CHAPTER 42.0

Entering the docking bay under Rapier Manor, Enothchild proceeded towards the Millennium Falcon with appreciation that he and Juna were traveling in the freighter; not necessarily for its speed and defensive array, but for the company they will keep on board. Upon hearing about their plan, Muriel immediately offered her and Dizzy’s services to take their close friends to Coruscant. Undoubtedly they were still concerned with Juna’s safety. Muriel especially; she had recently after the funeral reacquired her License to Kill without Prejudice through the Order of Guardians and her A rating weapons permit through the Political Protectors Guild; she could now carry a concealed weapon anywhere on Coruscant. With Ros away any with Casper to Alderaan there was no one keeping an eye on the comings and goings of the Jedi Council; that is no one they could all trust at that moment. 

Surprisingly, in private discussions with the Arnes’ while Juna was busy making the arraignments necessary for her departure, it was Dizzy who insisted that whatever they knew that it stay within the group; the less the rest of the good guys knew, the worse off the bad guys are the Sullustan argued. Strange logic, but given that their traitor suspect was a member of the Jedi Council it made sense. Someone, or even a group, had an idea that Juna was the Dark Hope and was willing to justify it as a reason for wholesale murder. 

After thinking about it more and more, it was the only conclusion to Enothchild that made the most sense. He kept his mind open to other possibilities because he still only had Helle’s word for it; Enothchild still couldn’t access her wrist computer and therefore her ship and database; along the way he was going to continue trying and he was going to keep thinking.

Breaking it down piece-by-piece drew him to his current conclusions. More often than not the Council keeps things from Knights and Masters from newly discovered techniques in the Force to what they think and feel about certain situations such as Juna’s predicament; reasoning was, ever since the eventually formation of the Jedi Council, that the Council held a closer ear to the whispers of the Will of the Force, and therefore as a whole they decided ultimately what was best, what Jedi should or should not do or go and so sometimes discretion was warranted until they grasped a logical and conclusive understanding of matters; in short, despite holding back what he knew the Council had a pretty good if not better idea that Juna was the Dark Hope. They just didn’t let anyone else know that they know.

With that in mind the traitor’s intended hope was, with typical thinking and historical fact to back it up, that Prophet would kill Juna out of vengeance. Farfetched? That was what Enothchild was going to find out. The first step was surprising the Council with his return to Coruscant, followed by the request to train Juna. From there it will be a process of elimination; Dizzy expressed his presumptions about a single rouge element on the Council to Enothchild only a short time ago and agreed with the logic, but until he went before the Council he left all options open.

The group that knew about the traitor angle decided to not tell Juna about what they knew; when she goes before the Council they will probe her feelings and if she has before hand knowledge it could make things dicey. He needed her mind clear as much as possible, not filled with a lot of suspicion. Worse the feelings she was having yesterday while she sat in her starfighter were acquainted to vengeance and with the knowledge…

Enothchild cleared his mind as he approached the individuals at the foot of the ramp leading up into the ship. With a wave of his hand, Guardian Master Ogwa Newhausen dismissed the six Guardians to carry out his orders while he and Muriel waited for the Jedi Master’s arrival. Oggie nodded towards his male counterpart respectfully and said, “As your request, we will maintain surveillance on the home for a few more days before releasing it to the automated security.” He gave them both a concerned look. “But I ask you to reconsider this trip. I can assign a security detail to go with you to Coruscant”

Muriel sighed and said, “I brought the idea to Juna’s attention and she refused. Last I checked she was convincing Kind Veruna not to send a Royal Detail as well. It isn’t that she doesn’t appreciate the offer, Oggie, just that she doesn’t want to feel so smothered.”

“I made some arrangements before I came here,” noted Enothchild to ease the concerns. “A secured location, not far from the Nubian consulate building if her Ladyship needs immediate protection.”

“I see,” said Oggie thoughtfully. There were hints in his feelings to suggest that he was suspicious about the entire situation; apparently he suspected something amiss with the Jedi Order as well but kept his cards to the chest as it were. “Well, if anything, take the detail to man the ship’s weapon systems. Although it would be suicide for anyone to attack any ship near Coruscant right now, there is always a first time.”

