The Nightsister stood silently as the darkness consumed her, enveloping her lithe frame like a blanket.

The shadows were all she needed.

The soldiers that the Collective had created were impressive. Their strong torsos and ridged frames where similar to that of the Nihilgenia, but the way they moved… It was not like any soldier she had seen before. 

She stood studying them from her dark vantage point. The intel she had on them was cursory at best. 
That’s when she saw her; a lone Twi’lek in the distance. She held a datapad and moved around the soldiers as if inspecting them, every so often typing something into the datapad.

‘Curious’

The fight to protect the station was moving closer. Blaster fire exploded as the troops moved forward. The sound was deafening. 
Ashia watched the soliders move as one single unit. She lost sight of the Twi’lek as this part of the platform burst into chaos.
The Keibatsu eyes followed the madness. That’s when she caught sight of the Twi’lek again, moving behind some crates and trying to gain access into the main building. It only took a moment and the door slide open inviting the trespasser in with open arms.

Ashia slide from her vantage point, making her way  towards the door the woman had entered. She wound her way around crates and other sundry items on the platform, keeping to the shadows as the battle raged around her. 
She pulled a chip out of her belt pouch and after a moment, the door yielded to her as well.
‘Love that Leena’  she thought. She slipped through and the door slid shut behind her.
-------------------

The area was vast, crates and boxes stood haphazardly about as well as a few pieces of equipment. It appeared to be a storage area of sorts.
Moving silently she leapt up on some of the crates and moved across them like the wind. 

She came across the one she was tracking a moment later.  The woman was trying to gain access to another door, one that would no doubt allow her access to the interior of the space station.

Ashia lowered herself to the floor without a sound and moved in.

“I wouldn’t do that if I were you.”  The words fell from her lips softly. The Twi’lek’s red lekku wipped around as a bolt shot out of a blaster that had materialized in her hand as she bounded away.

Ashia leapt out of the way as a bolt narrowly missed her.  She took off after the woman, sabers sliding into her hand. With a quick snap hiss, the room was aglow in a soft azure and white light.
The Twi’lek was swift. Ashia reached out with her senses, looking for the direction she had gone.  She found her back at the door to the landing pad. 

A grin creased Ashia’s visage as she moved in that direction.

She didn’t bother masking her footfalls anymore. Heels clicked against the dursteel floor as her sabers humming at her sides.

“It’s no use, I changed the codes on it.” She smiled at her prey as the words fell from her lips.
Another blaster bolt detonated as she deflected it effortlessly.
The Twi’lek was gone again. 
“You can’t stop this, you know.”  It was the first time the woman had spoken. She had ducked behind some crates and moved off. Her words echoed back to Ashia’s ears.

The Zabrak moved forward cautiously.  There was movement up ahead. Shadows played about in the dim light.

Ashia stepped lightly, moving back into the shadows, listening, watching.

Suddenly there was a loud grinding sound. A large load lifter stood up and moved forward.

Ashia leapt upon one of the crates, catapulting herself onto another one as massive claws grabbed at the crate she had been on. The wood creaked and groaned as it splintered.  The echo of it smashing to the floor reverberated; its contents spilling forth.

The load lifter reached for the crate she now occupied and started to lift it. She rolled off, landing in a low crouch, her sabers at the ready. Light played off the cybernetic eye of the woman as she maneuvered the lifter to smash yet another crate at the Nightsister.

‘Clever girl.’  The thought creased her mind as she rolled out of the way, slicing at the large claw with her saber and leaving a large gash in the machine. She stood and reaching out through the Force, picked up a crate of her own and sending it hurdling. Splinters of wood crackled as it exploded at the cockpit temporarily blinding the Twi’lek.  The Keibatsu darted forward, sliding under the machine and slicing upwards with her blade. The machine, now useless, fell forward as the woman leapt out of the cockpit and ran off.

“You have no where to run.” The Zabrak was enjoying this. It had been a long time since she had a proper quarry.
She put away her sabers as she vaulted up onto some of the crates and moved along the top of them for a better vantage point.  The room was pretty big with a lot of hiding places. She took her time, listening intently for any movement.

The Twi’lek had moved back towards the outside door. Working quickly to get it open, glancing over her shoulder every now and again.

Ashia stopped where she was on top of a large set of crates. The Force’s nimble fingers caressed her senses as she sought the woman. A slow steady thrum built momentum in her ears, a heartbeat that grew louder and faster. She looked over her shoulder letting a devilish grin slide over her countenance. ‘There you are.’
She took off running across the tops of the crates, bouncing nimbly to floor, her sabers exploding into her hands as she ran at the door and the waiting Twi’lek.

The cybernetic eye glowed with the reflected saber light as she turned. Suddenly the door slide open and in poured several of the soldiers.

The Twi’lek ducked as they moved past her, the first one taking a direct hit from Ashia’s saber, the next, knocking her back with a volley of blaster fire.

The Sadowian volleyed the assault as more of them spilled into the room. She lost sight of the Twi’lek as she bounded backwards deflecting their fire.
She reached out and grabbed one with the Force, slamming him into the rest, blasters fired in all directions as they went tumbling about. Several were able to keep their feet and continued firing on the Force user.

A crate flew up and slammed into the lot of them knocking them aside briefly as she her self ducked out the door.  
Instantly, Ashia took to the tops of the equipment and other such things that were on the landing platform, moving quickly to get up and away from the soldiers and try not to loose sight of the woman.

But she was gone. There was no trace of the Twi’lek with the cybernetic eye.

Ashia moved back to the shadows to regroup. There was still a battle raging on the platform that would soon need her attention. For now though, she was angry at loosing this woman. 

‘Another time.’
