CHAPTER 18.0

Once the dizziness past, Naressa Rapier stood up in the mid level intersection and felt the familiar caresses and touches of the Dark Side of the Force pump through her tired and aching body, and her entire form was filled with black clarity and resolved resiliency. The Dark Side, the power in which she was born from, coursed through her veins and cursed her presence with its feeling of death; the cold familiarity of cease-existence. 

It was her many things to her; it was her power, her existence, her molester, her lover. 

It was the wickedness, the malevolence, and the ill will that possessed her, haunting her with its need, her need, to destroy all that threatens her existence with her thoughts, with her gestures, and with the quietness of her spoken words. 

It was her guiding Force, her power, and the very energy she feared to use, and yet she needed to protect the only thing in the universe that mattered to her the most.

Her Gessa. Her Light. Her Juna.

Information was collected by her acute Force senses and told her everything, the arrival of another being in a ship that had knocked loose the ysalamiri torpedoes embedded in the hull above them, the Vhinech not in space suits were invulnerable to her scans indicated to her that they carried ysalamiri in some way and they could be detected by their lack of detection in the form of the influential sphere of nullification the ysalamiri produced around the Vhinech relative the Force that filled the universe, the Vhinech had all the exit ways from their position blocked and were now converging on their position, Juna, Deannta Desser, Cessa Evannava Ferngully, Captain Baines, Captain Archer were more or less the only survivors left on board the ship, and the Millennium Falcon was here with Dizzy, Enothchild, and at least two other Jedi Knights based on their signatures, the Sith Maiden needed to know. 

Her mind began to churn with strategy and necessity. “Juna, we got company coming. If you have a blaster, focus your shots on anyone in space gear.” She hated for Juna to have a weapon honestly, but given the circumstances what choice did she have.

Angelleia looked back towards the others coming towards them, and then she stretched her rediscovered senses back towards the brawl still occurring in the corridor. Standing up with confidence back, she ordered to the others, “Move to the side!” Once they did, she cast her hand towards the majority of the Vhinech still tangling with the guards and Handmaidens who were left and sent them flying off their feet. There was a mad scramble, and finally Cloudia Gevenario was able to slip away from the chaos with a bloody nose and a Royal Guard’s heavy blaster firing back towards the Vhinech.

Angelleia had enough of this. Tapping the Force to guide her aim, she began squeezing off shot after shot as everyone finally reached the intersection. Vhinech returned fire, and some deflected shots away with their ignited lightsabers, but with the Force as her guide she made sure her shots were angled in a way that prevented them from deflecting the fire back towards them. Some of her shots had a more tactical motive behind them; she would miss intentionally to force one of the Vhinech to take a position that offered someone else a crack at him or her. Indeed the others began to fight from their positions as well, following her Royal Highness’ lead.

Naressa looked to port when she sensed the now arriving Vhinech moving in to put the trap in motion. Before the got a chance to get comfortable, her brown irises flashed with yellow fire and from her outstretched hands the eerie energies of Force lightening rained down the metallic corridor, stalking and quickly finding Vhinech not smart or fast enough to move. The Force users paralyzed by the dark side energy field wailed in agony just before Baines and Deannta began raining blaster fire to kill them; the Nubians weren’t going to ask questions about Naressa’s dark powers if it meant they were going to have a better chance of getting out of this situation alive.

In one movement, Naressa stopped cooking them, turned to starboard as about 10 Vhinech tried to storm their position from that direction, and with an angry, tongue curling scream, heaved her hand towards the group; the air around her hand shimmed and distorted, and the distortion sailed towards the soldiers. One moment they were coming with blasters blazing, the next moment suddenly trying to move out of the way, and lastly a large group of them were hit by the distortion and went flying off their feet. They sailed until they hit the far wall with so much force limbs and blood ejected from their bodies.

Everyone was too busy to gawk, but the feeling was there. 

Naressa took cover by a nearby recess and exclaimed, “They got us to fall head first into this one!”

Angelleia felt danger and spun from her crouched position towards the aft section, hitting a Vhinech in the face and making three more take cover. “We might be able to hold them off here! I felt Enothchild, he’s here!”

