CHAPTER 101.0
The Battle of Sanctuary was a tangled mess on the ground and in the skies, and the aerospace portion of it was ultimately going to be the deciding factor of the whole. 
On the Nubian side of it, with the Guardians, their primary objective was to get the Sanctuary Vhinech off the planet; easier said than done as it were with the forces they would have to deal with on the surface, all made even worse with the mayhem of opposition V-Haulers chasing away those involved in that part of the rescue operation. What more the majority of Bravo Squadron was still tangled up with the three repaired Dreadnaughts filled with competent MerCon personnel using every erg of advantage the ships had; add to it the V-Haulers there, Ric and the others could not offer any immediate assistance without losing more fighters. If they drop below the Operational Failsafe numbers, then tactically by the Rules of Engagement set by King Veruna, the mission would be over and everyone was to retreat at that point.

But the King was not there, and to everyone there the mission was over when objectives were met or the Prophet-lead Vhinech systematically conducted their mop up duty of annihilation.
On the other side it was more simplistic in explanation; the longer the V-Haulers kept the Nubians at bay, the more time they had to wipe out the Sanctuary Vhinech below, and eventually with the Nubians on the ropes the Orpheus would come in and finish the rest of the exhausted forces out. The Nubians were far from any port or base of operations, and their carriers could only carrier so much in the way of fuel and supplies. The MerCon-Vhinech regime had a large, floating base that may have lacked most of it's personnel and limited supplies as well, but more in the inventory than their adversaries. Nubian defeat guaranteed a victory, for with them out of the way the bombing of the planet below could continue.

Of course they still had one trump card, and Magus Servant pulled out the disk that contained the Legacy Virus on it. He asked aloud, "Communications, do we have their tactical frequency?"

"Yes, my Magus."

Servant looked at Admiral Ideora and said, "I think we can end this battle right now. Transmit it through their frequency feeds. Only they will be infected."

"I agree," said Ideora with a nod. "The longer this stalemate continues the more likely someone out there gets lucky." 

The admiral nodded at one of his subordinates, and with the man's finger touching a button by his station next to the holographic table a data card input device extend up and out, and a small holographic image appeared above it to act as a computer monitor. The two leaders walked over, and Ideora inserted the disk into the slot. The holographic screen flickered, and Vhinphyckian text appeared on the screen.
"It is asking for an access code," mused Servant, discouraged by the fact. "I can only assume this is just as booby trapped as that blasted Vhinphyc's disk."

"Two tries and destructive failure," mused Ideora. He shook his head. "Perhaps discretion is the better part of valor here." He went to eject the disk….

The input device suddenly snapped shut on them, locking into the holographic table.

"Commander!" Ideora looked at his subordinate. "What did you do?"

"Nothing, sir."

"Get that back up!"

The man hit the button once, twice, thrice. "I can't."

"What's going on?" asked Ideora nervously, but before Servant could give him a dumbfounded answer, the holographic display before them changed into a foot size image of Magus Prophet. 

It was a recording the Vhinech leader had made some time ago by the look of his appearance, more motley than clean cut; about the time after the Uiennar operation. He glared in disapproval at the device recording the message and began. "For the beings solely responsible for my end, who are undoubtedly attempting to access this artifact of the Vhinphyc Empire, I leave you this, the last of my spoken words that is my Will and my Testament. As I speak, your computer core has now been infected with a quick acting version of the Legacy Virus program for failure to give the access code within the ten second security window. Of course how could you; I would have never given you the code."
Everyone began to quietly speak curses. Ideora and Servant could only exchange looks of panic. Prophet continued with his arms now crossing his massive chest. "I know it is you, my Study, for only an ambitious, desperate fool would dare attempt to access this program to secure victory. This is what you deserve for listening to a weakening fool Cade Hooley, who is undoubtedly standing right beside you, on the bridge of the Orpheus. You, the double crossing inheritors of my leadership, my wares, and my ship." 

Prophet frowned, as if looking at the both of them, Servant and Ideora who stood in the late Admiral Hooley's place. "No one shall doubt my leadership, no one shall take what is mine; therefore none of you will live long enough to reap the benefits of my demise. I suggest you reach for your ankles, pull your soft craniums past your legs, and kiss your ass's goodbye."
The holographic image was replaced by the Orpheus' own self destruct clock. To Servant's surprise they had ten minutes and counting. Ideora turned to him and said, "He has the fricking virus overriding the self destruct protocols, but not the countdown."

"Why not, only he had the method to deactivate the countdown," said Servant. He shook his head in absolute disgust of himself. "This is his ship."

"Wait! His command disk!"

Servant pulled out, looked it over, and then put it away. "I think our demise would have sped up if I tried it. A feeling in the Force."

"Force, smorce, we got to get off this ship!" He looked all away across the bridge at the life sciences officer. "Prepare to abandon ship! Activate lifeboats!"
"I've tried, sir, but none of the boats are responding. It's like they're not there."

"Escape pods?"

"They're operationally, but limited in number."

Ideora looked at the clock: nine minutes and thirty seconds. The last thing we wanted to do was determine who goes and who stays; everyone was ready to bolt, and mob violence would only compound the situation. "Okay, okay. Contact our ships, the Moonhaulers and the Dreadnaughts. We don't have enough ships left on board for everyone."

The holographic tactical field dissolved into empty air, and the stations all around the bridge flickered, went dark, and then like the holographic image they all displayed the countdown to destruction. The communications officers overstated the obvious. "Sir, we lost all communications."

"Sensors offline."

"Propulsion is offline." 

"All defenses offline. If we're attacked we can't fight back."

