CHAPTER 15.0

For what had to be the 10th time in the very short trip, Queen Angelleia had asked her Royal Handmaiden Asia Baddle to go to the bridge and ask Captain Les Archer how much longer it was till the reached Uiennar. Although the distance and the Royal Nubian Cruiser’s specifications were forever etched in her perfect memory and from that information it told her that it would take four hours give or take a few minutes either way to reach the world, it wasn’t enough for her to either look at her gold chrono tucked on the inside of her left wrist or the digital time readout above the entrance of the ship’s Throne Room. She wanted the information from the gobber fish’s mouth and in some strange way she felt that the trip would go faster if she kept asking.

Asia returned, sporting like the other handmaidens a vibrant red, orange, and yellow head to toe covering dress, which only revealed her face, and said with a little smile, “Captain Archer says we will be arriving at Uiennar in 15 minutes. And he asked me to give you this.” 

Angelleia received the tiny data memo, a little device new to the market from Rapier Technologies that transmitted and received short messages and stored them until read, and turned on the screen to read the message:

>I understand how upset you are. Believe me when I heard the news I wasn’t happy. But don’t hold down the throttle, Dragon Leader, or you’ll blow your alluvial damper when we arrive. Ease into the turn. Bravo Leader. 

P.S.- Maybe if you and the rest of the handmaidens got out and pushed…<

Angelleia couldn’t help to smirk from the little bit of humor from the leader of Bravo Squadron; Les was her friend and was only trying to soften the icy mood she had been broadcasting every since this morning. Plus she was annoying him; asking about something over and over every ten minutes would get on anyone’s nerves and has her flight training partner, wingman, and friend he was doing the right thing by telling her to back off a little. 

But Les didn’t understand. None of them really could understand the pain of it. To watch the man she knew undisputedly has her father be murdered in front of her very eyes by the very representation, in Angelleia’s opinion, of evil itself. Watch the life that broadcasted from his brown eyes, the eyes he shared with her and her mother, fade out from Magus Prophet impaling him with his black horns. Feel his soul leave his tortured form slowly, sadly, and in agony before he could say ‘I love you’ one last time, interrupted by the act of being tore physically in half. 

To stand over his remains, to pray what had happened was some sort of hallucination, that it was not real. Finally to touch his body, touch the blood, and come to the realization that she was powerless to stop his demise no matter what. Looking around quietly at the others with her pained expressive eyes, there was a part of Juna Rapier that wanted to haul everyone into the Throne Room of the ship and tell them screaming that they did not have one fricking clue how much pain she was in over Pirus Krendel’s words. 

Except for Muriel…and especially except her mother.

Angelleia returned the data memo to Asia and silently dismissed her with a nod; in all, she did not say much on this trip and did not plan to. She glanced over to her right to see her mother brooding with a face that craved blood, but deep inside she fought down fear’s attempts to overwhelm her. She reached out and took Naressa’s left hand, feeling the trepidation of not having been on a vessel traveling through interstellar space in 48 years trembling through her flesh, and gave it a squeeze to let her know she was still there and that they were in this together. 

Not wanting to be like the others, Angelleia tried hard not to think she understood her mother’s private pain as well, but it was hard not to. The attack was directed at the both of them, and it was made worse that Naressa had to confront her fears this way. 

It was a bit of a painful sight to bare witness to, their approach to the cruiser once everyone that was going was ready to go. They all walked proudly and with purpose, determined to get to Uiennar, retrieve Krendel, and bring him back to get hit by one seriously big book of justice. Just as she was about to board Angelleia finally noted that her mother had stopped dead in her tracks some 50 feet away from the vessel. She turned and looked at her mother and about cried; the look of frustrating fear on such a beautiful face that belonged to such an emotionally strong woman was just as bad of a sight to bare witness to as her father being murdered. No one attempted to rush Naressa to board, but did so out of respect and not necessarily because she was the Queen’s mother or they held the opinion that she could hurt them in some way. Juna lost all feelings of wanting to get the mission over in haste until her mother sighed loudly and finally boarded the ship. Angelleia let her board first; a violation of protocol, but quite frankly no one was about to complain and Her Royal Highness did they give a shit under the circumstances.

