CHAPTER 98.0
During the entire trip, Juna remained contemplatively quiet. Her adrenaline was beginning to run feverously, causing her to move in place even with the blasters pressed against her body. The moment of truth was before her. She had an idea. It was just too damn hard to maintain any calm. She was always like this, even when she was in a cockpit; the best counteragent was to do something, and being bound wasn't a treatment for her anticipation anxiety at the moment. Thinking was her only release at the moment, and her darting eyes when the elevator doors opened were wide and alert, giving her distraction in her thoughts.
It was an industrialized area they were in, one filled with heavy robotics geared towards mass production of preloaded program designs. Has they walked through, and in Juna's case hobbled, she took in both sides of the narrow, glass tunnel with her observing eyes. The entire volume of the place was filled with constant, tireless work producing the now familiar Vhinech ysalamiri battle packs. Being familiar with factories, Juna recognized a lot of the conveyor system setups, knew about product safety widths as works in progress and finished products moved down the conveyor lines. One such line was the finished product, and at her best guest estimate there was approximately fifty at any given time. She counted silently in her head not out of distraction but out of confirmation of things she couldn't see but feel, and it confirmed a private dread she all ready knew.
They came to a stop just outside the room marked Gravitational Studies Center, and Servant produced a data pad with a voice recorder. The guards began to untie Juna and he said, "As promised."

Juna shook the feeling back into her hands as they worked on her feet, took the pad, touched the record audio command, and said in it, "Artee, its Juna. Listen, I want you to follow this signal back to its source in our ship. I want all weapons locked out; repeat no weapons are to be armed. I want you to fly up here, land, and take a ship with Cessa and Deannta on board back to Naboo. No questions, no hesitations; just do it." She stopped the recording and gave it to Servant with very little enthusiasm, one that transmitted silently her wishes for them to be alone for a moment.
"I will take her from here," said Servant to the others. "Make preparations for your departure." They nodded and made their way for the elevator. As they did, he looked back at Juna and asked, "You don't trust me."

"Yup," she said finally. "I could have easily made that transmission live. Why not record it if you're not going to keep your end of the bargain at all?"

Servant smirked. "I guess you don't trust anyone."

"Believe me my naive ass is learning the hard way." Juna looked back at the automations, turned away from Servant only a step, and said, "Just as I know you will kill whoever wins."
"And how do you know that? Perhaps I will let you go."

Juna shook her head and said, "The dark side won't let you let me walk, Servant." She turned back around to stare back at him, stare hard, challenging him to deny her accusation. He didn't. "You are counting on a lot here, including the weakening of powerful foes."

In a false dramatic way of revealing it, Servant just tucked his hand into his pants pocket and said, "Well, I guess I can't fool even you." The smile wasn't large, but it bared his smugness. "You're right. Anyone that can kill Magus Prophet is not only powerful in spirit, but will have so much clout they could say whatever they want and have Vhinech warriors obey them. Someone like you…could order them to surrender and end the war. It would be that easy because the very person that kept them in the war, the very icon of leadership they followed, would be dead." 

He inhaled, held it, and said, "I promise to kill you quick if you succeed."

"Assuming I'm too pooped to fight back. Or injured." Juna looked at him steely and said, "The only promise I want from you is for you to make sure Cessa and Deannta get home."
He shifted his body around and frowned. "I'm amazed that's all you want. It seems you have forgotten my people on Sanctuary. As I recalled, you were their loudest supporter for their safety in the Republic"

"I haven't forgotten them, but you're not going to forget them either." Juna looked back over the automotive landscape. "Oh, you have plans for them." She thought for a moment, turned back towards Servant, and said, "But I'm curious, has it ever occurred to you why Prophet wasted so much resources to have too many ysalamiri packs?" She watched Servant look over the production, and then his eyes glared over her. "There's only a few thousand down there that can carry the packs. I'm counting more than that just on the production floor alone. Since your people had them over a month ago, I can only assume there's thousands more, if not hundreds of thousands more, if the production has ran day and night for at least that long. Why have so many when you have so few to use them?"
"The packs were not my idea."

"I know. So, you ever wonder why Prophet ordered so many made." Juna gestured around her, let her eyes emphasize the Orpheus in whole and not just the part they stood in. "And this beast. It's one of the surviving Galactic Dominators you all used to escape Vhanba."
"So?"