After a few moments the noise built up with the panic, and so Magus Servant shouted in a Force-enhanced command, "SILENCE!" Everyone quieted down. "I can still order one of the Dreadnaughts to retreat from the battle through the Force. They'll take us off the ship! The V-Haulers will provide cover."
"But the battle-," said Ideora, and then realized the problem with whatever argument he was going to make. Thanks to their stupidity all ready the battle was over.

"The battle won't matter if we die. The battle tactics just change," Servant assured Ideora. "We'll get select personnel in the escape pods now just in case the Dreadnaughts cannot reach us with time to spare, and get them down to the planet as close to the battle planet side as possible. If these Nubians somehow manage to beat the Dreadnaughts, and if they so treasure the Locals, then we will have a bargaining position with hostages."
"How? With us on the planet we'll be jailing ourselves."

Servant smiled and assured him, "And along with us their former Queen and two of her friends." When Ideora got it, he then changed his mind and gave him a questionable look. "Yes. Believe it or not, she is still alive, and her friends are still on board the ship. I will have the guards bring all three to us. But first, the orders to the ships."
"Suppose the Legacy Virus got to them?"

"Our ships? No, we used bursts remember? We didn't want to give away our location." 

Ideora remembered with a nod of his head, and then asked, "Who goes first?"

"You go with the lower deck personnel and prepare for the possibility we talked about. In time I will send more and more personnel. My hope is to get to the Dreadnaughts. Hurry." They looked at the screen. "We only have nine minutes."

Ideora turned to leave, stopped, and said, "No, Magus, I can't go." He turned to Servant. "I'm the commander of this ship. I should be the last not the first." He reasoned to him. "Besides, you are the Vhinech's leader for the moment, and they're on the planet. Those are your ground forces, under your command. What I know is up here, in space."
Servant inhaled, exhaled, and nodded, "You're right. I just thought…" He stopped and nodded again. "Very well. I will see you on the ground."

"Count on it," he said with a nod, and Servant left the bridge as Ideora relayed the orders.

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

CHAPTER 101.1

Meanwhile the aerial circus continued in space. It was give and take throughout the fight, be it the dog fight between Bravo Squadron and the V-Haulers - with the Dreadnaughts too often at times being the spoilers of any Bravo rally - where either side began to trade loss craft, to the Herd and Mustang group doing all they could to avoid the counteroffensive unleashed by their Vhinech menaces, some perishing in the exchange.
Just as it seemed the stalemate would go on forever, one of the Dreadnaughts from the formation broke ranks and began to travel away from the meat of the battle with Bravo Squadron and the V-Haulers. With its weakened aft shields exposed, and when the ship was originally captured by the Vhinech its hull softened, one of the Bravos fired their last torpedo in between the engine ports. The assembly broke apart and sent the ship out of control; it lurched, and slowly it began to permanently turn to starboard in a shower of sparks.
Shortly afterwards, another Dreadnaught pulled out of the battle and again pushed towards Sanctuary. Picking it up, Ric's voice cut into the main tactical frequency. "Mustang and Wrangler, you're not going to believe this, but I think the Dreadnaughts are retreating."

From the Millennium Falcon, Muriel asked in disbelief, "Are you sure?"

"Positive. One of them tried to get away and we crippled it. A second…correction, make that now the last two are trying to evade the fight. They're pulling away, heading around the planet opposite from you."

"Making way for their big sucker," Dizzy pointed out. Another series of twist and turns yielded no results from the swarm of ships hot on their tails; no one had been really able to break free from the main part of their battle over the surface of Sanctuary, not without being ganged up on. The battle's complexity was such that lock-on weapons were used quite a bit and even though Vhinech flown V-Haulers avoided destruction their normal, Forceless counterparts did not fair so well. Thus most were out of torpedoes or in the Falcon's case out of concussion missiles. "Our stuff is about gone. Better time than any to take us out with the big ass battleship of theirs."
"Captain Olie, this is Wrangler," said Oggie, cutting in, "Give up on the Dreadnaughts! Let them go!"

"But we got them. You sure?" The questioning voice was Bravo Two.
"If they won't fight us, then forget them!" assured Ric when he saw Oggie's point.  "We're only wasting resources on ships that can take it. We need to move the mission now!"

"I agree," said Muriel. "Without the Dreadnaughts, we gain an edge. Free us up here and give the Herd a protective escort."

"Bravos, on me," chimed Ric. "Bravo Squadron on their way."

Dizzy spun the ship around again and pulled off a heavy g loop. The Falcon groaned in protest and the controls threatened to come out of his hands. A cheer from the back let loose when the gunners took out their targets giving chase. Dizzy looked at the others and said, "She can't take maneuvers like that for very long." The ship buckled from fire and he turned her hard to the right. "We got to save some for the big ship if need be. Come on, Ric!" 

A blinding light caused everyone in the cockpit to shield their eyes and Dizzy piloted the freighter through the remains of the Nubian freighter that was just destroyed. Muriel said, "We're running out of ships for transport."
"There may be a chance of stealing some from Sanctuary," pointed Ros out. "That is if Wrangler can reach the planet surface."

"Captain Arnes, we got three ships on our aft," Casper cut in sharply.

"Hang on." Dizzy plunged the Falcon through the maelstrom and managed to enter Sanctuary's atmosphere. They lost speed when the automatic systems kicked in to override the ion drives to keep it from radiating the environment and the repulsorlift generators took over. The V-Haulers came behind them close and unleashed a heavy barrage of fire which was only avoided by flutter movements in the ship. But they didn't give up. "These jerks are good."