“This isn’t the best place to be!” yelled Baines, firing back towards the forward section, and then taking a shot to port. “All they need to do is charge!”

Deannta handed a bawling Cessa off to a one arm Les Archer and took aim to starboard along with Cloudia. “Or they get close enough to use a stun setting! We don’t have shit for cover and they know it!”

Archer grimaced in pain and pulled Cessa tighter to his chest. “We got no where to go! How in the hell are we going to get out of here if we don’t have an exit!”

Naressa flicked her finger in a direction quickly towards starboard and one of the Vhinech behind cover suddenly stumbled out and was shot down. She hated this scenario; trapped inside a spacecraft, she couldn’t use the full blunt of her powers without possibly causing the ship’s own destruction. Judging the Vhinech’s movements it was obvious they did their homework very thoroughly in regards to her, Juna, the spaceship, and everyone on board. That meant this was not just some ordinary trap…

Krendel.

She got furious; the Vhinech, Prophet actually, got to Pirus Krendel. Somehow they must have discovered the truth about Juna’s real father, told him, and convinced him to surrender to authorities on Uiennar so he could have the Trade Federation give him press time to attack the Queen; it was a fact that they did not like Juna because she was a Rapier or Palpatine, a Rapier-backed candidate, in power because of their stances and had secretly financed Krendel’s bids for the Senate in the past to unseat her husband Bendian and Palpatine.

Naressa used the anger and generated another bone-jarring jolt of Force lightening down each corridor; so it had to be Prophet all along, Darth Sidious having nothing to do with Krendel exposing the truth. Given Sidious’ work on Evramora, it was doubtful that Sidious and Prophet had forged an alliance; knowing Dark Side ego and pride all too well, two power hungry leaders in the same room wanting the same goals was no partnership make. Curiously she did wonder again why Krendel didn’t reveal Palpatine as Juna’s father then. Granted it showed proof that an alliance existed between Sidious and Prophet in a unique way, and if they did tell Krendel the man was a dumb ass by withholding such damaging information. Why?

Angelleia entered her line of sight and said, “Mama, we need help this way!”

Naressa turned towards the port side tunnel and fired another round of Force lightening when the answer occurred to her. It caught her off guard, and made her stop her attack. She breathed out quietly, “That…son of a bitch.” 

“MAMA, LOOK OUT!”

The Dark Side told her to move as well, and Naressa felt part of her shoulder length hair get slightly burned by a blaster bolt from aft. The Vhinech were intensifying their attack and both Juna and Naressa noticed why, or what they couldn’t notice with the Force; there were bubbles of nothingness moving about the vessel towards their position. Soon, a space Vhinech appeared in each corridor passage ignited a lightsaber and began to slowly move in.

“Ah shit, they’re trying to box us in!” Naressa let loose with another Force wave and watched it fade away, feeling it vanish once it reached the Forceless sphere. “Fire on the space troopers! Angle your shots! Give them nothing but hell!!!!”

The group began firing down the different directions, doing all they could to give the Vhinech their credit’s worth of work. Such desperation worked for the Nubians, for the ysalamiri point men took the blunt of the assaults. Given the narrow passageways, it was difficult to have two beings standing side-by-side wielding lightsabers, so it meant the ysalamiri point men were on their own. On the other hand if the Nubians focused too heavily down one corridor, one of the other three groups may try to rush them with an ysalamiri and that would be the end of the fight. 

Angelleia had another bad feeling; the Vhinech could just sit back and let them drain their weapon’s resources. Once they ran out, either all together or on one of the sides, the Vhinech will have them. Another thought occurred to her, if time was of the essence for them, they might try some other, undetectable way of getting to them.

From under the floor where the ysalamiri influence still covered the cruisers ventral sections. There was no way to tell if anything was under their feet. With lightsabers, the Vhinech could cut up and through if they wanted to.

That left up, and the upper three levels.

“Mama, teleport us to the upper levels!” she said between shots.