"So?" Juna rubbed her forehead because, honestly, she was growing a little flustered. Here she was, willing to open his eyes just a little to get a peek at something, and he wasn't looking. "This vehicle is called a Galactic Dominator. Doesn't that just raise a red flag?" She again gestured towards the structure beyond the glass tunnel. "I mean, when you factor in the Legacy Virus and take away the reliability of the Sleeping Vhinech, isn't just odd to you that…the Vhinphyc bothered to make…what…12 of these things?"

"We finished the project before Vhanba's destruction," said Servant, shaking his head in annoyance. "We had 20 completed."

"So the Vhinphyc were in the process of creating 20 of these things." Juna nodded sarcastically. "Why?"

"To escape death, obviously. What is your point here?"

"If you are the Vhinphyc on the losing side, and you are struggling to win the battle, then why divert even a fraction of your warrior personnel to finish these constructions?"
Servant's frown became a tad more paramount. "I don't know, and I don't care!" He rubbed his forehead now in anger, and finally he just said, "The time for discussion is over. I could care less about those packs or about this ship or about Vhinphyc. As for my people on Sanctuary." He heaved a sigh of regret; a short sigh at that. "They have nothing to give to me. For their failures, for their abandonment of the Vhinech cause alone, I will end them so they can never be used against us."
Juna snorted in contempt and said flippantly, "Quick and painless, right?"

"They won't see the bombs coming," was Servant's curt response. He stepped aside, reached under his cloak, and showed Juna what it was: a lightsaber. He then threw the weapon through the open breezeway, where it clacked and clanked across the deck plates in the unseen beyond. "You, on the other hand, won't be so lucky either way in this situation." 

Juna watched him gesture towards the opening, and beyond that was what she wanted, a destiny she had desired for so long privately in some area where her fears kept it hidden from her. She exhaled her held breath and walked forward, stopping right in front of Servant, finally looking at him dead in the eye; being the same height it wasn't too hard. She looked at him, hard, thinking what more to say because she wanted him to understand the consequences of any failure. She said, "Please, transmit the message to my Artee, and let my friends go."
Servant looked down at the data pad and played with it in his fingers. He looked back at her with a face that expressed his desires. 

All the thoughts of Juna's head vanished, and she just didn't look at him. She spoke with a venom that stressed her Nubian heritage, curdling the blood of the most coldest of creatures. "Don't…piss me off, Servant. You're not my mortal enemy, so don't do something that will make you one. You won't like it. You won't live long enough to complain."

"Is that a threat?"

"I don't make threats." She knew her stare had an effect on him, and her words were enough to make him take a step back. She never thought she could make anyone do that, especially someone as hard as Servant but she did. He could have retorted such a simple statement if not for one fact; she wasn't lying. "Just promises, like any good Child under the grace of Presence."
Juna didn't wait for an answer. She kept her eyes locked on him as long as she could even as she walked through the breezeway into the chamber, and kept looking at him with strong emphasis on carrying out her wishes until the heavy blast door came down with a heavy thud and sealed itself.

Her attention went towards the room. Once again she was locked in a room with Prophet all by herself.

"I need calm," Juna said to herself, relaxing after her encounter with Servant. She closed her eyes, felt the Force, and with her outstretched hand the lightsaber flew to her in the dim lit environment. The metal slapped hard in her palm, causing her to yelp. She put the weapon into her left hand and shook her throbbing right hand. "Damn!" 
It was then she realized a loud, apparent, bonging bells and screaming whistles truth: she has never fought like this before. She knew that before, but with the lightsaber nearly breaking her hand because of her powers it kind of brought everything into a deep, detailed perspective. Here she was, Juna Rapier, a Nubian with a Corellian heritage, who is apparently some being know as a Sith Maiden, who is destined to be some Dark Hope of the Dark Side, and she was about to get involved in an deadly activity that demanded years, decades even, of training and training and, what else, training and even more training. Anyone could live by the Jedi Code, believe and follow the Jedi philosophy, maybe even use the Force just a tad, but this was where the Jedi were different, where the Jedi were at their most notable, at their most valiant, and most important of them all at their most control of themselves. Jedi did believe in peace, but if they were so unilateral in their own individual thinking in their commitment to it, then why bother building a lightsaber and develop techniques and skills to use it?