A hail of concussion missiles missed their lock and sailed by them to smash into a passing mountain. Muriel looked at him and chimed, "Why don't you just insult their mama, I think they didn't hear you the first time."

"What do I say, Red?" The ship shook as more shots struck the ship. "Their mamas are big, fat, hairy armpits? That may be a correct assumption!" He looked at her with a glint in his eyes. "Of course, you could always go outside and reason with them. You know, discuss it in a committee. Try a diplomatic solution."
"I'm not a committee!"

Casper looked at the married couple, leaned over to garner Ros' attention, and said to his Master softly, "I can see why the Code frowns on marriage."

Ros just laughed; it helped to have humor even at the most desperate of times. 

The Falcon flew down and low in the night sky, covering many miles of landscape with each passing moment. A canyon stretched in front of them, and Dizzy tilted the flat saucer shaped vessel on its port side. Two of the V-Haulers committed themselves to the same angle of pursuit, met each other, bounced, and hit the sides of the canyon wall. The last one remained above the canyon and began firing on a downward angle, angling its fire ahead of the ship to cause rocks to strike them. Dizzy pulled up to avoid it, and that was when they realized the Falcon was now open; by pulling up and straightening out, it's target profile was at it's largest available; the pilot knew damn well what he was doing all along.
In his euphoria, as he twisted to avoid the counter fire and began to return fire, he neglected the two proton torpedoes that were fired underneath him. They locked onto him late, intentionally fired on an angle met to miss him high, but the onboard artificial intelligence routines of the targeting system recognized him as foe, readjusted, and the smart weapon locked on him some 500 yards away; too little a distance for him to Force Hide himself in time to avoid his demise.

Just as Dizzy got the ship righted, a streak of red passed them, slowed, and finally fell in beside them to port. An all too familiar customized N-One Defender, with its red hull and green dragon logo across it. 

With a whoop, Dizzy shouted into his comm system towards the ship. "JUNA! PERFECT TIMING, KID! GREAT SHOT!" 
The starfighter turned upward, and the rays of the light that shined from the horizon they approached gave them all the bad news; no one was in the cockpit. 

"Juna?"

"Maybe she's bent over?" suggested Muriel with some hope in her voice. The comm buzzed with a series of whistles, beeps, flubs and bings, thrown together everyone just about understood it; it was panic. "Artee! It's Artee!" At that moment, they saw a little white projection light come on where the astromech droid holding station was on the fighter, whirling around to acknowledge Muriel's correct answer. "Artee, where's Juna?" The droid was going off, rattling its noises off in a rushed, panic state. "Artee, calm down. We don't understand you." He continued to go a mile a second. "Dizzy?"
"Sorry, Red, he's got to be interfaced with the Falcon," Dizzy said mournfully. "All I got is on board translation software for droids. That bucket of oil has to be here."

Casper moved towards Muriel's side from his seat and waved his hand at the nearby ship. Artee felt something hit his dome, an invisible Force, and stopped his panic filled ramblings. "Kind droid, where's your Mistress? Can you take us to her?" Artee beeped twice. "Then take us please."

The Defender turned hard to port and accelerated skyward, all the while beeping and whistling calmly. Casper looked at the others and shrugged his shoulders. "Sometimes polite calm addresses the issue, even for a droid."
"You sure it wasn't a mind trick?" asked Muriel with a wink.

Suddenly, their comm was filled with Juna's voice and they quieted down: "Artee, its Juna. Listen, I want you to follow this signal back to its source in our ship. I want all weapons locked out; repeat no weapons are to be armed. I want you to fly up here, land, and take a ship with Cessa and Deannta on board back to Naboo. No questions, no hesitations; just do it. 
"Artee, its Juna..." it repeated; obviously a recording; Artee repeated it to let them know it was only a recording.
"Oh my God," said Muriel quietly. "Cessa. Deannta. They're alive." She momentarily forgot Juna and cringed to think what happened to her two friends after all these weeks. The Vhinech, the ones under Prophet's command, those warriors who claimed not just everything but everyone as spoils of war. Just thinking about the two being forced into breeding made her twice as mad as she all ready was. Casper laid a rest assuring hand on her shoulder, but she vehemently shrugged it off; she was no Jedi; she could be as pissed off as she wanted to. She wasn't her father, the infamous Mir Thahada, but she was no quiet nook either.
Ros leaned forward between Dizzy and Muriel, the look on his face showing a great amount of concern. He spoke, and when he did he sounded a little like Enothchild with his fears. "Juna, what are you doing?"
"What's up, Ros?" asked Dizzy with a flutter in his left eye.

"I fear she is doing something terribly wrong as we speak." Ros took off his Jedi robe and laid it behind him on his seat. "We have to go faster. Padawan?"

Casper took off his robe as well. Dizzy and Muriel exchanged looks and even though they knew it was the reason why she ran off in the first place the idea of Juna confronting Prophet in any way hit them again with the same amount of blunt force of reality. Only this time her words in the recorded transmission seemed to multiply it.
Ros heard it, and to him it was suicide note.

"If Ric's right, and I know I am always right," said Dizzy in nervous humor; this time Muriel didn't correct the flaw of the latter. "We have the angle and a short flight; we'll beat the Dreadnaughts."

"Then what?" asked Casper.

Dizzy blew out his lips. "I gotta think they gave Artee over there an authorization encrypt to land in that transmission. Right Artee?" The droid beeped an affirmative through the speaker. "We might be able to fly tight in, confuse their sensors, have them read only the encrypt for authorization."

"Might?" questioned Ros.

"You have a better idea, Tails, now's the time."

