CHAPTER 107.0

In the next moment during the teleportation, something felt and finally went wrong. Naressa was hit with a tremendous jolt in the Force that seemingly threatened to keep her physical self disassociated; such a problem in teleportation was never experienced by her before; only loads and distance were her 'normal' - normal as before Dark Purity - self's limitations, but she felt she could surpass them; she felt she had no limits. The process seemingly was breaking down, or breaking her and Juna down atom by atom, and it seemed to be caused by a blockage of power. 
This was an attack of some sort. Through the Force…

Naressa disengaged herself from the source, presumably her hold on the Dark Side, to emerge…..Force knew where; she only hoped they weren't stuck between layers of floor. She emerged from the shadows of the Dark Side that propelled her from one place to the next….

"JUNA!"  
Upon looking down in curled arms, her precious Gessa was gone!

Frantically, Naressa scanned her surroundings and immediately expanded when she saw no sign or felt of her Gessa! She muttered, "That couldn't have been an attack. Sidious couldn't amount something powerful enough to stop me and rip Juna from my arms." She continued to scan for a few more frantic seconds and gave her surroundings a once over, she cursed a little in Corellian, "Phosha, where am I?"
Conveniently the answer appeared not far from her face. As if a being with poor vision was ever going to be on the Orpheus, the builders of the craft followed the time honored tradition of putting the hall-section-level coordinates in big characters on the wall in a dark color that emphasized itself over the dull gray coloring of the rest of the section; it seemed to be standard operating procedure that interior designers of large combat vessels had to follow, never mind that more than likely it would possibly tip off anyone of opposition that infiltrated the vessel where they were exactly at. She was in hall 38E, section 4, level 30; several levels down and much further to the ship's 'east' than she original was before transporting.
"Calm. I must have calm," she said with an exhale. With that she could now see what happened in her mind; through the Force, it explained everything as the event replayed itself in her mind. 

It was not an attack, at least not one orchestrated by a thinking, conscious individual or by an avenging spirit. This was a problem initiated by Magus Prophet, who's beat down of Juna was too much of a toll on her person physically, mentally, and through the Force; clearly the last was caused by Prophet pushing Juna to her limits, and possibly Juna overusing herself. If so such abuses had consequences, one such that Juna experienced before: a Force-enhanced coma. In such a coma, a Force sensitive beings' energy is instinctively pulled in tightly within them to protect them from outside Force intrusion; usually such a drastic retreat is predicated on the fact that the abuse or overabundance occurred through the Force in the first place. When that happened, the energy field is in the process of protecting and trying to heal the being; so intense was the energy other Force sensitive beings were wise not to make contact with such victims for they would be perceived instinctively as a threat; the more one was Force sensitive, the more dangerous such contact was, reaching lethal. In the case of physical contact short term exposure burned Force sensitives flesh right down to the bone. Mentally…
Naressa caught herself and stopped scanning for Juna. Mental contact of any kind, even passive scanning, was guaranteed lethal under the unfortunate circumstances. The history involving the Force where many a Jedi Healer died from their brains boiling in their attempts to contact their Force comatose patients were just as fresh in her long memory mind as the day Dor-Li Nimh renounced the Jedi religion; the knowledge of both found deeply in her soul, right above her love and devotion to her one and only Gessa. Who will protect and save her Gessa if she were to die against such an unstoppable evil?
In her heart, she knew Juna was alive. She was far, but not so far as unreachable. With her ears open, the Dark Side told her of things in the air, one which stated clearly that no one had yet discovered Juna or the Sith's presence, but both would end very soon; sooner than the Orpheus' destined destruction in the hands of the Trade Federation.
There were other ills in the air that grew thick, Prophet the greatest of it. The others could not be ignored. MerCon personnel were returning to the Orpheus to solidify the ship's defenses. The place was going to be crawling with new life and fresh dangers.

"Where are you," Naressa asked quietly of Juna. Although it was no good to contact Juna that way, the Force on the other hand resonated an answer in a voice that passed for Juna's like a hidden phantom. 

Before her, the deck floor seemed to glow while the rest remained its cold and singular use self. It was the path to Juna, and quickly Naressa began to run down it.

