, followed by ragged breaths of panic. He stopped moving, realizing that she was ready to run. Although his men were coming from the other way, and undoubtedly he would catch up with her, he did not want to take the chance of more harm coming to her. He held up his hand, motioning for her not to run. “Please. Do not be afraid of me, I care a great deal about your welfare. There is no need to run, I will not hurt you.”

Angelleia continued to shake, but became aware of many things. She was outside the ysalamiri influence that surrounded Prophet, so if she stayed put undoubtedly he moves closer to entrap her in it. Behind her there was nothingness slowly closing in on her position, indicating that the Vhinech she had lost earlier were converging to cut off her escape. She was literally in a corner; deep on the port side aft section she had only two ways to go; straight ahead towards Prophet or to her left and towards the Vhinech. Other walkways were only accessible by means of jumping insanely across a 50-foot space of nothingness with the lower level below some ten or fifteen feet below, riddled with metal equipment that had wires and transformers and pipes in the way that could make it a painful fall. She didn’t have the courage at the moment to tap whatever she had left in the Force to make the attempt.

She felt something familiar in her hands. She remembered that she had the Vhinech laser rifle. 

Panicking, she raised and Angelleia shot several times at Prophet. The blaster’s fire found his large form easily, scoring hits in the chest, shoulder, chest, abdomen, left arm, and chest respectfully in that order. She stopped when he took a step or two back and looked at the minute damage she had down to his tough hide; the weapon did not have enough punch to injury him let alone kill him. At best it burnt his clothing and redden his skin, but that was all. 

He looked down to inspect what was done, then looked at her with a pained expression. If it were anyone else doing that they would be dead by his hands. He would be in such a rage he would not have stopped until he knew no blood was going to flow from the remains. Instead he kept his poise and calm; still a surprise to him regardless. Prophet did not even go for his lightsaber, or use the Force to remove the weapon from Juna’s soft hands. Peacefully, he said, “There is no need for further foolishness. You could possibly hurt yourself and I do not want that to happen to you. Please, if you desire keep the weapon, but come to me and I will safely remove you from harm.”

Angelleia kept her weapon up and began to move to her left very slowly. Prophet began to match pace. “It is futile, my Juna. There is no reason to resist. I have you where I want you.” He reached deep down to make himself sound more Human. “Don’t do anything that isn’t sane.”

Angelleia dropped the blaster and let her hands fall down to her sides, all the while she kept her eyes on him and backed up. She could hear the Vhinech now, their footsteps pounding on the metal of the long catwalk behind her. She stopped, waiting, seeming to them as if she were giving up.

Prophet stopped as well, still on his catwalk, as the feeling of someone familiar was drawing near. It was Sarch; the Vhinphyc hid his thoughts extremely well, but his scent carried all too easily. He hid his smile, for everything was going to plan. He looked at Juna, and at the same time he slowly moved his right hand to his lightsaber. “You must forgive me, my Juna. I do not wish you to see this.” He gave the Vhinech moving in behind her a nod…

Only twenty feet away, the lead Vhinech raised his blaster rifle and took aim, prepared to stun her from behind…

Angelleia reached into her robe folds, pulled out the lightsaber she used to cut the hole in the floor to escape, ignited it, spun around quickly, and cut through the catwalk. The whole section collapsed downward, sending the Vhinech tumbling to the bottom level below, one of them hitting the power transformers and burning from the high voltage energy running through the lines. Angelleia was on her way too, but at the last moment she used the Force to jump across and grab hold of the dangling catwalk on the other side, losing the lightsaber in the process. Slowly, she began to climb up it.

Prophet made a move towards her, then spun and blocked Enothchild’s white lightsaber blade from cutting him apart. 

Enothchild felt the Force leave him, return, and leave him again based on Prophet’s relative location to him distance wise. Noting briefly the strapping around the Vhinech’s waist before his dark blue Jedi-like robe closed, it was clear he was wearing the same ysalamiri carrying frame on his back just like the space troopers. He also noted Angelleia’s precarious position, and began to press his attack the best he could. Prophet had all the advantages here and knowing him like he did Prophet wasn’t going to let them go to waste.

