CHAPTER 108.0
The explosion that separated the Sith and Prophet had much greater effects than Sidious perceived. The explosion streaked out in the form of shrapnel and large debris, cutting and slicing and destroying whatever and whoever got in the way, killing or distracting or separating.
Just before it, the group Muriel lead was making quick progress despite the stops they made to 'clear a path for retreat', even as intrusion alert warnings blared all around them. They were all sure it wasn't them the alarms were about, for so far not one MerCon that stumbled across them got remotely close to breathing in the next breath. It wasn't that they searched for them; they happened to round the corner, didn't listen to their intuition, or bother to check that noise they heard behind them; all and all the wrong place at the wrong time. 
The group moved quickly from the latest MerCon deactivation that featured them firing deep sleeping darts at two targets. The Guardians moved the targets out of the hall and advanced forward onto the level Juna was located. 
They reached a critical intersection, and the Guardians took guard positions as Muriel consulted her wrist computer and announced, "Juna is beyond the control room straight ahead." She pulled out her Guardian blaster, her comrades following suit.
"Is there another way around," Ros asked, showing his displeasure only because he didn't like what he felt straight ahead. Something was very wrong.

The Orpheus shook and rumbled a bit; it had been a repeating occurrence ever since they boarded, one that got worse and worse as they advanced in progress. Dizzy beat everyone to the answer, the one even in Ros' and Casper's minds. "We don't even have the time for a 10 credit tour."
"We have to fight are way in now," Muriel insisted to the Jedi one last time. "This ship can't hold together-."

It was sudden and without warning, and thus it made the explosion just that effective. The Trade Federation fire blew through the outer hull, caused the inner workings to detonate, sending pieces throughout the section of the super vessel to cause more damage. One of those pieces made a direct hit on one of the Sith's strategically placed mines, and has planned the destruction was far more devastating than the attack that started it.
The strike from the heavy cannon fire had shook and thrown the group around in the corridor, the walls buckled and the plates beneath their feet became wavy. The mine explosion came next, followed by the eruption of the section reactor. The linking corridors and rooms and batteries that made up the sector were all thrown violently up; some of the Guardians were viciously rammed into the ceiling and vanished within the dark scene. With a roar everything proceeded to fall in a drain-like fashion towards the center of the crossroads, and those that were not caught in the crush were sliding for the ever growing hole that consumed stable ground.
In the determining seconds, Ros used the Force and leapt away from the hole, while Casper quickly grabbed Dizzy by the arm in a well timed leap and caught hold of cable that hung loose from the roof; the momentum of the swing on the way back broke the cable away and the two smacked against the now hanging vertical floor grating. 
"Casper!" Ros shouted when the rumbling ended, and everything was so damn silent. "CASPER!"

"MASTER! DOWN HERE!" Ros peered over the side of the hole to find Casper helping Dizzy grab on to the convenient hand holds the floor gave them. Everyone visible looked banged up but not severely. "Can you help us up? I think our perch is starting to give!"

"Metalmites will do it every time, Junior," chimed Dizzy with a slight chuckle, thankful that he was alive; a common response for anyone. "Hey, Muriel, did that shake your booty outta your armor?" His large eyes blinked as he looked around the hole. "Honey?" He snapped his gaze up at Ros and asked, "Is Muriel up there?"

"No," said Ros.

Dizzy quickly began to look around again, and below them, down into the unforgiving abyss that darkened quickly after ten exposed levels. Frantic, he shouted, "MURIEL!!!!" He kept looking, and noted that there wasn't another Guardian around; he remembered that she was talking to Ros, and the both of them were close to the crossroads, and he bounced a few times as the floor gave way…"MURIEL!!!!!"

"Dizzy, calm down," Ros began to say.
"Smeck you, man, I gotta find my Wife! MURIEL!!!!!"

"Dizzy, she's not down there, she's up here."
Dizzy looked back up at Ros and glared at him. "You said she wasn't!"

Ros sighed and said, "She isn't with me, but she's on the other side of the wreckage, across from me. I can feel her. She's all right." He reached into his belt and pulled out a standard issue lariat cord that was usually used in concert with a grappling device the Jedi carry, but the device was left behind in his robe on the Millennium Falcon. The device wasn't needed here. "Hold on. I'm lowering a rope."
Dizzy's relieving sigh was short lived, vanishing just as quickly as the grating shuttered and fell, the whole structure falling…
"NO!" shouted Ros. The word, the command, the tone of voice did not stop the peril….

At the last moment it abruptly stopped, but not by any Jedi intervention; the shocking cables that transfer the minor vibration stresses of space travel from the deck to the heavier, more durable inner hull frame snapped into play as designed to in order to prevent stress separation. The stoppage caused a magnificent jolt, one that jarred both Casper and Dizzy loose from safety in a flipping tumble, Human and Sullustan practically switching positions in relation to where they were, in essence like Casper was now pulling Dizzy down as they both fell. For seemingly that reason, not exactly so, Casper let go of Dizzy's hand….

Dizzy stopped falling shortly after, his hands having reached out and caught hold of the broken edge of the grating. Casper was not so lucky, for Dizzy's body accidentally was in his way. The Padawan Learner was just as quick to react with his body as he was facially to express the direness of his situation, twisting around and flipping to gain an advantage, landing below and on the other side of the hole in an exposed corridor, rolling once and standing once the roll was complete.
Ros let out a sigh when he noted Casper's landing, and quickly he dropped the rope to Dizzy. "Quickly, take it! The walkway won't hold-."
And just as stated, the walkway gave way. Dizzy leapt up and away, catching the end of the rope just as it arrived in front of his large black eyes, spinning away from the falling, battering wreckage, it nearly hitting him when he swung back from the pendulum-like recoil. 