“We’ll be fine,” said Muriel with assurance. “Really. Juna’s well being is in good hands. Especially with Dizzy at the controls; he can get out of any situation.”

From inside the ship a banging rang out and a muffled shout soon followed. “Honeypoo, I’m stuck in the crapper again! If you’re down there can you come get me out?” 

Muriel sighed and let out a nervous chuckle. “Excuse me.” She stormed up the ramp quickly as possible to hide her embarrassment.

“Crappers that need a hydrospanner to open them aside,” chimed Enothchild with a grin, “Dizzy is a very capable pilot in a combat and escape situation. And of course Lady Angelleia is no slouch if needed in the pilot seat.”

“I don’t doubt that given her combat record.” Oggie took a look at her N-One starfighter parked only a dozen meters away. “Just my professional concerns interjecting. I have a great deal of respect and admiration for Lady Angelleia and not because of her mother’s generosity and her political support to continue our operations. She’s a wonderful young woman and I would hate to have something happen to her.”

Enothchild had figured as much; Ogwa wasn’t an opportunist but an honorable warrior that saw Juna as something refreshing. There were hints of hope that such a bright star of politics would still continue doing good regardless where her life took her. “Don’t worry. Nothing will happen to her while she’s under my care.”

“You mean our care,” noted Muriel upon her rightly timed return, pretending to be a little mean about it.

Enothchild cleared his throat and mused, “Well, yeah, so long as Dizzy don’t get stuck in the can.” 

Muriel shook her head and smiled towards her mentor. “Thank you again, Oggie.”

Oggie took her hands and said, “You’re a Guardian and a friend. You would do the same for me. You take care now.” 

As they said their good byes, Juna entered the docking bay with Greta by her side fussing over the young woman every step of the way. RT-8V was hot on both their trails, dragging a hovercart with Juna’s luggage and other personal affects; the size of the load indicated neither a short or long term stay. 

Conservatively dressed, sporting a light blue dress with dark blue trimmings that revealed nothing, Enothchild knew Juna wasn’t one to make a fuss about her appearance; having spent a decade with fidgeting Royal Dressers, worrisome fashion protocol overseers, trend setting hopeful hairdressers and even handmaidens with the nearly dire feelings of failure if they didn’t make their Queen 110 percent perfect every moment of every day would do that to anyone; it was a wonder how Lady Terese handled it for over 3 decades. 

On the other hand since Juna had grown and matured she was one not so obsessed with flaunting her physical virtues; as a child she didn’t fear being naked in front of the Seovens years ago because, in her words, she had nothing to show. It was a shyness that the shameless tabloid media pounced on with frequency, going so far as to having a survey on whether or not Juna had breasts at all with the heavy, non-form showing dresses and gowns she wore in public. Anything she wore that drooped an inch below her collarbone or showed any leg a few inches above her ankle made Juna embarrassingly uncomfortable.

Noting Oggie stopping and giving her a bow, Juna smiled at him, returned the bow out of respect and continued on her way towards the ship. Again, Greta stressed over the young woman, the conversation apparently one sided and filled with dos and don’ts. “…Don’t talk to strange beings…”

“You’ve mentioned that all ready,” said Juna politely, her eyes slowly crossing as the headmistress of the house staff continued. Enothchild could only smirk in amusement as the Greta the household general was all ready laying down her Lady’s Coruscant stay strategy. 

“And don’t do drugs.”

“I wasn’t planning to.”

“Don’t drink, don’t gamble, and don’t touch or do anything.” Juna’s eyes really crossed when he old woman said that. Muriel put her hand to her mouth to keep from laughing and Enothchild smiled big amusingly. 

Juna finally said to Enothchild as Dizzy was coming down the ramp, “Gee, with that last one maybe I shouldn’t go.”

Greta sighed despairingly and said, “I’ve just heard all the bad things Coruscant has to offer, my Lady. Very little good there, and what’s normally considered good is bad.” 