Her mother looked at her and smiled very briefly, very nervously; too much on her mind to find calm and happiness. The purpose of the trip did not help matters in regards to her getting over her fear of space travel; the fear was too associated with her anger; the criteria of following the path of the dark side. That fact alone made Angelleia even more upset; she did not want to see her mother be dictated by the same blackness that controlled Prophet. She had gotten use to the chills from her mother’s loving touch, and the powerful shadows she casted with just her presence in close proximity. Her mother, although consumed by the very thing Angelleia feared the most, had found a peace within the realm of her darkness, a legitimate form of serenity that rivaled even Enothchild’s peaceful demeanor. A dark side peace; strange as it sounded to her, Angelleia embraced the concept although she did not practice it.

She just couldn’t get use her mother brooding with rage, to the malevolent aura, the wicked thoughts she broadcasted with her eyes and the need to commit the greatest of sins upon those who enraged her. It was like the battle of Rapier Manor again and back then, with much of her anger directed towards both Prophet and Jurivicious Pern, little Juna Rapier feared her mother. The combination of unlimited power and unending rage coming from the same being that gave her life and loved her had become a mistress of cruelty and death. 

That was not her mother, the Naressa Rapier she knew and loved. That was a harbinger of cold feelings and remorseless acts.

“Am I that transparent?” Naressa suddenly asked.

Angelleia was lost in her thoughts for a moment and licked her lips to remind her mouth to work. She spoke in regal tone and poise in order to remain in character and have some trained control of her emotions. “I’m sorry, Mother, what did you say?”

“A frightened purr when it comes to space travel.” Her cheeks began to blush past her tan skin. “You would think, as a woman of intelligence and book savvy, I wouldn’t be so worried about this mode of transportation.” She let her eyes examine things. “I am certain I read a pamphlet in the Royal Nubian Library years ago when I worked there that said statistically space travel was safer than walking.” Angelleia found herself grinning a little, then her mother said, “Or was that space travel was safer than sex. I can’t remember for sure.”

“Mama,” said Angelleia in a soft tone and chuckle; if she didn’t have the Royal Face on, she would be blushing. Both their good moods, though, ended around the same time shortly afterwards. They went back to where they were before; Angelleia upset and worried, Naressa scared and menstrual. 

Angelleia did her best to keep the conversation going. “You are doing fine, Mother. Most beings with your phobia would be pulling their hair out by now, screaming and running around looking for a way out.”

“Oh, thank goodness, my Gessa, I wasn’t sure how to act before. Now I know what I must do when I have an episode.”

The young Queen nudged her smirking mother. Naressa was a little calmer in many ways, but she directed her energies of thought to another, associated matter. “Juna…whatever you choose to do in the future…I won’t be there to chastise it.” Angelleia was a bit taken aback; her mother, admitting her wrongs before they bit her on the bottom was a totally new concept. “Do what you feel you must to live your own life now. You are a woman: not a teenager, or a young lady, but a woman period. It’s time I started really treating you as a woman.”

Angelleia smiled and said, “You have been treating me like a woman, Mama. But I have been acting a little immature when I disagree with you.” She lifted her hand up just a little, giving it a bit of a shake. “I have had enough of this business. I want to do something else.” She leaned closer and whispered, “And like I said at my coronation years ago just because I have changed doesn’t mean I am no longer your Gessa. Keep calling me Gessa; it gives you peace.”

She watched her mother actually hold a large smile for the first time on this trip. Both were glad the whole issue from earlier this morning was settled, especially and surprisingly during this emotions-high trip. They were doing what they set out to do; work together to conquer this common problem.

“I should take you out into space more often,” joked Angelleia.

“Maybe,” mused Naressa, and kissed her daughter’s hand. “Perhaps it is time I confront all my fears.” She looked away for a moment, and then looked back towards Angelleia. “I have many things to discuss with you when we return home.”

“Oh? What?”

“Not here. Too…crowded and public. But I promise you it will be a lot so we will need the privacy.”

“Very well.” Angelleia took the warning to heart. Whatever it was she could feel that it was quite a few major, emotional things based on the waves on emotions that flowed from her mother. To put her mother at ease, she smiled, letting her know she would be ready for anything she had to reveal.

And just as they traded smiles, Naressa quickly turned to her right and threw up.

CHAPTER 15.1

Naressa opened her eyes and looked at the whitish, smelly puddle of liquid on the floor in line with her head. She felt hands pat and rub her back, and finally the hands pulling her back up. She took in some air and noted that Juna, Muriel, Cessa, Deannta, Asia, and Doctor Solms were the ones responsible for helping her back into her seat. Indeed she had actually fallen out of the large, embedded chair. And one look at her dark blue dress, a dress similar in color to Juna’s royal gown, showed no sign of soil. 