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

CHAPTER 107.1

Within the guts of the Orpheus, the group from the Millennium Falcon has a troubling start when Dizzy flat out refused to stay behind on Muriel's insistence. After a minute of bickering, Ros just began to walk, Casper followed suit, and eventually Muriel noticed and began walking after them. The other Guardians were all ready following the Jedi in the process, and lastly Dizzy just went along. Their going wasn't too tedious for a long while, and only the couple's bickering about the logistics of an untrained freighter pilot going on what amounted to a cloak and vibroblade rescue mission the only thing they really worried about. Being they stuck to the centralized area and traveled vertically up, they avoided a good share of personnel that fought the Trade Federation from the gun turrets located on the skirts of the hull.
They traveled the open levels one by one, using some of the central ladder wells to move between them, waiting for the right time to attempt an access of the Orpheus' systems. On Level 41, where the ladders stopped, they emerged close to an open room and after a quick search with the Guardian's on board sensors and the Jedi's senses the group rushed in. It was a room that was being used, a crew members quarters judging by the mess and circumstance; abandoned due to call of duty with no hint of his return; he because there was enough male laundry on the floor to suggest it. Two guarded the ajar door with Casper to one side. Ros stood in the middle of the room. Two other Guardians hugged the sides of the dark room. Two Guardians went to the terminal, and Dizzy and Muriel followed them to continue their conversation, one that Muriel wasn't giving up.
"Look, Red, it isn't that I crave the action," said Dizzy after another plea from his spouse. "But this is Juna we're talking about here. If it were me here instead of her, she would drop everything, Queen stuff excreta, and bail me out."

"This isn't a cantina fight, Mouse," she said for the fifth time, reminding him that his hand to hand combat experience was in such venues and his sneaking around was done with ships. "We've been too damn lucky to think there's no Vhinech on board."
"Well so far so good, where are they if they're on board?"

Ros took a step or two back and said over his shoulder, "Don't get too confident, Dizzy. However, Muriel, the point is mute."

"He can stay here," said Muriel, begging; showing that she worried for her mate.

"You're Guardian blaster don't have a stun setting," he chimed back. "I can't see how it's possible that you can make me."
"I can make you stay."

"Over my dead body."

"Don't think that hasn't crossed my mind."

It was a joke, and Dizzy just laughed in sarcasm. Ros just shook his head and said, "Enough, you two, or I'll leave the both of you here. And don't think I can't." He just turned his attention back to the door to ignore their disapproving looks to tell him to stay out of it. 

Truth be told on his behalf Ros had the suspicion - not a feeling in the Force for the Dark Side had saturated everything in the system to make some of the Universal Force unreadable or unreliable on a Jedi standpoint - that the Sullustan was going to be a major factor in the unseen and uncertain times to come. Muriel, who relied on the Force solely for emphatic purposes, couldn't rely on such an advantage here with the Dark Side so blinding to someone not as sensitive as Ros or Casper. If she wasn't she wouldn't have had a problem with Dizzy being there; there was no safety net she could rely on to protect him, compounded by the fact that she was unable to prevent Juna from going to Sanctuary in the first place. 

Honestly, in Ros' opinion, that made Muriel more of a liability than Dizzy, and quite frankly if he had more to go on in their favor he would have asked her to stay back at the ship, or stay in the room. She, like Dizzy, had a purpose though and he could feel it; she had to be here, and had to be there for Juna. Although blinded in the Force, where she wasn't gifted to begin with, Muriel's personal attachment to Juna gave her a mother-like intuition that ensured her that Juna was on the Orpheus alone. The extent of that didn't go further.
What did, as the Guardians on the terminal successfully sliced into the battleship's sensor systems, was Muriel's Guardian files on Juna's biometric signature housed in her body armor's memory systems; freshly reloaded before their departure from Naboo. The built-in sensors of the Guardian body armor were limited in range, but with a portable satellite or monitor relay system, or in this case the Orpheus' own onboard sensors, linked to their computer systems the range was extended and they could better 'see' everything; more importantly locate Juna among the masses.
Mercura lifted her head up and reported to the others, "We got connection lock. Their eyes are now our eyes."

"Excellent," said Muriel, walking over to view the monitors. After a few moments of contemplation, she said, "Little to no travel of personnel in the halls; they're too busy fighting the Trade Federation. Speaking of which…the MerCons are holding the fort for now."

Ros had come over after she began speaking and looked over the readings. He said of the space battle, "It won't last. How about our current travel situation?"

"Good news and a lot of bad news," said Mercura, bringing up screen featuring schematics and security tie-ins. "Their UnAuth Alerts are geared towards non-registered blasters only, but not lightsabers."

"Makes sense; the Vhinech Order use lightsabers," said Muriel. "But that means if we want to in and out with no hassle we can't use our blasters. Their firearms have a frequency pulse our blasters can't match."