"Whew that will make you put cake in your shorts," chimed Dizzy.

Ros began to pull Dizzy up and saw Casper emerge from the open corridor below; Dizzy followed his eyes and looked down at the youngster. The Master said, "Casper, you all right!"
"Yes, Master!" was Casper reply.

"Stay there, I’ll bring you up with the Force."

"Wait!" Dizzy's shout stopped Ros' progress. "He can follow the vent pipe." Ros didn't get it, so carefully Dizzy pointed with his right hand at the red pipe just above Casper that was emitting heated water vapor. "That pipe drains out the used coolant from the offensive batteries! Follow it all the way; it will take you up to where we need to be! Muriel should be heading that way!"
Before another word was spoken amongst them, battered MerCons emerged from opening just above Casper's with blasters firing. Shots missed Dizzy and Ros, and the Sullustan shouted, "AH WINGNUTS, PULL ME UP! PULL ME UP! WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR, TAILS!"

Ros yanked hard, his hands moving with speed and power, taking up great lengths of cord to get Dizzy up and out of harm's way. Casper would have helped them, but like them he had problems as MerCons who apparently survived the destruction of the blaster placement were hell bent on taking out their shellshock and defeat on whoever wasn't one of them. With Dizzy secured with Ros above, the Padawan turned his full attention quickly towards the problems and blocked three shots from the three MerCons.
They stopped their fire when Casper succeeded, and the Padawan warned them, "If you persist in your foolery, you'll leave me no choice. I won't kill you if-."

The three started firing again, pushing and pressing with their fire to make him fall back and down the hole, and thus pressing Casper to take an action that he feared he would have to take. Before he directed the shots away from everyone and into everything. In this round, he swung his blade skillfully, knocking the bolts back at his opponents, missing them deliberately the first time around, but hitting them square the next time when they didn't even attempt to stop their futile attack. They fell, and Casper took Dizzy's advice.
As it all occurred, above Casper and directly across from where they all came, Muriel struggled out of the fallen rubble of metal and insulation, and finally she was pulled out with Mercura's aide. The blonde had lost her helmet in the explosion, her short, straight hairs discolored by a swath of red that came from the wound on top of her crown.
"The ship was hit," said Mercura as she pulled with her right hand, holding her Guardian blaster in her left, speaking to snap Muriel from her daze; the easiest way was to speak of what they both all ready know. "The corridor is blocked. We're scattered about if we're lucky. The security sensors have been knocked off line. We don't have the eyes."
Muriel figuratively coughed out debris before she spoke. "The others?" She meant the other Guardians.
Mercura shook her head sadly; the readings from both their wrist computers indicated that their signals transmitted no more. She added, "Short range sensors are having trouble with the debris, but I think your husband and the Jedi are all right."

With Muriel on her feet she was more clear headed now, and therefore noted the silent alarm that silently vibrated on her arm as it did on Mercura's. Each one looked at the other's arm, looking at the readings, not liking what they saw.
Mercura whispered, "Where's your blaster?"

"I don't know," whispered Muriel. Her purple eyes tracked to her right to look behind Mercura, attempting to look into the dimness behind them. She tracked down as the glare and shadows emphasized her blaster, which laid ten feet away. 

Ten feet too far.

Slowly adjusting her helmet, Muriel said quietly, "Spin shield."

"Agreed," Mercura acknowledge. She grabbed the red head by wrapping her arm around her waist and together they spun around. With the slopping design of the Guardian helmet it covered Muriel's neck and around her ears, and thus her entire six o'clock was well protected from any aggression. Thus why she was now Mercura's shield to hide behind.

With the movement, they finally drew out the enemy's fire. Shots hit everything around the two Guardians, including into the Saberhide armor that covered Muriel from head to toe. Mercura whipped around Muriel's body on the right and fired back, a shriek and a rush increase of fire telling how successful she was in that exchange. Mercura fired again, this time on Muriel's right, her left, and firing just as blindly as the MerCons were, her shots hitting solid objects to cause sparks and at times tipping her off where the enemy was. Muriel glared down at her wrist computer from time to time and through the armor's sensors know where they were behind her, relaying the information every moment she got.
Little time passed, in pale voice Mercura said, "I don't feel too good."
Muriel leaned close and noted the injury upon Mercura's head and understood why. She said, "Let me take over, eh?"

"Sure." And then Mercura fell backwards with upturn eyes, and quickly Muriel took the blaster from her now dead comrade, whose compound skull fracture finally took her into the shadows of death.
Muriel spun to the floor in a crouch with the bitterness of everything weighing very heavily upon her mind, waiting quietly for what was sure to be a check by whoever they engaged, pointing the blaster down the smoky ruins before her, her meager Force senses energized with her anger. With it she didn't need her armor's sensors to know they were coming. 
She wanted them close. 
She preferred it.

She desired it.

With their silhouettes now in the glare of light, Muriel quickly snapped two murderous shots, spun, and caught the advancing third with a trip, and with the body fallen she just aimed at his head and fired.

