CHAPTER 109.0
The meanderings inside began to equal the doom tension that was exhibited upon the Orpheus from the outside. The Trade Federation finally destroyed the last MerCon-Vhinech controlled Dreadnaught that anchored the Orpheus' failing defenses. It's weapons and maneuverability drew fire from the battleships before, making the strategists behind the automations that swarmed them to think and plan ahead and change their standard tactic package. Now gone, the battle became an absolute one dimensional feasting to satisfy a gone on too long fasting. The Trade Federation approached the Orpheus at near full strength like virus cells seeking the last healthy cell in the wastelands, and like those virus cells they seek to break the outer shell to reach the nucleus, for victory for viruses and warships was the center, where it all began and where energy gave life to everything. The outer most shell was the deflector shields, and the acids of laser cannon fire and the minor parasites of proton torpedoes had finally chewed holes through it so the Trade Federation may feast on and satisfy some of their hunger for destruction, laying way for the reactor which lied in the center of mass. Like the lone cell it was, the Orpheus fought back with whatever it had left, and like such things with so little left it was going to die slowly and to the end, such as it was based on the laws of survival. Such matters are equal inside as well as out, not only because of the compromise from the outside, but for the other viruses that injected themselves in the cell that the MerCons had to fight off in vain.

Enothchild fought and fought through the most than anyone partly because the MerCons blamed him for the Sith's murderous rampage; both didn't know. As he grew near towards his destination it became less and less of a hassle, however, for too many MerCons were dead or dying as a result of the attacks by the Trade Federation, and fighting off the winning Trade Federation became a higher priority for survival; soon, he knew, it will become every person for themselves; self preservation was the first rule of any nature. Like the others, like Dizzy, Muriel, Ros, Casper, Sidious, Maul and Naressa it was whoever happened to cross his path. His encounters eventually forced him on a much different path; through the center of the ship to avoid carnage and wreckage for he had no time to clear it, and finally he had reached the level he sought and walked quickly straight through towards his final destination.
Enothchild entered the auditorium, and quickly he took note of things in line with his sight; a figure of darkness bent over and downed and unfamiliar person, and beyond that Casper laying unconscious in distance. Immediately he forewent what the feelings that drew him here in the first place; it was Juna that was now in trouble for surely the one who downed the Padawan Learner was the creature in black. 

"Get away from her, whoever you are!" yelled Enothchild. "I mean it!"

Even though she knew he was coming, and knew it long before she even left Korriban for Enothchild would have never forsaken Juna no matter what Juna would ever do, Naressa couldn't keep herself from gasping upon hearing his deep voice. This was going to be a shock to him, no matter how much Jedi composure he may have right now and even for the years to come that are the rest of his life. He was going to react because she was reacting; deep down inside she demanded herself to cry because they together had lost much whether he knew it or not.
Naressa stood up, turned, and faced him. And yes, at first he didn't quite understood what he was seeing but finally, he reacted when he heard her say, "It's all right, Enothchild. It's me. Naressa."

Enothchild did indeed react: he was stunned, holding his mouth open not after she spoke and showed herself in her dark, evil clothing and white skin and such yellow eyes, not because it just made a new complex problem of trying to sort out his feelings for Juna much more complicated, but because she was alive. 

That was all. Naressa was alive. He could feel her now; different, but it was her. Much of his stomach rolled as the questions that pertained to her was so overwhelming it nearly made him faint. Every one of them went away when one became so vivid in his mind, a question that related to a startling revelation by Nue Cadabel days ago that was nearly but not quite as shocking as this; no, this surpassed that. "Naressa?"

She smiled just a little, only a little because she didn't want him to think about them for too long. Surely he had tons of questions, but the shaking and pounding the Orpheus was under was reminding her that this wasn't the time or place to have such a painful and delicate conversation. "Yes. Yes, it's me. I know this is a shock." Her senses told her of approaching persons, and she turned towards the other direction….
Muriel leapt through the doorway with her blaster ready, taking note of Enothchild right away. That surprised her enough and brought a smile on her face. But then her purple eyes tracked on Naressa and at first her blaster was pointing at the unidentified person. "HOLD IT!"

"Muriel, get your ass over here! Juna's hurt!" Naressa demanded, and turned to Enothchild. "Snap out of it. Go help the Padawan."

Enothchild looked between Naressa, Juna, and Muriel. Muriel, on the other hand, stared at Naressa's bent over form and lowered her weapon slowly. Dumbfounded, she heard the voice and shook her head. "Naressa?" she questioned. 

"Muriel," said Enothchild finding his voice again, moving towards Casper, who laid between he and Muriel. "Muriel, get over there now!"

She finally put her blaster away and ran, along the way turning on the medical sensors and software through her wrist computer; she past Enothchild without expressing a look or getting one in return. Enothchild bent over to examine Casper and Muriel slid down beside Juna.

The red head was opposite of Naressa, on Juna's right side, and when she came to a stop she looked at her counterpart for a moment. The moment of pause was needed for her to reconcile what in the hell she was seeing. Naressa finally looked at her, and another moment of locked eye contact passed between them. Only this time it wasn't really confusion like it was between Naressa and Enothchild. There was a sudden growing of disrespect between the two friends, who at times were at odds in the past over Juna's well being. What hurt the relationship now was respect.

"Please," Naressa begged of her. "Help her." It was her way of saying that things were going to be explained later. Muriel doubted that everything but was going to be explained, but realized that it had to wait nonetheless. She activated her scans… "Don't touch her, Muriel. She's in a Force enhanced coma."
"Okay," said Muriel, and carefully waved her armored left hand over Juna's body slowly, her eyes finally paying attention in order to avoid contact with Juna and read the scan's incoming data. She was grateful in the warning; her hand was unexpectedly tingling as it over just mere inches above Juna's form and the tingling actually hurt, vibrating the bones in her hands, wrist, and arms; the sensor energy fields were designed to not do it, so the Force coma Juna was in was the only explanation. With her low Force sensitivity it didn't matter; when Juna went through such a coma ten years ago, Muriel's hands burned and bubbled, a phenomenon that not even her armor could protect her from. She surmised now that much worse could occur with contact given that Juna was older and stronger.

After some time and analysis Muriel said, "She's lost way too much blood. Her palettes are breaking down from exposure. She's swelling into one big bruise." She shook her head in frustration. "I gotta get her bandaged up. We can move her…"

Enothchild, using the Force to arouse Casper to consciousness, heard that and said, "If Naressa is right none of us can remotely touch her."
"We can get a stretcher!"

"From where?" questioned Naressa. "And who of us can move her onto it. You don't understand if one of us even grabs her for a second we could possibly die." Muriel turned her head in disgust; yes, she all ready knew that. It was a high risk, one that gave no percentage of success whatsoever. Even if she sacrificed her life to save Juna, a stretcher was going to take time. "Her bones aren't broken?"

Naressa's question broke Muriel from her silence. "She has some breaks, but none in the neck or back. She can be carried out." Naressa smiled and that unnerved her. "What?"

"Fate has dealt us a great hand this day." She nodded towards the doorway, and just as Muriel and Enothchild looked, in ran two familiar faces. One was Ros Ofcheck in the lead, the other was…. "ARNESS!"

Muriel was just as euphoric and screamed, "DIZZY!"

As the Jedi and Sullustan came to a stop to take in things, Enothchild even felt the great shift of luck in their fortunes and said quiet gratefulness. "Dizzy!"
"What" Dizzy took a look behind him, turned back, and said with a chuckle, "No need to shout my name. Everyone knows how great I know I am."

Muriel was all ready running as he spoke his sly, smart aleck remark of self importance, grabbed him by his scrawny arm at the wrist, and said in a rushed voice, "I need you" and pulled him nearly out of his boots. "Now!"
"Whoa, Honey, you know I don't work that fast," he chimed jokingly to ease the tension of the shaky situation; sometimes sexual innuendo does that, or so he thought. Anything to loosen the death grip she had on his delicate appendage. "You see, this is what happens when you don't get any loving regularly and" and his large eyes laid upon Naressa "and whatdawholleypholleyholycrolydigglydoocrapwhadafrak" and his voice became a high pitch squeak along the way, and his progress towards his destination stopped when he planted his frightened feet down, bringing his much stronger wife to a jerking stop. "EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEKKKKKKKKKK!!!!!!!!!"
Ros was a bit perplexed during the moment, having seen his Jedi Master and good friend had made it to the party, but that was snapped finally by Dizzy's rather non-macho squeak of dire fear. What growing need to attend to his Padawan Learner and Enothchild ended with it and he was quick to re-evaluate the situation that caused such a terrifying response from such a daring daredevil of a former smuggler that has probably seen it all. He saw Naressa, for the first time ever apart from some of the holo-stills there were of her, but he eventually and finally felt her. 
His first instinct was to grab his weapon; never was Prophet so filled with dark power, nor was there so much evil that came from such an obvious dark side entity.

What stopped Ros from pursuing his fears any further was Enothchild's strong hand upon his arm and not anything Naressa did against him. Sternly, as Ros looked back at his mentor, Enothchild said, "Help me with Casper. It's all right."

Ros was about beside himself with his growing eyes, but it ebbed when he saw Casper on the ground again. "Casper! Damn!" He crawled down to his knees to look him over.

Enothchild couldn't blame Ros for his reaction; he had the same response when he met Naressa for the first time ten years ago. And it took time to realize, when he got to know Naressa and understand her motivations, that what he felt wasn't exactly what Naressa brought to the table. But there was a part in his mind, though, that also brought a sense of anger towards himself, for with her miraculous resurrection where was Naressa the entire time all of this sorry mess was happening? It was one of those questions that burned his mind, hard to put out with anything except the fact they were still in grave danger. If they all died, then the questions became just as extinct as the Vhinphyc race.
Naressa noted and ignored the fears of Enothchild's former Padawan and said to Dizzy to break his fear, "Dizzy, please, help me." She gestured towards Juna in front of her. "Help my Gessa."
"Gessa?" Dizzy mumbled quietly, and then looked at Juna as if looking at her for the first time. He didn't recognize her at all, and he realized now how bad it was. "Ah man, Minx!" He let loose on the brakes and began to drag Muriel now over to Juna, pulling the red head down with him as he crashed landed on his knees beside Juna. "Ah no! Nah! Nah, is she…alive?"
"Barely," said Muriel truthfully. "She's in a Force coma, like ten years ago."

Dizzy looked between Muriel and Naressa, and then back at the two Jedi conscious and the Padawan barely coming around. He understood the ramifications, it was as clear as a Hutt's intentions on a 0-100 split in the Hutt's favor. But never before had he been so right about doing something; the fact that he went against his wife's wishes was truly a blessing in disguise, for without that one single act every single entity besides him in the room would have been made worthless in saving Juna; not to mention that the silver lining in it in the long run if they survive this was he would have bragging rights for months over his Sticky Buns. 
Ros was right in his assumption. For Dizzy Arnes, Forceless Dizzy Arnes that was good at times and great only when it counted and made those with more power or more intelligence or just more of anything else look terribly weak, insignificant, and quite frankly worthless piles of Hutt guano, was the only being amongst them that couldn't feel the Force.
It was that rare occasion among all others that such a fact was indeed a good thing.

"I get it," interrupted Dizzy with a head nod. "I got it, Red. You want me to carry her out of here because none of ya can touch her." His big gray tongue wet his purple lips, and with some pride he adjusted his vest like so to silently imply how right he was in the first place about coming. 