“I would like to if I can buy some time to concentrate!” She gestured to everyone in attendance on their side. “I’ve never teleported this many before!”

As crazy as it sounded to everyone, they were willing to buy Naressa that time. Baines took a moment to fiddle with his blaster, and he snarled, “We’re running low!”

Les finally struggled to his feet, with Cessa still shivering against his chest, and pulled out his blaster with his only hand. A right-handed individual, he found he was a terrible left-handed shot. Under the circumstances he was learning fast. Finally, though, he pulled himself deeper in the recesses and said softly, “Cessa, honey, I have to fight. I need you to let go so I can help Naressa with something, okay?”

Cessa finally looked up, pulled away for a moment, and produced something that caught Naressa’s eye. She said quietly, “Okay. Here. I don’t have a use for it.”

Naressa grabbed the Vhinech lightsaber from her hand, not caring how the young woman came across it, but saying, “Thank you, Cessa!” Igniting it, she yelled to Deannta and Angelleia. “BACK OFF!” Before anyone could ask, Naressa cut down into the floor once, and then again at the corners. Pulling back to avoid be shot, she used the Force and the heavy floor plating dislodged, curled up, and slammed hard into the ceiling above, blocking and sealing off the corridor.

Now they only had three directions of attack to worry about. 

Angelleia looked at her mother. “I’ll cut, you lift!”

Naressa actually hesitated to give Juna the weapon. It was bad enough to see her fighting, but now she had suggested the unthinkable in her motherly opinion, and it was the smartest thing to do so it made it that much more difficult to turn down. Reluctantly, she gave her the weapon and waited for it to be used. Deep down inside her stomach twisted in knots, but she had no choice.

Angelleia took the lightsaber, let it twirl once in her hand with surprising, calm ease, and quickly hacked the deck. Finished, she went to work on the other two as Naressa closed up the other corridor. The two females realized something when they showed themselves too openly; the Vhinech let up on their attack. They were not necessarily trying to kill them, but the others. 

Naressa watched Juna hack on a piece of plating for more than 5 seconds, and not one Vhinech down that corridor came close to hitting her with a blaster bolt. Indeed, Prophet was behind this attack, and more than likely he ordered them not to harm Juna, and perhaps herself as well. Naressa, though, took no chances and when Angelleia was done with the last cut, she said rudely, “MOVE OUT!”

Angelleia did, and the plate began to curl upward. It was about to hit the ceiling when both Naressa and Juna felt their powers vanish. A space-suited female Bothan-Vhinech suddenly flew over the curled up metal and landed in the middle of the group with her blaster rifle. She managed to shoot Baines point blank in the chest, killing him, just before Deannta made her duck from a reverse spinning heel kick. With just a gesture, Deannta flew hard against the others.

It stopped when Angelleia drove the lightsaber through the females Vhinech’s back from behind when Naressa and Les provided a decoy. In both Rapier female’s minds, they heard a death scream, and then they felt the Force again. Angelleia had killed the ysalamiri in the Vhinech’s backpack.

“Quick! Everyone get close to me!” Naressa’s order brought everyone close…

Except Cessa, she was still huddled in a corner!

Angelleia left her mother’s side and ran to the frightened female with Deannta right behind her. Naressa shouted at her in panic. “JUNA! WAIT!”

Just as the duo of females reached Cessa, the barricades began to be attacked by lightsaber blades. Both Juna and Naressa could feel the Force begin to leave them again, suggesting that the ysalamiri point men weren’t involved in the attack on the crumpled floor plating, but they were near and getting nearer. Without any more hesitation, both Angelleia and Deannta dragged Cessa towards her mother just as the cuts the Vhinech were making were nearly completed. Angelleia reached out for her mother and, “NOW!”

There was a feeling of displacement, of cold and of blanketing darkness, as if, to everyone unfamiliar to the process to dark side teleportation, they were in the process of dying and their souls were leaving their mortal shells. They could feel themselves drifting upwards to a higher place, which was only as far as the next level up.

Then, a feeling that there were Vhinech about to break through the metal barricades! 