"That's no sweat," said one of the Guardians against the far wall. "We have other methods at our disposal."
"But here's our problem." Mercura pointed at a large area that seemed to encompass most of the interior volume of the ship. "A pressure dome. It starts right above us and expands outward; maximum exterior spread is three hundred yards. Levels are sparse and there's great separation between the ladder wells."

Muriel grimaced and said, "Even with our grapplers it would take too much time."

"And if we're detected, we're sitting ducks on those ladder wells." Mercura pointed to the outside areas of the sphere. "It's quicker to use the normal access ways, but-."
"They take us very close to the personnel," said Ros, not liking it.

"It depends on one factor." Muriel touched off a few keys on her wrist computer, and the sensor readings on the screen began to use her stored information to look for… "Juna! There she is!"

This time both Dizzy and Casper joined Ros and Muriel at the counsel and looked at the readings. There, on a less than close up view of the Orpheus' out-plane, was a blip that represented Juna, and a waning blip it was. 
Dizzy said, "That don't look good."

"It isn't," said Muriel. She looked at her own little holographic display generated over her wrist. It didn't show a visual image, but it gave statistics that the red head seemingly translated in a rush with accuracy. "She's been severely beaten. Compromise wounds to her shoulders and legs…and face." She gritted her teeth. "Damn you, Prophet!"
"It doesn’t look like she's in a holding cell," said Ros to bring the focus back to the problem. "She's surrounded by a lot of MerCon placements not assigned to guard duty."

"They're fire control groups, on the big guns," said Dizzy, pointing at several connecting conduits that lead to large cannon bubbles to verify the fact. "This is screwy! That area is too close to the outer hull; one good shot from the Trade Federation….Red!"

Muriel was just about to leave when Ros caught up with her, putting a firm, halting hand on her shoulder. She stopped and looked at him hard. "Let go of my shoulder."

"Muriel, we don't want to go too hastily." Ros' warning was just and sound, but she wasn't hearing it. "Yes, we need to get to her, but let's not get feelings in the way."

"They're my feelings and I'll do whatever the hell I want with them." Muriel pulled her shoulder from Ros' grasp and said to the other Guardians, "Stow the blasters. Tiptoe tactics." The other Guardians nodded as they assembled by the door. "Big sleep the enemies. I don't want to run into them on the way back and have to regret it."
Casper turned to Muriel and went to say something about not needing to kill every foe that crossed their path, but Ros shook his head to cut him off. It didn't mean he supported the idea, and it didn't mean the Jedi had to do it. And Ros didn't have the time to explain it to his Padawan again that this was war. He learned the hard way long ago during the Mid Rim Conflicts just as Casper did on Sullust many things; one of which there were situations that all Jedi faced where the only peaceful solution was aggressive use of force, and sometimes that meant doing anything that one may personally disagree with, and sometimes that meant ending a life.

After a few more seconds in which the Guardians took the time to examine the outside corridor before they all moved, Casper seemed to get it; there was more than enough Guardians here to do that part of the job, and it wasn't has if Muriel craved murder despite the look in her purple eyes. It was a simple contrast: Jedi Knights did things one way, Guardians did things another.

"So what's the plan," asked Dizzy as the all piled out into the corridor.

"Things are quiet until we get near Juna's position, so we clear the way through if need be to escape," muttered Muriel beside him; she let Ros and Casper take the point while she more or less protected her husband in the middle of the group. "Then we hit it in stereo. We got no choice in that; if we want past that build up, we got to hit it hard and running."

On cue to the point, a door opened beside them and there ready to leave the room was two MerCon personnel; so caught up in explaining things Muriel overlooked her sensor readings. She quickly threw Dizzy aside and launched herself at the two men, a hand each grabbing their throats and pushing them back with all the might she had in her pumping legs. Her fellow Guardians were now right behind her, and the whole group fell within the room with closing doors.

Casper quickly helped Dizzy up and put the Sullust behind him. Ros was mentally kicking himself for his lack of focus and joined his Padawan Learner in front of the door with lightsabers ready. 

The double doors opened and one of the men Muriel attack struggled in the doorway to escape, a knife handle sticking out from under his jaw, the blade buried upward inside. A loud thunk preceded the man's face first collapse, and buried in his back was another black blade knife. Beyond him was his partner now on the floor and beyond that was three more MerCon personnel they didn't see initially; they were dead, killed silently and with very little hesitation given that only five seconds seemed to pass.
Mercura wiped her own blood from her nose with the back of her hand as she left the room, followed by the other Guardians, and Muriel bringing up the rear. 