"That," said Muriel, and from out of no where from her being came all sorts of First Aid supplies, "and patch her up for transport." She shoved the stuff into his hands. "I can walk you through it; it's got to be done. 
He looked at it and mused, "Now wait a parsec, I don't make you strip down the hyperdrive motivator to turn the fuses one-one thousandths of a degree, and I don't go playing doctor on a lady unless it's something gynecological that I'm married to."

Naressa reached over and grabbed Dizzy's full hands with her own and said, "I trust you, Arness." He looked up and into her yellow eyes, and she could see in his large black orbs that he was looking past what she looked like on the outside, what he felt through her cold touch, could hear in her voice. "You would never do Juna any harm. I have had faith then and for all these years. I do now."

Dizzy smirked a little, and her hand squeezed his hands in further assurance. "None of us would harm Juna," he suddenly blurted out, and with a tight face he said, "All right, talk me through this so I don't, like, end up putting her ear where her eye was or something."

Muriel put an arm around his shoulders and gave him a kiss of confidence on his cheek before she began to walk him through the steps, doing so in a quick, hushed voice. Naressa with reluctance stood up and felt some obligation to check on the others in the now group of seven.
While things occurred around Juna, Ros joined Enothchild on Casper's right side at times with his orange eyes looking at the Sith Maiden, distracted by her presence; because of what he felt from her and because she was alive. 

Enothchild gave Naressa one more look, put his questions aside, and looked at Ros and said, "Focus." Ros looked at him. Enothchild eye gestured Casper. "He is your focus." When the Twi'lek nodded, the Vhinphyc continued. "I'm a bit drained. I can't be sure of my prognosis."

Ros nodded, tapped the Force, and placed his hands on Casper's chest, but it was obvious before he did that through the young man's strained breathing that a rib or two was broken, and upon scanning his sternum was heavily bruised. He pulled down on the Padawan's tunic and tore open his brown undershirt to get a good look at his chest. Finished, there in the center of Casper's chest, was a black to purple spot about the size of one of Enothchild's hands. Given Magus Prophet's strength on top of his size, the bruise was more than likely just as deep as it was wide; the build up of fluid and blood compressing against the heart, heart muscle, ribs and lungs.
"Smeck," Ros breathed out. "I wasn't fast enough. I should have been here for him."

Before Enothchild answered, he realized for the first time since he arrived that there wasn't an account for what happened to Casper. Juna was obvious in explanation, and that momentarily pained him; he saw what Prophet did to her and felt the same way Ros was feeling right at that moment. Looking at Naressa, who was talking to Dizzy as the two and Muriel hovered over Juna, he doubted very much she had anything to do with it. He looked around again, and when Naressa conveniently shifted to her right he spotted Prophet's decapitated head. For another moment a fresh round of a thousand questions flooded his mind; Enothchild knew Naressa was powerful, but for whatever reason he never, ever expected her to be that powerful.

Remembering himself, Enothchild said to Ros, "I'm learning, yeah I'm still learning, you can't dwell on such things. It blinds you to the solution. And it's too easy to fall for it." He put a hand on Ros' shoulder and said, "Casper wasn't going to wait for you because Prophet was too close to doing more harm to Juna. Would you have wanted Casper to just stand by and let it happen?"

Ros looked at Enothchild, and he really looked at him for the first time under the circumstances. Ros finally shook his head in agreement. Enothchild said, "Poodoo happens, Ros. But Casper is still alive; the only regret that can occur here is if you let the circumstances that led him to this fate keep you from saving him."

A moan escaped the young man's lips to draw the two Jedi to look at him. Casper suddenly awoke and strained out in a wheeze, "P-Prophet." He tried to sit up and immediately failed, and both Enothchild and Ros were quick to help lower him. "M-Mas-."
"Don't try to talk, Casper," Ros assured him with words and a pat on his head. "Focus on breathing. Concentrate on the Force. We're going to do what we can to help you."

Casper coughed and he didn't seem to listen to what was said the first time. "I…tried…"

"You DID your best," Ros said with a small smile that not even the shaking environment around them couldn't displace. "Just concentrate on healing. Master Enothchild and I will get you out of here." Has the last word left his mouth, the exhale came out in a foggy, cold induced breath that confused Ros and Enothchild at first. A shadow passed over the three…

"I could heal him, if you let me," said Naressa, just now arriving after leaving Muriel to show Dizzy how to patch her Daughter. "He is weaponless, but still useful. The more of us there is, the less there is of failure."

Ros looked up at her with some clear annoyance in his face that Enothchild was going to persuade away, but then Casper's breathing seemed to get suddenly labored and stressed. They turned towards him, and to Ros' dismay his Padawan was very pale, sweaty, and stared off wide eyed in shock. 

"Casper! Casper, relax!" Ros demanded. The young man was now hyperventilating; practically impossible to suffer such a condition when hardly any air was getting in to him in the first place. "He's going catatonic. Casper, we're going to have to put you in a trance. Do you hear me?"
"No time, let's just get it done," insisted Enothchild. Both Jedi placed their hands on head and began to channel their energies into him, using their familiarity with his mind to intermingle into his panicked thoughts to calm him, and their wills to ease him into a healing trance. For all they knew as they eased him into the trance Casper was going into shock.

All they had to do to discover otherwise was to follow you blue eyes to what he was actually looking at. It wasn't at the ceiling.

Naressa knew that all too well. 

Just after she spoke, Casper looked at her and her Dark Side senses felt a great, hidden fear from within him bubble quickly to the surface of his mind. It was a pure fear that was readable as his eyes absolutely locked on to hers; and it was as hard as any unshakable target lock, one where a starfighter was on top of its target tight and at point blank range. And as she looked on with her eyes, her eyes that could see anything, she could clearly see that he knew her. Although they never met before.

He didn't know what exactly what she was, but he had seen something like her before. 

Far away………long ago……she could almost see where without having to go into his mind…..it was in his eyes………a swamp………a tree……..a cave…..
Casper's blue eyes finally fluttered closed, and because of that Naressa's Sith Maiden eyes picked something else that floated between them. No one else saw it, but then again no one else was as immersed in the Dark Side as she was. One by one, one after another, elements linked so deeply to the Dark Side wiggled and squirmed and floated and swam through the Force. With this new, troubling development, Naressa let herself drift further into the abyss.
The world around her faded into darkness and everyone seemed to become just mere silhouettes compared to her save for some light that existed within them; the Jedi were bright, white lights; Dizzy and Muriel were slightly dimmer, while Juna was a pure shadow; the lights of the others barely shinning from under their mortal forms. In this realm, only Darkness existed in real solid substance; all that was of the Dark Side was not transparent as anything else.
The objects were words; spoken words, and through her ears Naressa could hear them….

…[No winter……No autumn…No… Summer……No spring……]
It was becoming what she feared; ancient voices; words spoken in the Vhinphyckian tongue…
[…No sleep……No star……No moon………No water…No land……No mountain…]
A voice that spoke, never heard in thousands of years. A dark power…

[No fire……No ice……No lightening…No rain……No hail…No sickness………No acid…No conflict…]
It was just a different planet, but location didn't mean it was less powerful or just so insignificant. Eyes glowing, she watched the words just continue on their journey around them……
[No dagger……No knife……No sword……No mace……No rod………No one……No few……No many……No battle…………No war…]
The words finally reached the deep black vessel in the room; a vessel with a fading blue fire that burned ice…

[No army……No enemy…………No death.]
[No Death…]
[No Death…]

[No Death…]
The words rekindled the blue flame and it erupted anew. All the while the words continued to cycle through and through. The fire heated the vessel, and when it did the names etched upon the body of Magus Prophet in the form of tattoos glowed in the same eerie light. Beyond the surface, underneath that layer, was more names.
More souls.

Not just the thousands he had killed, but billions! BILLIONS! Billions of souls inherited from his Dark Ancestry; those of whom which could only have been passed from the Dark Vhinphyc Overlord himself; she suspected it lightly for she didn't know for sure, but the evidence now was too damn overwhelming to discount. The Vhinphyc just didn't mess with nature; they unleashed a child whose seed came from a Soul Reaper. It was what Naressa had expected, but to her growing horror it was being proven…

[No Death…No Death……No Death……]
A name would fade away…

[No Death…]
Another. A third, and a forth. But they were drops in the bucket compared to the rest of them. So many names. So many souls. Awakened with the fresh deaths, given purpose by Prophet's undying obsession to possess Juna. One by one from the billions the lighted names vanished, but in their place was a growing energy that continued to build and build and build and build and build and…

The souls alone were not alone. Although, to many that was Force sensitive, Juna was imprisoned within, separated from the Universal Force, the pulsing of power that began to grow within Prophet had similar Force signature properties that Naressa associated with her Gessa as an after thought. As the energy pulsed, the names upon and within his flesh pulsed in unison, so did Juna on a completely different level of the Force. It existed on a different plain of reality, one that was hard to even peep into. Naressa focused, and finally her observations and reservations were confirmed all along; with Juna's presence and power, Prophet's obsession was the binding thread between them, and so long she lived he was forever empowered by her darkness. Indeed, truly only Juna's hand could end such terror, but unfortunately for them Juna wasn't conscious, and such power to destroy Prophet, to stop him once and for all, carried far too great of consequences; for Rune awaited for that moment if she hadn't taken roost within Juna yet.
Within the realm of Darkness, the flashed together like pulsars in the abyss. Linked as one by curse and destiny….

Naressa re-entered the real world, and no one around her seemed to notice that she was spaced out; staring at what looked to be helpless Prophet remains several feet away. The dark magic of the Overlord, rooted in the Dark Side of the Force, resided in the Beast, and that alone made him nearly invincible, but Prophet's Object of Affection put him on that immortal pedestal so long as his Affection didn't become his Bane; and a Bane Juna was. It was clearly a power Darth Sidious was seeking, but alas the Vhinech beat him to it. For that, this was neither the time or place to test her beliefs to see if she was wrong; there was no telling how much powerful Prophet was going to be when he awaken, or when that time of resurrection was going to come to pass. Again, she didn't want to find out.
She said as the Orpheus rumbled from another Trade Federation attack, "We got to get the smeck out of here."

The Orpheus shook violent right on cue and debris dribbled down upon them and particles and pieces. Reflexively, Enothchild and Ros hovered over Casper's body, and Muriel did the same for Dizzy and Juna. 

When it passed everyone sat up and Enothchild said, "Yeah, no question!" What was lost in the discussion was that fact Naressa wasn't referring to the attack upon the Orpheus. "Muriel?"

"Almost ready," she called out, looking at Dizzy finishing the wrap on Juna's head; the most vulnerable area of wounds to infection. "Not too tight. Swelling might set in."

"I got it," said Dizzy nervously, taking the mending strip off and running the adhesive once over the rest of the bandaging. "Got it!"  With that he began to anxiously slip his arms under Juna to carry her like a husband would a wife through a threshold. Muriel was there quickly to remind him to take it easy upon standing up. Dizzy stood up with a grunt, took a step back, strained, and then finally said, "I got it. Really I do."

Meanwhile, Enothchild looked to Ros and said, "I'll carry Casper. Take the front guard."

Ros shook his head, and from his built he produced Enothchild's lightsaber. "Casper's my Padawan, I'll carry him. Here."

"Ros, I'm in no shape to fight or argue." Enothchild took his lightsaber and clipped it on his belt, but he still grabbed Casper. "Take the point and let's get going."