The next group came ready to fight, firing weapons. Muriel was up and on them, grabbing one in a headlock and using him as a hold to deliver a kick to the side of the head of a straggler. She let her handhold flip her, and when she landed she planted a shot in his chest, and then hit his partner next to him with a hard chop to the face. Another rushed in and kicked her blaster from her hand. In the process, Muriel pulled on an embedded ring from her right wrist to reveal strangle cord. Going low, she struck the target, and then leapt over him and in passing wrapped the cord securely around the neck to pull him around, and with it she whipped him around and then pulled up hard as his body continued, causing the cord to cut the throat and sides of the neck.

Another scrambled after her in her moment of distraction and wrapped a strong arm around her neck to strangle her. Such an attack would have defeated a lesser woman pretty quickly, but he underestimated Muriel Thahada Arnes; they all were. Three of them in fact, coming for her as the other held her neck. 
As with the fight with her Father, she raised her hands and with great focus and determination that seemingly drained her strength both Guardian blasters that laid quietly on the floor flew into each hand and in quick session she pumped enough holes into the charge to cause a blood bank deficit. With her one hand she smacked her opponent holding her hard in the face with her blaster and with his loosened grip she slid from his grasp, loosing her helmet in the process. She did the splits, then sprang back up and popped her foe a snap right palm thrust to his nose.
Recovering, Muriel moved down the corridor with one blaster in body holster and one blaster in hand, running hard for the control room. It still stood, and in the doorway was MerCons emerging with little awareness to her other than the fact they heard the fire fight and were trying to get there. With her free hand she searched different parts of her body very quickly, and from her armor in hiding she unleashed three fold wafer blades that silently broke the atmosphere and struck three different targets. Still moving, she let the other MerCons react to their fallen comrades, and like a Saberhide meteorite she barreled into the room with a yell. She tackled one surprised fool and head butted him, rolled, and came up firing hard and heavy with both blasters. She was up, running to her right and firing, and leaping for cover behind the now useless control consoles that made up the fire control station, and right behind another MerCon who was in the line of his ally's fire. From her equipment bag, the only thing not glued to her skin or holstered, she whipped out three short range cling explosives, activated them with a hard jolt on the ground, and tossed them straight in the air. The explosives suddenly took flight on their built in repulsors and as designed found three MerCons and each attached themselves to one and one and one with restraint-like latches to prevent any removal. Once locked in, regardless how hard the victims tired, they couldn't be removed, nor did they have enough time to with the three second timer.
With the explosions over, Muriel got up with blasters raised and ready, but it was not enough to keep her from being attacked by another straggler. Before the arm could lock around her neck her hand was waiting for the vice squeezing arm. Catching by the wrist she pushed it away, slipped underneath the arm, looped her arm up as she got behind him, locked her other arm around his neck, and with the other arm began to push his head in unnatural position. At the same time his hands worked themselves around above him and on her head.
As awkward as it looked, it was a race to who could snap the neck of whom first. Both grunted and pulled in different directions, each having a unique advantage of leverage or positioning. Both spun their bodies in a circle in one direction. Then in the other direction, the movements creating even more pain and stress upon their respected backs and necks, the struggle much like the battle in space; a tug of war, a stand still which required an end; who desired the most would win, and life itself was not enough.

Muriel held the advantage in that case for it wasn't about her life. In her mind was the image of her best friend slowly dying from horrible injuries while under the hard gaze and bloody hands of obsession, and her often difficult, lovable, smartass Husband who braved himself into a situation in which he had no skill to warrant his presence, here solely out of his love for three women; his Wife, his friend, and the Black Rose that saved him. If she failed, the pain in her neck and her body and the pain of death would be mute compared to those she loved dying. If she died, they died.
She wasn't going to die.

Fueled by the rage, Muriel burned with the energy, shouted, and with a push-pull snapped her foe's neck. Dropping him, she bent over, using her hands and arms as props to hold her upper body up while she took a moment or three to breathe and recover. With each breath her reasons for being here returned, and quickly she grabbed both Guardian blasters and headed for her destination.
A journey that still had much all in their ways.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 108.1

The falling rubble from the explosion actually ended it's descent on many levels. That including anything that went with it. Casper was the first to discover that when he made a wrong turn on one of the levels and came across one of the Guardians, or what was left of him or her; hard to tell with the large section of metal in which only the Guardian's arm was sticking out. Nonetheless there was no life there, and it told him he was too close to the hole. He back tracked; finding the elusive red pipe Dizzy pointed out to him and ran with it. Before long, he was on the original level they were on before the explosion. It was then Casper felt something odd and decided to follow it.