The answer was simple in logic: only an idiot believed in the theory of absolute peace. The Jedi were no idiots, not everyone could be Soo-Si Gheruit and even that legendary Alderaanian Jedi picked and chose his 'battles' - diplomatic missions - wisely; they couldn't simply walk into a cantina full of mobsters and simply say 'pardon me, but if you lay your weapons down everything will be peacefully worked out' and have those mobsters comply without incident; she couldn't image a Hutt saying 'Sure, let's iron out our differences over hot chocolate' and after a while have the Hutts denounce slavery, gun running, and drug dealing. In reality it doesn't work that way; only in one's hopeful dreams did such a nirvana ever bloom. The nature of all beings was destruction, just some live for it more than others. The Jedi knew it, know it, and could guarantee that prediction of the future would come true. 

Thus why beings of peace like the Jedi still learned and trained for war, and did so even before the uprising of the Sith. For one thing, and it was critical, it instilled control. The Force was reactive to the emotions of the user, and Juna recalled many times - too many apparently for the Jedi Council's tastes - when she reacted; when she released her emotions reactively, it translated into some form of Force usage that was quite destructive to things around; like two years ago, when Pirus Krendel and Sele Nevere conspired against her and with Faradi's innuendo badgering made her so upset, and she unleashed a wave of power that not only cracked the wall of her Royal Bedroom, but shook the whole Palace of Theed.
It happened again even more recently; the Jedi Temple. She shook it, the whole 450-plus story building, out of pure anger over Prophet's letter to her. That was power in its purest, unstoppable form save for the obvious; her intervention, or more to the point Master Yoda's plea for her to stop. 
That was the lack of control. Control, a word that seemed so simple wasn't an easy mindset to master at all. Juna had some control, but honestly she could imagine Master Yoda shaking his head and telling her it was no control at all. Case in point; with her adrenaline jumpiness empowering her body and mind it trickled into her Force usage and caused the weapon to just about break her hand off. If she wasn't careful in the fight ahead, she was going to accidentally kill herself.
And training not only taught one control and technique and how to fight, it also gave one work out calluses. Juna stop shaking her hand from the impact and looked at her soft, delicate, red palm, noting her small flight calluses under each finger. How many times did she hold Enothchild's hand and felt the roughness of them? Even Muriel had a rough grip, and if folks were too caught in looking at her hands, let alone touching them, than her face they would notice the split knuckle scars. They were byproducts of physical training. 
Juna was physical from time to time, and she seemed to be blessed with natural athleticism like her mother, but she was nothing like Enothchild or Muriel, she never went through what they did to toughen their bodies to take physical punishment. Given his physiology Enothchild didn't need much but Muriel did, and being a woman meant she had to train twice as hard to match her Guardian male brethren. The end results from the tussle in Alouha Bitter's flat spoke of her lack of Jedi conditioning physically as well as mentally.
She faced the music; she was no Jedi. She wasn't a Guardian. She wasn't a sword master of any discipline. She was a former ambassador slash former Queen slash pilot slash business woman who has a well full of untapped Force potential and often times an instinctive sense on how to use who recently gained another level of control over it, who was about to get involved in her first lightsaber fight with an entity that had mastered itself, mastered the sword, mastered the fight, and mastered the dark side of the Force, stronger than mere men, faster than most animals, and more aware of her than her own self.

But, she had a plan.

All generals won with a plan. It started with an idea. All battles are won with ideas. She had a strategy developing thanks to advanced intelligence, and she felt confident enough to go through with this regardless of her known short comings.

Juna reached out with her senses.

Prophet wasn't in the room yet.

Of course she all ready knew that. All ready she was winning the battle on one front. The battle, though, had to be fought on all fronts in order to win the war. If Prophet wasn't going to rush into it, Juna decided to just let herself swim in the flow of the Force and apply it to herself, to her weapon, to her idea, to everything.
"Can you taste it?"

Juna opened her eyes after she had closed them for only a few seconds and noted the presence of Faradi. This time the Spirit was not dressed like her or even remotely looked like her. Before her was the evil that confronted her in her imposed nightmare on Naboo, the white faced demoness with those yellow eyes that blazed with a cold light all their own; in the shadows near her head she could see a low glow yellow fog wear the orbs would be. She was dressed for battle, in her black hues, and she showed no fear in her proud gait as she strolled around her, whooshing her black hooded cloak as if blessing their place with it. Her black lips parted to allow her gray tongue to lick them, to moisten the folds as if she could taste the air, taste the death on her vinyl perches. 