Dizzy grabbed one of the containers, stopped by Greta and said, “Ahhhhh, let the kid go, grandma. It isn’t like we’re sacrificing her to the ill gods of Coruscant for Force sakes.” 

She chased him practically up the ramp with a shaking finger. “You may think it’s funny, Captain Arnes, but I’ve been to Coruscant as a civilized woman!” He disappeared and the Nubian turned around with a dejected look. “No offense to you or your husband, Misses Arnes, but once fringe, always fringe.”

“No argument there,” shrugged Muriel. It was honest, and given Dizzy’s experience of seeing some of the grossness the galaxy had to offer in the fringe nothing on Coruscant shocked him like it would Greta.

Juna came up to Greta and assured her with a hand on her arm. “I’ll be fine. I’m in good hands.”

“Oh, you shouldn’t always listen to me anyways,” the old woman said. “You’re a woman now, no longer a little girl.” She looked on sadly. “I just…I mean we lost your mother, my friend. I don’t want to see anything happen to you or have something terrible happen. I don’t know if my heart could take that kind of ache.”

With an appreciative smile, Juna leaned down to kiss the shorter woman on the cheek. She gave her a hug and mused, “Nothing bad will happen to me don’t you worry. But don’t you think I won’t heed any of your advice. Besides I may be back, you never know.”

The came apart and Greta said, “Until then I will keep the roof up.”

Dizzy walked by again and noted, “You’ll tire quickly if you use your arms to do that. I would invest in repulsorlift generators.”

“It never ends.” Just as Dizzy passed again with his hands full, Greta gave him a kick in the ass that made him pick up the pace a bit. She straightened her dress and looked at Muriel apologetically. “No offense.”

“None at all, male Sullustans are gluttons for punishment,” said Muriel with a wink. They finished saying their goodbyes, Greta stood away from the group with Artee by her side moaning sorrowfully, and Juna marched herself up the ramp, calling shotgun all ready for a seat up front in the cockpit. The red head then muttered, “This is a bad idea.”

Enothchild knew she was talking to him, knowing what she was referring to. He breathed out quietly, “Juna is got to get her mind off any doubt and loathing. Jedi training will do that. It will preoccupy her time and her thoughts.”

“That’s what running a multi-billion dollar corporation and participating in politics and diplomacy is for. They’re distractions.”

“Distractions are not cures, just distractions. They’re reminders of her parent’s wishes, just as this mansion is a reminder of her life in the past.” Enothchild had run the logic over and over his mind last night when they spoke and knew what he was talking about was good and just. “Being a Jedi counters all that and training somewhere else will help as well.”

Muriel mouth twisted a little. “So if you do get to train her, you’re not coming back here.”

“No. I would train her at my home on Alderaan.” He noted Muriel’s sudden discomfort with him mentioning the planet. He figured it was due to the fact that she didn’t agree with the idea of training for her. “This is the right thing to do for Juna and you know it.”

“Really?” She sighed and scratched the back of her head. “I have trouble grasping the concept.”

“Would you rather have her live a politician’s life, or worse have no life at all?”

Muriel looked around, seemingly trying to find an answer to counter it but found nothing. “It just…doesn’t feel right. Let’s just be careful here, okay?”

“I will be. As I told her there’s no guarantee that the Council will approve.” He gestured for her to board as the Millennium Falcon’s engines repulsorlift generators began to whine with boosted power. “Only that we can try.”

Muriel nodded, slowly walking up the ramp ahead of Enothchild. She stopped and turned around to tell him, “You don’t know Juna enough. She’ll do anything and everything to seek approval. To borrow from you and paraphrase she will do, not try, but do. And doers, when they fail or they are rejected, always are hit the hardest.” 

Enothchild watched Muriel turned and walk up the ramp. He took the moment to reflect on her words and decided to take extra caution and care with Juna, making sure for now on he doesn’t build her aspiration too high.

