CHAPTER 104.0
Other events occurred leading right up to the point just after Juna being attacked…

Outside the Orpheus, Dizzy and Artee cut the Millennium Falcon and N-One respectfully closer to the larger cannon placements to avoid another light gun barrage that trailed them both. An alarm went off again and in frustration the Sullustan pounded his fist into it to shut it off; a good measure of how frustrated he was before he said, "I'm getting tired of this crap! These clowns have been a step of ahead of us the entire time!"
The freighter was stuck hard underneath and it hopped, causing everyone to leave their seat for some moments until they forced themselves back down. Again, the alarms sounded, but this time Muriel beat her husband to the punch; only her punch had more pack in it, and she just about broke the switch. "The rear deflectors are gone."
"Angle the forward deflectors to compensate," Dizzy muttered. That wasn't a good idea either, for the rear deflectors as a rule were the strongest due to it having to compete with the starship's ion exhaust and its duty to protect the engineering section of the ship; the heart of the ship. The forward array was weaker, and with the field spread out to compensate for the loss of the rear array the field was penalized even more. At best, it could only deflect glancing fire; direct hits would destroy the ship.

Ros grimaced at this and knew it. But he saw an interesting paradox to Dizzy's declaration a few moments ago. Curious, he mused out loud, "From what I hear from the battle channels, practically all the Vhinech are down on Sanctuary."

"It only takes one on the trigger," retorted Muriel as the space around them exploded, caused by a miss striking a micrometeorite. "All they have to do is aim and squeeze."

Dizzy pulled up on the controls and mutual he and Artee crisscrossed their respected vessels in front of each other repeatedly to buy more time; Artee's shields were completely gone, and the starfighter's fuel was almost depleted. During the mad scramble, several members of Bravo Squadron slipped through the Dreadnaught defensive screen and came in to distract the Orpheus's cannon fire. 
"Thank the Force," muttered Muriel in relief as they passed by four Bravo fighters. "Apparently they must have gotten the Vhinech off Sanctuary." They all noted, as the Falcon and Artee made a hard turn towards Sanctuary to avoid another barrage of fire, the silhouetted shapes of Nubian freighters trying to angle away from the giant battleship, and behind them and around them was the rest of Bravo Squadron and V-Haulers galore. Most of the V-Haulers were doing what they could to avoid the other of its kind from destroying them, and those on the Falcon and elsewhere knew that the Guardians and the Sanctuary Vhinech had stolen some of the Prophet Vhinech's ships to escape.
Dizzy turned the ship again to avoid another hail of fire, and the ship rocked now from the near misses of the smaller fire. The shield harmonics began to break down completely as the loads became too much to handle. "Ah man, if we don't get out of here our asses are toast."

"Dizzy, Juna's got to be on the ship!" exclaimed Muriel. "We can't leave!"

"I know, Red, but…" he cut the ship away again from the flurry of fire, "but whatever reason we got a big red bull's eye on us that we can't shake off. I mean those idiots aren't even hitting Ric and them, not even close, so what makes us so special?"

Casper frowned a little upon hearing that, thought about it, and saw Dizzy's point when he noted ahead of them for a moment the guessing game the gunners took in trying to hit Bravo targets. Their shots were terrible and not on target unless a pilot screwed up. Dizzy was not the best pilot but his flying was flawless, and yet the gunners were indeed a set ahead. If it were Vhinech on the guns, it made no sense.
And then it hit him, and he asked, "Is Lady Angelleia's droid still broadcasting the landing authorization encrypt?"

Muriel looked at him, knew Artee could hear the question, and looked out her window at red N-One has Artee made a sorrowful sound. She said, "Ah hell! Artee shut the damn thing off!" The sensors showed a small band frequency transmission that running through the system of space ended. Has it did, they entered a new section of the Orpheus and the fired shots were late; for the first time since they reached the ship. "They were tracking the authorization encrypt."

"Well, that don't change anything right now anyways," said Dizzy. "We still have twine for shields." 
"Whoa," sighed out Casper a little out of character for him. The married couple looked at him strangely for a brief moment. "Master?"