"The blood," she mused. "The horror. The aggression. The death. It's what makes life worth living, it what makes taking life so damn appealing." She chuckled softly. "Hmmmmm. War at its most delicious. Succulent. Tasty. When it is personal, when you can enjoy the slaughter by your hands. When you determine another's final fate personally. The look in their eyes when you release them into your interpretation of their destiny." 
Faradi came to a halt, turned her head slowly towards Juna, and said with a very disturbing smile, "If I had a body, I know I would have to change my panties."

Juna frowned at her, and at the same time was puzzled. After some review she wondered why Faradi had been around at all. All the times before when she was right in her mind and centered in the Force Faradi didn't show, but when she felt those dark enticements there she was. Juna was certain she wasn't flirting with the dark side, and yet Faradi was here now bucking the trend set before. 

The reflection was over, and she wasn't amused by her 'friend's' immaturities. "Just leave me alone, Faradi. I want nothing from you."

"If it were that simple, my Dear, I would have left this poor excuse of a Sith Maiden when you were born," said Faradi in disgust. "But I had to adapt to the lighted landscape. Such a great imagination, and yet you let it go, visualizing yourself as some protector of peace, and then you waste it on that betraying, horned freak."

"Well, I've learned my lessons the hard way."

"Sometimes it's required."

Juna smirked. "You're one of those learned lessons. I know better now, with you, so beat it."
Faradi didn't show much emotion since her arrival facially; part of the reason because her hood covered much of her head and only her mouth could be seen. But the betrayal was in her voice. "Foolish child, I have been helping you for years! I want to help you now."

"I don't want your help," said Juna calmly. "I don't need it. Whatever you're selling I don't want to trade anything I have left for it." She closed her eyes and turned herself away from the spirit. "What you offer is darkness, a kind even my Mother never relied on."

"And what is so bad about that?" Juna felt Faradi hover around her body, and coincidentally around in her mind. "Your true heritage is not Nubian. It's not Corellian either. You are a Sith, my Dear, and Darkness is everything. You are a Sith Maiden; you have long ago accepted that, and yet you just keep pushing that part of yourself away." Faradi suddenly shook her to get her open her eyes. "Don't you have ANY pride for who you really are or for your ancestry? Of the great accomplishments and sacrifices our kind made to make this universe?"
"Why should I!" Juna yelled back. "I live, and I am, for the here and now, and I don't believe in ruling people and killing them outright because they look at me wrong." She pushed Faradi away from her, which obviously caught the spirit by surprise judging by the way her mouth hung open. "Maybe in your mind and everyone else's mind I'm a Sith, and yeah I accepted that I'm a Sith Maiden, the Dark Hope. But you know: what you are and titles of destiny don't mean jack, it's what you do with them and how you are that matters, and for someone like you that leads to pride all right. Twisted pride."
Juna gestured at Faradi, towards her dark angel form "If this is what awaits me if I take pride, then the hell with it. The hell with you."

Faradi chuckled softly and said, "It won't matter, you will fall in this fight. You will embrace the Dark Side."

"No…I…Won't!" Juna thumped home.

"What alternative will you have when Prophet is kicking your ass? If you embrace full now this fight will be very, very short. You have enough scars as it is, Juna. I don't think you crave more." Faradi put her hands to her hips, forcing her cloak open in the process. "I know what you are thinking, and it is a foolish notion all females in your position think. You don't think he'll go hard on you because he really 'loves' you? Oh he won't in the beginning, but as the fight goes on, or maybe when you get lucky more than once and mark him, he'll grow more agitated and aggressive. The Dark Side is all ready fueling his desire to not harm you, but that will change when you don't submit to his wishes. Trust me, I know. And you would know it too if you just listen to your Dark Heart." 
Faradi brought her fists up, nearly putting them into Juna's closed eyes face, squeezing her gloved hands tight, causing the leather in them to rub and produce the eerie gripping sounds. Juna heard it but didn't bother to open her eyes as she tried to focus within and not without. Hard to since Faradi was in her mind. "Juna, you hear that? That is the grip you had on Prophet's soul. You had him." She squeezed harder, and the sound made Juna squirm over the intensity; she wondered how strong physically Faradi was when she was alive, because her grip strength alone sounded freaky. "Every passing moment your hold on him grew tighter and tighter. In time he would have been your slave, your weakened foe. You would have eventually killed him, and prevented the horrors you think you will prevent now by killing him in this matter."