This haze that had blinded Angelleia, Cessa, and Deannta lifted, and they discovered very quickly many things; they were still together, the others were gone, and the Vhinech were about to come through. Angelleia knew what happen; the ysalamiri influence had reached her and the other two just as her mother teleported the others away. 

With lightsaber still in hand, she dropped down into the rut left over from erecting the aft barricade. Igniting the weapon, she sliced through the metal below her feet. It gave away, but so did the rest of the ceiling that she stood on; she had struck a holding bracket on her last swing. Landing hard, she managed to yell for the other two to follow. Deannta just threw Cessa down the hole and jumped right after her. 

Above, Naressa found herself falling to her knees in weariness. She heard and felt the others do so as well, having the Force convert one’s matter into the Force itself, and then back would do that and it was no easy task for Naressa by herself as it was. In this instance she had to move six beings including herself: her, Les, Cloudia-.

Naressa opened her eyes and quickly looked around to confirm the bad feeling she had, or the lack of feeling someone very dear to her. There was no Cessa, no Deannta…and no Juna with them! “NO! Damn it!” She focused downward and sensed the nothingness produced by the ysalamiri. “You BASTARDS! YOU WON’T GET MY GESSA!! YOU WON’T GET MY BABY!!! I WON’T LET YOU!!!!” Naressa unleashed Force energy so intense the metal deck plating below her feet and the ceiling just above her head bowed and bent to outline the sphere of the intensity of the emotions that went with the release. Her form hovered off the ground in the very center of the sphere, purplish lightening danced all over her screaming in rage form.

Finding his feet, Les grabbed a stunned Cloudia by her arm with his only hand and shook her back into reality; the young Handmaiden was pale white with fright and scared stiff by Naressa’s outburst; the supernatural occurrence the elder Rapier expressed brought back fears of vigilant ghost and haunting possession, of the tales about Nubian banshees that plagued the ancient seas of her home world in ages past, she had thought she had left behind in her past. “Come on!”

“God in heaven, what is she?” asked the young adult in shaken voice.

“I don’t know, and I don’t want to know,” he said. “Naressa?”

Naressa brought her glowing gaze down upon them and sneered murderously, “Head for the Millennium Falcon!” She pointed towards a nearby corridor. “Go now! You two are worthless here, and you will only get in my way!”

“We’re not leaving you and Juna behind!”

“I SAID GGGGGOOOOO!!!!!!!”

When Naressa yelled, there was this triggering affect that caused both Nubians to do just that. Whether or not it was caused by fear, or by a mind trick, they did not know for sure, but they weren’t going to stand there and debate it with her any further. The two Nubians were able to reach the nearby access channel not far from the airlocks and proceeded down in haste and without hesitation until Les slipped and tumbled to the ground in a huff.

Cloudia was ahead of him and stopped. Les sat up and said, “GO! Don’t stop!”

“I won’t leave you, Captain Archer.” The young woman moved towards Les to help him, and Magus Prophet stepped in between the two, coming from an adjacent corridor, and halted her progress with a well-placed hand on her neck, squeezing her throat. She let out some coughs and gags before the Vhinech maliciously picked her up by the throat and slammed her smaller, frailer body against the inner bulkhead with body destroying force.

“YOU SON OF A BITCH!” Les forced himself up and threw a chop to the back of the Vhinech’s neck with a loud thud.

Prophet dropped a barely alive Cloudia’s beaten form to the ground and turned towards the one handed Human. Shrugging off the blow, he mused coldly, “Did you want something?”

Boldly, Les said, “Yeah, your ass!” He kicked the beast right in the groin, and then went for a kneecap smashing kick. His foot his squared, and he bounced off the monster and back a few steps. Prophet looked at him and snorted in anger much like a large bull would to a challenger, appearing more pissed off than in pain.

Frustrated, Les threw a punch towards Prophet’s leaned-over head with all his might. Prophet opened his mouth and caught the offending fist in his large, fanged teeth and with little effort bit down and tore the appendage off. He let the Bravo Squadron look at his missing hand in horror, to let the fear of the event fuel his Dark Side cravings of power, and to finally demonstrate that power, Prophet decided to let him bleed to death slowly by spearing him with one of his black horns through the gut, finally ripping it out sidelong.