One of the other handmaidens went to come to Naressa’s aide on the right side, saw the vomit, and turned away with an apologetic, almost getting ill look on her face. The matriarch of the Rapier Clan, still woozy from the affects of stomach ejecting took one look back at the ejected matter, and said, “I hope no one else had crab chowder like I did last night.”

Finally coming out of it and noticing the fuss, Naressa waved them away increasing in flinging hands. “Okay, OKAY! I’m okay! Please stop, I’m not Her Royal Highness.” She watched Solm’s coming forward with her deep probing medical scanner and rudely gave her elderly hand a warning slap, knocking out of her hand. “I’m fine! Really!”

“I think the travel has gotten to you, Lady Rapier,” said the older woman, a little flustered by the outburst. “Perhaps you should lie down in her Highnesses bedchamber.”

“Might not be a bad idea, Naressa,” said Muriel with concern. She looked at Angelleia’s concerned expression and her purple eyes found Naressa again. The red head darted the eyes back towards Angelleia. Translation: do this to put Juna’s mind at ease.

After Asia used part of her robe to wipe her mouth clean, Naressa stood up and said, “I’m fine. Really. I was just a little ill, that’s all.” She moved out of the way so one of the handmaidens and a cleaning droid called from ship stores could work on the mess. “I just need some food in me and I’ll be fine.”

“We’ll be coming out of hyperspace in about 7 minutes,” noted Deannta with a glance at the clock. “It will take us only 20 minutes to dock and some time afterwards to set up diplomatic protocols, right?”

“Right,” noted Cessa, her glistening tattooed brow knitting together in concentration. “Horatio is getting things together for extradition. All you have to do is meet with the foreign minister, your Highness, that will take time to set up so we can eat when we land.”

Angelleia nodded her head. “Agreed.” 

Naressa felt Angelleia grab her and escort her gently over to a lounger couch so the mess could be cleaned up. Just as they sat down, a strange noise emitted from Naressa’s abdomen. It was a loud and strenuous protest against hunger on her stomach’s part. “Oh my. Did I happen to empty my guts over there?”

“I can have food ordered from the galley for you right now,” said Angelleia with an assuring hug.

Naressa had to smile; the motherly concern was coming out of Juna now more than ever. Not so much in words or actions, but in the overall way she carried herself with the people around her. It went beyond caring and it was becoming nurturing. Feelings she went through with her own Father when she reached sixteen, eventually taking care of him the last few years of his long life. Seventeen approaching eighteen in a few months, her Gessa was showing signs of being a year old pro. It was for the best that Juna got out of the limelight so she could pursue those emotions further and become more of a woman than she was now.

With a small smile, Naressa mused, “I’m all right. Really.”

“Okay.”

Naressa leaned her head against her daughters shoulder and closed her eyes. Surprisingly throwing up was the best thing that happened to her on this trip so far; much of her anger and fear came up with the crab chowder. But nothing will be sweeter than having that bitter pill Krendel encapsulated once and for all. And once he was locked up on board the ship, Naressa was going to probe his mind; doing it without Juna or Muriel finding out would be the tough task at hand. 

She had to, though, to discover the truth; the only way Krendel could make such a compelling speech in both words and in tone was that somehow he was presented with proof that Bendian could not be Juna’s biological father. She doubted seriously a paper trail; she took care of all that thanks to her intelligence, mind probes, and high tech Rapier Technology equipment. Krendel did not have the means or resources to find out such a secret; she knew because there were times when she wasn’t with Juna and she checked it out through link ups with her database back at Rapier Manor. She knew all the credit hiding tricks and maneuvers and so did Juna; her Highness had Cessa convince those governments to hand over those assets.

That left only one possibility: Darth Sidious. 

After learning about the attempt by Krendel and Sele Nevere to unseat Juna through psychological trickery, Naressa knew that Sidious was behind that; Krendel was a dumb ass, and honestly Sele, in all the years Naressa knew her, did not have that quality of leadership needed to coordinate such forms of psychological warfare. If Sele had still been living in the Palace of Theed she would have confronted the woman and confirmed her suspicions very easily. However Sele wasn’t, and in fact she was not on Naboo any more; clear signs that she either was killed for failing as a Sith’s Hand or just moved out, probably to one of the many hidden Sith strongholds. If Sidious still had a use for her he had her doing something somewhere else.