Faradi's opening hands actually produced a POP that startled Juna enough to open her eyes. Faradi held her open hands up to her face and said, "You let go. And that pop you heard? That's the sound of his sane mind exploding, the balloon unable to handle the needle you poked it with." 

"Then that's what he gets for denial," said Juna, closing her eyes again. "He's a grown man, he should expect it."

"He's a devout follower of the Dark Side of the Force. What he wants he deserves to get it." The way Faradi expressed it chilled Juna a little; it was as if in the dark side universe everything Prophet wanted was to be given to him by default, no questions asked and only he was allowed to say no to his desires. "Juna, you can't fight him with light. It has never worked, you've seen it yourself. Don't you remember how ripped apart Sarch was long ago? Even on the Nubian transport all the Jedi were no match for him. Slip into his memories within you, and bare witness to the destruction of the Army of Light."
Juna swallowed the idea down and passed it out as gas. "I won't make that journey. I've seen enough of him there. I don't want to use the dark side to get there, and I don't want to use the dark side period." She opened her eyes again and said, "Thank you, you are a help. Thanks to you, I'm more determined than ever to maintain control."

Faradi frowned, her mouth twisting in disapproval. Her hand snapped out, practically making a whipping sound, towards the main section of the gravity room. "You foolish little girl! Don't you even get it? He is ascending! That story about Pern holding him back? It's true! All of that sorry ass tale about being controlled by others is factual."

"I know."

"No, you don't! If he was the beast you first met long ago you would have never gotten yourself in this situation because he would have never conceived it!"

"I know that. His obsession for me gave him clarity. My presence gave him purpose." Juna looked down for a moment in shame, then looked up. "I have that effect on everyone it seems, but for him it made him more powerful, independent. I am his muse, therefore all this," she gestured around her, not indicating the ship but everything that was going wrong with Prophet behind it, "is my fault."
Faradi sighed and said, "Then embrace the Dark Side and correct the error. This is all influenced by your Darkness he has obeyed, and it will take your Darkness to kill him."
Juna thought about it, all for a full second, and said adamantly, "No! No, if my darkness did this, then it's going to take Light to correct it. Balance must be restored." She closed her eyes again and focused deeper into her mind. "This entire space in the Force is so soaked in dark side brine I'm surprised a normal person can't smell the stench." 

"They don't have a nose for it," said Faradi, proud of the stench.

"Well, each their own I guess," said Juna in repugnant tones. Finally she found what she was looking for it, and began to apply her energies into the memories she absorbed. The results weren't apparent at first, a lot of it due to the fact she was letting a lot of aggravation from Faradi's words get to her. Still, it trickled in, and …she felt shorter.

Faradi's voice cut in, and it was first a short laugh, and then finally a hearty laugh. "Oh. OH! OHHHHHHH! This is your plan!?! Oh, Hahahahahahaha! You can't be serious!?! Oh, this is too…Hahahahahahahaha!" After a bit she was down to a chuckle and asked, "You can't be serious, dear? Please tell me you're only curious of it."

Best she could, Juna spoke as she felt her thoughts melding as she Invoked the Spirit. "Serious, I am. Only a serious mind must a Jedi have."

Faradi's chuckling came to a stop. "You are serious." She shook her head. "If you go like that, you're seriously dead."

"Death is only the end of a living journey. Long life I have lived. If my time has come, then so be it in the Force. Continue my journey, in another existence it will." 

Faradi frowned, crossed her arms, and said, "I for one disapprove of this."

Then in normal tones Juna said, "It isn't up to you. I am the mistress of my own destiny, and it starts right here, right now. With these techniques applied to my body I'll last longer, and if I stick to it I should be superior to Prophet in every way. Consequential it works because of proportions." With a confident breath that drew in a great deal of Force energy to enlighten her, empower her, she said, "The fight may last long, but I'm confident I can stop him this way."
Faradi barked out a laugh, and then serious said, "I can kill him in five moves." Juna paused in her glee when she heard that; it was the truth. It was has pure as any truth there was. It was no lie, no boast, and the Force totally agreed with Faradi's admission. 

Faradi could defeat Prophet in five moves.

Period. 
"Invoke me," said Faradi gently. "You'll save yourself some bruises and scars. From his end my skills will keep you alive afterwards."