"I got the point," demanded Muriel with her blaster coming out. "Two people guarding the injured and Dizzy will be more effective than one."

"If we encounter trouble," said Enothchild with doubt.

"There will be people soon trying to get off this tub. There will be fighting."

"That's why we take the first ship we can find," insisted Ros, who stood up with Enothchild as the Vhinphyc cradled Casper in his hands. He looked at his Master and said, "With your leg messed up you will need your hands free."

Dizzy objected. "Now wait one damn minute, we're not leaving my ship!"

"Dizzy, the Falcon is how many levels down?" asked Ros, now a bit agitated. "We don't have the time! No ship is worth all our lives!"

"I beg the differ, Tails," said Dizzy, insulted. "That ship is our ticket out of here."

"What about Helle's ship?" asked Muriel out of the blue, and that elicited a deep frown from Dizzy's face. He couldn't believe what she was suggesting.

Enothchild said, "I got that ship wedged into this ship. If I call for it, it will rip this ship apart to get to us."

"May I say, once again, we're not leaving my ship!" Dizzy yelled. "I'm taking Juna there right now!"

"Dizzy, come on, we may have to be reasonable about this," suggested Enothchild.

Finally Naressa stepped past them and gestured for Dizzy to follow her. As she walked slowly, she turned around to look at the others and said, "I'm taking point. You," she said to Ros, "Take the rear. Muriel the middle with Dizzy and Enothchild. We will be going to the Millennium Falcon. If you want to debate it further, then I suggest you stay here and die. As for myself and my Gessa, we'll be leaving now." She turned right back around and walked normally with Dizzy right behind her. They rounded the corner and from the hall her voice came back to stir the rest to follow. "The choice is yours."
Muriel finally began walking and said to the others, "I guess that closes the argument." It wasn't long that Enothchild carrying Casper was following along and Ros grumbling to himself a little was also following along. She couldn't blame Ros really; she too would have major reservations about Naressa for a whole lot of reasons.
The thought was broken by the sounds of crunching metal. At first the trailers thought the structure collapsed ahead of them, where Naressa was leading Dizzy and Juna, and so rushed ahead to catch up. What they found however was Naressa with her right hand up in front of what appeared to be a craved out hole. But it wasn't; through the Dark Side, Naressa had cleared a ton of debris out of the way to make a clear passage that was once blocked. Dizzy carried Juna through the other side and Naressa said over her shoulder to the others, "About time. Hurry through. We're on our way to the pressure balancer."

"The balancer," questioned Muriel. As she spoke next to Naressa Enothchild followed the Sith Maiden's advice while Ros gawked at it all as he strolled through.
"Yes. There's no one there." Naressa began to walk through with Muriel at her side; the others waited for them. As she walked, the debris began to collapse behind them. Although Muriel took quick steps to get the hell out of there Naressa just took her sweet time and safely made it unharmed. "We can reach the lower levels without incident."
"But we can't get all the way down," reminded Muriel; she never bothered to ask why Naressa knew so much about the ship. Of course it was just one of those questions that had to wait until later.

"That's why I said the lower levels and not the entire way. We'll be lucky if I have to take care of a few people beyond Level 50. And make no mistake; we cannot hesitate for a second in anything."
Naressa finally got passed Dizzy to take the point again and said flatly, "Kill or be killed. Those are the only options." She looked back beyond the junk and trash and debris that filled the hold, and for her ears could still hear the chanting. "Let's hurry. We're running out of time."
Another shake of the ship stirred the others hard to follow Naressa's advice. They walked quickly for that was they could do; Juna was actually more than Dizzy could handle, not all alien species were stronger than their Human counterparts; besides, it was a Sullustan's eyesight and hearing that gave them the edge. For Enothchild carrying anyone wasn't a problem it was trying to move quickly with that bad leg of his. If they did have time, which they didn't, he would have had Naressa heal it or make it as good as it could possibly get. No question in his mind that Naressa was stronger than before, hence why he didn't object to her taking the point at all.
It took no time at all for them to reach the balancer chamber, and they were greeted by the near everlasting view before them that was the very top of the chamber working structure. A wind, the stirring of air caused by the opening of the sealed hatch upon their entry, blew hard into them at first but then passed through their hairs like a continuous breeze on a brisk autumn day.
Quickly, Naressa looked around and lead them towards a wall hugging stairs that lead to the level below. On the way down, Muriel pointed out through a elevated voice, "Some of these levels only have ladders to the next level!"
"We'll then just bypass them and go into the adjoining halls; there are lowering ramps to the next levels not far from here," assured Naressa.

Behind Naressa, Dizzy asked, "Couldn't you teleport us all down to my ship?"

Even in the noise Ros heard it. "Teleport?!?"

Naressa had no time to explain it to the Jedi Knight, nor did she want others to continue thinking that possibility. "Arness, I can't. The way Force teleportation works is that I can access the Force energies within others, no matter how small. If it's blocked, like Juna while she's in a Force coma, I can't. I've tried before, and that's how I lost Juna momentarily." She stopped the explanation there, before she could say 'how I lost Juna momentarily after I screwed Darth Sidious from obtaining her'. 
They reached the next level down quickly despite the known variables that kept them slow in movement. The next level came and went, the next level came and the next after that. They reached a secured off gate ward, but the gate just flew off it's hinges once Naressa saw it and moved it out of the way beforehand with her mind, causing it to sail quite a ways before it floated downward and striking the metal deck below. The descended again quickly down the steps, and just as quickly they had to steady themselves as the Orpheus shook from another barrage. This was a bit of a problem for old Dizzy, who's hands and arms were full of Juna. Naressa turned and seemed to want to steady him, and Muriel behind him was ready to follow suit, but the Sith Maiden refrained herself with hurt on her face. Muriel quickly took the hint and pulled her hands back, using them in their held up manner to wish nothing go bad now.
Dizzy, though, was quick to keep his balance and when it all stopped shaking he said with a grimace, "I take it I'm like a leper to Force users now too."

Naressa nodded slowly and said to him, "Like an exposed live paralight cable." She wasn't certain for sure, but it was too risky to chance the possibility that those energies were or weren't coursing through Dizzy. He wasn't feeling anything, no effects, but that didn't mean anything at all.
"Well, this won't be the first time women couldn't stand to touch me," he half joked. "Just so long as there's no affects from prolonged exposure."
Naressa didn't answer and turned away to get them going again. Dizzy then asked again as he walked, "There's….like no affects, right? I mean, that whole jazz about little bits of Force in folks….I'm in that category right?" When she didn't answer, he pouted, "I love Juna to death, but….but just tell me my penis isn't going to fall off? I….I can live without an ear. Or my arms." He mumbled and muttered for a few more levels.
"Nothings going to fall off," Naressa assured him finally when they reached a level with no more stares going down. Then she mumbled, "I think."

"I heard that!" yelled Dizzy. 

Everyone came to a stop in movement and in conversation when they noted the choice of travel Naressa was going to take them through. There were no more stares to take, and there was no door that took them back into the shell of the ship. On the side of the ship they were currently at that was. The other side, on the other hand, offered both an access hatch and a fresh flight of stairs. All they had to do……was cross the over the black doom of the sightless bottom below by crossing the narrow accessory bridge that connected the service platforms, a walk that had no safety net of any kind save for another crossing bridge like it hundreds of feet below and stretched across the metallic chasm for hundreds upon hundreds of yards. Calling it a bridge was…well, insulting bridges; given that it was a meant for menial service work, it was more like an elongated balancing beam with it's nearly foot-wide walkway and low railing that seemed more suited for catching one's self from falling on the way down then using them for handholds. 
Ros, Enothchild, and Muriel stopped right beside Dizzy and gawked at it, each one with their own way of expressing a reservation as Juna and Casper remained mute on the subject; although the two young people may have had such opinions about the situation as well. Dizzy's left eye began to flutter, Muriel looked at it side long, Enothchild's mouth worked around, and Ros' head tails curled so badly it made him look like he had a bun hairdo. 

Naressa took a few steps on it, turned, and right at the moment the entire super vessel shook and the others feared she would fall. She didn't even loose her balance as she asked, "What?"

"Well, no offense Naressa," began Enothchild with a clearing throat, "I don't doubt you, Muriel-."

"Yeah, right," Muriel mumbled when he mentioned her name, and once again the ship shook violently to remind them all of the lethal potential of such a crossing.

"Ros and myself would have no problem crossing this." Enothchild looked down at the top of Dizzy's head. "But Dizzy on the other hand…"

The Sullustan gulped hard and loud and he said quietly, "Mommy."

"Ah," said Naressa, and just skipped right off the bridge even as the Orpheus shook again from being attacked. She reached the group, walked behind Dizzy, and from there she proceeded to tear off a strip of cloth from her leather skirt; not easy by no means for a normal person, but they watched her do it save for Dizzy. The piece was very wide and long. "I have a solution to the problem."
"Oh good. For a minute there you had me worried," Dizzy chimed in relief.

Naressa took the cloth and covered it over his eyes, blinding him, and tied it off like a blindfold; all the while, she never physically touched him. "There. Now, listen to my voice and start walking forward."

"Ah….what?" Dizzy questioned as if Naressa had just began eating a poodoo sandwich. With his hands full with Juna, he couldn't take the blindfold off.

"NOW!" Naressa's voice thundered and echoed off the walls of the chamber. Immediately, Dizzy shuffled forward. "That's right, Arness, not so fast but don't stop. Head up, and keep your eyes straight ahead."

"This is insane!" barked Muriel, and it wasn't before long her Husband was taking an uncertain step on the bridge with Naressa speaking softly to him. "You'll kill them both, Naressa!!"

And at first both Enothchild and Ros thought it was insane. But then in moments they exchanged looks, grinned just a little, and Ros said honestly, "Nah. It's genius."

"I'm impressed," said Enothchild, and he began to hobble towards the bridge. Muriel followed right behind Enothchild, putting her blaster away in her built in magnetic blaster holder just under her left arm. "Got to remember this, it'll come in handy."
"What, putting a Forceless fool on narrow plank with his hands full?" questioned Muriel, aghast with Enothchild's change of heart.

"No, Muriel," added Ros from behind. "Taking away the element of fear. If Dizzy could still see, then the fear is continuously compounded. By blinding him, all he has is memory to go by."

"So?"

They all heard Naressa continue to talk to him, and although the ship shook a little Dizzy was quite all right, showing no hint of losing balance. "Don't you see? Naressa more or less hypnotized him. In his mind the bridge is there, but it's not shaking, and he really isn't looking down."

"Jedi Masters often employ the trick on their Padawans who have a fear of heights," said Enothchild.

"But Dizzy is Forceless." cried Muriel in worry.

"The Force is an extension of one's self. If you fear heights, then the Force will amplify that fear. That's why, for starters, the one who is in fear doesn't use the Force at all and doesn't know the changing conditions. They rely on the trust they have in their Master, an extension of their faith in their selves. The Master in turn will have them walk on three inch round fence tops only an inch off the ground, and then he'll change the landscape while their blind."
"Don't you have anything close to that in your Guardian training?" questioned Ros.

"Somewhat," admitted Muriel, and quickly she caught herself from falling as the ship shook again. "But we didn't carry dead weight in our arms. That worries me." She cringed after she said 'dead weight'; not good luck to say such things, especially so near to Juna.
"At any rate, it's working on us all." Enothchild motioned with his head to his right, and Muriel looked that way; nothing spectacular, until she then turned and looked behind Ros; they were half way across the bridge. "We made it this far."