Muriel looked at Ros and noted his suspicious look on his features. The red head then felt something in the back of her mind: it was the Orpheus. Before they could only see it, but there was the Force intangible missing from it and in a funny way they looked upon the ship has if it wasn't really there; just a large, blank smudge in space. Now they knew it was truly there in their special senses they possessed. Strangely there was another effect; the dark side of the Force seemed to get unbelievably more sizable; thicker to stay with the old metaphor used earlier. The Jedi seemed to shiver, and Muriel couldn’t help to physically shutter at the feeling. Just when it couldn't get any darker…
It did. The Orpheus began to move towards the planet to head off the convoy with the still functioning Dreadnaughts giving assistance. Based on the pursuit of the enemy V-Haulers and the new movement of the MerCon-Vhinech fleet, the Sanctuary Convoy had a very narrow escape angle to work with. If they flew back down into the atmosphere the enemy would achieve victory by preventing escape and be able to deliver more punishment if they attempted to leave again. The indications were though that if the ships held formation they were going to skirt by and only catch flak on their rear for a few seconds. 

And as those ships did held, and they did got pass those few seconds of hell, it gave the Rough and Tumble Gang some new hope; it meant the rest of Bravo Squadron could be freed up to aide them.
Just as the Sanctuary convoy seemed ready to go over a dozen Trade Federation battleships appeared before them. Immediately and it didn't matter who it was the large ships fired without remorse or warning at everything not waving a Trade Federation flag. 
In the hailstorm was Ric Olie, and his voice roared over the combat comms, "SCATTER! SCATTER! MOVE, MOVE, MOVE!!!!!"
"What in the tarnation!!!" came Oggie's angry voice. "Trade Federation Fleet, this is Ogwa Newhausen-." 

When the transmission cut off, Muriel shrieked, "OGGIE!"

After a crackle of static, Oggie's voice came back to life, "ALL SHIPS SCATTER! REPEAT, SCATTER! JUST FIND A STAR IN THE ESCAPE TRAJECTORY AND JUMP!"

"It isn't going to be that fricking easy and he knows it," said Dizzy with gritting teeth. That was the glaring truth; the ships needed time to calculate a hyperspace jump and order to do it they needed to get away from the hell the Trade Federation was now unleashing.

One of the Bravos exclaimed, "Heads up! Fighters coming in!"

"What!" came someone's response. More or less, it was just a response to add to everyone's disbelieving misery.
Sure enough on the Falcon's scanners the screen lit up with hundreds upon hundreds of Trade Federation Droid Fighters. The biggest of their battleships held nearly 1500 starfighters; one battleship needed so many for although they were nimble and quick the central thinking processors of the Droid Fighters lacked the intangibles that made for even a so-so fighter pilot. The compensation was the blanket forces effect of having more than your opponent; odds were good that with enough hardware one could outlast their opponents.
That was the case with one battleship compliment alone, and Bravo Squadron only having the carriers for support; the MerCon-Vhinech alliance with their ships and supervesel wouldn't have had too much of a challenge in the right conditions. Instead everyone was totally outnumbered and the circumstances of their current status just sucked.
Everyone's sensors screen showed a big patch of white approaching them; it almost looked like a weather report forecasting snow. But they didn't need the sensors to see the rows upon screaming rows of fighters now coming. Green lances of light danced from their auto-fire cannons on strafing runs upon MerCon, Vhinech, and Nubian.
"Ahhhhhhh." Everyone looked at Dizzy when he said that, and noted the smile on his face. "Ahhhhhhhh-ha."

"What," asked Muriel, and he did it again. "What?"

Dizzy pointed at the newly arriving threat upon the Orpheus and said, "They're just what we needed." He piloted the Millennium Falcon towards the edge of the Orpheus' outer rim and said to the others listening in, "Wrangler, Bravo Leader, this is Arnes: Just get outta here. I'll take it from here." The Jedi Knights behind him looked at each other in disbelief.
"If we are able to, Captain Arnes, we will be doing that," stated Oggie flatly over the noise.

"Negative, Mustang," came Ric's stern retort, followed by speechless silence caused by his need to focus on the build up of action all around him at the moment. "I'm not leaving Dragon Leader."

Muriel muted the transmission and looked at her husband as if he was in bed with two other women. "Dizzy, did you eat bad cheese? What in the hell are you up to?"
"Send them away, Red," he said back with seriousness. "You have the authority to, granted by Veruna. Trust me, Muriel; I know what I'm doing."