"Red," squeaked Dizzy. Her right ear was bleeding fairly good, giving the Sullustan good reason for worry.
"I'm fine," she assured him as his thick fingers touched the tender, slightly torn cartilage. "The guy had a duraclamp headlock on me for a moment there. Come on; can't harp on it now."
With her light jogging steps the conversation was just as quickly over. The non-Guardians just got a little sample of what to expect along the way in the future. They took Muriel's advice, leaving the harping behind them as they quickly caught up with the armored commandoes. With some guilt, just some, they were somewhat gladly relieved the Guardians were on their side.

______________________________________________________________

CHAPTER 107.2

Below but catching up fast, or as fast as he could, Enothchild exited a lift that could go no further up past Level 45 due to some security restrictions in place. With no time or technology to override it, he had little choice. So far his travels here were not filled with turmoil. Lucky since he had no lightsaber - he had left it with Ros back on Coruscant what seemed to be chapters ago in a long, telling story - to protect himself; he wasn't in any real shape to absorb physical punishment. Truth was a sandcrawler full of Jawas high on sugar rocks could probably jump on the Vhinphyc Jedi Master and bring him down. 
What kept him on his feet, moving carefully through the secluded halls and seemingly lifeless wide open areas of the Orpheus was Juna and her wavering Force signature; bothering him for the obvious life-death ramifications and the darkness that surrounded her and at times blocked her signature, causing her to vanish. Enothchild could only think that Prophet was behind that; that he was now menacing her battered and weakened form. Force only knew what that detailed….

Just as fast as the anger that built up threatened to slip past his controlled Jedi resolve, Juna suddenly just vanished from his conscious. Enothchild momentarily panicked, stopping dead still in the middle of the corridor on Level 43. One moment she was far above him, and then the next…. He feared the worst.

Enothchild's loneliness was about to be broken, for in this time the order had been given to the remaining V-Hauler pilots to return to the Orpheus to reverse the effects of the battleship's waning strength; the more personnel on the cannons and equipment, the better their odds of survival increased. The command was given over half an hour ago, and finally a bulk of many ships managed to get past the droid fighters that surrounded their home port, managed to shake said fighters off their collected six, and were landing in various docking bays on Enothchild's side of the ship; the side that faced away from Sanctuary; otherwise it was a death trap coming from any other way, especially with the near destroyed second Dreadnaught ready to expire, events unseen by those on the quest seeking the Dark Hope.
And the new infusion of personnel, ready to make the situation much more interesting.

It did not take long.

"Hey! HEY!"

Enothchild turned around to discover several MerCon pilots running towards him in their flight gear. Quickly he steadied himself for the rush for he couldn't outrun them with his bad leg, and tapped the Force for extra incentive. One of the men pulled out a blaster pistol and fired. Enothchild's enhanced reflexives made the man miss; his upper body just twisted and bent back; the shot intended to hit his massive chest barely missed, scorching the ceiling above and behind some distance away. Another Human fired to, missing badly with both shots that did not require the Vhinphyc to move radically at all. The growing numbers not in his favor, Enothchild gestured at them and their running advancement was met with an invisible wall of the Force that knocked three men flat on their back, caused another to spin figuratively into the floor because it clipped them high in the thigh, and missed two others; two that didn't have their blasters out at the moment, but they were quickly changing their minds.

Enothchild gestured again and knocked them for a loop. Another shout echoed from behind, and upon turning he found five more men in flight uniforms running towards him very quickly. His senses warning him of trouble behind him, Enothchild dropped the safeties on his physicality and unleashed a back hand slap on a leaping MerCon that caught the man in the chest in midair and planted him hard into the wall on the follow through, ending with a very loud and distinct CRACK! He snapped back around and slapped another so hard the man seemingly lost the ability to spit with all the water that left his mouth as he fell. A blaster was fired, catching his back, and Enothchild grunted in pain while the owner of the shot realized his error, rolling out of Enothchild's reach; his settings were too low against a Vhinphyckian hide. Another volley of shots had Enothchild bending quickly over at the waist and the error shots stuck the man that shot him first.
Standing up and spinning, Enothchild fought the pain in his leg to use it as a post and kicked a MerCon rushing him in the chest; they were use to his lack of lower body mobility and in effect he caught them sleeping. The man sailed off his feet and into his allies, knocking them all flat on their backs. With them out of the way, Enothchild limped badly towards the other group, took a few stinging but ineffective shots in the chest, and brought two MerCons together head first. Another man rushed in, and Enothchild gave him a soft two finger eye poke by leaving his fingers up and the man running into them, and with the man turning to nurse his temporary blindness, Enothchild yanked him up by the pants and tossed him at his partner, who was just about to fire after making some adjustments to his blaster. Quick as he could, Enothchild moved past them, passed through a door, climbed up some of the access stairwell stairs. Level upon level was eclipsed with his one foot leaping and both his arms using the stairwell rails to propel him forwards and up.