Before long he reached a slightly brighter illuminated area than the corridors he had been running through. The area was solid, more expansive than anywhere else but not too wide open; just a lot of space where one could hold a Supreme Chancellor's gala, except nothing was in the area suggested it had a purpose. It wasn't bare thanks to the debris and metallic rubble caused by the explosion that blocked the main entrance.
That didn't matter to Casper. Lying in the middle within the confines of an iconic spotlight from above as to show those who sought the final destination was a woman.
"Lady Angelleia!" Casper quickly ran towards her, believing she was the source of the odd readings, but stopped when he realized it went beyond her. Straight ahead of him in fact. Standing over Juna's battered form, he kept his eyes affixed ahead as he spoke to her, "I'll protect you, My Lady, hold on." Master? 
There was a silence after Casper had sent his thoughts through the Force. He was certain Ros could hear him, that he was still alive. Master, I found her Ladyship. She's alive. Can you hear me?
Yes… Ros' thoughts came to Casper, but it was like a partially jammed radio transmission, bits and pieces only penetrating the dark side veil that penetrated everything else. We…way…check her…Things seemed to fade out, and then Ros came back. Did you hear me?
Casper wished he got the rest of the message; perhaps his Master wanted him to use their comlinks; a risky proposition though, for the MerCons would lock on them and track them down. He decided against it and just went with what he heard. He bent down to touch Juna to get a feel for her medical condition, not realizing her Force status…

The debris blocking the main entrance erupted from stillness; not exploded outward for no explosive caused it, but the trash and junk sailed from the point of impact nonetheless like one. Casper stopped himself before he touched her, ignited his lightsaber in response and placed himself between Juna and large form of Magus Prophet. Once the beast saw him he ignited his own weapon that never left his hand in the chaos that just occurred. Seeing what Prophet just went through and given how he didn't pick up on him right away Casper saw no choice and took Enothchild Sarch's advice; with Prophet, strike first.
The Padawan whirled in and met Prophet's blade, and immediately the Vhinech threw him back with a shove via their met together blades. Casper's feet shuffled under him as he sailed back, slowing him to a soft landing before he past Juna. Rethinking his strategy he went at Prophet again as the Vhinech just walked towards him. Their blades met, and Casper immediately moved to change his entire attack angle and keep himself away from the high percentage area of successful lightsaber engagement/failure; dead ahead. It was his hope to catch the Magus off guard with a different approach.

It was just that Casper didn't know others have been doing that all day. Prophet just turned his body before he used his lightsaber - instinctively in desperation someone would move the lightsaber through the defense area first and thus make a mistake - and stopped the attack, knocking Casper back with another blow, causing the Padawan to back flip to avoid a downward overhand attack, followed right behind it with a wild swing met to cut Casper in half at the waist.
Gritting teeth, Casper whirled his lightsaber back around to ready and charged in tight, using small, short span movements along with his speed to get Prophet to either match or avoid. It was designed to lull him to stay in one place, and then Casper would move and attack him from another direction very quickly, or move spectacularly in place. Much of it he seen Master Yoda, his first Master, do in a demonstration one time on Dagobah long ago…

It was just that Casper didn't know Juna all ready went with this particular strategy, and worse Casper was slower than she was. In he went, and right away Prophet just pushed him off with brute strength when he forced a lock up defensively. The Padawan had to roll this time to stop his travels and came up ready for a counter. Magus Prophet though held his ground, a slow full of fang smile growing and growing upon his angered face, waiting for Casper to do something again.
Casper shrugged off the bruising on his body from the tumble he took and raised his weapon. "Size matters not, Casper." He twirled his lightsaber around for the sole purpose to make him get back into the fight and to remember Master Yoda's point. "Size matters not."

Casper finally dashed in and struck from the right, left, right, right up high, low, low, and high. He spun in place and when his weapon made contact with Prophet's offensive attack he went with it and turned out of the way; blocking it outright was foolish for he didn't have the strength to. Prophet tried to get him to block the lightsaber again, but the Human just kept the giant perplexed with the slow-fast-slow tempo and rolling blade movements. It was a strategy designed to do one thing; emphasize Jedi patience. It was a very passive defense that gave Casper, if needed, lots of opportunity to strike if he wanted to become aggressive. He did it though for survival and time; he needed his Master, for it dawned on him that this was his very first lightsaber fight ever, one that didn't feature any control from his opponent to prevent harm whatsoever. The longer he outmaneuvered Prophet, the better off he was.
So it was at times unlike the other fights so far there were stops and hesitations. Casper would back off and stand ready, and he felt in his young and courageous mind that Prophet was a bit stumped by what he was facing. Without another thought he moved in and came at Prophet from the left, high, right low, center, center, and then Casper backed out again holding his lightsaber high above his head. He spun it, and Prophet lashed out to strike it from his hand, but the movement was such that he only clipped the tip of the weapon. Casper did it again, and Prophet flinched.
Casper did it a third time and Prophet didn't move. Casper however moved, spinning in place and swing low with his lightsaber at Prophet's legs. Prophet jumped. Casper stopped his rotation, stood up, and brought the lightsaber back through the target area…

Prophet met the blade in an awkward angle, his hands turned over, left hand over right, blade down to keep Casper's blade to the outside. Growling, he began to turn the blades over…

Casper spun away instead, seeing that Prophet's left side had to be exposed….

And he met Prophet's blade there. Suddenly, the match wasn't slow and Prophet wasn't so cumbersome as before. The giant's lightsaber worked short and quickly just as Casper's did earlier, but there was no break and he didn't give the Padawan one. High, low, high, low, right, left, right, left, high, high, low, high. Never once did the beast commit to any of his previous actions. It totally caught Casper by surprise; in his defense it was his first solo lightsaber fight, but excuses made for poor deflector shields. Right now he had neither. Even the idea to prolong the fight now looked bad.
But he had faith in the Force, he believed in with every strike he took from Prophet now. It rattled him the blows, it disturbed him the uncanny speed such a large creature would have, and it bothered him how too attuned to the Force Prophet was. Then again there had to be a good reason why Prophet had 'Magus' in front of his name, the Vhinphyckian word that meant 'Master' found in Path scriptures.