Muriel looked at the two Jedi and they both shrugged their shoulders. She took her finger off the mute button and said, "Bravo Leader, this is Mustang. Get the civilians out that hell storm and retreat."

"Muriel?" came Ric's objecting voice. "Negative, Mustang."

"Bravo Leader, that is a direct order!" Muriel stole a glance at her sensor readings in front of her, it was showing that Artee's N-One was nearing empty for fuel; Bravo Squadron had to be close to that as well, and if the carriers were hit everyone in the squadron was finished; they wouldn't have enough fuel to get home, nor would they have supplies to last three of the nearly ten days needed for any rescue ship to save them. Judging by the Trade Federation's actions the option in question was mute; when the Vhinech were finished, Naboo's forces were next; so far from Republic eyes, it was too good of an opportunity to pass up. 

Muriel said with a tone to indicate that she knew he was thinking the same thing she was. "Ric, Juna wouldn't want all of us to die."
"What you're doing is compelling that argument."

"That may be." Muriel gave her husband another look and smiled a little. "But we can't give the Trade Federation the satisfaction."

Oggie butted in finally and said, "She has a point, Bravo Leader. With them alone, they can execute a deep op while the Vhinech are busy with the Trade Federation. It's risky, but we have no choice."

There was a sigh, and finally Ric ordered, "Bravo Squadron, listening up. Our orders are to clear a path so the civilians can escape, and then we are to report back to the carriers and leave. No excuses! Those are our orders. Good luck, Muriel."

"Thanks, Ric."

"If you change your mind…"

"We'll call. Promise." Muriel muted the comm and looked at Dizzy with a new look of desperation. "If you don't tell me what it is you got on your mind, Honey Poo, I'm going to fulfill that promise."

Dizzy tapped a few keys, pressed a few buttons, and then smacked the dash. Finally, he said, "Blue fuzzy lingerie, Sticky Buns. Blue fuzzy lingerie."

Ros frowned just a little, but Casper held up a hand to assure his Master to just go with it. It the experience of being around the Sullustan that gave the Padawan such insight.

Blushing a bit, Muriel said roundly, "Ooooooooooooookayyyyyyyyy, what does that have to do with anything?"

"If we live through this you'll be wearing it every night for a month because you'll think I'm sexy." He sent a ping over to have the droid change frequencies. "Okay, Artee, I want you to send me a copy of that authorization encrypt…now." There was a confirmation signal shortly afterwards. "Okay, Artee, follow me. And on my signal, begin transmitting that encrypt again."
Both vessels turned hard to port and one after the other they hugged as close as possible to the hull of the Orpheus, doing all they could to stay below the gun towers and proton torpedo decks. It wasn't long before the droid fighters began to fly over the general quadrant they were in and commenced firing upon their many targets; they stayed far and ahead of the exchange of fire between TradFeds and MerCons, but they never escaped the distraction opportunity it created.
Before long they took to the large ship's underside and flew under, respectfully, a large maw and encountered some flight resistance; it was the sublight particle deflector array.

"Artee, get in close to me," said Dizzy. "As close as you can." Everyone in the cockpit watched the droid maneuver Juna's starfighter to an upside down position relative to both vessels' cockpits and he lowered the starfighter closer and closer. Dizzy reached over and flipped a switch, and the Millennium Falcon began to transmit the authorization encrypt. "Now Artee!"

Artee reactivated the transmission, and a few moments later blaster cannons from afar began to open fire. Given the high energy yield the deflector array put out it wasn't smart to have weapons or sensors too close to it; it was energy punitive to all three, and the energy involved scrambled 'on point sensors'. However if the sensors were guided by a signal…
"I knew it; they got sensor-linked fire turned on." Dizzy opened the forward cargo hold. "They don't have everyone on fire controls." He took a plastic shield off a part of the dash, and for the first time Muriel, Ros and Casper saw the new control box. He flipped a few switches, made a few more adjustments, and finally laid the palm of his hand on a red button marked 'WHOA!' "ARTEE, HARD TO STARBOARD!"