After a few moments, Ros shook his head. Not because he had no other ideas, but because now they were going to join Juna in the arena of suicidal tendencies.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 101.2

On board the Orpheus, the Vhinech guards that had covered the exits of the gravity room quickly ran past the group of MerCon personnel and technicians trying to get to escape pods, the sounds of their footsteps overridden by the repeated often computerized message that blared over the Alert speakers found throughout the corridor, superceding the long, whale sound every thirty seconds:
THE SELF DESTRUCT SEQUENCE HAS BEEN ACTIVATED! REPEAT, THE SELF DESTRUCT SEQUENCE HAS BEEN ACTIVATED! YOU NOW HAVE SEVEN MINUTES BEFORE DENTENATION!

Scores of personnel hampered the Vhinech guards' progress in their search for Juna, all of them scrambling for the nearest escape pod, some of them disobeying direct orders to wait for the Dreadnaughts; in a dying situation, one only considers themselves over others and duty, especially the desperate like the MerCons who have been tiptoeing the line between life and death for far too long. 
The Vhinech, the guards that remained behind in particular, were ones that still held some bridge to honor and duty; although they weren't going down with the sinking ship either. They were confident that the remaining Dreadnaughts and V-Haulers would make it back as the V-Haulers in the docking bay were more than likely sabotaged by the Legacy Virus through their primary cross reference lines hooked into the Orpheus' mainframe that uploaded tactical, system, and navigational data; on a related note, the airlocks and docking bays with trans-field irradiation screens were still operational. 

Other things were infected as well, mainly in random and different timed ways. Too often they were of the ill fated of problems. A lift full of personnel perished when the anti-gravity generators failed and the emergency braking system never came on line; a long, far, screaming death that was heard only in passing rumblings at each egress door. One of the massive connecting corridors had emergency fire suppression doors that closed off and cut off fires in certain areas with magnetic pull/push mechanisms that accelerated the closings at blurring speeds; some prematurely activated and cut off escape, and sometimes those not fast enough to avoid the closing were cut off from the rest of their bodies.

Even in the chaos there were areas of tranquility, such as the case with the escape pod ring situated between the bridge and the docking bay ring. There, Cessa and Deannta were dragged along by MerCon guards by their shackled wrists to where Magus Servant and a few others were waiting calmly for their arrival.

"Please, Magus, I thought you were going to let us go," Cessa cried out.

"Matters have changed my mind," said Servant. "Put them in the escape pod."

Deannta for a change resisted and looked at Servant dead in the eyes, and her old self trickled out just a little, "It's Bravo Squadron, isn't it? They're here!" When Servant didn't answer right away, the Corellian began to wiggle against her captors hold on her arms. "Let us go, please! If you do Bravo Squadron will stop attacking!"

"Shut up!" yelled Servant, and Deannta complied just before she was shoved into the escape pod with Cessa. "Stupid cow thinks I am that naïve?" He followed the two females, knowing that only two was going to be with him.
THE SELF DESTRUCT SEQUENCE HAS BEEN ACTIVATED! REPEAT, THE SELF DESTRUCT SEQUENCE HAS BEEN ACTIVATED! YOU NOW HAVE FIVE MINUTES BEFORE DENTENATION!

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

CHAPTER 101.3

Elsewhere, far away but not long ago, the repeated warnings of self destruction had awakened Juna to the new dangers all around her exhausted form, but it only gave her determination; it never translated into divine strength or light-footed speed, the kind of physical criteria needed in order to save the day that was found in the annals of Jedi lore, the stuff someone needed to save the two friends that still were in Vhinech clutches.
She ran; actually it was hurried hobbling, an often employed stiff legged movement to prevent bending her knees more than she liked because when she did the long scratches from the metal plates that raked her in the air duct on her legs would open a micron more and pain would follow. It didn't help that she still couldn't get a good breath in either, to use the Force to the full extent of her capabilities instead of passively as she was now to zero in on Cessa's and Deannta's location; in that regard it didn't help to have so many minds between them in panic, creating an effective dark side disruption screen. Lastly, with all it tied together, it didn't help to have her friends in Vhinech hands trying to get off a soon to be doomed ship; there was no time for her to stop, catch a breath, and relax. The only good news in all this was that she didn't run into trouble in any form; she was being hunted, but her lead was so great and the time left was so depleted, the guards were thinking more and more ahead on how to get off the ship in time than really focusing on her. What also helped were the problems the ship was under with malfunctions and non-functions almost on every floor that plagued the MerCon/Vhinech movements while Juna moved through via the access ladders. 

Juna knew they were symptoms of the Legacy Virus; whispers in her subconscious, from the darkened recesses of Prophet's memories in her mind, revealed such nonfiction; no way in Hell was Prophet going to allow any 'lucky' fool to end him and then use his weapons of war in his place to claim all the glory of victory. To answer the questions Servant had to try and use the Legacy Virus against someone close for they all knew already that the Republic was infected, so that meant help had arrived; perhaps Bravo Squadron, Dizzy and Muriel, maybe even the Jedi Order. 
Enothchild.

In any event there was a counter to accessing the Legacy file illegally, and thus why the Orpheus was in such disarray at the moment. This was a blessing in disguise for that meant a major piece of hardware in the enemy's hands was going to become a figment of their memories. The curse was the time factor in order to save Cessa and Deannta, and after a few moments of realization had to pass, Juna finally concluded in heartbreak that they were gone; she could feel their presences within a tightly confined space leaving the ship; they were in an escape pod with Magus Servant, heading down to the surface of Sanctuary. 
Juna sighed and finally stopped; she was too late.