Both behemoths clashed blades again, locking them, and Prophet sneered at Enothchild and said, “Still feeling weak from our last battle, Vhinphyc.” Prophet augmented his all ready incredible strength with the Force, and with just pushing knocked Enothchild back uncontrollably for dozens of steps. 

Enothchild regained his footing, and once out of the ysalamiri influence used the Force to stop himself. Whipping his blade around to prepare for more, he said, “Nah, it’s your breath, Prophet, it does it to me all the time.”

Prophet’s eyes caught something out of the corner, and on the far side of the cross walk he could see Muriel Thahada and a Twi’lek in Jedi garb reaching Juna’s position to attempt some form of aide to the world leader trying desperately to reach safety. Enothchild then charged again and slashed high for Prophet’s head, switching his focus back towards him. Prophet blocked it…

And for the next few frantic, panic filled seconds Enothchild was doing all he could to barely block everything Prophet threw at him. From their encounters before Enothchild knew Prophet was never blessed with any speed naturally, while on the other hand Enothchild had trained for speed style fighting; Nadja figured it would have been too simple and too obvious to opponents given that he was a Vhinphyc to be trained in a more physical, strength-style fighting technique so fighting with speed would be unexpected. 

So the Vhinech Magus, an absolute short range and in one’s face bruiser fighter, used the Force to correct the weakness when speed was needed. Everything changed now whenever Enothchild got close; the Force would leave him, and Prophet would appear to be moving in a blur. Enothchild thanked the Force for two things mentally: for the creation of the lightsaber and the fact Prophet was a large being; without those elements, Enothchild admittedly could not see him to keep up.

As the two giants fought, Ros slid down to the surface of the crosswalk and peered over the damaged edge down at Angelleia. When she looked up, he smiled and said, “Greetings, your Highness. Ros Ofcheck, I’ve heard a lot about you.” He stuck his hand out and tried to use the Force, but he couldn’t sense her.

“I’m within the influence of the ysalamiri,” she said back, still pulling herself up, using what footing she could gain with the small grating holes that made up the plank of the walkway. Judging by his face it seemed as if he was trying to grab her with a Force grip. “Can you reach further?”

“I’ll try.”

Muriel looked over the side as Ros reached more down. “Juna, where’s the others?”

“I split from Cessa and Deannta, and I don’t know where-.”

“LOOK OUT!”

From underneath, one of the Vhinech Angelleia had sent below leapt up and grabbed on to her foot. “EEEEKKKKKKKK!!!!!! HELP! I’M SLIPPING!”

Muriel whipped around to her right, aimed, and fired a shot dead between the Vhinech’s eyes. The Vhinech fell, but in the process still managed to make Angelleia let go. Right at the last moment, Ros jumped down, grabbed her by her hand, and at the same time locked his toes around two supports holding up the guard railing. The Vhinech’s body stuck a transformer and this one exploded, causing the main bracing strut holding the rigging in which Angelleia, Muriel, and Ros were on to buckle and sway. When it stopped moving, Ros’ toes dislodged off the supports and he began to fell…

Muriel leaped and caught his feet and quickly sat on her ass, using her weight to stop the progress and planting her feet against the supports. She couldn’t see anything, so she yelled, “JUNA!”

“I’m HERE!”

“I still got her!” yelled Ros, straining as some of his blood dribbled down his arm from a wound opened up by jagged metal piercing his forearm, making his grip slippery. He tried to pull her up, but the metal was still in his arm cutting him up. He only had the strength to hold her. “I need you to pull me up, Misses Arnes! I’m losing my grip on her!”

“Hold on!” Muriel planted her feet squarely again and with her well-built arms began to pull Ros up. She heard the Twi’lek give out a yelp, then grunting the rest of the way.