Given the facts at hand, it appeared Sidious was behind it. And if he was, Naressa was going to hurt him and it didn’t matter how. She could politically neutralize Dace Palpatine’s career in many ways, either through funding or by endorsing and fully funding another candidate; Juna would clean his clock at the polls, but since she isn’t running another viable candidate could be found. She could threaten him severely with blackmail, forcing him to leave Naboo for good or face having the entire Jedi Order hunting him down. Or kill him; the hardest of the three given who he truly was in regards to Juna and what they did have together before he admitted who he was. 

 But if Sidious was behind this, then he had pushed his luck beyond its effectiveness. Naressa had all ready begun to think about his death; she would start with his scrotum, and then work her way out. Pull his intestines through his throat. Perhaps subdue him enough to where she could have prival leaches drain him of all his blood; the leaches from the swamps of Malestare were the size of her thumb and had a bio-elastic sack attached to it’s back to store blood and give it time it will grow to the height of it’s victim in days from sucking. She hated such thoughts but she made an exception for Sidious. In fact, she clamped her mouth shut to keep herself from licking her lips in…anticipation. She needed to confirm things first before she goes doing something so rash.

And if it is Sidious… 

“Huh? Mother? Did you just say something?”

Naressa snapped out of her contemplating trance and looked at her daughter, whose words actually caught her by surprise. “What? No, not a word.”

“Well, did you think something loudly just a second ago? Let your thoughts wander?” She asked her in hushed whispers. “I thought I heard you say or thought you were starving.”

“You must be hearing things, my Gessa, I said or thought no such a thing.” Naressa stood up and adjusted herself. “Excuse me, my Gessa, I have to use the powder room.” Excusing herself, she slipped by Doctor Solms, in which she gave the staring woman a rude look before vanishing into the fresher. Once there she rinsed her mouth out repeated with warm water from the sink’s tap, and then drank some cool water down. She went to leave, and then she went back to the sink, filled it with cool water, and tossed water into her face and neck; since she wore no make up she did not worry about streaks. 

Taking a few deep breathes, she said to herself quietly, “That was close. And I’m getting to old to be sadistic. It’s too distracting.”

Naressa rubbed water into her nostrils and repeatedly snot shot it out to get rid of the smell still lingering in her nasal cavities; her sense of smell becoming more and more sensitive has the days and months have gone by and it was driving her mad sometimes. She took a few more moments to collect herself, staring into the water and mused, “Hungry, huh?” She looked at herself in the large mirror. “I could go for some whipped chocolate brosi right now. A big bowl of it.”

>All crew and passengers stand by. We are now entering the Uiennar System. We will be emerging from hyperspace shortly<. 

With the announcement, Naressa drank some more water and let herself pace for a few moments before returning out there. She stretched out with her feelings…not quite close enough yet to determine if indeed Krendel was there. Involuntarily she sniffed, and immediately rolled her eyes in sighing bewilderment, followed by the returning smell of her stomach. She said, “Lesso radru da hors a usso grenta,” which translate from Old Corellian, as “These are the days of our lives.”

Strangely she went to leave again and another thought of philosophy appeared in her head. However it was one of wishful thinking. It disturbed Naressa with its manner and content. She spoke it out loud. “Susuke Va’der luru sitheria.” Clutching her growing cold arms, she repeated it in Basic having translated it from the Sith language. “An agonizing death is a proper vengeance.” Why had that old thought come up in her mind? Perhaps she was thinking too wickedly, and so brought up the saying from one of the many Sith Maiden lives that were in her genes. Clearing her head and tapping the Force, she said, “I have to calm down and be peaceful. I don’t need to hurt anyone.”

Naressa turned towards the mirror before she left…and froze. “Phosha!”

She watched her reflection in the mirror slowly vanish. 

Naressa quickly walked up to the mirror and touched it, then picked up the cup on the sink to prove a theory; if she truly vanished and a realistic sense, then the visible objects she picks up would reflect back in the mirror as floating and dancing in the air under the commands of an invisible entity. Sure enough, though, the cup in the mirror stayed where it was.

It was an omen. But what did it exactly mean?

Death?