"Have faith in your husband, Muriel," said Ros calmly. "I don't think he'll fail."

Muriel finally sighed and said quietly, "I don't want him to. It'll kill him one way or another."

Far ahead, Naressa heard that, smiled just a little, and said to Dizzy, "You're doing just fine, Arness. You're very brave. So brave."

"Are we…..like there yet," Dizzy said nervously, licking his lips. "I need a breather."

"Almost," she purred in his ear. "Just one foot in front of the other. That's it."

"You know," Dizzy chuckled out nervously, "this isn't the first time a chick blindfolded me."

"Really?" Naressa knew he was trying to make some conversation to ward off what nervousness was trying to seep in.

"Yeah. Long ago before I met Muriel. On Tatooine. She like blindfolded me and said 'Now, are you ready for your surprise?' and I nodded and she said 'here it is.'"

After a few moments of silence, Naressa curiously asked, "What was it?"

Dizzy shook his head and said, "Don't know. But I think it involved her leaving quietly with all my loose credits; she took my pants too." Naressa tried not to laugh as he continued on, saying in regret, "I sat on that bed for 8 hours waiting."

"Well, I won't leave you hanging in the dark," said Naressa with some joy in her voice instead of darkness. "We're almost there, I promise."

Three-quarters of the way to the other side, the upper platform of the chamber erupted in flames after another incredible shock rolled throughout the ship and shook them. Muriel was first to overstate the obvious. "The hull's been compromised! Naressa! Hurry!"

A twisting metallic, wrenching sound began to rumble from above where the flame were, and the whole structure behind them vibrated with a new, unlikable feel to it. It was followed by creaking. Then groaning. 
But both Naressa and Dizzy seemed oblivious to it. The others though began to wonder, and all of them felt some stirrings of doom coming from the weakening structure behind them. 

There was a sudden stuttering-like sound, and once again the upper platform was a washed with flames. Following the popping of ears that came and went and to the horror of Enothchild, Ros, and Muriel when they looked up, a Trade Federation droid fighters exploded through the fire, burning as well and almost nothing as far as pieces went, and struck the wall near the damaged platform, exploding even more. This started the horrible event of one level coming loose from the pillars holding it and dropping down onto the next level. The level held for a few moments, and then the weight was too much for the support struts. It gave way, fell on the next level, paused, and then gave way, fell on the bottom level, paused even less, and fell……

"Ah-" began Ros…

"Sheeee-," slurred out Enothchild……

"NARESSA!" screeched Muriel. All three together began to hurry as fast as they could, but they were held up by Dizzy and Naressa, who weren't moving fast enough. In fact, they seemed oblivious to it as if it were their imagination.

"Just a step at a time, and hold your course," assured Naressa calmly to Dizzy. "Don't stop. I'm right behind you."
Just as she finished the debris was coming hot and hard, down towards them all in flames, and before the worst was going to happen Naressa turned around, looked up with eyes shinning bright, hands out, and everything that came down towards them seemed to hit a wedge and traveled around them, parting the sea of debris that threatened to wash them all away; not even a cinder nor a spark nor a nut or bolt was missed. The Force Wedge was so intricate in redirect the flight of objects it avoided other critical vulnerable points of the superstructure that could cause harm to their progress in the near future.

There was still the other side that was collapsing, but suddenly that came to an abrupt stop too after Naressa's body floated off the bridge, hovering over it some ten feet from that surface, and one hand now gestured towards the last of the struts holding the stacked levels from continuing their downward descent.

Naressa looked down at the others staring up at her in awe and said, "Don't just gawk, get the smeck across!" As they did begin to move, she spoke to Dizzy again, and her voice seemed to carry although she spoke softly and quietly has if he was right in front of her. "Relax now, Arness. Almost there."
"Good," said Dizzy, 'looking', although blindfolded, over his shoulder to speak to Naressa who was not really there. "You know, this isn't all too bad when you're blind." He was indeed almost there; the ledge was only steps away….

Above them all the sounds of metallic whips begin to echo against the walls of the balancer; the support guide wires were snapping off their secured bolts in the superstructure near the explosion, mostly due to heat and wear. Some dragged pieces of wall or ceiling or mooring, swinging wildly about, sometimes in flames. At that point none came close but it worried Naressa too easily…

Then to Naressa nothing else was a problem although it still was in reality; the Dark Side told her of a fast approaching hate that was too damn familiar. A light gasp escaped her black lips and she began to look around…

From the flames above one of the guide wires emerged with a smoke trailing it, but half way in its pendulum swing, and an incredibly suicidal swing at that, the smoke gave way to reveal Magus Prophet. Alive. Well. And his quickened swing heading for….

"LOOK OUT!!!!!" screamed Naressa, almost losing her concentration and thus her hold on the wreckage that threatened to bring their lives to an end.
Indeed, for his swing's end was the very level in which Dizzy and the others were just now walking on. Prophet released himself from the wire near its swinging apex, and through momentum he traveled like an ungodly missile towards the group that had trailed Dizzy throughout the crossing….

Naressa went to stop him, but then those elements she held up and together shook inside her mind and forced her to refocus her strengths back on the most important priorities; she nearly fell from her elevated position. Due to a bunch of factors such as mass - these weren't library books - and the distance in which she had to cover in order to hold it all taxed her, and it was just enough to let some of those things slip through her focus like fingers unable to grab a oil slicked hand railing. Like those wet fingers her mind kept grabbing and grasping and desperately trying to collect all she could, but another Trade Federation barrage shook the entire Orpheus, and this time Naressa felt the power of that vibration in her head…
She held pat to most of it, but not all.

The bridge began to waver and go, and everything happened very quickly. Dizzy was safe with Juna on the floor. Muriel ran quickly and jumped for safety, hitting the edge of the landing, slipping a little, but at the last moment finding handholds in the grated flooring to keep her from falling. Ros used the Force to jump and execute a flip and landing over Enothchild to get in front of him. Enothchild shoved Casper into Ros' arms, and then with a gesture used the Force against the two Jedi just as the bridge broke apart; he Force shoved them to the landing hard. Enothchild began to fall with the bridge and disappeared from the other's views……

Prophet missed Dizzy by mere inches when the Sullustan bent over at the waist to put Juna down to rest. Still blindfolded, he remarked as Prophet passed over him, "Boy, I'm glad that's over."

Prophet rolled a few times and finally stopped when he struck the far wall. Not having any time to check on the others what so ever, Ros set Casper down, pulled out his lightsaber, and leapt at his rising form, actually flying by Dizzy as the Sullustan stood back up…. 
The impact against the wall left a dent, but Prophet just turned around unaffected by such a hard, bomb-like impact and with the lightsaber Naressa had tossed away after she had defeated him - Juna's lightsaber against him earlier in the day - he stopped Ros' attack. They locked blades, and Ros had a good look at his adversary and paused; compared to the Magus Prophet he fought on the Royal Cruiser, this one was radically different in appearance but it was the same, evil creature.

Meanwhile, Naressa released her hold on the wreckage across the way to refocus her energies to help the others. What caught her eye immediately was Prophet who looked slightly different than the creature they all knew, right up to when she removed his head from his body in vain. Gone was a reddish skin, replaced by a true gray sheens that grew darker around where his tattoos were on his over exposed body; he only had pants, boots, and a belt for clothing. And to call his tattoos such now was not correct; the tattoos that were the names of the Vhinphyc he killed were now scorched earth-like burns in his flesh; literally as if burned in by an engraving tool, like a cutting torch to a plate of metal, scribing a name deep into hull metal. His red eye glowed with his power, just as brightly as the lightsaber that she had now realized in error she had thrown away.
Naressa readied to hit him with Force Lightening, but held up for Dizzy and Juna was right there, too close to Prophet, and now Ros was rapidly rushing over to prevent catastrophe. She lowered her body from her aerial advantage and was about to say something in shout and warning….

But stopped when she heard whispers in her ear from the Dark Side; encouraging words for a change. She feared nothing here now; not for Juna's safety for the moment. Oddly, things were going to be good in that regard. Odd, yet the Force was saying 'let it pass'. And she would let it pass, for her eyes looked down to find Enothchild holding on with both hands to the end of the bridge, hanging on desperately. Focusing, she began to use the Dark Side to help him back up to the landing, all the while using the rest of her abilities to maintain the levels on their side, keeping them up….

As it went on, Ros shouted at Dizzy, "DUCK!"

"What?" questioned the blindfolded Sullustan and Prophet's lightsaber whipped right over his head in a failed attempt to kill him; Dizzy ducked a little when it passed. Ros drew the passing blade towards him. "Hey, Ros, what gives?"

"For crying out loud!" Ros had to stop shouting to block Prophet a few more times as they fought each other, circling both Dizzy and Juna as if they were dueling moons vying for their planets attention. "Pick Juna up! Get out! RUN!!!" Ros flipped back from Prophet's very quick strike, then moved inside quickly and came right, left, right, from high, low, and from the right again before Prophet knocked him back.

Dizzy finally took off the blindfolding strip of leather and saw Prophet's big, gray, burned word back, as well as the telltale horns. "Shiwalahoola!" The monster was alive!
Prophet heard him, saw him, and quickly spun with a back hand attack…

Dizzy dropped to the floor, hard on top of Juna, to avoid the attack.

Ros came in quickly, but not quick enough to catch Prophet off guard. He tried to lure the Vhinech away, but his foe wouldn't budge at all from where Juna was even as Dizzy did everything he could to pick Juna up or just move her by dragging her by her arms. Prophet would step near or around, and a few times tried to kill Dizzy by a swinging lightsaber after pushing Ros off, or by trying to kick or stomp the smaller male, and a few times he had to stop in order to keep from stomping Juna into the metal plate…

In one of those times, Ros clipped Prophet's shoulders. The impact sparked and the smell of burnt flesh reached the Twi'lek's nose. However, Prophet didn't even react to the damage like he did before, or like anyone else would have. He just continued with a pure look of anger expressed on his face, his fanged teeth a bright white that was in startling contrast to his gray and black flesh.

During Dizzy's eventually discovery of his situation, Muriel pulled herself up finally, saw what was occurring, and from her armor pulled out her formed to fit Guardian blaster. In her crouch she took ready and steadied herself to aim at her intended target, but could not fire as Prophet moved too quickly for a clean shot and Ros too often got in the way; not the Jedi Knight's fault because the Vhinech would not separate himself from where Juna laid. She cursed under her breath, "Damn it, stand the smeck still!" She flipped a switch with her thumb from the kill setting to the full discharge setting; a one shot setting that depleted the blaster's entire power pack. "Give me your torso! Show me a broadside shot! Come on, come on, come on!"

Enothchild's feet finally found the ledge thanks to Naressa's influence…

Ros batted Prophet's blade aside and flipped, twirling off to the giant's side to hit him with a wide saber strike…

Prophet just gestured at him, and Ros flew away in his spinning motion, tumbling and skipping across the deck. Prophet then snapped his gaze back behind him, just as Dizzy had Juna in his arms; his arms wrapped her body under her armpits. He growled at him in disapproval….
"Mommy," whimpered Dizzy, and gulped down hard as he began to drag Juna. Prophet started stomping towards them both… "No! You get away from us! I'm not letting you touch her again!" He reached down to grab her by the leg, but Dizzy just tugged again to pull her away. "No!" Prophet would snarl and snap his mouth in disapproval. "Get away, Jaws!"