Meanwhile and elsewhere, Naressa breathed heavy in anger as she watched the weak links in the whole scenario run away from her. Her senses picked up pockets of emptiness coming up the access stairwell; Vhinech with ysalamiri. Sneering, her feet found purchase and she backed away from the point where they would appear. She ran a quick estimation of how far it was between her and an imaginary point where the Vhinech would be in association with the ysalamiri influences range reaching her. Determining the influence’s radius and the Vhinech as the center points of those radiuses, a plan quickly formulated in her head. Channeling the anger within her, she raised her hands and the metal sliding doors attached to nearby rooms were ripped out of their sliding frames. She used the Force then to take the ripped, jagged metal and have it in front of her, pointed directly at the spot where the Vhinech would appear.

The Vhinech came in running and stopped to take in the sight. With confidence, the 4 space suit-ysalamiri Vhinech began to approach her with blasters raised, sure of themselves that she couldn’t harm them with the doors she had ripped off once they get close enough to counteract her powers.

Naressa didn’t give them a chance, and honestly the Force had nothing to do with it, at least not all of it.

She should have thought of it before, but her powers were so great she could hurl objects at incredible rates of speed. Even if the ysalamiri nullification affected her hold on them, that didn’t mean it slowed their inertia. And the Vhinech, though skilled, were not all that powerful enough to stop it given the small grins on their faces as they thought of sure victory, nor were they fast enough to avoid the danger.

With a thought, the doors seemingly vanished with speed and indeed she lost her hold on them. However, as predicted, the momentum of the throw carried them right through the shocked at the last second aggressors. The doors only reappeared when the last one that was hit was pinned to the wall, his body like the others shredded and exploding from the force of the impact.

Grinning from ear to ear, Naressa ran past them and down the stairs in the hopes of reaching Juna and the others.

Before hand, back in the intersection, the three remaining space suited, ysalamiri-carrying Vhinech proceeded to jump down the makeshift hole Angelleia had made so she and Cessa and Deannta could get away. The other Vhinech were cutting through and getting ready to follow when in one of the corridors a Vhinech was suddenly grabbed by the top of his skull and pulled back through the hole with force. The others turned around and were greeted by Ros Ofcheck’s blue lightsaber blade cutting through the first line of offense. Focused on him, three other Vhinech raised their weapons and two were shot in the back from behind. The third got a face full of Muriel’s foot, and another got a taste of her blaster butt. 

Enothchild stormed in and ran across to the other corridor, striking the metal with his fist and squishing a Vhinech against the ceiling. He turned around and cut down another Vhinech leaping through the way coming from the bridge, running his blade across the Human-Vhinech’s abdomen. The carnage subsided just a tad; he looked around, and yelled out, “JUNA! NARESSA!”

Muriel snapped her opponents neck after she had managed to snake her way between his legs, back up from behind, and gave the being’s neck a hard twist. As Ros stood guard, she went over to Captain Baines’ prone form and felt his neck for a pulse. Dropping her head down and shaking it, she muttered, “He’s gone. Smeck!”

“Enothchild,” said Ros, and he pointed towards one of the torn up holes in the floor. This hole went completely through, and judging by the damage both Jedi concluded in their minds that it was made by a lightsaber cutting down; they could see past the pipes and the wiring the level just below them. What caught Ros’ eye, though, was the piece of ripped cloth hanging from the jagged metal of the hole with dabs of Human blood on it. 

“That’s the same color and cloth of Angelleia’s dress,” said Muriel. “She got away. She had to.”

“Can’t tell for sure with the ysalamiri interference, but I think you’re right.” Enothchild bent down more, preparing to cut the hole larger for him to fit through when his warning senses made him spin around to stop a laser bolt. “Vhinech from the rear! Get down that hole and find Juna and the others!”