“No,” Naressa shook her head to that when she said it; no one can see his or her own death. The Force let’s you get the feeling, but the when, who, how where and what is kept secret; with deductive reasoning though one could surmise the end, say a Jedi getting the feeling as he enters a situation where survival is slim; more than likely he or she is not coming out. It worried her nonetheless, so she took extra time in the fresher room, using the Dark Side of the Force to come to some sort of understanding with the vision. As the ship dropped out of hyperspace, she engulfed herself with energy and let it run out of her by command, looking for potential danger. 

CHAPTER 15.2

Muriel like the others felt the ship drop out of hyperspace and so braced herself a little from the usual momentum shift the acceleration compensator never was able to reel in. Just as she ready to move again she found herself being metaphorically soaked by cool waves of the dark Force that her minute sensing abilities could pick up. Her purple eyes darted around, looking for Naressa but instead she watched everyone shiver just for a moment as the wave continued to expand them. Queen Angelleia shivered quite a bit, and the Chief of Staff came over and asked, “Are you all right?”

Angelleia whispered to Muriel when the red head bent down close enough for it. “It’s Mama. I don’t know what she’s doing.”

Cessa, with her husband in tow, caught the very last part and noted, “She was going to the fresher, your Highness.”

The two females nodded, and Muriel noted Horatio’s full hands. He had stacks and stacks of data pads right up to his chin. Muriel mused, “Force, Horatio, you planning to extradite everyone on Uiennar or is all that for Krendel?”

The young man blushed; he was a shy, quiet guy until you got him inside a courtroom; he yelled louder than any judge and swore more viciously than Dizzy. Joking aside, Muriel couldn’t think of anyone else that was perfect for the job at the moment. Horatio had tons of experience as a mediator advocate and had dealings with Trade Federation laws before. He said, “I’m just covering the bases, Chief. The Trade Federation may want to just give him to us, and then again they may charge Krendel with a crime for being in their jail house.” He let loose a shiver. “Brrrrrr. Did someone forget to put logs in the furnace?”

Muriel saw Angelleia look at her, and she could read the favor in her eyes. She said, “Excuse me.” Angelleia still had to go over the diplomatic profiles with Cessa, so she took the opportunity to go check on Naressa. The elder Rapier female, in her opinion, had been acting very strange ever since she reunited with Juna a few months ago and so she had her very own concerns; Naressa was her good friend. Something like this Krendel situation may have a troubling affect for Naressa just as much as it did with Juna. She saw the replay of the speech and quite frankly Krendel was going for a devastating knockout with what he said; between the lines he was calling Naressa a slut. 

If Krendel only knew what Naressa was capable of. 

Muriel, though, knew Naressa knew not to hurt or kill him now; given the scandal Krendel undoubtedly created with his actions anything that happened to him now would look very suspicious and too much like a bad political murder plot born out of revenge that was found in some of those cheesy fiction books dealing with politics as a back drop.

Muriel entered and the large fresher station and found Naressa staring into the mirror. “Naressa, are you all right? You’re giving everyone a chill.”

Naressa looked at her, and then curiously looked at the mirror she stood in front of. Muriel turned her head and could see her reflection staring back at her. Nothing unusual to her, but looking back at Naressa she could see the Sith Maiden really looking at that mirror, and looking at the image she casted in the mirror in front of her. She asked, “This is going to sound strange, Muriel, but can you see our reflections in the mirror?”

“Yeah, I can.” She suddenly felt very nervous about the entire situation unfolding, not in the bathroom but the mission as a whole. There was this feeling of being tricked into something potentially life threatening, as if someone were coming up behind her and began to perform unnecessary brain surgery through the base of her skull with a long bladed knife. “Naressa?”

“I think we should get the hell out of here,” said Naressa. “Something is wrong and worse I don’t even have a clue to what it is.”

Muriel didn’t like to run with them so close to getting Krendel, but she couldn’t help to agree with Naressa’s opinion right now. If an entity as powerful as Naressa wanted to run it wasn’t because it was a combat strategy. “I’m inclined to agree with you.” She turned and headed out, sensing Naressa hot on her heels as they both walked through the causeway back to the Throne Room. Muriel noted that Angelleia was standing up when they entered the room with a look of deep concern on her face. She was getting a feeling of being trapped as well. “Your Highness, I think we are in danger. We should take evasive action right now and return home.”

Cessa looked at Muriel along with everyone else with a confused look. “Muriel, what are you talking about?”

Deannta looked at them and said, “Captain Archer just buzzed us and said we’ve been given permission to land. We just past their outer travel marker and will be planet side in ten minutes.”