Across the way, Magus Prophet continued to bat down on Enothchild Sarch. Given the conditions of the scene, there was no way to change positioning between them on the narrow catwalk without committing too much to accomplish it. So far neither man did that, especially since Enothchild could barely afford to. They kept the movements up tempo and light in contact: down, down, up, cross right, cross left, slash, slash, overhand hack, deflect back and repeat.

Unlocking blades, Enothchild backed up, and then hopped back and said in accusation, “You’re toying with me. This fight should have been over with minutes ago.”

“You doubt yourself so easily?” Prophet let a little grin form on his face. “I would not have expected it from the likes of you. Then again, you are a Vhinphyc. It does not surprise me for one moment.” 

With that, he lunged at Enothchild and they tied up with hands and blades. Wrestling with one another, their struggles began to damage the surface they were on with either their bodies bending the railings or the lightsaber blades slicing into anything metal. Prophet faked a horn attack and Enothchild reared back and backhanded him with all his muscular might, making the Vhinech backpedal and in the process just about took Enothchild’s arm off with his lightsaber in the process; his lightsaber cut through the Jedi’s robe inside out. Planting his feet, Prophet shot out his hand and Enothchild was hit with a telekinetic wave that sent him back.

Prophet then looked across the way at the situation and saw Angelleia’s dilemma. “JUNA!” The monster squatted down and leapt all the way across, just avoiding being killed by Enothchild’s lightsaber at the last possible moment; Enothchild had recovered, ran up to him quickly, and only cut down through Prophet’s robe in the back. He landed right behind Muriel with a hard thud, and the structure swayed from the force of impact created by his momentum upon landing. Muriel slipped her hold on Ros, but found it again. Holding on, she became increasingly aware of the fact that Prophet was slowly coming up behind her. Stealing a glance over her right shoulder, the giant was right in her face.

“Ah shit,” said Muriel with a gulp, fighting the fatigued in her arms and silently cursing the terrible situation she was in.

“Perhaps I can be of assistance,” he said with a sneer. His large hand grabbed her by the back of her neck hard…

The sound of painful grunts brought Prophet around to stare at the mid level entrance way. One of his warriors, one of the non-ysalamiri Vhinech, had been thrown to the deck and had bounced to a stop. He was torturously still alive, but barely recognizable as what subspecies he was let alone identification. His limbs were broken and bent into unnatural positions, and it appeared that his intestinal tract had tried to escape through his mouth.

“YYYYYOOOOOUUUUU!!!!!” He looked to the voice, and in the doorway now stood Naressa Rapier, her eyes bright suns of hate, and purplish electricity dancing all over her beautiful frame. “You are one dead son of a bitch!”

“Really?” Prophet let go of Muriel’s neck, and the red head could breathe again. He slowly walked around the catwalk to where he could face her. “Your powers are no match for me now, Dark Goddess.”

“Is that a fact,” she mused. Naressa flicked her finger on her right hand, and suddenly Prophet’s ysalamiri backpack fell off his body. He looked at it very quickly and went a little pale; Enothchild’s cut had missed him, but had killed the ysalamiri. Watching Prophet snapped his surprised look back at her, she frowned wickedly at him. “It is time to end this foolish game.” She held up her hands. “And it is time for I to send your Soul To HHHHHHHEEEEEEELLLLLLLLLLLLL!!!!!!!!” 

When she finished speaking, she brought her hands down there was a tremendous upsurge of both power and anger from her. An unbridled and unrivaled rage that could only be satisfied with blood, and Prophet could see that. He bore down, ready to strike, and with a deep breath he roared at her as if he were a demon 5 times more his own size.

Prophet leapt at her, and Naressa hit him with her most strongest currents of Force lightening, reaching down into her darkest depths of hate and just unleashing her power with wide eye relentlessness. She was not going to stop to gloat over her superiority over him. She was not going to give Prophet a chance to beg. No foolishness or ego trip displays of ignorance, she was going to fry this bastard until nothing was left, not even ashes. She could maintain the discharge and contain it’s affects to only harm him directly, so the rest of the energy did not affect the others or cause more damage to the all ready buckling supports to the catwalk. It did not seem as if the Twi’lek could see what was happening, or feel her due to him being under the influence of the ysalamiri field, but it would not matter. Naressa wanted Magus Prophet Dead!