CHAPTER 42.1

It was the roar of thruster and repulsor burn that brought Magus Servant’s head up and put him on alert, only for the sound to be followed by the appearance of the Millennium Falcon emerging from the raised ground in which he stood on. Rapier Manor’s docking bay was underground, the access for ships a good mile or so away from the super mansion and located along the side of a raised plateau. With his location in the brush and his ysalamiri still on his back he was able to avoid detection, doubting that the freighter’s sensors were active given that it emerged from friendly confines.

As he watched the ship ascend to full power and skyward, Servant shook his head with a bad feeling in his stomach. He counted to 100, and then used the Force to scan the house; a difficult task given his location and it’s vast size. But it was a quick scan, for he didn’t detect the Vhinphyc Sarch or Lady Angelleia residing in the mansion. All there was now was Guardians on patrol and house workers.

If Sarch was leaving…

Servant began walking to his ADR 350 speederbike, a long gated repulsor bike used primarily for covert only operations and not open warfare. With Sarch leaving and taking her Ladyship with him it was obvious to him that they were moving her for protection reasons, there may be a chance that his cover was blown. Either way he felt his presence was no longer required and hunting down the Sith apprentice, although a challenge, would be a waste of his valuable time when Prophet was left alone to do what he pleased without his intervention. It may be an insult towards his Magus for him to leave, but then again his Magus was playing lure and change with those under his command. Cade Hooley couldn’t do anything about it; it was up to Servant to take care of it.

Reaching the bike, he felt a sudden relapse in the Force, an exhaustive feeling of giving up. Puzzled he looked around and sensed nothing, but he knew it couldn’t be the apprentice. He was still out there, looking for him. The Sith had stayed far away from his position to avoid detection from the mansion, and stayed out of Servant’s sensory range. 

Getting on his bike, he sighed and said, “Another time, Sith.” Servant turned the engine over and with a gun of his accelerator was off and running.

It came to Darth Maul in a rush as he watched the Millennium Falcon vanish into the heavens above. It was in the Force, at first a gurgling breath type of feeling, and then nothing. That is nothing that lasted very, very briefly. He could feel the Vhinech, the first time he felt him since his arrival. He was traveling away from him towards the capital of Naboo, Theed. 

Maul quickly walked over to his Sith designed repulsor cycle and tapping the Dark Side of the Force to guide him at top speed around the hills and bends and recess of the landscape around him to catch up with the Vhinech in question. The babysitting job was over. It was time to play.

The hills opened up at the border of the Iossessa providence, leading into the providence of Worsharo and it’s relatively flat but wood filled regions. Magus Servant stayed off the groomed road, taking switchback trails back to the spaceport in Theed since he had to legitimize his landing somewhat to make him appear as a normal Human. 

Maul briefly spotted him, then saw him again emerge from a cluster of brush. He drew his presence more inward as he moved in closer and closer, slowing his speed down to keep pace and avoid unnecessary detection. He kept his wants down; he wanted to go right up there, he wanted to kill the Vhinech, he wanted to practice his skills against the directionless idiot on the lousy speeder bike. He could feel it. He could take him. Damn it he wanted to take him out.

Patience! The memory of his Master’s words echoed in his head. Maul sighed in resignation and kept his cool. Anger was his weapon, but like any weapon it was prone to malfunction and discharge without warning, potentially killing the wieldier of the weapon. He continued to pursue, out of Servant’s line of sight, gripping the handles of his cycle as if it were the Vhinech’s neck.

Servant noted the terrain ahead beginning to dip and rise to quickly for his taste and cut his steering to the right…

Maul saw Servant now coming towards him. Anticipating trouble, his right hand dropped to his lightsaber…

Servant found part of the main road…

Maul ignited his lightsaber…

Servant felt his face get warm and looked…

Maul swung triumphantly as both craft bang together.

For a moment, nothing happened.

Then suddenly Servant came back up and missed a ducking Maul with his yellow lightsaber with his right hand. The two craft came together again with a loud bang, and the fight was on.