The N-One went starboard, and Dizzy smacked the button. The ship shook, and out from between the Falcon's loading forks came Dizzy's custom repulsor ride, the Storm Horse II, thundered out and away with the all ready installed N-One nacelle providing quickened propulsion; going fast with gravity not hampering the ground based vehicle; it too transmitting the signal. The Falcon turned away hard to port, transmitting the signal as well and heading back towards the deflector array. Artee turned around and did the same. The Storm Horse II kept going straight. The effect was chaotic; shots from the Orpheus were going all over worse than before. Droid fighters that happened to be in the area began to run into the shots; cascading out of control or has destroyed parts. Some of those pieces were deflected by the array, as designed, but the heavier pieces and whole ships accelerating to their doom were too much for even the deflector array to stop.

The Storm Horse continued on its straight line flight for a few more seconds, and finally it was targeted successfully and destroyed. Its death was noticed by its creator. "Artee shut off the signal and stay inside the deflector influence!"
Both ships circled over the deflector, avoiding the traffic jam of hell that threatened to hit them as the on coming droid fighters were baited in and destroyed by debris and cannon fire. The Falcon's gunners fired to create more objects of debris, doing all they could to go along with the Sullustan's unusual but effective game plan; one everyone was beginning to catch on to.

Dizzy licked his big lips with his dark purple tongue and in the circulating approach to the destabilizing deflector array, he said, "With all this crap in it the array can't handle it and shut down; that will bring the auxiliary particle deflectors online." He held up a finger. "But with those Trade Federation battleships popping this paperweight, they're going to have to divert all their power to their ray shield emitters. Meanwhile," he pointed at the center of the emitter, and in the slow going approach they saw a large opening filled with energy coursing back and forth between polarized towers, "we'll just take the secret underground tunnel upward."
Casper's mouth dropped and he said, "That's insane. What if the array goes back online?"

"It won't once we run across the regulator. Destroy it and they won't dare power the array up unless they want to suck void after the explosion."

"Array powering down!" whooped Muriel. "Hurry, the energies won't cloak us for long."

The Millennium Falcon cut a sharp turn and cruised for the opening; an ovular slot that grew in size within the confines of the Orpheus and continued that way for what appeared to be miles. Dizzy was quick to slow the ship down to a crawl in sublight terms, going slower than what was considered even sublight. 

However, his eyes grew wide in regret when he noted the tubing running to their port. "Cripes, we missed the regulator!"

"Podge, Mercura, can you hit it?" asked Muriel, referring to the gunners. They gave a negative. "Smeck!"
Behind them, RT-8V entered the shaft on fumes and overheard the conversation. He sighed, noting that he didn't have enough fuel to continue on or proton torpedoes to use on the regulator; a necessity for the blasters didn't have enough punch and required the fighter's fueled reactor to produce high yield quarrels. He knew what he had to do. He warbled loudly to his allies, mournfully wailed, aimed the fighter at the electromagnetic conversion rod that channeled the energy, initiated a final acceleration burst that burned all the fuel, and destroyed the regulator upon exploding impact.

When the gunners reported the news, Muriel looked at the rear sensor readings and mournfully said, "Artee."  
Casper said to her, "It didn't perish in vain."

"It isn't that, Casper," she said, gripping the dash mount hard with her hands. "Normally when a fighter and the astromech go down, the pilot goes down with it." She glanced over her shoulder at him with her purple eyes. "Under the circumstances I don't care for the metaphoric thinking. Not one bit." She looked on ahead. "Not at all."
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 104.1
Outside Orpheus and near Sanctuary, the mad scramble continued. Everyone was either trying to avoid the other or destroy them; it was determined solely on the need for survival and the want of destruction; who wanted it more. The Trade Federation's wants were solely found in its attacking numbers against everyone else, and their wants were winning.
One of the Sanctuary escape vessels was caught in a gathering cluster, and like a head of cattle it was driven to the lassos in the form of destructive laser fire. Their deaths were noticed by mechanical, visual, and Force related sensors within the Vhinech double mind conscious, and the pilots of those vessels were nearly caught in the crosshairs of destruction as well due to distraction.
"Damn it," Ric loudly expressed, "if it isn't the MerCons it’s the Trade Federation in our way! If not the Trade Feds, than it's the MerCons!" Case example, he and four other Bravo fighters cleared a path of escape through a swarm of droid fighters, but only watch it collapse with opposing V-Haulers closing the void; either to destroy them or evade the Trade Feds; all and all, either way, it just made things nearly impossible to overcome.