He hit Level 33 and heard hard steps on the metal; MerCons rushing down the stairs. Quickly he exited, taking a hard right down a tunnel, and finding himself in a docking bay littered with MerCon bodies. That didn't interest Enothchild; what did was the MerCons giving him the ugly eye and bringing their weapons up.
"That Vhinphyc Jedi did this!" The accusation was not rebutted by Enothchild has he dove for cover behind some crates to avoid the round of blaster rifle fire capable of injuring or killing him. Little did they know it was the Sith that actually did the deed, but since the only reports of an intruder in the MerCon midst featured only Enothchild's all too familiar description it was easy for them to assume him responsible.

Enothchild wasn't curious about the situation, he wanted out of it. He grabbed one of the smaller cargo boxes and hurled it upward, then used the Force to redirect it at the opposing crowd; their shouts of surprise and grunts of defeat were not many, not enough to overcome the stereo of fire being unleashed. Undoubtedly word was getting around about his arrival, and more were coming. His options were now nearly nil to what he had to do; Force Running was out, so he had to become more physical in order to rescue Juna, more than he had ever been against regular beings; something he hadn't done save for fighting Magus Prophet who was far from normal; from out of the past nonetheless.
Enothchild grabbed an even bigger crate next to him, one that would require heavy machinery to lift, grunted loudly when he lifted it, stepped out from behind his hiding place, and chucked the square bomb at his foes. He braved their fired, which missed him, and the MerCons did all they could to avoid the solid object, which was very poor. Many were hitting on impact and broken badly, while others were ran over by it, flatten them partially or fully depending where they were and how much the crate bounced and how far it chased the retreat. He took a measure through the Force on where the MerCons were at; they were forming an uneven line to concentrate fire and ready to spread out once they got closer to him. He judged distances, took into account where things were; the crates were far from the docking bay screens that kept atmosphere in and allowed ships to move in and out freely. Much of the space around them was filled with floor hugging V-Haulers, leaving them only the direction ahead of them and in front of the V-Haulers where they could move to avoid harm because the V-Haulers were parked stacked; park to where the nose almost met the rear engine mounts; although there was space, it was space that could hamper someone's mobility and leave them vulnerable to attack.
The advantage fading fast Enothchild took it. Stepping back, he used the Force to push his crate fort of several large boxes towards the MerCon group. He strained against the weight and bulk has if he was actually carrying it physically; physically so much bulk was greater than him and it was impossible, but not for the power of the mind. Size mattered not in one's mind; no size, no challenge, no peril and no wisdom. Determination made a difference, augmented by Enothchild's valiant need to save so many lives by saving one life, and that one life was going to be a factor for so many; never did saving one soul meant so much to so many through the Force before; unprecedented. And that found its way to the crates as they moved, gaining speed as they did their desired purpose of pushing the MerCons back and back. They scattered, some even climbed up and over, but the others had no time left as the crates finally left the floor, clearing six inches in height, and smashed the collected platoon against the wall in deadly defeat.
Enothchild was quick to grab the nearest escape, took his blaster rifle, slapped him out, and as the others began to regroup to attack he fired on them; he again questioned why he didn't take any of Helle's Vhinphyc weaponry, but in that short time he realized such weapons were just too dangerous, and the last time they were fired it lead to Naressa's death. The blaster rifle, big in normal size hands, worked well in Enothchild's one large mitt, ensuring a quick stop of troop movement by aiming and hitting center of mass; an experienced learned in the Mid Rim Conflicts, a reminder from Nadja that weapons were only dangerous in the hands of people; Jedi didn't use blasters for where a lightsaber was under their control at all times a blaster bolt, once it left the blaster, was not. That's why one mastered either craft, and even lightsabers were no guarantee of success on control; they were, after all, shafts of 360 degrees of light energy that cut through nearly everything; to master either craft in order to have the most control over it.
In this case he was true with his aim and he had every attention of hitting every single MerCon in his way, for none were innocent and their intentions were hostile. The last MerCon did not take the hint and charged, and Enothchild cracked his head open with the blaster rifle with a quick forehand swing. Dropping the ruined rifle, he advanced ahead towards the nearest corridor….