With them on the flat road with no one in sight, the two warriors were able to steer their craft with one hand and fight one another combatively close. It was an awkward type of lightsaber fight, one where Servant actually held an advantage. With both his saber and Maul on his right, he was able to feint and swing backhand or forehand at his foe. Maul still held his lightsaber, it’s red blade blocking another offensive attack, in his right hand; too far from Servant and too out of position. 

The Dark Lord of the Sith began to kick himself mentally; he should have dropped back behind Servant instead of engaging him directly and disabled or destroyed his speeder bike with the blasters mounted on his cycle. Once again he was not patient and it showed with his now losing efforts. Servant’s strikes were getting too close to his body, and the last attack just clipped his thigh.

The pain gave Maul an idea. He pulled away quickly, adding speed and daring Servant to match which the Vhinech did. Just as he to attack, Maul used the Force to time his move just right. When he felt things were right, he killed the front repulsor generator, threw his weight to the right and held on. The move sent the overpowered back end of the cycle around and with inertia as his ally it lined up his on board blasters perfectly perpendicular to Servant’s speeder bike.

Servant watched the scene unfold, killed the power to his lightsaber…

Maul opened fired and destroyed the bike. The explosion pushed his growing out of control cycle away and in a tight circle, threatening the Sith Lord’s continued existence if he didn’t act soon. He noted the growing number of trees and jumped out of harm’s way. The cycle struck a small forestwood first, causing it to spin the opposite direction and be split in half by another cluster of brown maple trees.

 Magus Servant came to a rolling stop down inside a service ditch along the roadside. Just as he took in air after having it driven out of him from the crash his Force senses warned him in time to dive down and avoid getting hit by some of the burning wreckage of Maul’s ride. He stood up quickly, choking out the summer created dust he inhaled when he bounced across the road, pondering how in his mind how the Sith managed to not just sneak up on him, but used the Force as well. He tugged on his ysalamiri backpack straps…

Maul almost got him. 

After rolling to a stop, Maul laid flat to the ground, only using the Force to sense if Servant was approaching him. Instead he felt the Vhinech not even preparing for a counterattack. He took the opportunity to low crawl with lightsaber unlit in hand across the road quickly towards Servant, licking his lips in anticipation like a reptile smelling with it’s tongue. When Servant stood up with his back turned and playing with his backpack, Maul quickly stood up, accelerated his speed with the Force, and leapt right over Servant. In flight he lit his lightsaber and struck downward; a blow that would have separated both Vhinech’s double minds for good…

Servant’s yellow blade met Maul’s red blade for a block and had the presence in mind to Force shove Maul away from him while the Sith was in flight. Maul landed on his feet but the momentum made him take two steps to stop himself, which Servant wasted no time to come towards him quickly and attack. Maul threw his blade behind him and caught the attack and ran with repeated quick swipes to give him more room to turn around and fight the Vhinech properly. 

Finally, as the two stumbled and set themselves they were able to face one another and get a good look at their adversary and take a few heartbeats to think what to do. Servant was the example of a battlefield solider with his camouflage fatigues, combat boots, heavy backpack, and a gaze that suggested he fought in a few wars. Darth Maul was from someone’s nightmare about demons; his tattooed face gave him a look of constant hatred and his black attire suggested he was blessed by Death, and his red lightsaber a metaphor of fresh oxygenated blood soaking a deadly blade. 

Servant began to move to his right, both were right handed so this move benefited both of them, and spat his words at the red and black-faced foe in front of him. “Just when I thought there may be some true warriors worthy of facing me and my skills I am once again disappointed in the form of a dishonorable meek.”

Maul’s face twisted in disgust, bringing his tattooing into play, making his face more menacing. “Well, well, well, a man of honor. I thought they were all extinct. You know why they are extinct? Because they believed in honor and they let their honorable ways let the knife that stabs them in the back slip in so nicely. Only a fool lets a foe strike first.”

“Without honor there is nothing!”

“Without a head there is no life.” 

Servant squinted an eye and began moving to his left. “Boy, how old are you?”

“Old enough to kick your ass,” gritted out Maul through clenched teeth.