What Casper didn't understand was what fueled Prophet. It wasn't just the Dark Side of the Force. It was obsession. Everything he saw now he had a sort of obsession over, and it connected with the One Obsession that now laid not so far from his large footsteps. Even in her state Juna was always connected with the Force, more so than normal compared to everything else. Her presence enriched the Force in many ways, and for Prophet it enhanced him. He desired her more than Casper did, and thus he desired to win her, and thus that was the difference between the two combatants in the fight; Casper fought to just delay while Prophet fought to win.

Size mattered not? Sometimes it does. Especially when it came to the heart, regardless how misguided it was, light or dark.

They jousted, and finally Casper worked his way away from Prophet to come at Prophet differently. He charged in, and Prophet met him as before…

Then with great rage, Prophet enhanced his strength and swung hard and wide. The action made Casper stop and he attempted to adjust by using his own strength to block it, but in the next instant the red blade struck violently hard it shook Casper into a daze. The shock, though, didn't end; unbelievably, the blow was so devastating that before the lightsaber flew out of Casper's hands the magnetic field used to create and determine the size of the lightsaber blade collapsed and blew the rebound circuit; in effect, Prophet 'cut through' Casper's lightsaber!
Casper's body spun as momentum continued. At the last moment he stepped towards Prophet - he wouldn't have got past the giant's reach and lightsaber- to get backhanded instead of cut in half…

Upon impact, the Padawan folded around Prophet's arm so much his hands and feet meet. Sailing backwards the wind was driven out of him, and Casper blacked out just before he skipped a half a dozen times across the floor, right over Juna, and came to a roll flopping stop several dozen feet later towards the other open corridor that was across from where Casper originally came.

Prophet growled in satisfaction in his accomplishment, shutting off his lightsaber as he noted his Prize lying still on the floor. He moved towards her, and half way to her he went on all fours, squatting beside her with growing concern on his face. He sniffed, and very carefully he reached out to touch her…
A noise from Casper snapped Prophet's gaze at him. Casper groaned and rolled on his back, holding his chest in agony and coughing terribly, and he didn't try to get up. Prophet though took exception. He leapt over Juna and nearly crushed the young man under his feet; Casper saw it at the last second and weakly rolled out of the way. Not far enough; Prophet swapped at him with his hand and knocked Casper into another roll. He stood up and moved towards his prey quickly, and with whatever he had left Casper kicked at Prophet, the grinding sounds in his chest not a good sign at all…
With a loud clap, Prophet caught the foot and smiled at him. He lifted him up easily, and threw Casper across the room in a back handed motion that would have surely been fatal if he hit anything, and so it was with the oncoming awning that draped over the ceiling. Dazed, Casper really didn't have any concept of what was going to happen to him at that very point.

Finally….it didn't happen. Just before hitting it, Casper Knightshade stopped flying; his body came to a sudden jolting halt that caused his limbs to flop around mere centimeters from doom and floated there for a few moments.
Prophet at that point was coming back around with his body and expected his prey to be bug splat against the wall; a future meal he could just simply scrap off. It wasn't so as he saw Casper hang there and slowly descended downward. He sniffed in response, instincts triggering his Force abilities, and found the Dark Side wrapped gently around the Jedi Apprentice like an assuring blanket. It made him uneasy; he could not feel where the source was coming from at that very moment.

His next breath came out in a cold fog. He knew then it was not of his doing. He turned around, facing the way where Casper had once felt the unusual disturbance….

Magus Prophet's large jaw dropped and for a moment he snapped back to normal sanity. He muttered slowly, "Yooooooooooooou."

The source of Casper's worries stood boldly in the corridor way, and Naressa Rapier in all her Sith Maiden glory said, "You say that like I'm a bad thing."
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 108.2

It didn't take much time for Naressa to realize that the young Padawan Learner Casper Knightshade - the name that came to her through the voices that spoke in her Dark Ears - was going to die trying to save her Gessa from a being far too powerful for him to handle. She couldn't allow such valiant foolishness end the boy's life; it was a rather selfish point for she probably wouldn't have given such a courtesy to anyone else that tried to save someone else other than Juna, but she could care less if she was judged in such shallow thoughts so the point was mute. Beside the point she couldn't directly help her Daughter at that very moment for reasons she feared before so why not. She sensed the movements, the action long before that, and before she reached the auditorium in question she felt Casper take flight by the powerful motor of Prophet. With her power she changed the course of his destiny a hundred fold. With the Jedi's help she was certain she and Juna could get off the Orpheus alive.
Naressa entered the auditorium, although in a sense she was all ready there before with her power safely guiding Casper down to the floor safely. Prophet turned towards her and whatever suspicions he had that she was still alive was not enough to keep him in the state of feral evil judging by the lack of attack; all around her she could feel that he had been relentless throughout all the battles; even Sidious did not make him question himself. It was obvious why; why fear someone you can feel is not as powerful as you? It wasn't so much that Sidious wasn't through the Force, but belief was a strong selling point and went hand and foot and heart with the Dark Side of the Force, and even in the light. Prophet's mind was that of an animal, were confidence is always high against those who are considered prey, but low when a bigger predator entered the territory; none was actually bigger to him than Naressa and she knew it; in essence, she was a far bigger gundark. And if anything Sidious was cocky, not confident; if he would have took a few moments to consider the position he was in with Prophet, then he would have realized that it wasn't his place to slay Prophet.