Both Muriel and Ros jumped down the hole one at a time as Enothchild spun his long bladed weapon around to block the shots of three, non-ysalamiri Vhinech. He began to back peddle as they began to synchronize their attacks to overwhelm him. He formulated a plan of attack quickly and was ready to employ it when a figure appeared further down the corridor, brandishing what appeared to be a laser cannon.

Enothchild then saw the ivory Vhinphyckian horns on her head and dove to the deck plating when the danger feelings increased to the point of screaming.

Helle’anglotov’vesil pressed down on her trigger, and violently scattered her cannon fire equally at waste height as soon as she noted that ‘brio fell to the floor. Apparently he had noticed her approach and provided a military textbook distraction for her. The Vhinech never had a chance to respond to her devastating firepower, and it was over in seconds.

Quickly, she ran towards the intersection and was prepared to greet her brother in arms. Upon arrival, she found him gone. “Brio? Where did you go, ‘brio?” The sensors in her helmet pointed towards the hole in the floor not far from her position and relayed information: hole was man size – Vhinphyckian standard male size -, recently made with some form of coherent energy weaponry that left no residual heat or static energy in it’s wake; similar to the hand held light-deflector energy generating devices the Vhinech welded has swords. She had heard stories and rumors that the Jedi supposedly used these devices as well as their only weapon of defense and attack. Helle’anglotov’vesil frowned; surely her comrade did not only had that weapon on him? He would be irrational if that were so.

The Mer’de’Noms’Oiado sounded off an alert in her ears through her link with it, and after her acknowledgement it showed her sensor readings in space. Three very large Trade Federation battleships were in the process of converging on their collected position, and their offensive targeting arrays were locking on them. 

“Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, switch to full protection-ensnarement mode!” she ordered, and the ship complied. On her sensor screens, she watched her ship generate a very visible elliptical energy field around her ship, the cruiser, the Millennium Falcon, and the Vhinech Moonhaulers to protect them. With a bit of a smile, she mused, “Let the Ignorant try and destroy us. So long as the field is up and I am alive, their weapons will not get in, and the Vhinech cannot escape.”

Looking downward into the hole and reading her weapon, Helle’anglotov’vesil jumped down the hole and was on her way in pursuit. 

When Helle’anglotov’vesil fired her weapon at the Vhinech a few moments ago, the energy from the high power blaster fire sliced through the inner hull as it did before when she fired her weapon from the bridge. Casper, having reached the mid level corridor and was almost to Enothchild’s position watched an errant bolt rip through the wall in front of him to his left and it penetrated the wall on his right, then behind him, and when he dove for the deck a third bolt punched through the corridor relative to the point where he once stood. 

Finding himself panicked, Casper remained down and focused on bringing himself back to calm. As he did, he could feel the Force return to him and aide in his relaxation. His training came back to him, and all he was taught about being in calm and in peace was the key to utilizing his born powers. It was hard though, for these powers he discovered were easily taken away not by just his own self, but by others that had the means to do so. Not only that old words and sayings, old speeches and learning sessions from Master Yoda, occupied his mind the more time he spent in this situation. There were things the little being had told him he took seriously as a child, and they had become just memories as he progressed under Master Ros’ tutelage which now they have resurfaced.

What Yoda told him then, and what he saw in the cave on Dagobah scared him then. It was scaring him now.

His thinking was interrupted when he saw a tall female, dressed in custom fitted green coveralls, flashed through the intersection welding a laser cannon. Besides the unique looking helmet on her head, he noted the ivory white horns that curled down and behind her head much like Master Enothchild’s horns.

“The Vhinphyc female,” he breathed out. Pulling out his lightsaber and with caution, Casper slowly made his way towards the intersection. Sensing no danger, he peered around the corner and noted that she was gone. He noted the hole in the floor, counted to five, and jumped down.

Deep in the bowels of the aft section, Angelleia and Deannta continued to pull Cessa along as they entered main engineering. Feeling light headed again, Angelleia stopped at a column and took in some breaths to gather herself. It was then she felt a stinging in her side and grabbed hold in pain. She touched the area and looking at her fingers she saw they were wet with her blood.