“Really? Then come and try kicking my ass, baby darkling. Stop wasting my time!”

Darth Maul smiled, and suddenly changed his gripe, betraying him as a left-handed fighter and as they both continued to go to their left he struck. Servant had to twist his body unnatural to compensate but wasn’t fast enough to prevent, after a third clashing of blades, a clipping of his right shoulder. He drew back, once again set in an unnatural position but used it to his advantage by stepping hard on Maul’s lead foot and for a few moments bashed away at the smaller opponent’s blade relentless 5 times before they locked blades and Maul leapt and kicked him away with his free foot.

Both combatants pulled back, but Maul surprised Servant by pressing forward. The smaller and naturally quicker Sith Lord didn’t really need the Force to augment his natural speed. Given his conditioning and training, a regiment that focuses on all principals of physicality, he didn’t have to worry about strength in this fight either. He was going to make the Vhinech run and run him ragged, changing his holding style almost every other heartbeat at times thanks to being conditioned to fight ambidextrously. He owned both sides of the attack and with attacking from different angles it just added to the overwhelming confusion. Maul though was showing him the basics of Sithian training; he hadn’t shown the Vhinech the Lord levels yet. 

Servant to his credit, as he blocked a fancy one handed forehand attack when Maul let a previous attack roll around their locked blades, was a solid fighter in his own right, but much of it was brawling tactics than pure swordsmanship. It complimented his size, but not his reach so it required him to draw a quicker and shorter reach Maul to come in to fight more effectively. He did so by creating a psychological vacuum of fighting insecurity; he would bully Maul backwards, which goaded the young warrior to press closer when they reengaged, opening up the advantage of causing Maul to be overaggressive and out of balanced at times.

Servant found the tactic sound; it was keeping up with his foe’s speed and skills that was a tough to figure out.

The two combatants reached an area of brush, saplings, and trees of various small diameters and clashed blades together again. On occasion they over swung or totally missed and would clip the surrounding flora; at one point both struck the same large tree and as the two tussled away they managed to avoid the same tree as it slowly broke from where they struck and fell towards them. 

Both pressed, but Maul pressed harder, coming in with a slash, slash, jump in the air to avoid a counter to his lower body, hack down, slash, slash, SLASH! Jumping again, he landed and gave Servant a sabot kick to the Vhinech’s injured shoulder for good measure. 

Servant countered with a slash right, slash mid right, slash low right and attempted a kick, which Maul ducked slightly, grabbed the offending leg, pinned it to his shoulder, and kicked throttled punched Servant in the groin. Servant quickly pushed Maul back with the Force, thanking the Force and Presence that the blow was only glancing, but did it still ever hurt.

Servant, a veteran of close quarters combat, experiencing it when he was actually born on Vhanba, was undeterred and shrugged off the new injury. He came forward in a enforceable square formation, keeping his lightsaber in front of him at all times, his hands level with his waist, only moving to defend or attack by moving the blade within a imaginary box. It was effective, limiting Maul’s attack and keeping him close and honest. And if Maul attacked more outside the perimeter of the box’s range, Servant would give him a punk push; redirecting the Force to give his foe a light shove to throw him off guard, off balance at the start of his move, and thinking twice about doing any particular move that gave him an advantage and change the tide.

After another push, Maul feinted, dove and upon getting back on his feet flipped sailed over Servant. He slapped the Vhinech’s blade immediately and with his free hand delivered a bitch slap to his face. Maul flipped backwards twice, landed in a crouch, held his blade in a threatening manner and without any hint of sarcasm or tiredness he said with a yellow-toothed sneer, “I’m warmed up now. You can start fighting for real this time.”

“You mock me, Boy,” cursed Servant, whirling his blade around, demonstrating that he had strength left in his shoulder, showing he wasn’t intimidated by the young warrior’s words, and still wondering how in the hell his opponent could still use the Force with a ysalamiri still present on his back! Frustrated beyond words, he removed the backpack to relieve him of any extra weight he was carrying in the battle, letting it drop on the ground behind him.