After all, and locking with his mismatched eyes, Juna had marked Prophet, and through that cut she made through his right eye 10 long years ago as a child she had cursed him through it. That was another thing Sidious never thought of, and Naressa admitted to herself was also a problem she failed to respect after all these years because like the Sith Master she had dismissed it as hogwash; there were greater Dark Side forces at work here that went beyond the Force; things never met to see even the darkest of days in the universe; words never met to be thought even in anger; the bane that ended much of the Sithian existence was now in the minds and hearts of two of the most powerful beings in the universe. Two Sith Maidens.
Juna who laid on the ground.

Naressa who stood tall before a now scared Enemy. 
Honestly, Naressa had to admit there was a third and he stood in front of her like the house of raw, alien nature that he was. Like the Sith, Magus Prophet was an ancient evil that was brought back in a modern time, not kept in check by the environment of the worlds their ancestry hailed from. The combination of interference of outsiders and their powers going beyond the realm of their hearts to lead the outsiders to them that spelled a greater doom, and thus paved the way for the Age of Darkness the galaxy was now going to suffer through. Nothing could stop it; it was going to come to pass; surely wise men could see it and they were preparing for it.

Despite such problems that were unstoppable Naressa wasn't just going to lay down and like it. Consequentially neither was Prophet; fear was powerful, and either it traumatized the weak and foolish and the uneducated, or it gave a creature the extra potion boost they need to survive. As it stood now, Naressa couldn't kill Prophet - again, like Sidious, it was not her place to kill him - but she could stop him.

The fact she couldn't kill him became clear based on their destined meeting here. In the ticking of mere seconds, all of Naressa's offensive options were eliminated from her mind. Her Banshee Wail would guarantee that the entire unstable level they were in would certainly collapse and crush those who wouldn't survive such a lethal event. Black Death was out as well; even a small concentration would have such force it would drop the roof upon impact. There were other options not as powerful but to some degree they would be totally ineffective in stopping Prophet. It was the Royal Cruiser all over again, only this time her powers were negated because of her.
But that was why she had a mind and never neglected to use it.

"You are……a bad thing, Black Rose," Prophet muttered his clenched tight teeth that were exposed. "A poisonous plant."

"Only if you eat me," was her smirking reply. It was replaced by a cold stare. "Or take away those I love." 

Prophet began to move towards Juna, and that prompted Naressa to move as well at the same pace; an intentional walk of slow. He stopped, she stopped. He took a step forward, she took a step forward. He took one back. She didn't budge. Clearly the message was clear: she wasn't going to back down or give an inch.
"No one is immune to your poison," he growled at her, indicating Juna and thus everyone else associated with Juna because where Naressa more or less ended was through her Daughter. "Not even your love ones."
Naressa just shrugged it off and said, "Neither are you, and by the way your fear is just making my body hum."

Prophet snorted in contempt, ignited is lightsaber, and yelled with energized hate and fear, "I do not fear you! I have the love of your daughter; that will defeat you! I have her in my heart! You don't! I do! You DON'T! She hates you! I have showed her that deep down inside your malice!"
"You think you possess my Light, Prophet?" This time, Naressa took a few more steps towards Juna. "I haven't given you my Light. You can't take her either." The room grew cold as she frowned upon him, in response to her growing strength. "The only being that keeps me from dominating the universe lies before us. Of course you fear me, for without her I rule this domain with no equal. If I am dead, then where would my Light go? Who would possess her, or rather who would allow my Light possess them? That is where you fail. That is where you have failed."

"I have not failed! I shall prove it!" Prophet ignited his lightsaber, and yet he did not charge. "Through my Juna I have no equal!"

She shook her head. "Through MY Juna all that feel the Force are granted more power, wisdom, and love than they can handle. However, there is always one that will be more powerful through her, and that is what you fear the most. And it starts from where she has come from, from the place she was born."

Prophet lowered his weapon for a moment, and then raised it back up and defiantly said, "NO! Her real father was no more powerful through her!" 

"He was, but he failed, like you now, to see that I loved her more," said Naressa. "Pure, uncompromising faith rules over control and obsession if one believes in it more, and I do."
Both began to side step, Naressa to her left and Prophet to his right respectfully, mutually to avoid any possible trampling of Juna, utilizing the expanse of the area to its full advantage. Everything else seemed to vanish as if it didn't exist, such as the sounds of war and the vibrations that shook the ship from the pounding impacts it took. As they moved, Naressa reached with her hand for the object she picked up and clipped on her woven in utility belt upon her war skirting, the weapon that laid ahead of her Daughter before she picked her up to take her away from this nightmare the first time.
In her hand it frightened her, for it showed everything that was done with it, and then by its touch she saw in her mind what she could do with it. Knowledge bred into her genes from the Mother of All that was Evil and Cruel, from the existence of Darth Rune the ability to use the lightsaber for its intended purpose. Pointed downward, her thumb trembled just slightly as it pressed down on the activator button, and her eyes closed for a few moments after the SNAP-HISS unnerved her. When that sound hit, flashes of Rune's abilities just filled her mind, and for that reason was why she told Juna when she was young never to touch Enothchild's lightsaber again, for the fear that such thoughts of dark and romantic ecstasy would enter such a young, tender mind and steer her down a terrible path.
Prophet never took advantage of her hesitation; she knew it and knew why. It was the unknown, the unexplainable reason why for that instant Naressa Rapier was not the Naressa Rapier he had grown use to for the few minutes he had all ready spent with her. There was a change, much like one Juna went through when she Invoked the Spirit but more visual profound. For a moment her soft, white face changed just slightly, a face that Prophet didn't recognize; the face of Faradi Nimh, a woman he never met and never knew was manipulating him through the teachings and treachery of Pern.