There was….something odd that caused him to stop.

Enothchild reached out for it with the Force as he continued to walk slowly. Strange it was for it…felt familiar to him, and yet like the summit of Clyon Tower before he conquered it the familiarity was 'out of his reach'. For the Light of him he couldn't put a name to it, nor could he really in truth describe it to anyone that asked. It was…elusive. Cold.
Dark. Very Dark.

Personal?

And that, personal, put him at ease and gave him hope not fear. Why that was surprised him, and even after all these years and all these strange happenings very little surprised him anymore. This did, and in his heart it told him something….

His ponderings ended when a MerCon from down an perpendicular hallways jumped on his back; the dark side dripped off the walls here and it affected his warning senses to some degree; add to it the man's need to kill him with some proficient skill told him that this man was both experienced in overcoming great odds and worse he had a plan.

Indeed he did; before Enothchild knew it, more and more MerCons begin to fill the volume of space around him as the Human on his back wrapped his belt around his large neck and just pulled it tight, leaning back to choke him. Enothchild just grunted and focused on the mounting problems coming at him. Some were pilots, but others were well armed personnel that were perhaps ordered by the line chief to forget the Trade Federation for a few minutes to work on the interior problem that was Enothchild Sarch. And they came, two or three at a time, rows upon rows from nearby rooms, and eventually from afar one or two or four or eight would race towards the area.

Enothchild initially had some of the upper hand as he swatted the obstacles in his way with a simple back hand. He shook off those trying to grab him, and at times he took a chance and tried to get his antagonist off him who foolishly thought he could strangle him in just mere minutes. He took steps during the brawl, making progress somewhat in his quest to find Juna more than in the mess around him. Finally one of them got smart and from behind hit his badly damaged lower leg with a wrought pipe. In pain, Enothchild was unable to stop him from hitting the other side, in front of him, and it caused him to lower his body. The MerCons took a few shots at him and the shots burned him, and for whatever reason that grabbed them some foolishly leapt on top of Enothchild. It forced the Jedi Master to his knees as some attempt to beat him with whatever they had; a sometimes foolish and sometimes successful venture depending on what they used in the mayhem.
Like a thunderclap, the belt around Enothchild's neck snapped when he shot straight up to stand and his body flexed, following behind it was every man and woman that had jumped on him, their failure of their idea clear to the rest of them. With bodies in the way that were thrown or tossed or just there, no one with a blaster could get a descent shot against such a large but now moving strong target. With a yell, Enothchild moved aside the humanity with his right hand into the wall. With another yell, he moved more of them hard to the left. With a third vocal outbreak he brought a group together that was hanging onto his arms, and then when they let go he sent them packing with his clasped together hands punching the bunch forward. 
Finally, he reached behind him over his right shoulder, grabbed the man on his back, and held on to him as he fell back; if the man wanted to hang on so much, he was gladly going to oblige him and make sure he saw the ride all the way through. The impact flatten the man, and quickly he rolled over him to get back on his feet and continued forward, quickly moving through whoever got in his way, knocking back anyone considerably that threatened his progress, often times introducing them to the feeling of flying without a repulsorlift generator. He didn't focus on the shooters except to avoid their shots, which was wise because they were now learning that simple Human physicality wasn't going to stop a juggernaut. If they knew anything of Enothchild Sarch they forgot it, which only proved why they were wrong in the fight.
Busting through another group to get to the stairs, Enothchild rushed through the flight to the next level and quickly got the door shut behind him. In the next motion he got the fire suppression doors to close, and finally he destroyed the control panel. For the moment, his foes were cut off. For now he had to find another way to Juna, and he knew where she was. Not because he could feel her, but before he was stopped in his train of thought he could that something in the Force that was odd and familiar would lead him to her. Through the Force it told him to trust the feeling, to go with it, and with luck he would find Juna.

And just as oddly, he felt the familiarity would get them both home. He didn't argue with the logic. He just did the best he could to run, knowing that sooner or later he will have to fight through again.

But nothing was going to stop him today.