Muriel looked at Juna with hard eyes. “Nonetheless I am now suggesting that we abort. There’s something not right about this whole situation and it’s time for us to go.”

“But the planet-?”

“Smeck the planet! Even at top speed we won’t make it!” Naressa blurted out. “Juna, order them to turn the ship around right now or we’re dead!”

Muriel turned back to Angelleia, and the young ruler nodded in understanding. She quickly walked back to her chair and punched on the comm. “Captain Archer, turn the ship around and head for home. Raise the shields and prepare to make the jump to hyperspace. We are at alert status yellow.” When she got the acknowledgement, she looked back at Muriel. “I need you on the bridge.”

“All ready there.” Muriel turned and quickly walked nearly the full length of the cruiser to reach the enlarged cockpit area. 

Captain Archer turned to Muriel as he completed the turn. “The Trade Federation is screaming my head off for putting up the shields. Do we give them an explanation now?”

“Smeck them, we need to get out of here double quick.”

“We’re getting emergency backup power to stabilize the reactor for another jump, but were still too damn close to the planet to make the jump.”

Muriel looked out the window and cringed. Like any Trade Federation system Uiennar had tons of orbital platforms large and small, transport vessels just floating around wherever the owner wanted them to, orbiting cargo containers awaiting pick up, and anything else that was trash littering the space around it. They traveled about ten minutes into the mess and it might take just as long to get out. “Crisis this is horrible.”

“Tell me about it. In a snub fighter this would be no problem to navigate. But with this fish…”

Suddenly right in front of them some distance away, six Oblivion-class battleships and three Oblivious-class destroyers emerged from hyperspace. They immediately spread out, the smaller vessels quickly taking up flanking positions as the destroyers began opening fire on everything in their gun sights.

“Hold on!” Les pulled hard on the steering yoke and Muriel about kissed the nearby wall with her head. “Red Alert! Divert auxiliary power to the shields!”

The cruiser rocked a little and Muriel planted herself firmly in her seat. She made herself useful and got on the comm. “Everyone find a seat back there. We’re under attack by MerCon forces.” Quickly, she tried hailing the Trade Federation at her station to aide the Communication Officer on the other side of the bridge. “I got nothing.”

“Captain, we’re being jammed,” said the officer.

“They have to be totally blind or just don’t give a damn if they don’t respond to that battle fleet attacking them.” Les turned the cruiser hard to port, then back to starboard. “Looks like we walked right into a fracas.”

Muriel looked at those battleships, really looked at them, and for whatever reason she couldn’t get one single thought about them in an empathic sense. They were there, and yet in her gut they weren’t; strange as it was, she couldn’t get an intuitive read on anything. It occurred to her that somehow, in some way, something about this was affecting what little Force sense she had and they were the cause of it.

She left the bridge and ran full tilt back towards the Throne Room. She lost her footing a little when the ship was rocked by successive cannon fire finding the hull, catching hold of the interior hull support before continuing.

Entering the room and finding Angelleia and Naressa, she said, “It’s the Mersader Conglomerate. The Vhinech are probably with them, but I can’t tell.”

Both Rapier females nodded at once and closed their eyes together. Asia looked perplexed at the sight, not sure what to make of it. Muriel wasn’t going to split hairs about it now. “They’re using the Force to get a read on the bad guys.”

“They BOTH can use the Force!” said Deannta in surprised shock.

Before Muriel could say yes, Angelleia opened her eyes in dismay. “I…I don’t sense them.”

“What do you mean? Your senses are far better than mine,” said Muriel with some worry. The ship shook all around them and they about kissed the floor as the ship was rocked again. “You should be able to feel something.”

Angelleia waved her hand all around. “I swear, Muriel, other than in this room and what’s hitting our haul and everything else that is floating around not attacking us I can’t sense any mind associated with the MerCons or the Vhinech! It’s like they are come to life holograms!”

“Naressa.”

The older woman opened her eyes and looked at Muriel. The red head had seen fear in her eyes, before getting on the ship. But this was a look of slowly growing terror. It told her all she needed to know; Naressa couldn’t sense the MerCons either. And worse, somewhere deep inside her soul, she knew exactly why. To clinch it and put Muriel in a tizzy, Naressa said, “We’re in some very deep shit.”

Soon after that, Muriel and everyone else was flying across the room as the Royal Cruiser was hit so hard by something it spun it over once before the acceleration compensator and gravity generators could catch up.