Dead!

DEAD!

“DDDDDDIIIIIIIEEEEEEEEEE!!!!!!!” 

Prophet progress halted in mid flight upon impact, and he roared thunderously as the energy literally was passing through him like a blaster bolt would through paper. Parts of his flesh began to melt were the Dark Side energy made contact, and burned his clothing and skin back where it passed completely through him, charring and cooking the dense muscle and heavy tissues in the Vhinech’s body. He fell to deck on all fours as his pain receptors fired and kept firing, seemingly doubling and tripling and quadrupling on top of the previous rate of agony with each quickened beat of his heart. His organs wanted to burst, to fail, to shrink, to freeze by the bitter cold of the Dark Side; the side of the Force he fully believed in and trusted was turning and being used against him.

The Dark Side was his ally. Juna was his destined mate. He would not just take this torment and love it! He will only Love JUNA! Yelling, he called upon his darkest desires of his heart and of his soul. His need to have his mate in his arms, safe, and away from the goodness of people that poisoned her mind with thoughts of hating him. They purposely kept her away from him. He wouldn’t let them stop him from loving His JUNA! Propelled by his undying rage, he began to make his move.

Prophet pushed himself up onto his feet, growling and snarling the entire time with the effort. Blood began to dribble from his nose and ears and eyes and mouth and fingertips and any other conceivable opening no matter how microscopic in size. The energy traversed between his horns as if they were live wire conductors, the purple energy strobe lighting his face as the separate energies clashed together. He took a step forward towards Naressa, and then another growled filled step. His arms grabbed the rails next to him, his grip tightening around them in convulsion and causing the pipes to buckle.

Neither of them relented in their struggle, and the fight looked nowhere near ending.

Enothchild took the opportunity Naressa gave him and readied himself to jump down below and actually catch Angelleia if she fell until he looked all the way across to the starboard side. There, on that far catwalk, stood a tall, female Vhinphyc in a green jump suit filled with gadgetry…

And a main line anti-personnel battery cannon; she was pointing it in their general direction. All there directions!

“NO! DON’T SHOOT!” he yelled at her.

Prophet turned his head in time to see the Sleeper, just aiming her rotating blaster at no one in particular. Using all of his strength to untangle his injured body from Naressa’s onslaught, he turned and jumped over the railing and on an angle towards Juna…

Enothchild leapt down as well, looking to intercept Prophet like a missile and deflect him away…

Naressa saw Prophet going for Juna, and unleashed another hailstorm of energy before he went into the ysalamiri influence, so filled with anger she ignored the warnings in the Force. She wanted Prophet so bad she could taste his blood in her mouth. She wanted Juna to be safe from him…

Helle’anglotov’vesil watched Prophet dive, and pressed down on her cannon trigger. The hail of blaster bolts cut into the crosswalk and through it, causing the rest of the structure to buckle and give way. As one of the main heavy bearing struts came loose from the chaos, it fell and punched through the atmospheric control center, slicing through an air regulation chamber…

BBBBBBBBBOOOOOOOOOOMMMMMMMMM!!!!!!!!

Casper was running down one of the corridors when the explosion occurred ahead of him, and quickly he threw himself to the floor as a fireball roared over his head and down the hall. Quickly, he pulled out his miniature breather and just got it in his mouth as the ship’s main computer automatically sealed off the area with bulkhead doors behind him, closed off the air ducks, and the fire suppression system became active and unleashed oxygen-depleting gases. 

Teary eyed from the gas, Casper closed his eyes and tapped the Force to guide him; since he was above the ysalamiri influence he could do it. He reached a blocking bulkhead, extending his senses beyond it. There’s no fire, but a lot of smoke he thought. He ignited his lightsaber and rammed it into the bulkhead, using all his strength to cut through the foot thick metal plating. Although not a blast door, it was still took an effort for him to cut through. Halfway through the process, the ship violently shook and shuddered, and Casper was thrown into the wall, and then thrown back against the opposite wall. 