When it passed, Naressa was confident that she was still who she was and opened her glowing yellow eyes with power and cold and malice and death. She let him feel that, to remind him once again who ruled the territory and to make the animal that he is cringe with uncertainty. His obsession would still blind him, but it still mattered that doubt was now a part of his heart; that part he believed to be Juna.

Keeping only one hand on her weapon, Naressa whipped the blade around in quick fashion in front of her, tucking her left hand and arm in, skillfully moving the blade around with close knit position that not one piece of clothing was charred on her body nor did one hair get touched; normal casualties of light blade wielding combatants brought on by themselves. If there was ever a time she thanked her mother for any gift it was this: the knowledge of Rune's unique lightsaber skills flowed through her with a strength all its own.
Done with ceremony, Naressa let her body slow bend at the knees with her left foot in lead of the right, her left hand going out as a guide while her right hand held the lightsaber in ready horizontally in line with her eyes, eyes that never took themselves off her opponent. Prophet took cue and began to tremble with power, anger, fear, and readiness. Before her in her mind and eyes was paths of certainty that just lit up and gave her not just confidence but guarantee.

"Be gentle," she purred at him flirtatiously. "This is my first time."

Prophet was not amused at all, and he looked confident that this was going to last just as long as before even though she held the weapon only in one hand. Enothchild Sarch wasn't 'there' in her it seemed for strength. The unfamiliarity came and went, and although the Black Rose was still imposing she was no more so than before. Indeed she was different from before physically, perhaps in the Dark Side as well, but in either case both were close to the same as long before. But he would not underestimate her, and so he made the first move; a feint to draw a strike.
As Prophet moved towards her, Naressa indeed moved, following the path laid out for her, all in detail, from where to take the next step to where the lightsaber should be held at that very moment and how it should be held. When she moved, the wind picked up her hair, the air stung her face, and Prophet moved slowly and didn't register the fact that she was moving much faster than he was; a black blur, much of the movement betrayed by her red light weapon; a weapon the vast majority of all lightsaber warriors took for granted……
It was an honest view, brought upon by the activation of the lightsaber in her hand, on an obvious subject in the mind of Naressa Rapier that was questioned originally by her Mother, a thought back then that blossomed in then Darth Rune's Sith Maiden's mind as she taught herself; why would anyone use a lightsaber like a sword? 
The answer was obvious; like any weapon of long shaft, be it a sword, a club, or even a chute pole, it was an extension of one's own arms and movements; a combination of factors dictating what was ultimately the best way to use such weapons in an aggressive matter. In the case of swords or large arm length knives or stabbing weapons it centered on the lethal edge of the weapon. To achieve victory with such weapons it was clear the lethal edge had to dismember, cut, gouge, tear open, or do a number of terribly lethal things, but in all the lethal edge was the key to how one presented themselves in both strategy and combat.
The lightsaber was one of the greatest achievements in weapons technology development. A shaft of pure light, controlled and harnessed within a diamagnetic harmonizing stabilizer field, capable of cutting through almost everything save for other weapons of the like. Like it's metallic brethren it was a unique weapon that required its own set of weapon's training principals and disciplines. To a layman that had to mean Jedi training, and to the superstitious the belief that such Force powers were harnessed to the point that light just danced from their hands and cut through everything. The Jedi, in their hindsight when the lightsaber was born, just did something that was completely…well…easy; they just studied ancient sword techniques that were try and true; in the earlier ages the Jedi were more brutal in fighting, a technique brought back by Nadja Moranna and then later by Enothchild Sarch called the clutch and grab; primitive as it got. As the years went by common sense clicked for some and sword techniques were applied from simple swishes to blunt force movement to parry and lunges. Many adopted more sporting types of sword styles like the ancient fencing style. Forms of combination sword and martial art styles appeared later and later on to the modern day, going for eloquence over barbarism. 
In all that borrowing, no one had created a fight discipline based solely on the uniqueness of the lightsaber. No one, that is, except Darth Rune. She was unique, and therefore she was to be unique in every way; so unique she was going to be original; she would create a fight discipline for the lightsaber that utilized the one glaring, literally glaring with light, fact: lightsabers, with it's 360 degree cutting lethal edge, could cut anyone because the blade had a lethal edge all around it. Swords could only cut easily by their sharpened points and edges and could stab, but even a double edged sword had really only five linear directions of effectiveness: left and right, or up and down, and straight ahead. There were variants of it, but the principal of controlled movement was there; such movements did take away defense tactics immediately when, of course, one's opponent knows how to fight with a sword; thus it becomes speed, skill, and ultimately luck that decided it.
But a lightsaber had no such limitations. Has proven with fencing techniques large movements could be achieved through small moves; a simple flick of the wrist changed the complexion of everything. Even then, however, there was still a limitation; once such flick moves occur it must connect, or there must be a combination of moves afterwards. Worse, body positioning could be affected from even the small moves. It demanded that the grip always be loose, an idea defeated against a stronger opponent. And a fencing sword was more effective in stabbing and glancing than it was in slicing and dicing; the point of the blade it's only effective area; a lightsaber had to be held to that same principal or the discipline failed.