THE SELF DESTRUCT SEQUENCE HAS BEEN ACTIVATED! REPEAT, THE SELF DESTRUCT SEQUENCE HAS BEEN ACTIVATED! YOU NOW HAVE FOUR MINUTES BEFORE DENTENATION!

Juna wiped her sweaty brow as she bent over at the waist, trying to catch more and more of her breath, thinking what more could have been done on her part and feeling a bit ashamed of herself. It was regrets, and she honestly asked herself if she could have finished Prophet sooner than later or perhaps her idea to get them off the ship in the first place was more trouble than it was. But how did she know for sure that this would happen?
The answer was in her mind. She had Prophet's thoughts, dark thoughts that could only be truly accessed in whole by using the dark side of the Force. She could have anticipated it, and given Magus Servant's ever growing dark nature she knew he was an opportunist and would use any of Prophet's toys in his absence or in this case death.

"If you would have embraced your True Nature, my Granddaughter, then this could have been avoided so long ago."

Juna heard that, stood up, and looked at the nightmare only known as Faradi. She thought perhaps her brain was starved of air and didn't hear what Faradi said correctly. Did…did she just call me granddaughter? She asked herself privately.

The Sith Maiden didn't follow up with an explanation about that, but with the original thought on her mind. "By now, ten years after the fact, all this mess could have vanished if you had followed that fool Pern's lead. You could have learned from him, killed him and Prophet, and done with the Vhinech what you so wished. There were other times as you grew up and could have taken the opportunities to embrace your destiny and could have stopped this. But no, you had to live life in the light." 

Faradi turned her head and spat - since she was dead there was no real spit, but the effect nonetheless had boundless merit of meaning behind it - and said with yellow eyes glaring again in disapproval, "You're pathetic. Especially when it took this long for you to realize it."
Juna stood up taller and controlled her breathing enough to speak. "I beat Prophet without your help, or the dark side as my guiding Force….And you know what, I can't predict anymore than you can! Neither could my Mother, and not even Master Yoda."

"Correct presumption is based on even the most minute of facts," Faradi rammed home. "You knew it!"

"Yes, but even then you can't anticipate when the flies invade the picnic," was Juna's curt response. "Not the whens if ever! Don't play the guilt game on me here! There are too many variables." 
Once again she was out of breath and had to stop, and she realized to some degree that she was doing the exact opposite of what she just stated; she was blaming herself before. How did she know for certain Bravo Squadron would show up? For all she knew Pirus Krendel could have persuaded Tomas not to send them. Or even Dizzy and Muriel; after all only Enothchild had the knowledge of the whereabouts of Sanctuary; although how would Bravo Squadron know where to go if Enothchild didn't tell her friends. Still there was that one possibility always that said x could happen if y and z had come to pass. She had to face it; she was only one sexual encounter away from becoming Magus Prophet's beloved and committed mate; she kissed him with deep passion; anything was possible within the realm of 'no way Josay'.
"Those variables could have been in YOUR control," was Faradi's effective retort. "In fact if you were in control there would only be ONE variable; YOU. The point of control is to prevent; the enslavement of potential problems, preventing them from unleashing their destructive kinetics, or to use the elements of dictation to your advantage. Those who are weak will be submissive to your wishes, while those who would have opposed you would have to show themselves and from there you would have had the power to execute them. You would have had more than enough slaves to die for you to rid of galaxy of these bastards; the ratio would have been too staggering. Your power alone would have wiped up these snot balls. But no; you were content on malnourished hope."
Juna squeezed out a weak laugh to that. "Well…am I not the Dark 'Hope'?"

Faradi's frown was epic as her eyes burned with blinding darkness. She pointed a hard finger into Juna's chest that hurt Juna more than the scratches on her body, backing her up as Faradi spoke through gritted teeth "Don't…you…ever mock me, you little scrumpet! Mock yourself, but don't you ever mock me again!"

"You need to get mocked," Juna prided as she just simple took a full step back away from the spirit. "Like I said, I didn't need you or the dark side to kill Prophet. I didn't need my Mother, and in a way I didn't need a lot of Enothchild Sarch to do it either. If you don't like it tough dung from a rancor's bum. I could care less what you think or anyone else thinks for that matter."
THE SELF DESTRUCT SEQUENCE HAS BEEN ACTIVATED! REPEAT, THE SELF DESTRUCT SEQUENCE HAS BEEN ACTIVATED! YOU NOW HAVE THREE MINUTES BEFORE DENTENATION!

Juna looked down the clear corridor and past an open doorway saw a left on computer terminal with the countdown glaring brightly on the screen. Ideas, a lot of them that leaned towards the mantles of the wild high on unbelievable variety, flowed through her better than the Force ever did. It prompted her to hobble-run quickly towards the vacant room as she focused on the grand scheme of the universe, on the promise she made to herself, with the reason why she fought Prophet in the second, but still important, place behind her Father.

Juna threw herself into the office chair seat, reached in one of her many pockets that graced her torn and tattered jumpsuit, and pulled out the SON disk. She put it in part way into the data card slot and just kept her eyes on the clock as it time ticked away. 

Even Faradi's curious musing didn't make her take her eyes off the clock. "Just what exactly is your plan here, if you don't mind answering my question?"

"Well if you don't know," said Juna with bluster that had every bit of slamming intent behind it against Faradi; after all, the Spirit was suppose to know everything if she was in Juna's head. Juna doubted it now; she felt Faradi was just a dark side spirit trapped in a Light Side vessel, and that vessel's mind wasn't so easy to read anymore; like before on Naboo, when she rejected Faradi's advances. "I'm waiting for this ship to be nearly abandoned. Then, I'm going to kill the virus."