Enothchild took out his freshly given to him lightsaber and ignited it…

No. Let him.
Enothchild, and with a look across he saw that Ros was ready to charge as well, but Naressa's thoughts had stopped them both suddenly.

Let him.
At the same time as well Muriel seemed to hear it based on her reaction based on Enothchild's observations.

The only persons that didn't get that message were Dizzy and Prophet. Dizzy backed into a wall and pulled Juna tightly against his chest and never realized as he shouted that the others were just watching. "NO! DAMN IT! NO!!!!"

Prophet just ignored Dizzy completely and figured to just remove his Juna from the weaker being's uselessly weak limbs. He reached out and grabbed Juna by her arm…
It was like a match was dropped in a pure hydrogen gas filled chamber. Juna's Force-enhanced coma was the match. Prophet's Dark Side Force signature was the gas. Naressa had warned him, but he did not listen. He did not heed the warnings at all, for indeed his obsession blinded him to the fact. Naressa was right; his obsession would be his undoing, that Juna was going to be the death of him. Sidious as well, for in truth Prophet didn’t' see it coming.
In a sudden combustion flash of purple-blue flame that burned from the inside out, Magus Prophet attempted to howl in pain but all that came out of his mouth was a roar of flames. He was covered in it instantly, from head to toe, and it just burned out of every conceivable opening or vulnerability there was on his person. So covered was he only his shadow within, metaphorically the shadow he was in the realms of the Light, betrayed the agony he was in. 
Despite all that, Prophet did not let go!!!!!!!!

In cold shock, Dizzy just stared on in horror as the flaming Prophet just held on and burned, and yet no part of Juna was on fire. His advantage point showed clearly more oddities of the Force in work as only Prophet's flesh burned but not his clothing. It destroyed any notion of chemical reaction he knew by heart, for only Prophet's damned soul was all it would burn, and when it burned the flames were bitterly ice cold and made Dizzy's large teeth chatter with its Dark Side radiance. 

But, damn it to Hell, Magus Prophet would not let go!!! He didn't pull anymore, but he held on and on and on and ON!!!!!!

Enothchild seen enough, and with his lightsaber he forcibly removed Prophet from Juna by cutting off his arm at the elbow and then with a strong gesture he used the Force to knock Prophet away a considerable distance, which Ros followed that up by using the same tactic to knock him even further. The incident did some very extraordinary things that came close to topping such a bizarre event. The flames that burned both Prophet and severed arm eventually fanned out quickly. Prophet's arm that still clung on to Juna's body, a black chunk of brunt up meat, flaked and finally dissolved into incinerated, useless dust.
Smoking and steaming, Magus Prophet struggled to rise up to his feet, turned, and presented his burnt and scar form. His hair was burned off, his eyes were gone, and his flesh was a burnt, black pitch that broke off in tiny pieces here and there; it seemed like a good strong wind would blow him apart. And yet despite what happened, even though his Force signature now wavered and waned just as badly as his body did, he forced his mouth open and roared at the heroes in challenge, and like his clothing his lightsaber was unaffected and he whirled it in weak aggression….

"Challenge this," mused Muriel, and fired her blaster off, hitting Prophet dead in the chest, the kick back knocking the red head flat on her back.

The shot hit Prophet hard in the chest, and the energy punched through his body completely, causing an explosion to erupt from the entry and exit holes; the rest of the energy hit the wall behind him and detonated with tremendous force. The hole in his body was telling of a devastating attack, about the size of Jawa because of his massive body, and yet he only stumbled back!!!!
"Shavit!" bleated Muriel in shock, and was quick to change her blaster pack…

Enothchild didn't hesitate any more. He stepped up to Prophet quickly and with an undercut he removed Prophet's other arm and took away the Vhinech's lightsaber in the process. Prophet stumbled back and tried in vain to roar in pain, but all that came out was a raspy, hoarse curse…

Enothchild shut off his lightsaber, put it away, and in utter frustration that was born from everything that had occurred in this whole month he struck Prophet's wailing jaw with a closed up fist; because it felt like the right thing to do! 
When the giant shut up and stumbled only a step back, Enothchild hit him with a crossing left to the face. 
Then a right. 
Then a left again! 
And when Prophet stumbled backwards only a few steps, the Vhinphyc just frowned deeply and proceeded to just hit him repeatedly, alternating every strike but always at Prophet's head. And every time Prophet would take steps but refuse to fall, Enothchild would rear back more and more and put more and more of strength, weight, and leverage behind the blows; he wanted to do more than knock the snot out of him, and he just kept going and going, beating a soon to be dead Gungan.
Upon watching it play out, Ros didn't really like it at all. The measure of emotions from Enothchild was going beyond what was acceptable for even a rational being let alone a Jedi Master. It was like on top of Nadine Towers all over again, where his Master had that look in his eye when he had Qualeggoes on his knees defeated. He had to stop Enothchild then, and he was going to stop Enothchild now.

But a feminine hand grabbed his moving shoulder to stop his progress. It was Naressa Rapier, who had came down finally from her high perch after ensuring that the structure on their side of the balancer was as safe and secure as could be from the explosions above and below it. 
In a quiet voice Naressa begged, "Don't." Ros stopped and looked at her hard; he didn't truly like who or what she was, and he didn't like her touching him. She sensed that, but she didn't give a flying womp rat's ass how he thought of her. What she did care about was here and now, and the actions Enothchild was undertaken were actually very necessary. 
She said, "He needs this, and if you stop him you doom him to darkness." And she could tell in Ros' sudden relaxed state that her point did reach him. She was correct, he knew it, and why not? She was an authority in such things regarding the Darkness she was warning him about. "Trust me. I know."

What really sealed the deal for Ros was the tear drop that escaped her yellow eyes and dribbled down her face; as stone and granite and iron her expression was, and regardless how cold she was in stare and in touch, the unblinking truth of some hidden sorrow was expressed in such a reaction. She felt his pain, and in some way they shared in it. Perhaps it was the friendship Enothchild and the Rapiers shared, or perhaps it was that much more.

With that, Ros finally just looked on and watched Enothchild pound the crap out of Prophet, not regretting his decision not to interfere whatsoever, in awe now as he too felt the power of the punches. Each swing now cast a wind, and each impacting blow sent a shockwave that bounced off their chests as his large fists bounced off Prophet's skull. Each blow Enothchild threw seem to have more and more strength behind it, and the Force just surged through him at the point of release to augment the punishment, every time Prophet just stumbled back - more and more he did - and did not fall.
As they both approached the edge of the landing, Enothchild paused to take in a deep breath as Prophet just swayed on his feet, refusing to fall, and yelling he slugged Prophet with a tremendous right hand that sound liked a thunderclap when he struck him. He breathed in again and struck with a returning left hand that did the same. Hands now bled along with his injured leg, but Enothchild just hit Prophet again with a heavy, hard, devastating right hand. Prophet's legs finally buckled and he began to fall back, began to fall over the edge….

Enothchild grabbed Prophet by the throat with his left hand to keep him from falling to the flames that engulfed the bottom of the balancer below. Regardless if the Vhinech was even aware of what he was going to say, Enothchild spoke to with a deep, hateful voice that only Prophet could hear; they were both far enough away from the others to where they couldn't hear it and this was ultimately between the both of them.
"For what you did to Juna, to us all, and for murdering my unborn child, I'm sending you to Hell." Enothchild rammed his right hand right into Prophet's crotch and with a loud grunt he raised the beast over his head; he was too certain, even with Naressa alive, that his child was indeed lost. "My only regret is I won't be there to shovel in the coals, for in my heart the fires won't be hot enough to torture you for what you have done!" 

With all his strength and will, Enothchild fought the pain in his leg, bent at the knees, and with movement and his arms casts Magus Prophet far, far away from the ledge to the depths of fire and flame below, so there was no chance for him to escape the destiny that awaited him. His large form just vanished within the flames as Enothchild stood and watched his descent, and just for a few moments he had time to witness what he felt was Prophet's end.
The ship shook again, and their side of the balancer began to sway. Naressa shouted, "Time to go! Now! Dizzy?" She turned to the Sullustan, who was still a bit petrified and still held Juna lazily in his arms. "DIZZY!"

Finally the Sullustan blinked and said, "I don't know for certain……but I think I have to change my shorts."

Muriel ran over and said, "Dizzy." He looked at her with a start. "We got to go."

Dizzy looked between Muriel and Naressa a few times, and then realized, "Yeah. YEAH! YEAH, cripes, let's get grooving!" 

Ros went over to Casper, checked him over quickly, and picked him up. He looked back at the ledge, but Enothchild hadn't moved; he was still looking down. "Enothchild! We have to get out of here!"

"Go!" exclaimed Naressa to the others. She looked towards the closed doors and with her mind she opened them up. "Go now! We're right behind you!" 

Dizzy quickly went to the door, but Muriel cut him off. With her reloaded blaster she surveyed the corridor first, and then waved Dizzy to come along. Ros was a bit reluctant to leave, but he did anyways, and Muriel lingered for a few moments at the door until she figured she had to take the point.

Naressa walked over towards Enothchild and took to his right side, grabbing his hand with care and consideration, wiping her face dry to clear any tears that may have lingered. 

"Go. Leave."

She heard him speak, and finally he looked down at her since she arrived. He said, "I should…" He paused for a few moments. "Make sure he's gone."

"You meant to say 'I should stay here and make sure he's gone'," she said quietly. It was accusatory, designed to making him realize what he was implying was appalling; he looked at her in shock, but then it drifted away as he turned away to gaze down below. 
Naressa thought about, quickly because of time, and realized that he wasn't suggesting what he was for the purpose of committing suicide. He just saw a once decapitated Magus Prophet attack them with his head back on and most definitely not dead. Recounting what she knew from Enothchild's stories and memories, having read 'A Knight is Born', the only person to defy the odds of death like that was Nadja Moranna when she was only Padawan Learner Siren Gheruit. She was cut in half, which was an absolute certainty of death in a lightsaber fight regardless how much the Force was with someone, and she survived; many a Jedi had to believe it was because the Force ordained her, which was true.
To Enothchild, though, it was his belief that Nadja lived because of the good she could do, was going to do, and did when she lived out the rest of her life. In other words the old belief that good could triumph over evil, in all its forms, was most certainly in play here. There was a difference here between what a Jedi would think and Enothchild would think although if one laid the arguments together they would mesh evenly like Velcro, and it was the person that gave the argument and believed in it.

Now a great evil had done what Nadja had done. The admiration for Nadja's achievement became a great fear for Prophet's achievement. Naressa couldn't blame him for she knew from the Dark Side perspective of it the dead were very powerful beings in the Force, more so than the living. Coming back from the dead? One would be a greater being indeed. For Nadja, a Jedi, she indeed used her resurrection for the good of the galaxy. Magus Prophet, clearly, would not.
For him to stay to make sure was not suicide but an admirable gesture by a good and noble being to make pretty damn sure something as twisted and evil as Prophet would not rise from the ashes and ran roughshod throughout the galaxy. Such a gesture was more profound than any Jedi had ever made.

It was even a greater noble act for Enothchild was going to do it out of the love of his friends. For the people he loved and cared for so dearly. 

 "Such an idea is flawed," Naressa said finally after she scanned the flames below; she felt nothing; oddly how too right she was in her prediction of Prophet's obsession doing him in and Juna killing him; she hardly thought it would be as simple as him touching her. Although noble and honorable Enothchild's intentions were, it still meant a noble and honorable man was going to waste his life; a life that could do so much as an extension of Nadja Moranna's quest to set the universe right. She wouldn't let him do this, so she decided to approach it from a different prospective. 
"He will never be gone, Enothchild. So long as we live," she tapped the side of her head, "he will be here. Even if one of us here foolishly stays behind to 'make sure'. That will only mean, in the end here, its one less person that remembers, and in turn will increase the impact of fear and sadness amongst all those who remain."