A potential escape route became reality when the Dreadnaught overlooking the Orpheus' northern hemisphere was finally obliterated by a large dose of concentration fire from four Trade Fed battleships and their compliment of droid fighters. From his stolen V-Hauler, Oggie yelled, "We have a path! Wait for the press of the ships, and then scramble for it!"
"We'll create an umbrella and draw their fire," said Ric quickly, indicating the formation that he and the others in Bravo Squadron began to form. "We can't wait for the press. Our supplies are diminished and their numbers are plenty." They meaning the Trade Federation and the MerCons; although not together in alliance, their goal of killing the Nubians and the Sanctuary Vhinech were a common element they shared too easily. "Five more minutes and there won't be a Bravo Squadron."

Just after he said it, three Bravos faded off the main tactical screen everyone shared; they were destroyed by the overwhelming odds. In another breath, three more perished. One zipped by and luckily managed to get past the assault line the Trade Federation created; one engine working, the other trailing a cloud of smoke has the pilot made her run for the carriers. Foolishly, one of the Guardian piloted freighters tried the same route and the alert and wised up Trade Federation gunners destroyed the ship and scared off others that attempted the same feat.

Ric and the remains of Bravo Squadron, without Oggie's affirmative, just proceeded with the tactical umbrella run. The escape ships had no choice but to follow behind, buckle up on whatever shielding and pilot wits they had left, and began what may be their only run for freedom.

The upper heavy cannons of the Orpheus came to life to directly engage the battleships closing in. The Trade Federation battleships responded with fire of their own and droid ships to haze their opponents; all the while the rest of the battleships continued to counter the super vessel's underside advantage and made attempts to destroy the other Dreadnaught; the best conditioned one of the three that were originally captured. 

As that battle continued, one of the trailing battleships was caught off guard by the late arriving, badly damaged Dreadnaught that Bravo Squadron had fought against earlier. Oddly it still circled, but the pilots of the ship learned how to use the reaction control thrusters to move it in a path orbit despite it's constant orbiting around an imaginary point. The idea would be ludicrous if not for the results; they arrived, and the constant turning motion made it difficult for the Trade Feds to lock down the target. In the case of the rear most battleship it came in the form of being crippled by a well placed barrage of shots on the exposed center dome. The Dreadnaught orbited the ship, using the dome as a fixed point of its madness, and peppered it until the ship was destroyed. 
The effect carried over to the ship's compliment of droid fighters; without the battleship, the droid fighters had no control, no central command brain to operate them; for security purposes, instilled after the surprise attack the Vhinech carried out from a Trade Federation destroyer not once but twice ten years ago, no other Trade Federation ship could control another ship's fighter detail. The droid fighters flew out of control, spinning and ramming, tumbling and crashing, and causing headaches for the remains of the fleet trying to keep their fighters in the game; they had the upper hand, they didn't need something like this to happen at the moment.

To avoid more loss, the pressing Trade Federation ships halted and fired from afar.

"Bravo Leader, they stopped!" exclaimed Bravo Fourteen. With the Trade Federation moving, it shorten the amount of time they had to reacquire the approaching escape vehicle targets; the reaction time was narrowed considerably. Now their focus was no longer so narrow they couldn't see everything and react properly. Immediately, their assigned fighters began to come up the rear of the escaping pack while the cannons fired loudly and proudly towards them and the Orpheus. 

"We have no choice," said Ric quietly. With that, he increased his speed. The rest did as well, and together the umbrella formation began to fire in semi-automatic fashion to spare their blaster cannons from overheating. They fired in an off-sequence fashion; those of odd number fired first, and then even number, and then odd and then even and so on. 

As they approached, Bravo Squadron spread out like an opening umbrella, stretching the formation to a great length across to the point where it didn't appear as if they were in formation anymore. They then spun in unison around an imaginary axis; twirling the umbrella. And finally the umbrella closed, and they dove right at the weakest of the four battleships in position.
Hell bent for survival, the escape vessels followed right behind them and hugged the surface of the battleship. None of the ships escaped damage, and two of them became burning remains. They finally got passed the aggressors, and soon after them was Bravo Squadron.

After that, the Trade Federation still pursued them. Droid fighters gave chase, their master battleship soon breaking formation and following them.