"What, to use the ship? You could use one of the escape pods and steal one of their unaffected V-Haulers down below if your intention is to save Cessa and Deannta."

"That's where your self-dimensional thinking is your weakness, Faradi, I'm thinking of the sum and not the equations." Juna said in heavy breath. "Like any massive starship this thing uses its hull as a transceiver. When most of the folks off this ship, it will mean I will have almost unfettered access to the ship, specifically communications. Using maximum high and low gain hyperfrequencies I will transmit the anti-virus throughout the infected galaxy. It only takes one signal burst of ten seconds, and up to an half hour later everything will be good.
"From there, with some luck, I'll get a ship from here and go rescue Cessa and Deannta. Maybe even hook up with whoever is out there raising hell. And if I don't, then I know I have done something you would have totally disagreed with."

Juna finally looked at Faradi's frowning face and said, "Put that in your self-centered black hole and x-ray it."

THE SELF DESTRUCT SEQUENCE HAS BEEN ACTIVATED! REPEAT, THE SELF DESTRUCT SEQUENCE HAS BEEN ACTIVATED! YOU NOW HAVE TWO MINUTES BEFORE DENTENATION!

Faradi grinned a little and said, "Clever, little girl. But hope this computer's processor isn't slow. In order for this to work, you have to time it just right." She leaned forward after crossing her arms to speak directly into Juna's ears. "And the last thing you will relish if you fail is that you killed trillions of people because of your own self center actions."

"I'm not self centered," chimed Juna without looking. "I'm part Corellian."
Faradi whispered as she stood back up. "And that is what I fear the most."

Juna looked at the disk, and then at the computer, and realized her arguments before about not knowing entered her thinking again. This could be the wrong idea, and with much of the Force still eluding her she had nothing to judge her idea against except luck.

With most of this month all bad, she hoped the good luck trend that started with Prophet's death would continue.

THE SELF DESTRUCT SEQUENCE HAS BEEN ACTIVATED! REPEAT, THE SELF DESTRUCT SEQUENCE HAS BEEN ACTIVATED! YOU NOW HAVE ONE MINUTE BEFORE DENTENATION!

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

CHAPTER 101.4

"There!"
Dizzy's proclamation by shout and by standing up finger pointing alerted everyone else to the small disk of light that hovered in the nearly starless void that was its backdrop; the Orpheus had drifted out of the plain of Sanctuary's nighttime shadow, and what light shined in the system glared off it's white hull metal.

Artee's chatter broke the relief, and before anyone questioned it the Millennium Falcon's sensors began to wail a warning. Dizzy took one look and said to the cannon operators through the intercom, "Heads up! We have incoming!"

"There's an unusual disturbance in the Force for a change," mentioned Ros. "Wait, what's-."

The proximity alarms blared, and an escape pod bounced off the stock light freighter's shields and hull. Artee pulled off a barrel roll to avoid another quick in passing escape object.
Dizzy half smiled and said, "My rep must have preceded me. They want none of this." He thumbed towards himself in self centered pride.
Muriel looked him over, smirked, and said, "What, they're afraid of an aging, chubby, big headed, mojofarting mouse? Oh yeah, they're running in fear because of that, and leaving their big toy behind in the process."

He just shrugged his shoulders and said, "Hey, just a bigger rep for me, Red. Of course given their vast intelligence record they might know about me, but if they know me they know you, and they're really about your visit from Aunt Flow." Muriel gave him a sheering look. "But is it me, or is this just too good to be true? I mean look at all the escape pods, and there are life form readings up the wazoo. There can't be anyone left on board. What's with the sacrifice? Something's up, and I smell Nubian Minx."
"If so or not, that could mean Juna is in one of those escape pods and we wouldn't know it," noted Muriel, whose point made her face fall in distress more and more.

"I can sense the life on boards those pods," said Casper to assure her. It meant the pods were not equipped with any ysalamiri of any kind. "If Lady Angelleia is on one of them, we will know it."

Ros nodded, but it was a somber nod. Realistically his Padawan couldn't make such a guarantee because not even Master Yoda could. The dark side was so thick in the system it was a wonder how someone like Dizzy, a non-Force sensitive, couldn't see it; as far as seeing anything, the dark side built up blinded both Knights. That still puzzled him deeply and concerned him greatly; never in his life had he experienced an entire system consumed by darkness; he could only imagine it to be on the levels of Vhanba, which according to Enothchild felt cold even from a considerable distance. This was the dark forest of Sabbath on a light year scale of measurement; if it was like this before the fodder hit the cooling unit, why on Alderaan did Enothchild bring the Vhinech here; the way he spoke, Enothchild ensured them all that Sanctuary was anything but dark, and what he was told personally Ros imagined it to be tranquil in the Force.
What Ros felt now said otherwise, and what was more he was in the firm belief now that not even the combination of things - Prophet, the battle in space and on Vhanba, or even Juna - was responsible. In the Force there was always an identifiable intangible to explain things, always. Not here. It was has if the dark side decided to leave the rest of the universe behind and made this their permanent home.

"Actually," Muriel cooed in thought as the Orpheus grew in the cockpit window. "If she was taken down to Sanctuary, or went there on her own accord, then that only benefits us. The rescue operation will be safer to pull off on a planet."

"If so the Vhinech will try negotiations," suggested Ros.

"Oggie will have Juna, Cessa, and Deannta out of there before the thought crosses the Vhinech's minds." 