Deannta saw that and immediately went to her, letting Cessa shrink down into a ball on the floor. “Let me see, your Highness.” Angelleia raised her right arm up and the former Royal Bodyguard used her hand to open the tear in the dress and look at the wound. “The bleeding appears to have stopped. Doesn’t look like your bleeding under the skin.” She looked hard into her eyes. “You all right?”

“Yeah, I just need a moment.” Angelleia let out a sigh of weariness, and she felt it had nothing to do with the blood loss. She couldn’t feel the Force again and it seemingly taxed her physically as well as mentally. The situation and the circumstances did not help either. People she cared deeply about were dying all around her because of her, and worse, when she was able to sense it, they all had this need to do what it took to get her safely away even if it meant their life. Far worse was her separation from her mother; did the Vhinech have her? Did they kill her? And what about the others? What about Enothchild? She had sensed him board the ship despite the limitations that were going to be placed on him with the ysalamiri all around. That made her feel terrible because if he died, if he was killed it would be because his need to see her safe.

It would be her fault.

Shaking her head to remind herself to keep her head in the game, Angelleia stood back up and checked her pistol. Sighing, she said, “I got about a dozen shots left.”

“Eight here,” noted Deannta. Turning around and bending down to look at Cessa, she asked, “Cessa, honey, do you have any more surprises in those robes of yours like you did a few minutes ago?”

Cessa looked a little calmer and relaxed, but was still quiet. “No. I dropped my blaster when…” She began to shake. “When…” A new round of tears began to stream down her face. “W-When.”

“Okay, okay, no problem. Shhhhh, it’s all right.” Deannta stroked her head to calm her down; she needed Cessa to be relaxed so it wouldn’t be a struggle to move her.

“What happened,” asked Angelleia quietly towards her friend. Deannta shook her head in warning, and the young Queen didn’t press. It was frustrating for Juna because with the Force she could have just found out without Cessa ever finding out with a mind probe, or better yet she could have tried to apply the Force to the older female’s mind to calm her. As it stood she felt just as useless as her soon to be empty blaster.

Then what her mother said came back to her, and Angelleia began to focus on that. The Vhinech didn’t have them yet, and if they kept their wits and emotions together, they wouldn’t have such an easy time finding them. Taking Cessa by her right arm, she looked at her two friends and said, “We are getting out of here. We got to keep moving.”

Deannta helped pick Cessa up and the three of them began moving quickly, deeper into the aft section. Finally, Deannta spoke in a voice that betrayed her true emotions; her voice reflecting her young age and fear. “Juna, what are we going to do?”

“I’ve been asking that question since this mess started,” she said as they rounded a corner and entered into the auxiliary avionics room. “Well, we can’t use the escape pods. The Vhinech will pick us up.” Suddenly they could hear a thudding sound, coming from outside the ship. If they could swear to it, they thought it was cannon fire from battleships. It seemed to be hitting something near, or even around, the ship. Strange, but Angelleia quickly continued. “Besides that, I wouldn’t bet my life on a pod right now. Sounds like a battle out there. One stray shot and that’s the end of us.”

Suddenly Cessa spoke up. “Leave me with your weapons. I’m only slowing you two down. I can’t go on, so it might as well be me that gives her life here. I don’t have my Horatio, and I killed Asia. Just leave me here so I can redeem myself.”

Angelleia pulled Cessa from Deannta’s grip and shook the female hard. “Cessa, I don’t know what happened to you, but I will be sure as hell itself that I am not going to let you die as long as I live. You hear me!”

“Easy Juna,” cautioned Deannta.

Angelleia closed her eyes for a moment, and then looked at Cessa and said, “We’re getting out of here. There is a way and I will find it. Bare with me, Cessa. I will get us out of this. We’ll get out of here together, I promise.” 

There was a clanking sound some distance away, and all three females turned to look that way. Deannta quieted Cessa down in a rush while Angelleia raised her pistol. As she did, she saw a stun wave coming at her, but fade out before it reached her. By luck, she was just out of the effective range for the stun setting on the Vhinech’s weapons by mere inches.