Naressa looked down into the now dissipating fires below. "His body will burn out, and his spirit will linger. But like all memories, spirits fade away. To attempt killing a spirit will only take your life, and so he will have struck the final death blow." She squeezed his hand and said lastly, "Don't let him have that for you will be giving him undeserved mercy. He didn't deserve your mercy. He never earned it."
She let go and took a few steps back towards the open door. He stared down, continued to observe the flames as if he was the angel Juna spoke about at Naressa's premature in retrospect funeral waiting for the first demon from Hades to come forth from the flames to attack Heaven. Of course it wasn't so in either metaphor or reality, and therefore Enothchild pulled himself from the ledge, hobbling towards the open doors where Naressa waited for him.

The slow mood was changing, but it went from fast to quick when they both felt the disturbance in the Force. It was dead ahead, where the others had went. Naressa wasted no time, taking Enothchild by the hand…

His vision had grown dim and he actually felt dislocated from his body in parts….

His vision returned, and they were in an entirely different area of the ship. A loud, crashing sound of the balancer's collapsing levels echoed from down the active corridor, rumbling the area they were in now, causing…the MerCon soldiers in front of them to stop firing and hold on for dear life, giving Muriel and along with the others hiding well behind the corner of the four way corridor junction a breather; Naressa had teleported herself and Enothchild behind an enemy line.

Muriel saw them standing there, her eyes widening in surprise, and she stopped firing. The move forced her to fall back behind the corner, and the MerCon guards thought they had the advantage and stood up. One of them finally realized….

Enothchild was rearing back even before the MerCon guard saw him, and it was just perfect timing on his behalf when he unleashed the backhand just as the soldier was looking. The blow caught him, and in turn he sailed into the stack of men in front and knocked them over silly. He ignited his lightsaber to gather more attention to himself from the now responding guards….

Naressa's eyes blazed with horrendous fury, and after she felt the corridor was safe enough for it she opened her mouth and let loose a focused Banshee Scream similar to the type she used on Korriban, which was more controlling and target selective than the type employed by her at Rapier Manor ten years ago. The waves hit the remaining soldiers and like the rocks on Korriban they actually began to melt. First their bones cracked and everything hard on their persons cracked or popped. It was followed quickly by the dripping of their skin off their muscles, and muscles off their bones. Their screams became gurgles as they became organic soup even after she stopped; the energy reverberating still through the corridor.
Exhaling a chilled breathe, Naressa shouted, "Come on! This way! Hurry!"

The others took a quick moment to examine the mess, crinkling their noses as they hurried by what was left, and as quickly as possible they moved from the corridor to the nearest downward ramp that lead to the next level. Naressa took the point, while Enothchild now walked behind the group with his lightsaber lit out of convenience; Muriel walked between the body carriers, Dizzy in front of her and Ros behind her.

It wasn't long, when they ran down another two level ramps, that they encountered new resistance; they just happened upon the group, who all looked like they were leaving. When they saw Naressa stupidity took over and they drew weapons to fire. The shots sailed towards the group, but once they got near Naressa they veered off as if deflecting off a shield. Naressa threw her hands out in challenge, and then slapped them together in front of her; when she moved her hands in, the corridor the soldiers were occupying violently closed on them and without the walls the ceiling in that area fell on top of the wreckage. 
Naressa lead them away from the new mess she caused, leading them around the level in the opposite direction. Along the way, Muriel barked out, "Elevator!" 

Everyone stopped and looked down the hall at the very thing Muriel was stressing out. Their hopes went away when they noted the ascending numbers, from a lower level towards their level according to the readout above the door. Enothchild then put a hand out and said, "Go. This way is not good."

The others took their leave, and Enothchild extended the length of his lightsaber. From there, he hobbled to the doors, sensed the MerCon soldiers assigned to track them down in the rising car getting close. In one motion, with all his might, he swung the extra long blade through the wall and car channel just before the car arrived, and his lightsaber managed to cut the roof off of the car. Their howls of shock came and went as the rest of the elevator went down the shaft the hard way.

Enothchild hobbled back to the corridor and traveled down it and actually caught up with the rest a little too easily based on their previous goals of achievement thus far. 
There luck and fortunes continued onward for a good, long while. They didn't stop for a rest, but they did stop when some of the action from outside made its way inside the ship at times. At a critical juncture one of the major bulkheads attempted to seal off the section they were traveling through, and as per its design it came down extremely fast; it was their side of the section that was exposed. The door stopped and nearly broke apart with the jolt it experienced in stopping an inch from the floor. 
Naressa commanded the door to rise with her Force grasp upon it, and the invisible giant of the Dark Side at her command obeyed, sending the heavy, three foot, corridor filling plate back up just as fast as it came down. It stayed there, wedged to stillness by the moorings that held it in the first place….
That gave the MerCons on the other side a reason to stop running and start shooting; apparently they were on their way to the docking bays some of them, trying to get off a dying ship. If they weren't getting off, neither was the enemy before them; one last hollow victory they could take to the cold grave of space with them.
Enothchild stepped forward along side Naressa, and the two of them decidedly wasn't going to allow them that small satisfaction. With the quick movements of his lightsaber he blocked the shots back towards the enemy lines, dropping whoever happened to be in the way. The debris and shrapnel gave Naressa ammunition to use against them, using her mind to lift the objects and throw them like deadly knives, cutting through the line. Amongst the two Masters Muriel popped in and out behind them and actually killed a few MerCons in her sights with well placed shots, and then she began to move along the wall fast when she eyed two of them trying to entrench themselves behind a shattered bulkhead. Naressa fell back to draw their fire and protect Dizzy and Ros and their cargo by erecting a defensive shield. With their attention too focused on them, it allowed Muriel to slip by on the far side of the exposed bulk head. She squeezed off a shot to shatter one guard's skull, but the other was wise to her before she got the other shot off and drew a bead on her. Muriel moved laterally to her left and then inward, not choosing to fire. Her arms came up and locked the man's outstretched arm, and then she left her feet, turning, and her legs very nimbly wrapped around the man's neck, and then she finished her twist, causing the man's neck to snap. Immediately she released herself and shot three times at a late arriving group of soldiers; two fell, but the third cheated death….

Shortly though; a small, shadow like glob resonated with a scream through the hall and when it hit the MerCon the explosion tore him and the hall apart. 

By using a little of her most powerful attack, Naressa had sealed off the MerCons only exit on the level with the hall's collapse. She said as they regrouped and began to move quickly, "They'll be running now. They may follow us, and if they do they will kill us to get to any available ship. Enothchild, does that Vhinphyc ship have a self destruct?"
Enothchild shrugged his shoulders as they took a flight of stairs downward again. "If it does, I don't have a clue how to access it. It's probably booby trapped anyways."

Naressa nodded, and before she said anything more Muriel piped out, "This is where we came up! About a few more levels and we're home free!"

"Not yet," said Naressa, stopping and looking about, getting a feel for things. "The Trade Federation is all ready taking steps to kill everything in sight. No offense, Arness, but even you can't get us clear of that danger safely."
"I can try, Naressa," said Dizzy, but his bravado wavered more than his old body having carried Juna for so long. Everyone that came aboard the Millennium Falcon knew the shields had failed just before they boarded the Orpheus. They knew, Enothchild too, that the Trade Federation wasn't playing favorites with anyone. The freighter was a sitting duck.

"Which is why we needed to get to another ship," said Ros, furthering an unspoken thought. But Dizzy still gave him a glare of disapproval.

"The Millennium Falcon is the only ship that can take Juna away," Naressa sternly pointed out in finality. "It's just by itself it cannot work a miracle alone." She looked down the adjoining hall and said, "And the Vhinech Order still lives, hoping to get a chance to get back into the war. One of them too smart for the galaxy's good." Her mouth worked around for a few more moments as she thought, and finally she expressed a great deal of determination. "Get to the ship and leave. I'll be there."
"No one is staying behind," said Enothchild sternly, stepping up to Naressa in objection. "Your idea is flawed."

She smiled at him, a sweet smile that bared none of her darkness. "What I have in mind is more foolish than flawed, and by no means equal to your valiant idea. It must be done, though, to save countless billions of lives and to end this war once and for all. Rest assured I'm coming." 

Naressa took two steps and said, "Run. Run now!" She was engulfed in a teleporting shadow and vanished before them. 
Enothchild stepped forward to object, but immediately went on the defensive as never say die MerCons began to fire at them. The group, with one less defender, had little choice but to run. Muriel took the point and both she and Ros encouraged Dizzy to run. Enothchild lagged behind, and as he surely predicted MerCons were following them to steal whatever ship was available for their departure, or just getting one last niche on their blaster belts before they died. Enothchild wasn't going to allow that, and after a few stumbling redirects with his blade while backpedaling he dropped three in their chasing tracks and began to track the others.
Shots being fired immediately got his large heart's attention and with a little extra physical punishment directed upon himself he found Muriel and the others situated on either side of an open doorway; apparently it was clear for Muriel to bypass, but the MerCons happened upon Ros and Dizzy when they attempted to cross and the two were forced to retreat. 

Catching up to Ros, the Twi'lek had to ask after seeing what Naressa had just done, "How in the hell did she do that?"
"It's the Force, Ros," said Enothchild in the appropriate response, although having experienced it before during his time with her he could understand why Ros would still ask that question. They felt it, the Force around Naressa when she vanished before their eyes. It was the how of it, as in how could it be done and how was it that Naressa could do it and how was it that only she was given knowledge of such abilities. Not just the teleportation, but the other such as melting beings through her directed screams. "It's just the Force."
Ros shook his head a little, ducked back as a blaster bolt nicked the doorway. He said, "If so, Old Friend, we're going to have a talk about that when this is over."

"Fair enough," Enothchild said to Muriel, "Do we have to go this way?"

"Nah, but these guys will be blistering our butts if we don't clean them," she shouted back, and then a blaster bolt deflected off her armored gauntlet hand forcing her back.
Enothchild took exception even to the near miss and stepped into the doorway to engage the dozen or so MerCons firing at different times. As he blocked the attack, Dizzy and Ros quickly moved through to the other side. Ros set Casper gently down and with his lightsaber he joined his friend quickly before he became too overwhelmed. With Enothchild as the distraction, Ros used his speed to get around and over, approaching the foes from the top, kicking two of them as his leap sailed over the group, and with a whirl of his lightsaber he cut down the nearest MerCon. This drew the others to go after him, and in turn Enothchild strode in quickly and made quick work of those that took his eyes off him; and when the others did look at him, Ros was there to take them out as well.
Finished, both ran out of the room at the same time. Ros was picking up Casper when another MerCon appeared from where they had originally came from in the previous levels firing. Enothchild spun counterclockwise and at the end of the turn threw his lightsaber at the man like a spear, impaling him to the wall. With a gesture, the lightsaber flew back into his large hand, and he turned to hobble after the now running Ros.

They caught up with Muriel and Dizzy at the access well they used to reach the level before from the ship, and Muriel was using her short range scanners on the hole and the shaft below. Dizzy was resting on his knees with Juna lying in front of him and a worried look on his face. He asked, "How many?"