"That is if we can confirm any of it," suggested Casper. 
"Okay, if they're not going to shoot at us, or even stick around to give us directions, then I say smeck them," muttered Dizzy. "Artee feels she's on that ship, I say let's get on board."
"Caution here, Dizzy, this could be a trap," said Ros. "Why would they leave their capital ship? It makes no sense."
"Look, maybe Juna let loose a Jedi fart or something to chase them off, but cripes…who cares! This is like perfect fricking timing, man. I bet she's on the loose, nobody is practically on board, we can get on board, this is over like five minutes ago."
After a few seconds of thinking, Ros said, "We need something more, but I can't argue with you. I say land."
The Falcon and the N-One flew over the surface of the Orpheus, passing over dormant heavier than them blaster cannon towers that should have been tearing them to pieces. They never encountered a deflector shield, which should have caused a tiny bit of Doppler interference in their transmission. The escape pods continued to fly past them as they proceeded unhindered. Just as they zipped over the horizon of the north pole of the ship, heading towards the docking rings, they came across scores of V-Haulers and the Dreadnaughts preparing to leave.
"Whoops," said Dizzy. The V-Haulers started to move towards them. He turned the ship around. "I think that way is no good. Haul jets, Artee!"

The cannon fire from the V-Haulers missed them, but that didn't mean the ships were giving up the chase. Muriel just sighed and said, "Well, at least nothing else can go wrong."

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

CHAPTER 101.5

With thirty seconds left to spare, Juna popped Enothchild's SON disk in, sat back, and prayed that Faradi's doom and gloom prediction was premature. Her prayers were answered instantly; suddenly, the countdown on her screen vanished in it's place was a request for a type in code; a 320 character code that had to be typed in within an allotted time. Juna tapped the Force…lost it…tapped and found it again, holding onto it with every erg of her will and accessed Enothchild's memories within herself. There she funneled the code to her fingers, and when her hands touched the keyboard and her fingers struck the keys it was like an old fashion projectile firing weapon repeating automatically. The characters just zinged across the monitor in seconds, and when she hit the ENTER key, Juna about passed out from exhaustion.
She sat back, waited.

And waited.

Finally, the screen went black, and the entire Orpheus went black with no power.

The screen flickered back to life, and Juna sighed in relief. "Reboot." She went to use the terminal, but the operating system changed and locked out her ability to use it, hence what she wanted to do was denied; the SON disk, much like the Legacy Virus previously, took control. It itemized every process it was conducting and completing in Vhinphyckian, and it put Juna at ease with the antiviral program's thoroughness. Not only was it carrying out Juna's plan to use the Orpheus to transmit the antivirus, but it used the ship's data resources to create mandatory pause packet download update programs that were transmitted in large volume much faster than Juna would have thought; such programs, in short, were used to force any data terminal, any droid, any computer user, or just about anything else that uses a combination data/processing system to not work until it accepted the download; that way any device not hooked up to a access terminal link, had been turned off for an extended period of time, or a ship in hyperspace transit could receive the cure once they made contact with the HoloVid or hyperspace transceiver beacons for updated navigation charts; in any case, the pause packet would exist for a long time in the HoloNet and HyperNet until its data would eventually break down due to time and wear, which happened with any program as new information and data encompassed the same space.
Then the SON disk alerted her to something very important; the antivirus found the source of the Legacy Virus transmission, even identifying it as a Luminous E-3 data collector with a bi-linear quintuplet encryption access system. The security shields did not hold against the antivirus, and the antivirus proceeded to destroy the Legacy Virus and erase every small bit and every scrap of byte on Prophet's disk. Nothing was left to chance as far as the SON disk was concern; if it could it would vaporize the disk, but it settled on the erasure and the removal of its math that allowed it to achieve - save - any data; the program absolutely made it a paperweight 
Grinning and with a great sigh of relief that was over exaggerated with her physical exhausted breathing, Juna fell back into her chair and relaxed, taking a moment to savior the victory. When it passed, she pulled the SON disk out, stored it in her pocket again, and very carefully slipped out of the room, slowly and trying to reach one of the outlying and unoccupied hanger bays, confident that everyone was nearly off the battleship. 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 101.6

"SIR! SIR!!!! SIR, PLEASE!!!!!!!!!" 
Even in the heavily crowded and equally as nosy hanger bay, the computer technician's voice somehow managed to resonate in Admiral Ideora's ears and caused him to stop just only a few short strides from the Vhinech Moonhauler that arrived and landed. Many personnel seemed to understand that the officer was talking to their high commander and made a way for him, letting him run up to Ideora to give his report. Ideora felt it was important enough to halt his progress given the man's near screaming hoarse plea, even though he felt the survival window was near closure. Everything compounded to the point of hysterics for many when the lights flickered off and the irradiation field - the invisible force field that kept everyone from being blown into space through the constantly open view - flickered and their ears popped at random times to indicate pressure failure. The lights returned, the field secured itself, and Ideora kept his fake calm face on as the man finally reached him.
"Sir," he began breathlessly, "the countdown has stopped." He held up a remote data pad to show Ideora and pointed at the progress on screen. "Now this. The system appears to be rebooting with an unknown OS." 

"Unknown? From where?" questioned Ideora has he looked at it.

"Don't know, Sir, but last checked we only had fifteen seconds of life left. It's long expired, Sir."

"Can you check the ship's status?"