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

CHAPTER 107.3

Darth Sidious had not wasted any time that was given him when Naressa and Juna left him. He used his feet and breathed the best he could, pushing and punishing himself past the limitations beset upon him in sweat, blood, and lack of breath, desperately searching for a higher tactical ground to work with if needed. Some place that gave him a mental flexibility advantage in the event he had to fight Magus Prophet, or anyone for that matter. During his travels he felt the event in which Naressa lost Juna during the transport, but he didn't know what it was exactly nor did he care given what was on the line; his very own life.
Gone was the need to be with Naressa; that died long ago, but the pains associated with it never went away until it was replaced by the knife that still pierced his chest. Gone was his desire to be with his Daughter, only because if he died and she lived it would be the same as if he lived and she died; an end to an era, a legacy, a destiny that was his, and the Sith Order. Naressa's point about Darth Maul was too damn valid; he was good, but that didn't make Maul even a Sith Lord worthy enough to surpass him.
Selfish? As if the universe was void of it. Weren't the Jedi in their posturing? Wasn't a beggar when it came to the last scrap of waste? When one's life was nearing an end, virtue of any kind took a back seat; when it didn't, those idiots died too quickly, too slowly, too painfully, or too willfully; in the end, they were dead.

Selfish: damn right he was!

His search found him not far from another access tunnel that was a very tight; it was an access reserved for the high power voltage trunks that ran between the levels, ultimately connecting everything in some fashion to and from transformers, and to the main reactor. Sidious could fit through the opening and beyond, yet he didn't like the trap that could potentially come from it. Going back was no longer an option. He heard Magus Prophet's roar before he felt him. The presence of the Vhinech was moving in the exact path Sidious had just taken.
Sidious reactively grabbed at the knife handle and attempted to pull the buried deep weapon from his body. Immediately he grunted in agony as the blade cut flesh and pulled on his shoulder plate, the momentary space also leaking what air he took in back out through the hole to kick his pain receptors into overdrive. It was a catch of defeat whether he removed the blade or not; removing it would clear the way for healing, but he didn't have the luxury of beginning, and worse the knife actually prevented him from suffocating from a sucking chest wound; the long blade's hilt pressed his muscle and flesh down and around the blade, sealing it, and held there by his bones.
A hammer thud from somewhere close reminded him that Prophet was still alive.

Kneeling, Sidious put his drained lightsaber between his thighs, undid the cap with his left hand, dumped out the power cell, placed the lightsaber back between his thighs, and for a wasted moment went to get his spare cell with his useless right hand that was attached to his useless right arm….
Prophet's roar snapped Sidious out of the attempt; the fact was his right arm was paralyzed and trouble was not far away at all.

"Crud!" Sidious spat out, working feverishly with his left hand, awkwardly trying to fish out from under his cloak the spare power cell. After a few moments, he used his teeth to pull off his leather glove that hampered his progress.
The thumps of hard footsteps were audible and seemed to pick up in intensity, and yet they were still far away….
Sidious finally got the cell out….

A shadow appeared on the far wall…

He saw the shadow, and fumbled the cell from his hand! He reached for it. The cell rolled away from his fumbling fingers. Sidious stretched for it and nearly fell forward off balanced….
Magus Prophet emerged from the corridor and entered the T-section, looking to his left first, growling contemptuously, body tense with anger, baring none of the wounds anyone had inflicted on his nearly tunic-less body, his lightsaber lit and still in his hands despite his feral inclinations that defied the norms….
Stopping the physical struggle, Sidious quickly redirected his weakened energies towards the power cell. It began to dance and dribble on the floor, creating tick-tick-tick sounds….

Prophet heard it, his head snapped around, he saw Sidious, stomped quickly towards the injured Sith and roared not in challenge but in victory….

The cell finally flew into Sidious' hand. He dropped it quickly into the lightsaber, fumbled and found the cap; it won't come on till the cap was locked on tight….
Roaring through his mouth and through the movement of his weapon, Prophet attacked….
The cap was now on tight just as Sidious rolled under the attack; the downward stroke sliced through the deck plate where he once was. The move filling him with pain and draining him of his restricted breath, he used it as a wake up call to get back on his feet and start surviving.
Prophet had stumbled off balance brought upon the force of the blow and the momentum behind it. Sidious ignited his lightsaber…
And at the last second pulled it away from Prophet's attack and used his feet to move away. The Sith Master moved away again to avoid another round of assault; with only one arm, there was no way Sidious could directly match Prophet's blow for blow intensity that tore open parts of the ship's sturdy interior hull with his wild swings. He could - dare the Nubian thought it - OUTRUN the beast, but after some death defying movements Sidious began to cough up blood, and at one point he had a spasm….