"Not many, but too many for us to get down this ladder safely," she said too grimly. She eyed the sensor readings carefully and with her blaster in her left hand she said, "Wait here. This won't take long." 
With a few deep breathes she jumped on the ladder, and them with very little body contact save for her right hand she put her feet on the outside of the ladder rails and slid down. She passed a level, and then the next level she fired at the MerCon approaching the ladder in frenzy, scoring with two shots, then managed to hit two MerCons in the next level after that. She used her feet to stop, change hands, and proceeded down again in free fall to hit the next group that was almost to the ladder; she killed the third man after she slid by the level and he happened to peak down at her.
Finally, she split her legs and the heels of her boots caught the wide opening the ladder well had to stop her descent. She looked left with blaster pointing, then right, then she bent her back awkwardly backward and looked behind her. She did a quick check of her sensors one more time. Muriel looked up and yelled, "ALL CLEAR!"

Back up top, Ros maneuvered Casper in an upright position, careful not to hurt him as he secured the Padawan in his arms, and without another thought he leapt downward, falling a considerable distance to Muriel's position. Near the end, his rate of descent slowed considerably thanks to the Force, and he landed without incident with his legs spread out.

Dizzy blew out a sigh and gestured towards the hole, and finally said, "Dude, there's no way I can do what Ros just did."
"We know," said Enothchild and he strolled a few feet away from the ladder well, looking downward through the thin grating near it, the light sources from the level below casting line shadows on his peering face as he bent down to look. "Sometimes you have to drop your pants and slide you’re bare ass across the ice."
Dizzy cocked his large eye brow as much as possible and put Juna down gently on the deck again. "What?"

Enothchild smirked and quickly pulled out his lightsaber. "Something Nadja used to say. It gave me idea. Now" he pointed down, "you’re the starshipwright, tell me why the floor around the ladder wells are inches thin?"
"Access," was Dizzy's quick reply. He watched Enothchild pace off the grating, stopping some fifteen feet away from the ladder well when he encountered the start of the thickening areas of the level. "You need access to the ladder well, especially to install the ladder, and then the utility conduits that have to run through between the levels. It's here since these bolts," he pointed at the clearly visible, eight inch wide nut wrapped around the nearly equally large threaded bolt "are where the unilateral anti-shock joints are connected to that wrap around the ladder well and then at the end of grating that links to the rest of the main structure." 
The ship shook with off balance causing effects, tossing the Sullustan into Enothchild's arms. They both looked at Juna in worry; in her laying down position though she was unharmed. Looking up at him, Dizzy said to Enothchild, "So what does that have to do with you and sliding?"
"A lot." Enothchild set Dizzy on his feet, ignited his lightsaber, cut through the ladder high, grabbed hold of it, and with his free hand he cut close to the opening of the well, removing the large piece of ladder and set it on the grating. He said, "Get you and Juna on that."

Dizzy eyed it, the floor, and then looked at Enothchild and said, "Oh man! This is going to be neat!" He dragged Juna on top of him as he sat down on the ladder, his buttocks directly on one of the thick rungs and planting his feet on top of the furthest rung below.
Enothchild walked away from the ladder well. Reaching the point where the two different width flooring met, he stood on the thicker floor and cut through the thinner floor at the connecting point. He put his lightsaber away, grabbed what he could of the ceiling above him to help him balance on his bad leg, and with his good leg he stomped on the thin grate once, Twice, THRICE and finally on the fourth stomp the grate floor gave way on the cut end, tipping downward and impacting the lower level below with a loud, metallic cry. Instantly, the makeshift sled Dizzy and Juna were on slid down the newly formed slide. The ladder didn't travel far so the speed was not unnerving, sliding to a stop when the ladder skidded across the level floor below.
Enothchild yelled loudly as he leapt across the newly created hole, and with his lightsaber he cut the part that was still connected to the previous level, and both dropped with a heavy thud.

"Too bad you can't straight shoot it," chimed Dizzy to him, turning himself and Juna around on the ladder. 
"Same here," said Enothchild, pain etched across his face as his bad leg began to bleed again from the landing. He ignored it as he cut the ladder again, but this time he sent the piece flying away, and this effectively kept the MerCons from following them. He cut down again through the thin floor, and this time he jumped straight down with all his might, and once again the floor gave. He rolled out of the way as his two companions slid down the floor. Getting up, he reached up with his lightsaber and cut the floor away from the previous level, and this prevented the MerCons from following them that way as well. 
Dizzy frowned, puzzlement following it as his big eyes looked around them after he noticed some things very odd. "What…in the smeck….?"

Enothchild felt it before he saw it, stopped his hacking and slashing, and slowly he turned around to gaze upon what Dizzy was seeing; shadows pulling away from their origins, leaving their casts behind although light still shined upon them, and swimming with speed towards where he felt Naressa was.

From the well came Ros' shouted as well as the shadows. "We got to get out of here now!"

Enothchild cut quickly through the steel again. A blaster bolt found his shoulder before he could stomp the metal down, and from there his focus was now on the MerCons that were standing and firing at them from high above the hole. He blocked the shots back at them, forcing them to back off enough to where he could jump with great force on the ramp and drive it down. As they slid down the ramp this time Dizzy covered Juna up the best he could to prevent the MerCon shots from hitting her, in case that sometime between now and three minutes ago they became much better shots than they were. When they hit the bottom, Dizzy found himself already sliding backwards for the level Ros and Muriel was on; the Twi'lek saw what Enothchild had done and cut the fresh ramp himself from below. 
Sliding to a stop, Dizzy was up dragging Juna with him until he was fully standing and could carry her like normal again. Enothchild was practically rolling like a cannonball as he descended down the make shift ramp, finally stopping thanks to Ros using the Force or the Vhinphyc would have rolled over everyone. They gathered themselves and gathered together and quick as they could began to make the last, hard run for the Millennium Falcon.

As that was occurring and thereafter, the shadows creped from everywhere shadows existed, and where light existed so did such mounds of darkness. The more light there was the more darkness there was, both in equal measures, in amounts not necessarily in bulk but based on sources and existences. Only the universal reality should realistically have such control over such power, but alas living beings had free wills and were given access to those powers. In a perfect universe light and darkness would be clearly defined as good and evil. The universe is not perfect.
So the shadows traveled, answering Naressa Rapier's beck and call, following her summons to the nearest docking bay that had a good, clear view of the planet known as Sanctuary. It was there, in the polished white decks of the empty docking bay - empty for ships meant to return there didn't - the shadows from all around formed silently under Naressa's feet, silent as she was with her eyes closed and her breathing just a hush, calm whisper through her nose. Through her closed lids she could see things all more clearly than even her sharp Sithian eyes, see everything happening all at once; throughout the galaxy if she had the time to focus, but she settled on the sector within; on the planet, the Trade Federation ships surrounding the Orpheus, and within the Orpheus itself. Far below on the planet Magus Servant was alive with what little remained of his army of Vhinech, all waiting for a V-Hauler that managed to sneak past the Trade Federation droid fighters to get them clear of danger. In space, the battleships were now forming around the Orpheus to deliver the final, yet over drastic, death blows. The ship was near dying, but they weren't going to be happy until it was a glowing sun regardless who was on it; good if it was MerCons, but to them Lady Angelleia dying along with them was better than bonus. Then finally there was the Orpheus itself, and there was that chance the Trade Federation was going to dissect, scrap, and steal whatever was on board in the way of technology; Vhinphyc technology in the hands of the Trade Federation was as great an idea as Jawa with the Republic budget. The ramifications of them using such weaponry, as well as selling it to those who can afford, were tremendously glaring. That included the chance that the Legacy Virus was somewhere in the memory banks, sitting somewhere dormant and unassuming until someone found it. There were too many questions surrounding its existence and purpose, and even if the questions weren't answered it wouldn't matter if it was unleashed and no one was around to ask afterwards.
When she felt the others reach the Millennium Falcon, Naressa didn't sigh in relief. Instead, she pictured in her mind the condition of her Daughter, of her friends, and opened her eyes with great anger in them, staring hard through the deflector screen that kept the docking bay pressurized at Sanctuary before her. She recalled what she had to endure for over the past month to get to her Gessa, and how that journey started, and it made her lips tremble until the build up of anger made them curl and her brow knotted deeply as she glared on. Her anger slowly became a rage for vengeance, and her fist clamped tight into fists, and she raised them from her sides, shaking as her heart pumped and the adrenaline flowed and the Dark Side filled and expanded from her being. Such energies were too enticing to ignore, and this time unlike previous times she didn't care. She wanted the violator, the lover, the reaper of her flesh and soul to consume her and own her will, and yet still do her bidding; 'what do you desire, my love?' it was asking, and with her gritting teeth it understood, using her asilamorph body like the active power conduit it was, drawing ever erg of Dark Side energy it could find on the Orpheus, through thinking minds and beliefs, through the corners and recesses of mind and object, and then going beyond the metallic shell for more and more. It was too easy to find such evil in such a small sector of the universe, for malice was all around. Cruelty. Deadly intention. Wickedness. They were infectious and plentiful, but until now misguided. The fools that were had no reckoning of the powers within them, and for that they were going to pay with their lives.
Force Lightening began to streak and charge up and down Naressa's body, power that was beginning to become hard to contain, wanting to escape and find other avenues of Force existence. Naressa didn't allow it to get away, for she had tricked it all into her being and now held it hostage. No longer was she the slave. Now she was the mistress. The Dark Side approved and disapproved of such action, but that was the essence of give and take, giving power and then trying to betray the betrayer. It began to meld with her own Dark Soul, and it amplified everything within her heart. Her love. Her hate. Her fears. Her joys. Her sad days past and the ones that laid ahead, and in great turmoil from such thoughts she began to scream. She was no longer enraged; she was really pissed off.

Her hands came together above her as she yelled, eyes glowing and filled with tears. She continued to draw more and more of the Force, in her mind the words of enchantment that were once spoken by Darth Tudan snaked from her now charged form. In exchange the shadows danced up her body and began to collect in her hands….
MerCon soldiers responded to the security sensors and entered the docking bay, stopping dead in their tracks when they came upon Naressa. They raised weapons, readied, aimed….

The words, from the spell Darth Tudan uttered but failed to complete and thus causing the great death that befell Korriban, passed through the MerCon soldiers, and as one they all collapsed, dead. What Force energy they had, in response, slithered from their bodies and became shadows in which Naressa consumed. The words continued throughout the ship, only this time unlike Tudan the Sith Maiden was not going to make the same mistake. She wasn't going to finish the spell either, but she was doing it for other reasons; to empower her most devastating attack that would surely drain her if she didn't use the spell.