“It’s not mocking if WE know it’s true. You’re no match for me. And now I will prove it.”

Servant watched with sudden shock at the speed of Maul’s attack and the viciousness that followed it. Servant turned up the tempo himself, but not enough to where it matched the Sith’s output. It was becoming a clinical reality of the differences between using and believing in one craft versus worshipping, embracing, needing to master and wanting to enslave the other craft.

The two combatants moved to more stands of trees, each giving the other all they could to end the fight quickly. Servant, looking to slow down Maul, went for the lower body to force the Sith to move but move where he wanted him to and not necessarily how Maul wanted to. Maul forced the fight back up, and then made his move towards the middle again to attempt his attack low; just to piss Servant off and show the Vhinech he knew what he was trying to do. 

Servant changed tactics briefly, going to a counterclockwise circle tactic with his blade, forcing the dark warrior to round his blade after hits and taking away his horizontal advantage. Maul took the aerial attack again, leaping and spring boarding off a heavy mill oak tree, slashing, catching another tree with his foot and springing towards Servant in a tight flip that didn’t end until he did two spins and landed rolling to catch a small piece of Servant’s pant leg; nearly cutting the calf muscle. 

Servant flipped back, quickly backhanding his blade through the nearby tree in the process, finally holding a ready position to lure Maul into a falling tree trap. Maul sidestepped and cut the tree twice in a blur, heaving the cut piece at Servant with the Force. Servant ducked it, sprang up, and kicked a good size rock side footed towards Maul, scoring a back stepping hit to the Sith’s chest. Servant lunged forward, feinted, but was met with a black glove gesture from Maul that sent him flipping back.

Maul exploded forward in a whirl of movement, catching Servant and his blade, Not waiting for the Vhinech to establish a mode of defense like before the Sith began to move about more quickly, abruptly, and with enough aerial trick pizzazz that would bring a squeal of delight to little children. He began to use the surrounding environment to his advantage, jumping towards a tree to avoid getting tagged by a overhand swipe, then with the Force’s aide posting off it with his feet to flip over Servant and nearly killing the Vhinech with a slash downward as he was over him. The fight spilled back towards the road as Servant managed to arm whip Maul back onto the gravel surface.

Servant spun himself low to the ground and on the second go around expected Maul to be where he was swinging. He wasn’t; the Sith, still in the air, did a quick twisting move to prevent landing for just a few fractions of a second. He landed once Servant missed and hollered in triumph as his brought his blade around to finish the Vhinech off over his right shoulder…

Suddenly, Servant lunged forward, his hand a blur of Force driven motion…

At first it appeared Maul was going to take the unsheathed knife in Servant’s left hand in the lower abdomen, his body perfectly in the way and his lightsaber still high over head. The Sith Lord only smiled, and Servant saw too late the open emitter on the bottom of his foe’s longer than normal lightsaber, the size of weapons masked well by Maul’s hand placement and black attire…

Maul ignited the other end of his dual bladed lightsaber and in one smooth motion lifted his weapon back over his shoulder, the angle of attack instrumental in cutting Servant’s offending arm off at the elbow. 

The Vhinech bellowed, his head turned away in pain and disbelieving agony while his foe just stood there in front of them, doing nothing but gloat over what he did. Servant couldn’t feel anything else at the moment as his scream faded out of his mouth and both his minds echoed with agony. He forced himself to look towards Maul, saw the look of evil that twisted and formed on the young Sith’s face, the red and black coloring and the twisted tattooing really increased the magnitude of his facial expressions. 

Maul tried very hard not to smile, the corners of his mouth twitching upward and downward in a struggle to maintain his expression of dark superiority. “I told you, Vhinech. Not only did I prove to you that I’m better. In your eyes you know I am the best.” Quickly he twisted his wrist and one of his lightsaber blades moved quickly towards Servant’s neck…

And stopped short. Servant opened his eyes again and looked up at Maul again with the lightsaber blade only fractions of an inch away from ending him. The most wicked smile the Vhinech had ever seen on anyone formed slowly in torment. The Sith’s voice grew colder and darker than it ever had before. “Admit it. Admit I am your superior or I swear I’ll make your death have lesser meaning for you, honorable man.”