Soon the Sanctuary escapees had good news. Oggie called out in his transmission, "All ships prepare to receive data. I have step one of ten steps worth of hyperspace data that will take us to your new home." The data was sent, and when all was confirmed the Guardian Headmaster said, "Let's roll!"
The escapees all at once made the jump to hyperspace, and they were collectively gone from the danger.

Bravo Squadron had its own problems. They had to keep the Trade Federation ships pestered enough in order for Oggie to complete part one of their journey; otherwise all the Trade Feds had to do was follow the same trajectory. They continued the pestering for a few more minutes, and then it was time to leave.
"All fighters return to the carriers!" Ric ordered when the last friendly V-Hauler vanished into hyperspace. "Haul ass! Repeat, haul ass!"

After a rapid fire affirmation from everyone, the pilots stopped fighting and started running. The paths of opportunity was like space itself; vast. However the resources were not; only the carriers had enough fuel to get them clear back home in one jump. The fighting drained their fuel cells considerably, and a short hop escape wasn't going to be enough; not when there were two - now two - Trade Federation battleships giving chase and nothing to prevent them from chasing the Nubians down. The Trade Federation had to; with survivors comes witnesses to an illegal act. The fighters continued to run, chased relentlessly and at length in time it appeared they were not going to make it.

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

CHAPTER 104.2
Just as it seemed all was lost for the Nubians, the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado emerged from hyperspace.
Enothchild only had a few seconds to fire up the razor shields. Having used the Force to navigate it made his piloting too pinpointed. In this case, the hull of a Trade Federation battleship was now in the sights of his view screen. And in that few seconds he noted the Trade Federation's desires to destroy the Nubians. It was a totally unprovoked undertaking, one that the Trade Federation now had to cover up by the taking of many lives.
"Oh no you don't!" exclaimed Enothchild. With shields charged, he rammed the Vhinphyc vessel into the nearest battleship. For all he knew Juna and his friends were all ready on the carriers.

At first he closed his eyes and barred his teeth, overwhelmed a bit with the feeling of death because normally such a suicidal maneuver got ships destroyed and the people flying them killed. Instead his ship just shook and his control of the ship was hampered; he realized then that in order to pilot through a ship one must stay a straight course. He learned quickly that it also helped to strike a narrow section of ship; reading red lined as he traversed through the dome, the shield generators overheating from being overworked; it bordered on failure until he passed through the middle dome finally, and thus ended his bizarre mini-adventure that featured such a unique perspective; he now knew what it was like to be a delayed detonation proton torpedo.

Enothchild turned the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado and took harmless fire from the Trade Federation battleship left running after Bravo Squadron. Taking Force guided aim, he fired the main cannons and like Uiennar he watched the energies just become more powerful during their travel towards their intended destination. The distance though was short, for it only destroyed their shields. However they had enough and turned away quickly, heading away from Sanctuary.
"Well, I guess it is true; those in the Trade Federation can learn from their mistakes," mused Enothchild. He turned his attention back to his barely functioning short range sensors. The long range sensors were still shot, which made the trips through hyperspace less than memorable as he previously thought. However finding Sanctuary wasn't too hard; he just followed his feelings, and what he felt was something far colder than space, and that lead him here. The dark side was all over everything, blinding him now as he entered the space it occupied…
And yet…

Mama? Mama?
In the vast, dark wilderness, Enothchild could hear Juna's voice in his head. As he flew the ship towards Sanctuary, a twinkle of light caught his eyes; the sensors didn't detect it all, but he knew that. It was in the Force, and it wasn't on the planet. It was on the other side of it, somewhere….

Mama? Mama?

"Juna," Enothchild breathed out, feeling the great amount of pain and stress she was in. Her cry was not unique in presentation; he had heard such pleas vocally from adults that died slowly from wounds during the Mid Rim Conflicts. That memory wasn't encouraging. "I'm coming, Juna. Hold on."
With quick hands and focus, Enothchild piloted the ship around Sanctuary, backtracking the orbital path both Bravo Squadron and their pursuers took, slipping by the massive amounts of debris created by the destructive power of the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, regretful for he had done but under the circumstances at the time he had no other choice. This was going to be one of those times he will have no choice, like the Mid Rim Conflicts so many years ago. Not the best of memories, even though he won the day and the Jedi Council never questioned it. Again the circumstances called on him to make such choices. 
This was an undeclared war, and at stake was the fate of the entire galaxy. 
Soon, though, he sole focus appeared before him; the Orpheus. No, he wasn't going to destroy everyone in his way; he held no desire to do so, and even if he did he felt there was no time for it. Enothchild Sarch was still a Jedi, and although this was a personal quest it was nonetheless essential for the rest of the universe for him to save Juna Rapier from Magus Prophet's clutches.
And yes, for once in a long time, it was personal and he wasn't ashamed of the fact. 
Not for one second.