“RUN!” Angelleia fired one shot conservatively back in the direction of the shot as they began to run, and suddenly out of thin air stun halos were coming right at them, missing them by the thinnest of margins. Taking another look behind her, she noticed three space trooper Vhinech emerging from Force hiding right on there trail. “Keep running!” 

They got around the main atmospheric generators and found themselves at a cross roads consisting of steel gangways and wide-open spaces. Angelleia tripped over her skirting and fell at the intersection as both Deannta and Cessa kept going straight. They stopped and turned around. “JUNA!”

“Get the smeck out of here NOW!” She turned around and fired at the crosswalk behind her several times. Waiting there, she let the lead Vhinech see her and he took a step upon the crosswalk to shoot her with a stun bolt. The weakened crosswalk gave away and the surprised Vhinech lost control of his weapon, as he had to use both hands to hang on. Quickly, Angelleia leapt for the blaster rifle came up, and fired the weapon at the Vhinech. Washed with stun energy, the Vhinech fell unconscious and fell to the floor below.

A blaster shot from behind snapped Angelleia back into focus. Another Vhinech was about to stun her when Deannta came back and fired a shot to scare him off. Angelleia changed the setting to kill, got up, and fired at the two Vhinech backpedaling. Once again they did not push up her aggression towards her, which told her that this whole situation, this whole attack on the ship, was about her. It wasn’t about everyone else; in the Vhinech’s opinion, they were expendable and she wasn’t. If that was the case, then she was going to change the perimeters of everything.

Coming across a ladder, she jumped on it at the last second and quickly ascended upward as fast as she could. Angelleia heard Deannta shout her name again, but she just stopped for a brief moment three-quarters of the way and shouted over her left shoulder, “I COMMAND YOU RUN! NOW RUN!!!!” Without making sure Deannta followed her order, Angelleia started climbing again knowing she just gave the Vhinech time to get close enough to attempt stunning her again. She just reached the next level when she felt a stun bolt clip her left foot still hanging over the hole upon her dismount. She let out a yelp of surprise and collapsed on the floor as she felt her foot and calf go numb, the creeping numbness slowly reaching her knee and subsiding. Fighting the rest of the effects, Angelleia got up and hobbled away from the ladder. 

After a few steps the Force returned; she was above the ysalamiri influence.

Moving still, she felt her legs get warm with energy and to her surprise it was the Force’s doing. She hadn’t even tapped the Force to revive her, and yet as if on instinct it flowed through her and right to her stunned appendage. She found she could stand on both feet and run and run she did, going across the causeways in an attempt to catch up with Cessa and Deannta. Her pursuers were just arriving on her level and began to fire at her again with stun bolts, but they were out of range.

Angelleia, however with the kill setting, was not. She took aim and fired at them, stopping behind a row of computers and doing all she could to hit them. But to her eyes she watched them suddenly blur; Force running, and they were coming towards her fast. She stopped firing and tapped the Force to run as well, and immediately she let the power consume her to dictate her direction of running because she couldn’t see anything and react in time with her normal senses guiding her directly. She went more aft, putting a considerable amount of distance between her and her pursuers; given her stronger abilities she was by and far faster than they were. What was more Force running was a last resort strategy because it called upon one’s reserves to get them to move as such high rates of speed; when it looked impossible for a Jedi to win in a situation, he used it to escape.

She knew she had more power than they did, and so she could out run them, and sustain it for longer periods of time.

Angelleia finally came to rest having done a half circle around the wide-open engineering section of the cruiser and took in some needed air. Casting her senses outward, she caught hints of the ysalamiri void that surrounded the Vhinech some distance behind and away from here; they were spent Force wise just as much as she was.

“Now to find Cessa and Deannta and Mama and everyone else,” she mused softly to herself between breaths. Angelleia turned around and proceeded in a direction that would have taken her more towards the bridge…and let out a loud, compellingly frightened gasp when her brown eyes looked straight across from her on the narrow crosswalk.

“Hello, my Juna,” said Magus Prophet, just coming into view, blocking her way and surrounded by an ysalamiri field. “My, you have grown.”