And like any weapon, it was useless until it was picked up, or activated, or triggered; until it was used, a weapon did nothing. Of course; the true weapon was the user, or abuser, of the weapon they wield! With those principals Rune envisioned herself as a mechanical tool just as much as the lightsaber was; a 360 degree all around lethal edge as it were. She strengthened her body beyond it's norms, made herself faster, tougher, and through those combinations imagined the lightsaber as it was; an extension of her machinery; and like a machine move with hard, fluid movements that required little change, little movement, but effective results. She eliminated the need to hold a lightsaber within two hands for with one hand she could move even faster; quadrupled when her body moved as well; ultimately the blade was never to make contact with anything except the flesh that her eyes could see. There were flicks of wrists, but also solid angle turns, rotations of hand movement, droid-like in the variations, motions where the body went left and the lightsaber went right, and a certainty that a lagging limb wouldn't get clipped, distract her, and spell her doom.
To Rune it was a dance. The Dance of the Mistress, starting with the Fangs of the Serpent. Hand outstretched away from her body and weapon, vowing silently never to touch the weapon in the other hand, and keep it free enough to initiate any attack through it, or at least let the opponent think that. Either hand could strike, weapon or Force, various means and angles and approaches and destinies. 
To Naressa it was genius as it utilized every advantage she had, especially her speed; and the blade moved much faster with the artificial feel of the movements found in the Dance.

When she completed her leap to Magus Prophet's right, his eyes began to react to her movement, but not to where she was in reality; he probably only saw a blur, and like all fighters following body movement was just as critical as being aware of the weapon…

Lightsaber trailing behind her, Naressa intentionally dragged the blade behind her and pulled it through, and to Prophet it looked like she was trying to block what he was ready to hit her with. Instead, her lightsaber cut through both his hands when she snapped her wrist on a hard angle as he brought himself and weapon and hands straight up; the blade cut through and evaporated both middle finger and cut the hands down to the wrist, and in the process cut through his lightsaber shaft. Finished, the lightsaber exploded in Prophet's hands from harmonic overload and shredded the lethal hands with their sharp nails, leaving him with a means to grab anything, especially Naressa….

She wasn't done; Naressa just stopped moving her whole body, stopping with her legs, waited for Prophet's turning momentum from his previous commitment of movement to finish; all the while he was in her fast paced world slowly reacting to what had just occurred; it even seemed like the explosion was still taking place; pieces of his hands, shards of bones that were once his fingers passed by her unflinching yellow eyes, just as if they were not there like the light that failed to shine in her non-reflective black irises. In a jerking motion that seemed ungodly unnatural Naressa stopped her right to left motion, held her body still, and instead of following through in the swing downward she just bent her wrist in a way that caused the tip of her lightsaber to cut just above the bent knees of her opponent. With enough penetration it caused a new bend in his legs, but where the cuts acted as the joints, dropping his massive body forward and down….
Finally Naressa stopped that motion, came up ninety degrees without changing the position hold of her arm, and swung, connecting and slicing through Prophet's neck. Time then sped up, or rather Naressa slowed down finally with the ending cut made just in time to hear his head hit the metal deck with a heavy thud, and Prophet's eyes just held that look of disbelief from when she had sliced through his hands. Naressa turned and looked at it, staring into his eyes, and she imagined it was more a look that reflected he had lost this fight actually long ago when he first laid eyes on her Gessa. 
"Cause and effect tactics, eh," she said without a strained breath, but with a calm tone of pleasure, noting the overall tactic he employed against everyone throughout the serious episode that allowed him to predict things correctly because he created the circumstances. She shut off her weapon and tossed it away, asking him, "Did you cause and effect that? Surely you must of."

He did not need to answer her; the question answered itself with his freshly diced body before her. Yet she spoke to him as if he were still alive, as if he were either a calmed down child or a prisoner conveniently tied down to stillness. She did so because despite how it appeared she had only stopped him; the right to kill him was not hers; it was one of those notions of destiny a Jedi would suggest. "However you come back won't matter. Such persistence is futile in the long run. Eventually you will finally die and it will be by my Gessa's hands." 
Naressa squatted down in front of his head and said, "What I did was only payback for taking the life of my unborn Gessa. For the death of my Husband, your chosen murderer is not I." She finally hocked up some snot and spat it in his frozen face, admiring how it just oozed down his face and conveniently dribbled and dipped into his still opened mouth. "And when you die may you burn slow to embers."
Turning her attention away from her downed opponent, Naressa stood up and walked over to Juna, dropping carefully down to both knees beside her, observing Juna in her laying on her back position for any changes she could see with her eyes. Sighing, she carefully reached out towards her….

Within six inches of making contact, Naressa felt all the hairs on her body grow stiff and stand up when possible; a perfectly good indication that touching Juna was a definite no-no for her or any Force sensitive. She stopped even though her desire to feel her Daughter was far stronger, causing her body to shake and tremble, and her mind and heart desperately wanting to find out if Rune had either won or lost. She needed to find out; she wanted to know if she was much more too late than she all ready was. She had to know, before the others would arrive so she would know what to do from this point on.
Like Sidious, Naressa Rapier may have also lost her Daughter to someone else through deception, and had no means to save her.