As Enothchild piloted the ship through the battle, the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado took fire from whoever it passed. Solely a Trade Fed and MerCon party, both brutally sides knew the ship he piloted all too well from the success it had at Uiennar under Helle's command. Their large fire missed, for the ship was just to quick and its approach to the Orpheus rendered the Trade Fed battleships helpless to stop it; they weren't going to target a small, nearly impossible to hit target that wasn't engaging them directly, not when there was still a much larger and still fighting vessel under MerCon-Vhinech command that at any given moment could destroy them. Smaller vessels had success if Enothchild counted all the times their shots hit the shields. Projectile weapons had greater impact, but to use them liberally in such a scene of metallic claustrophobia was utterly stupid; a few from either side did, and it only caused accidents such as the weapons hitting and destroying their fellow wingmen or others in their group; for the Vhinech they couldn't afford it.
Still they did enough to hassle and shake Enothchild's feeble piloting skills, often forcing him to take maneuvering countermeasures he was absolutely uncomfortable performing; then again, flying a ship made him uncomfortable all ready; what they did by cutting off his path lanes and forced him into conveniently created shooting lanes was just made the feeling unbearable.
Taking issue and matters into his own hands, Enothchild pulled the ship back towards the Orpheus, and discovered two things that surprised him. For one thing, he assumed the Orpheus would have been cloaked by an ysalamiri field; if there were enough of them, he had surmised that Prophet would utilize the effects to not just prevent Juna's use of the Force but to hide the ship from prying Jedi Order senses. Juna's cries for help seemingly destroyed the theory, and even now he could feel the Orpheus occupying its place in the Force.
The second: in his view screen, he saw nothing but hull metal when he finished his turn. 

"Shiwahaloola!" Enothchild pulled the ship up and heard metal grinding on metal when he straightened out. The shields - the standard deflectors not the razor shields - fluttered and nearly collapsed from the momentary collision. Corrected, he took note of what laid before him and saw what looked to be continuous miles of a metal landscape. His senses helped him form a conclusion. "Prophet's ship." 
Sighing in relief, he called up a submenu of options available. "Now, I need to get in without much fuss. Outside docking is out." With the mess occurring outside being a hundred times more chaotic than Uiennar, Enothchild wasn't going to leave the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado in the open to be destroyed, not when it could be the only means for him and Juna's escape. Worse, what if the ship decided at a critical juncture to use some unseen self preservation program and rip its way off the Orpheus. There were just too many unseen factors to eliminate the idea, and docking in the docking bay - where guards could attack his weaponless self and his ship's cannons were too powerful to be used inside - was out.
However, another possibility appeared; risky, but it outweighed the alternative assumption that the Trade Federation would only beat the Orpheus into submission and not destroy it.

The first thing Enothchild did before initializing the plan was to pilot and pick a location on the Orpheus that was reasonably close AND far away from Juna as possible; the risk of what he was about to do mandated such penalty, but he felt confident that he could reach her despite the odds; for all he knew the ship was fully loaded - in reality it wasn't, but he was late coming to the party. Enothchild swung his ship around the edge and under, finding a great shadow that minimized his presence with very little occurring; there was a Dreadnaught down below engaging two Trade Federation battleships, and a swarm of droid fighters hovering over what appeared to be the main deflector array.
Enothchild secondly pulled the ship away from the Orpheus and engaged the razor shields. He activated the program called 'insertion' and with the location picked the ship took over the controls and rammed right into the Orpheus. The impact shook the ship with incredible force as he punched through the very thick armor of the super vessel. Enothchild was thrown out of his chair unceremoniously. 