Prophet nearly got him when Sidious stopped to clear the minor flood in the back of his throat. The enhanced movements required much of his power, and thus took away those energies that held the threat of death at bay in his wounded chest. He moved and moved again, unleashing an attack to put some distance between himself and his ruthless aggressor. It worked to some degree, and without another moment of struggle Sidious tossed his Dark Side guided lightsaber above Prophet's head and it struck a heavy generator mount that happened to hang low from the ceiling. 
Just at that moment as the sparks rained down on them, Prophet's hand snatched Sidious by the throat….

In the next struggle of breath, Sidious caused the generator to break from its damaged moorings. It swung down like a pendulum and smacked Prophet hard and down one of the hallways. Prophet went to catch the machinery and let go of Sidious, and as the generator sent Prophet for the ride one of his claws clipped the Sith Master right above his left eye, right on the eyelid. 
Sidious fell back and struggled for air, finding that he couldn't see at all out of his left eye, thanking his lucky stars that Prophet let go of his throat; easily his neck could have been the body part tore open in that exchange. It was another problem to deal with and worse it was the eye he needed to lead with in order to defend himself with his left hand. He could use the Force to see, but again that took away from his lungs and both that and his heart were pumping much too heavily to be considered a healthy pace.
And to his chagrin, Magus Prophet flipped up. He cut the generator on the back swing and in one motion spin kicked it towards Sidious….

Sidious raised his hand, the generator stopped, and mentally threw it back at Prophet….

Prophet sliced and then plowed through it, sending the machinery apart and charged for Sidious….
Sidious' lightsaber bounced and came alive, found air….

Prophet stopped, turned, and blocked the newly arrived Darth Maul's attack; Maul had called his Master's weapon to his hands. He banged against his foe's weapon with venom and shouted, "Now, Master! I can't hold him!"

It came to Sidious quickly, and with a held deep breath the Sith Master used his apprentice's timely distraction to shower Prophet in Force Lightening. Prophet staggered and Maul caught the Vhinech in the leg, spun and went to decapitate him….

Instead the floor under Prophet gave way just after a Very LOUD BOOM!!!! A Trade Federation cannon barrage broad sided and overloaded the shield generators protecting that particular section of the ship. The shots penetrated the heavy hull, and a few went deeper into the innards and exploded upon unforgiving objects. Pieces and parts traveled through the ship like a hollow point bullet having struck bone, cutting the 'tissues' that made up the guts of the Orpheus like the level augmentation struts. The sirens died instantly in the section, and the atmosphere seemed to grow heavy with unfulfilled promises of clean, breathable air.
Coincidentally, Maul lost sight of Prophet when he had to leap across the hole that took his foe and threatened to take him along, narrowly grabbing and holding onto the cables that remained from the ceiling where the generator Sidious used against Prophet used to be. For his part, Sidious used his feet wisely to stop his slight downward angle descent on two very wobble joist ends that penetrated the now delicate floor plate he used to be laying on and now laid against.

Shutting down the lightsaber and stowing it, Maul reached out with his hand and with the Dark Side he lifted his Master towards him, grabbing his hand, and in one motion swinging him to safety. Maul used the same momentum on the way back through and with a flipping leap and landing he joined his Sithian Brother on the ledge.

"Excellent work, Lord Maul," Sidious said and then went silent with words as he coughed up blood.
At first Maul hesitated, and then finally he took his Master by his good arm and threw it over his own shoulders. The entire ship rumbled and shook all around and the flooring under them threatened to follow the rest of it that had fallen with Prophet. Together, they both back tracked from where Maul came from, turned, and quickly as possible got the hell out of there.

"I didn't kill him, Master," muttered Maul, disgusted. "That makes it twice he defeated me on this day."

Sidious could sense his apprentice's need to go back and finish what he started. Also he could see the same thing Sidious himself was thinking in his eyes; their time to settle scores had run out, the Trade Federation was beginning to pummel the ship. Given all the conditions that added up, this was a Sith defeat for all their objectives were not met. There was still no Dark Hope in the Sith Order's hands and that was the prize gained from victory. No Dark Hope, no victory.

And where was she if they had won?

"There will be another day," Sidious spat out, his depleted senses drawing his eyes to look back in the general, but not specific, direction they had just come from; a very familiar and feminine signature. Angry, he cursed out coldly and in murder, "There will be a next time. Mark my words, there will be."

For now, with defeat and injury and hurt pride, the two Sith made their way for any ship that would get them off the Orpheus and for once leave the past behind.