Servant gritted his teeth at the thing before, but suddenly caught a reflection in his eyes and noted the approach of a civilian land speeder behind Maul. Right at that moment he felt his lightsaber again, still in his right hand behind him. He meant to bring it around if he had stabbed Maul, but the removal of his arm overruled that command. He saw one shot at this and one shot only and he did all he could to conjure up what he had left in the way of the Force. When it failed, he found power in his hate and suddenly he felt a new awakening within is double minded consciousness; it was a dark, but acceptable, calm.

Servant looked back up at the Sith and said, “You are good, Sith warrior. You are very good.” He then let loose with a puddle of spit that scored on the young Sith’s face. “But to Lore with you and your skills, for they are no match for our over all superiority. Just because you have won the battle does not mean you have won the war!”

Maul closed his eyes, the spit dribbling down his face. He opened his eyes and furiously stabbed Servant with imaginary daggers. “Everything I do is a war, and believe me, Vhinech, I’ve won hundreds!” 

The noise from the land speeder finally reached his ears and he turned his attention towards it…

Servant used the Force to flip Maul’s blade away from the left side of his neck, the right side blade he blocked with his returning lightsaber, and then hitting Maul with a strong Force shove that sent the Sith Lord flying towards the approaching speeder. The speeder had slow down to stop, but it had enough impact acceleration to where when Maul hit it and flipped the Sith end over end over and behind it.

Servant triumphantly stood up and mused as he approached the vehicle, “Winning hundreds of wars do not mean shit if you cannot win the one that keeps you alive.” 

The civilian had gotten out of his landspeeder to see what he had done and missed the yellow blade that took his head off his shoulders from behind. Shutting down the lightsaber Servant quickly jumped in the landspeeder, pushing away the broken windshield with the remains of his arm, and sped away without looking back. 

Maul came to his senses 10 seconds too late, the aft side of his body throbbing with developing bruises. He laid still on the ground more out of injured pride than he did for injured body. Bruised pride and all he head sprang back up to his feet and stared in the direction of the speeder and watched his prey vanish. 

“Smeck!” the Sith Lord spat out. He walked up and kicked the dead Nubian’s head as if it were a playground ball. “Why in the hell did you come around!” 

He watched the head roll down into the drainage ditch, in line where the two had battled in the woods. Maul looked down the damaged trail of brush and trees and spotted the Vhinech’s backpack. Strolling over quickly he lifted the heavy device in both his hands. An inspection of it revealed that not only was it meant to carry things it was engineered for restraint as well, meaning if the Vhinech wanted to subdue some he could; there was locking restraints and adjustable tether leg binders built into the frame and injection modules that were meant to inject something, possibly drugs, to render the held subject unconscious. Clever, but why have it on a backpack meant to carry a warrior’s supplies?

Maul found a trap door of sorts, opened it, and discovered something unusual to him; a worm-like creature, encased in a glass frame, it’s body wrapped tightly around what appeared to be some form of a foodstuffs dispense dish, empty of whatever food the worm ate. Maul opened the casing and touched the hairy creature and it made no move. Scanning it with the Force he discovered no signs of life; it undoubtedly died from starvation.

Chuckling, he mused, “How one treats their pets tells how committed they are to life itself. In this case it’s obviously clear.” 

He closed the backpack up and slung it over his shoulder, figuring that it was the closest thing to having a trophy as he ever was going to get let alone the strategic significants the item had.

With that he had a long walk ahead of him as soon as he disposed of the imbeciles’ body on the road; a Sith covers all forms of his existence, especially when the universe perceives that they are no longer in existence. He had to do it because he didn’t want to continue the failure, the failure of not killing the Vhinech. Short of finding transport to get back to his parked shuttle left behind for him at Theed, it was going to be a very long, contemplative, and filled with hate walk. 