The ship cleared the outer hull and plowed through ten compromising levels, finally stopping when the razor shields nearly collapsed from the overuse. The Orpheus' sealing shields to prevent its demise came online to save it. The Mer’de’Noms’Oiado helped in that cause by erecting the same energy field that held it to the Royal Nubian Cruiser and before that ship's demise kept the Millennium Falcon from escaping right away. The yellowish energy traveled the length of the destruction and using telemetry of data quartered off a section just 'south' of the egress hatch so Enothchild could leave the ship and breathed the Orpheus' air.
Enothchild got up and went to the hatch. Opening it and seeing nothing in his way, he entered the darkness before him, that which was labeled Level 83 along the interior wall.

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

CHAPTER 104.3

Just when it all seemed so uncomplicated with just the Millennium Falcon and a modified N-One starfighter well over a few hours ago, it was now a full out and out tactical disaster for the Mersader Conglomerate still on board the Orpheus. The battle, in their estimation, was well in hand even with the Sanctuary Vhinech leaving the planet; they still had to exit the system, and that meant trying to get by the super vessel.
That all changed with the Trade Federation.

Admiral Ideora watched on from their cocky start to the current turnabout of their situation. He turned to the helm and inquired, "Helm, how soon can you calculate a jump to hyperspace?"
"We have several calculations, but the Trade Federation has bottled us up," said the helmsman regretfully. "They're using the planet against us, Admiral."

Ideora grimaced at that, for he had ordered the Orpheus closer to the planet to cut off the Sanctuary escapees. The Trade Federation's grouped approach could have worked against the Trade Federation if the super vessel was away from the planet in the geosynchronized orbit Prophet had it before. With the battleships' appearance, the Orpheus was out of position, the planet used as sort of a wall, and the Trade Federation battleships that were smaller and therefore less momentum heavy were able to maneuver around, up, and below of the ship. The Orpheus had to coast to a stop in order to change their direction towards even a fair advantage point; thus the need to cut the Sanctuary escapees off became their overkill on the throttle; they 'overran' any fail safe.
"Continue fire, all stations, all automations," Ideora instructed, looking over the holographic tactical display of the battle area with his commanders. "The Trade Federation won't be taking prisoners. Our escape pods are on the planet, useless. Our fleet of ships is in the process of being flogged to expiration. We are down to the last Dreadnaught, and then it is just us. We can't engage the hyperdrive until we escape Sanctuary's gravity shadow and this Trade Federation net."

"If we had enough personnel we could fight them all off," said one of the commanders.

"If indeed, but we don't have that luxury." Another was a little more realistic. "We lost those men hours ago to Sanctuary."

"Even if we had them it wouldn't be enough," suggested a third. "This ship can take on three, perhaps four. But not this many battleships."

"You may be right, and then again you may be surprised," said Ideora. He convinced himself of a lie by saying, "Keep our wits, the tide may turn."
A young officer was so quick to give him a data pad no one had time to read his rank. Ideora looked it over quickly and said, "Our main particle deflector is now off line and that shaking we had a few minutes ago? It was part of our hull, it's been compromised by a projectile of unknown origin; we don't have enough personnel to investigate it." He set the pad down and said, "As I said before, the Trade Federation is not taking prisoners. If we leave this ship, it is a given that we will die. So now it becomes imperative that we take this situation and make it our advantage right now."

The men nodded together, and after a few moments of quiet meeting Ideora ordered, "Have all fighters retreat! Prepare the ship for ramming." Everyone that wasn't a party to the discussion looked at the Admiral with some apprehension. "90 percent of this ship is still a hundred percent functional at this time. The schematics suggest that even with 55 percent of this ship remaining we can make the jump to hyperspace." He sat back in his chair and said boldly, "We have nothing to lose by testing the theory. If you don't want to attempt it, then I suggest that everyone bear down right now and begin wiping the smirk off those Federation faces."
Officers and personnel were quick on comms and teletypes to the rest of the ship. Ideora made it clear to everyone even though they knew it; this was a fight to the death, regardless who gets them all killed. He looked around and said quietly, "This is it, Gentlemen; either this will be our finest hour, or our last stand; either way, what happens will happen because we are in our environment; desperate men sailing through the voids of space and battling every peril. There is no shame in standing up and fight against the greater odds. None at all."
The pride swelled his chest, and regardless if they lost Admiral Ideora would know they all died as men of honor.

To the End.