The technician took the data pad, fiddled with it for quite a long time, and then finally smiled. "Admiral, we have full operation back. The self destruct sequence has been completely deactivated. All systems ready."
Ideora was quick to grab the data pad, found the transceiver sharing program, activated the comm frequencies he wanted to use, and spoke loud and clear into the microphone that would broadcast his signal to the ships and to the crew. "Attention, this is Admiral Ideora. Battle Stations! Repeat, Battle Stations! I want all personnel on board docked ships to double time quick to their stations at once! Immediately!!" He turned to his commanders and said, "Get on comms I want fire control, sensors, and shields up! We got zark knows what out there."
Captain Ruskin, the senior officer in charge of sensor coordination, pointed out soon after Ideora spoke, "Our would be V-Hauler pilot on our ship had mentioned that a Corellian stock light freighter from our aggressive targets list had attempted to dock here only a few minutes ago but was chased away. It matched the markings of a similar ship of that profile that played havoc with us at Uiennar."

Ideora nodded and gestured for them all to follow him in a fast walk for the lifts heading for the bridge. He said, "My bet would be it was the Millennium Falcon. If so that means there are Jedi on board; its captain has an allegiance with both the Jedi and the Royal Court." When they reached the lifts and proceeded upward, he realized, "The Lady's droid." 
Ideora activated the small comlink in his uniform sleeve and said, "Tactical."
There was silence at first, but then a heavy breathing voice responded; obviously the bridge officer had ran to his station, much like everyone else was soon after Ideora gave the order to return to stations. "Admiral."

"If your station is operational, I want you to use the sensors to locate that landing authorization encrypt signal that was given to Lady Angelleia's droid. Destroy it and any ship that is running the encrypt."

Just then the lift doors opened to reveal the slow to repopulate bridge; the ships were still unloading passengers. Ideora yelled out, "I want all MerCon personnel not on board to return to the Orpheus immediately if they can! Personnel who have used escape pods will have to wait it out on Sanctuary. I want the Moonhaulers to directly go after the Nubians. I want the Dreadnaughts as soon as they are free from the ship to fix themselves in a north-south configuration related to us; one above us, the other below! I want full sensor sweeps of the system done; I want a full tactical summary of the battle below in five minutes! Let move!"
More and more personnel flooded in and orders were given, and finally orders began to be carried out. Unbeknownst to everyone, for some the unknown would not last while for others they would never know who supplied the good fortune turn for the MerCons, Juna Rapier's plan to save the Republic just gave the MerCons and the Vhinech new life as well.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 101.7

At last look they were all right behind them, and suddenly the V-Haulers stopped giving chase to both the Millennium Falcon and the N-One Customized as both vessel and fighter hugged the Orpheus' rounded hull and used the cannon towers as picks to roll from to avoid any torpedo locks. They crossed paths a few times, one flying over the other to maintain a pattern of wanting to avoid being shot at; expecting a Vhinech piloted ship to emerge from ysalamiri shielded Force Hiding to attack at any time for their pursuers showed very little patience throughout the chase.
Finally both ships flattened out and flew straight for a considerable amount of time before diving and flipping over the edge end of the massive ship, traveling under its belly now. Twisting into a position where their dorsal side faced the underbelly, they traveled mutely in contemplation, and finally Dizzy said, "I don't get it. They had the numbers. Ros?"

"With those ysalamiri I can't tell you anything, Dizzy," said Ros apologetically. He blinked and wondered out loud, "I wonder if…there is something wrong with the ship. Perhaps that's why they are leaving, because it's going to self destruct."

Dizzy and Muriel gave each other a quick look, and immediately Dizzy threw the Falcon downward into a dive away from the Orpheus. Artee followed suit. "Cripes, if that thing goes we'll get pounded!"

The move was honestly brilliant even if it was not intended to be; one second later a heavy laser battery fired repeatedly and missed both rescue ships. The terawatt bolts lanced out like angry green venomous serpents, and like those creatures that could spit their venom it didn't need to bite into the victim's flesh to have a lethal impact. The bolt's higher energy wattage, far greater than the opposing vessel's shields, taxed the shields statically, in turn torturing the cooling systems maintaining the shield generators and weaken the field just as effectively as a direct hit would have done. 
Alas the larger ship fire was meant for larger ships. Quickly both hero ships turned and swayed and pulled away from their tracking line and decidedly put themselves tighter to the hull of the large vessel, thus killing the adjustment/response time the large cannons had, effectively eliminating their destructive potential without destroying them.

"Okay, so like my wife at a sale they changed their mind," mused Dizzy.

Muriel's retort was not one; it was a warning. "Look out!" Smaller battery fire from the Orpheus began to track both ships and her husband was quick to evade it. Unlike their bigger brethren they weren't hampered by their mobile size. A few times shots found the shields, a few times it missed, a few times the hull was hit; the last one forced Dizzy to use turns that nearly threw everyone out of their seats, nearly Juna-like maneuvers save for their sloppy execution.

"We have to find some safety, wait for some help," noted Ros.

Dizzy said, "No doing, if we pull away we'll be dealing with those larger batteries, and look." Has the Falcon pulled around and over the edge again to fly over the dorsal section of the Orpheus, they saw one of the Dreadnaughts slowly making its way towards a fixed position above it. With the angle it had it fired its cannons towards them safely with no danger opposed on the capital ship. He piloted the ship safely and changed the angles to hug the hull again, daring the Dreadnaught to fire again. "They're buttoning up their defenses with those Dreadnaughts. Our only escape route is if we leave the system. And if we do that-."
"They'll catch us trying to come back in," noted Muriel in disgust. "This is our only window of opportunity."

"If her Ladyship is still on board," Casper stressed with urgency.

"She's on board."

"How do you know?"

"How do you know?"

Dizzy looked over his shoulder and shook his head. "Give it up, Junior; I never win either." He focused ahead again and whipped the ship around another series of towers. Even then he had to wonder if Juna was still on the ship, and if so how in the hell were they get on board and get off it in one piece.

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