Cutting through the wail of the sirens, an automated message began to play and repeat over and over: WARNING! ENGINE REACTOR BREECH! DESTABLIZATION OF NEUTRINO EQUALIZERS COMMENCING! UNABLE TO REGAIN CONTROL! ESTIMATED TIME OF FULL REACTOR BREECH: 10 MINUTES!

In the Millennium Falcon, Dizzy heard that with his tie in with the ship’s computer and immediately ran into the Nubian cruiser; not far, only to the nearest computer terminal. Reaching it, the starshipwright called up the engineering menu. Selecting a status report, it detailed everything wrong. “Whatever that explosion was, it ripped the internal mechanics apart! Frak!” Dizzy started working the keyboard, trying to gain some more control of the computer in the attempt to override the current, malfunctioning fail-safes. “Come on, come on!” 

Each time he did, the Royal Nubian Crested Seal came up to tell him, due to the boarding situation, he needed a Royal Nubian code; in other words, he had to be Queen Angelleia to unlock the computer controls. Furious after a half dozen attempts, Dizzy yelled, “OH come on! I don’t have the time to have sex change and species reassignment surgery! Give me clearance, smeck it!” The computer finally locked him out completely. Finally he pulled out his blaster and shot it. “SMECK YOU!” 

Dizzy ran back inside the Falcon, and was tossed to the floor as the Nubian vessel shook. Getting up and running over to the auxiliary bridge station, he called up the sensor readings on the vessel he was attached to. The cruiser’s reaction control thrusters were firing randomly hard, causing the whole put together mess of the cruiser, the three V-Haulers, the Vhinphyc’s ship, and the Falcon in a free-fall like spin where the thrusters would jolt them into another direction as conflicts with the ship’s course correction software caused the RCS quads to fire. The shuttering and bone jarring hits, though, was courtesy of that energy shield from the Vhinphyc ship protecting them all from the Trade Federation’s destroyer fire; the shield was solid, but it’s harmonics had a terrible quantum shift variable and when the Mess shifted hard in any direction, the shield would take its sweet time catching up to maintain its shape. When it caught up, the Mess would hit the shield and like the weapons firing upon it on the outside the Mess would deflect off the insides of the shield, causing damage.

Again, from his terminal, Dizzy tried to crack through the Nubian database and again he failed. Frustrated to his limits, he could only think of his wife and his friends in there under incapacitation by bulkheads coming down to contain the fire and maintain structural integrity, possibly being burned alive if they were trapped in the cruiser’s engine room. What if they were unconscious? What if they were calling him right now and couldn’t get through?

Unable to take it any longer, Dizzy ran to his utility closet and pulled out his emergency repair kit and miniature air support mask. He was going to go in and do what he could.

Suddenly, his comlink came to life. Enothchild’s voice came over it. “Dizzy? Are you there?” It cut out for a moment, and then came back. “Come in.”

He pulled out the comlink and yelled, “Bantha Head, am I glad to hear you! Where in the hell are you!”

“In engineering.”

“Hey if anyone else is there tell them to get lost. There’s a reactor breech.”

“I know,” there was a moment of hesitation. “Tell Casper to get down here. There’s so much debris down here I can’t sift through all of it. Worse the ysalamiri influence is strong here.”

“Casper’s all ready left here some time ago. I tried to get him to stop.”

“He’s on his way, I’m pretty sure of it.”

“What about me, Enothchild? I can come down.”

There was a rumble, and the static over the comlink got worse. “No, we need you at the ship. Is there anyway to override the system and enact the anti-radiation field around the reactor core?”

“Sorry, I’ve tried. The whole system is locked up.” 

There was a noise that came over the comlink that sounded like a sigh. Finally, Enothchild came back. “Dizzy, stay put. Stay as long as you can.”

“Wait! Sarch!” The connection went dead. “Blast it.” 