After a few more seconds, the pressure and pain was now too great for Naressa to bear. She fought with every muscle in her being to bring her hands down and pointed them towards Sanctuary; before her, her hands in control of it, was a large, murky water-like black blob of shadow; a very large form of Black Death. It actually had weight to it, the weight of substance and substantial guilt and torment. She had to wait for her senses to find the planet and once she did a scream escaped her mouth that came from the deepest parts of her soul, and the Black Death energy blob screamed from her hands. Objects all around Naressa seemed to follow it as it smashed through the deflector shield; the walls of the docking bay buckled as if pulled by the blob like a powerful magnet. The ship shuttered in terror, and the Orpheus seemed to temporarily follow it. Outside, the Trade Federation ships never saw the phenomenon but were nonetheless pulled by it just enough to stir shock within.
Naressa stood there, watching it, and like any paralyzing weapon on its way to detonation the universe seemed to grow silent in anticipation…

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 109.1

The Millennium Falcon about the time had exited the same way it came in, via the deflector shield array. Dizzy was pooped out by the time he got Juna in the med bed, letting Ros take Casper to the bedroom, so Muriel did the honors to get them up and out. She nearly, figuratively, ran through the cockpit controls she was running so hard and fast from the ramp. Enothchild more or less position himself on the ship in between it all, using the med bed area as the center, eyeing Juna carefully as Dizzy did all he could to secure her to the bed and start helping her with the new equipment he bought for it long ago with the credits Naressa had given him.
Knowing that Naressa could teleport, Muriel commanded the hatch to close and the ramp retracted. With a whine the engines came on line, the repulsorlifts popped the ship up on her command and she steadily turned the ship around to pilot it out, letting the gravity compensators take over gravity duty from the Orpheus' generators; a bit disorientating because for a second it felt as if they were falling down until the Falcon's generators took hold and made them feel upright again.

The first indication they got that Naressa was doing something was the feeling of cold that swept through the Force users. What was unexpected in the second place was the feeling of being tugged upon, a feeling that slowly built up the further they traveled down the shaft towards freedom; it wasn't overwhelming, but it was just so eerie of a feeling. They envisioned a massive black hole slowly draining the fusion energy from a star, leaving a trail of heated x-ray active materials in the wake while in the process of being sucked down into the Theoretical Ends of the Universe. Even Dizzy felt the pull, having to take tiny steps towards the front of the ship to maintain his position over Juna.

The Millennium Falcon reached exit and was away from the Orpheus. It turned and traveled along the bottom of the massive ship towards Sanctuary, for the escape vector for at least Fondor was that way and so was the rendezvous point for the Nubian combined forces. The sensors showed droid fighters immediately responded to their presence. The nearest ones began an attack on them, but they were soon engulfed by an aftereffect of their own master's onslaught as hull breeching fires burned through and caught them in explosion. 

Muriel was ready to turn the freighter and head off in a new direction when she saw what could only be described as a black light beam that was blacker than space itself, it's presence betrayed by the blocking of stars and it seemingly cutting a path through the hot gasses that glowed off to the side of Sanctuary relatively speaking. It came in a torrent, compressed stream like a plasma beam, and for whatever reason baring witness to it with her own eyes as it quickly traveled to the planet put a deadly chill into her heart. 

She found herself shouting, "SWEET LORD!" 
And just as the sentence ended, the beam stuck the planet….

BBBBBBOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOMMMMMMMMM!!!!!

One second, Sanctuary was there receiving the beam of darkness, the next moment there was only an engulfing plasma explosion of heated rock and metals which followed a telltale shock ring that made the Millennium Falcon's sensors scream with dire warnings of doom. It was like Vhanba, when it stopped rotating and the kinetic shockwave was released. However this was far different in the retrospect that it seemed as if the Force that connected with the planet was actually severed from the rest of the universe and contained there, thus making the devastation much, much more powerful. The Force sensitives felt the planet's death, but it didn't have a heavy impact upon them as it should have.

The effects of such a devastating attack unleashed by the Sith Maiden Matriarch had unseen affects, some only detectable in the short term and currently via sensor data. The initial travel path of the attack, in part with the energy release that pushed the destructive shock forces, was absolute void as it progressed. Even in the deepest, darkest, starless regions of space matter of some form existed in the form of atoms, subatomic particles, quarks, and other interchange examples of matter and energy. Other forms of energy as well vanished as the beam had seemingly cut through the very essence of space and time, becoming visible to the naked eyes of those watching carefully and in horror as it pushed away the great force known as gravity. The effect was most profound within the epicenter of the detonation, although it remained unseen and unfelt its impact began to resonate; in time the universe would feel the impact much sooner than the speed of light would take to broadcast the death of Sanctuary to the nearest inhabitable star system. Such impact was far greater than Vhanba, as for where the Vhinphyc home world just simply died here a Force user destroyed a planet with the Force; destroyed it completely and entirely, not something done on the surface or to the waters or to the air, but and absolute destruction that happened too easily and too quickly. Perhaps Naressa was correct in her assumption that such an idea was foolhardy.
What it did was made Muriel even more frantic at the moment, and quickly she pumped all power to the drives as she turned the freighter around and head the opposite way. Enothchild entered the cockpit and caught a glimpse of what was going to come chewing on their backsides in a very short time. He said, "FORCE!"

"No kliffing kidding!" was Muriel's formal retort. Teeth gritting, her hands worked over the navicomputer keys. After hitting enter a few times, the red head wasn't satisfied that the calculations weren't processing fast enough at all. "Come on, damn you!"
As the Corellian stock light freighter finally passed past the outer ring of the Orpheus, the shockwave and huge chunks of earth and rock and debris began making their presence known to the caught by surprise Trade Federation battleships that lumbered too slowly given their great bulk. Those close to the planet had no time to react, and those further away only had enough time to make one maneuver; one maneuver that wasn't enough to escape their fate, for their hatred blinded them and kept them from enacting an emergency escape plan; too confident they were, too ignorant to consider even the most remote of chances. But how could they; how did they know there was a being capable of smiting a planet? They were more concern about their domination of a ship that had such a capability.

The Orpheus, dying anyways, was next to go. The shockwave hit it, fraying the ship opened like a blooming fire to the growing sunlight now made possible by the planet's non-existence. The opening up continued, and then finally the massive power generators let go and the Vhinphyc Galactic Dominator followed the fate of the planet that was destroying it.

On board the Millennium Falcon, everyone held on tight to whatever they could as the disturbances in the Force shook the cores of those who felt it. They held pat the best they could, and held on as the ship began to shake and shutter from the growing death that was beginning to overtake them. 

"COME ON YOU STUPID COMPUTER!" screamed Muriel bloody. It finally signaled that the coordinates were set and they could make the jump. "All right! Love ya!" She reached up, pulled the levers back, smiled….

And nothing. Just a sputter and putter and whine down.
Muriel looked at the cockpit controls speechless while Enothchild yelled, "DIZZY, THE HYPERDRIVE ISN'T WORKING!!!!" He looked at the sensors and the most destructive part of the shockwave was only seconds away. "Oh no."

Having heard Enothchild, Dizzy left Juna's side and headed for the rear lower compartment on a dead run, grabbed the deck plate, lifted it up to get down inside….

"THERE!" Naressa's shout came out of the engineering compartment Dizzy was about to jump into and as she threw the switches that diverted the auxiliary power to boost the main power. She had teleported to the location exactly, having felt the problem just before she teleported to the ship. Her instincts were correct! Once the switches were thrown, the Millennium Falcon lurched with new power and purpose. Before another thought passed up front, Muriel and Enothchild watched the star lines of hyperspace wrap around them both. Dizzy did a flip into the compartment on top of Naressa in the process, and both shared the cramped space for a few pain filled seconds.

For a few moments, there was silence. 

Finally, Dizzy's head popped out of the compartment as Enothchild, Muriel, and now Ros approached the opening in the floor. He said, "That's it! I'm getting a new motivator! I'll stop being so damn cheap!" And pulled himself out, and a small yelp was heard from below. He turned and said, "Sorry."

The others didn't know it yet at that point, but Naressa made it known she had made it off the Orpheus. Rubbing her right breast, she said with a smirk, "That's okay, Arness. At least you weren't wearing high heels."
He said slyly as he helped her out of the hole, "At least I know now they're not fake."

She smiled just a little at him, but then said, "Gessa." She ran past Dizzy and past the others, heading straight for the med bed where she laid. The others followed her, Ros the most cautious of the bunch but everyone had a bit of apprehension about Naressa. 

They followed her slowly, she beat them to the bed, and from the open corridor that lead to the med bed they watched Naressa drop to her knees next to it, dropping with a painful thud, and watched her face grow with sadness and regret. A hand went out to touch Juna, but it came to a stop with her remembering that she couldn't touch her Light. She left her hand out there, shaking for the most part, and very slowly Naressa buried her face into the bed. They could hear her silently weep, whispering words in the Old Corellian tongue that only Dizzy could understand.

The Sullustan was tense like the others ever since Naressa made her return, but his heart melted when his sensitive ears heard her quiet prayers, begging for forgiveness from her Gessa. There was that part of him like the others that wanted a billion questions answered now that it was all over, but he shook his head to tell himself no. He gently grabbed Muriel's arm by the bicep and said softly, "Let's get your ear looked at."

She looked at him with that same look in her eyes that he had before, but she read her Husband's face, grimaced, and said quietly, "Okay, Arness."

Dizzy's hand and arm slipped around her armored shoulders and he lead her away to some quiet spot on the ship. He knew she was going to cry, and it was going to be pretty damn soon, and more than likely he was going to cry with her. They would do it, but they would do it and not interfere with the others.

That left Enothchild and Ros. The Jedi Master leaned his tired and beaten mass against the bulk head and let out an exhausted sigh. He said to Ros quietly, "I don't expect you to understand really. So I won't ask you to lie or keep things secret from the Council." He looked back at the Twi'lek, knowing that something like this, something involving the dark side attack that Naressa unleashed on Sanctuary to wipe out the planet, the Trade Federation ships and the Orpheus was not going to go unnoticed by the Jedi Council. What Naressa did wasn't just inexcusable for its excess but it let the dark side purr out of the secret magic bag of the unknown. "The Council has known about Juna, but was only suspicious about Naressa. Now they know, and I fear that."
"I know you do," said Ros with equal quiet and seriousness. Out of all of them he glared more than looked at Naressa. He was still uneasy, although her dark presence was no longer plaguing his senses like before. "But I don’t see them acting out as Qualeggoes did."

They looked at each other after they said that and the unspoken question was loud between them: would they?

Ros looked back at Naressa, saw in her squeezing hands so close to Juna how much she wanted to hold her daughter, and said, "I don't know what to think of this. But I am a Jedi." He looked at Enothchild and said, "And the Code says I will meditate on the matter until I have an answer…that reflects my clear conscious. It may take years. Who knows?"

Enothchild smiled just a little, a little, and gave Ros a nod of respect and appreciation; he wasn't going to help him cover up anything, or was he going to commit to blabber mouthing either. He felt Ros put a loving hand on his shoulder and gave it a squeeze, and the Jedi Knight left the Jedi Master to go check his Padawan Learner; Casper Knightshade, who seemed to have a distressful problem back on the ship when Naressa appeared before him.

Enothchild stood alone now, stood quietly and unmoving physically but slowly being moved emotionally. Now that it was calm, now that people were safe including one that unexpectedly returned to his life, some questions eclipsed his conscious but none having to do with what he thought on board the ship. They were personnel questions, ones that factored into his heart and what he felt. Like Ros he wasn't finding the answers at all. He needed to time to think and sort them out.

But it was hard all ready. All this time Naressa was alive and yet he didn't feel her alive. 

Now he felt her, but there was no real attachment. That troubled him, for it again told him of a sad answer. She was no longer with his child.

The selfish thought made him angry at himself, and very quietly he hobbled away to find seclusion. Wherever they were going, it was going to be a very long trip. He was going to give himself that time, perhaps more, to think and sort out his feelings. And given matters he was ready to give Naressa all the time in the universe to think as well and be with her daughter.  Like him at times she had all these powers, and yet it never seemed to be enough to save Juna.
It never seemed enough when it came to saving her. It seemed to just be her destiny to suffer, and his destiny to fail, and Naressa's destiny to bare witness to it.