Juna shook her head. "No thanks. Your desires have made you transparent and I see the truth. I won't let you control me." She shook her head. "I won't allow you to gain the knowledge I possess given to me by Prophet. Not you, not anyone else. What he knows dies right here. Either he does, or I do. If I die by his hands, which I don't crave by the way, then he will have no will to continue on. If Servant kills me, then forever the secret is safe. But like I said, I don't crave death. Trillions are counting on me to save their lives, and I won't fail them. I cannot. I will not."
Juna felt ready and opened her eyes. Her green eyes, pale green in their kind appearance, had replaced the brown irises she was born with. Faradi disapproval was even more apparent as Juna looked at her. "For my Father I do this yes. Wanted me different than my Mother, he did. Different than he was. I will be different. Care for the many, I will."
The noise on the other side of the deck in front of them indicated the arrival of her adversary; after the long delay, Magus Prophet had finally arrived. Juna looked at Faradi and said, "Revenge this may appear to be, but saving the day this truly is."

Faradi's smile wasn't one of assurance but one that showed she hoped Juna would fail. She said, "You know, I think I will hang around after all. I have a feeling you will be begging for me to save you." 
"What you like to do, care I do not. Date with destiny, I have." Juna turned and began to walk up the stairs, gripping the weapon of hers hard, and quietly added with the knowledge of the greatest of all the Jedi Master Yoda filling her senses, growing confident more and more that she could take Prophet despite Faradi's claims. Juna would be the first to admit it that what she could feel in knowledge it wasn't overwhelming, but just enough to help her through physically and mentally; there was a time, deep in the Yoda impressions, where even he was in a situation where he was nearly helpless. All she had to do was maintain control of herself and follow it through.
Faradi watched her ascend the steps, and after each step Juna took her smile just continue to grow.

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

CHAPTER 98.1

The location for the fight was ideal for the participants. The large expanse alone of the gravity control plate in which the Vhinech had trained on for zero gravity combat allowed plenty of space for the tall beings involved in the spectacle, enough for their long legged strides and arm reaches to be used at maximum, while enough clearance existed above them in the ceiling for any need for them to expand their fight into a third dimension of attack and evasion. There was little in the way of exits if utility corridors didn't count, and if one did not cut into the large piping junctions filled with atmosphere that lead to and from the environmental center of the Orpheus. Hazards were a minimum; of course the purpose of the room was to train in a lack of gravity environment and therefore create the scenarios not have them in wide abundance and in the way in the first place. The lighting signified its stand ready mode, only broadcasting a low, dull orange glow that illuminated very little, but captured the angles of objects, or the rounded shapes of individuals.
Juna Rapier reached the top just in time to see the silhouette of Magus Prophet still ascending the stairs slowly, a walk out of hesitation than out of certainty. She held her ground and found herself growing angry, and when she did she felt her connection to Yoda's knowledge slowly fade in the heated shadows. Her Father was on her mind, and now it wasn't helping so she was quick to resort the memories; keep all the good ones with Bendian Rapier. It helped her focus back at the matter at hand which had some conflict but good purpose; in her mind, in order to prevent others from dying like her Father did, she had to kill him. It meant it wasn't just vengeance.

The orange glows of light caught Prophet's hard features and did nothing to show off his somber, regretful, heart not into it mood that anyone could feel from him. He looked at her, still from his spot on top of his stairs, and slowly he dropped his black Magus robe from his body with a shake and a drop of his arms behind him. At first it didn't appear he had his lightsaber until he walked, and the light betrayed its bumping on his muscularly thick right thigh. He stared, and then he moved towards the center of the complex, taking in the sight before him with a mixture of gratification and grief. 
The silence of voices ended in the noise of hisses and beeps that surrounded them both with his booming baritone. "You are truly at your most beautiful when you are at your most angry, you know that? Then again what is anger to you when you know not of vanity? What you do know, Juna, is fear. You fear the truth. You fear me."

Juna inhaled, collected herself, and spoke. "Your ally fear is." At least she didn't have the croak of Yoda, but it was kind of funny how he spoke; she had the feeling he wasn't too fond of it from time to time. However she found it to be as fundamental as Yoda perceived it to be; a clearly spoken picture of the truth. "Your own fears have been revealed, and now fear is your enemy." She cleared her throat and said normally, "You can't bring yourself to fight me. You have no heart in it."
"Much as you don't have the heart to take the first step," said Prophet in retort. "The step necessary to love me."

"That is so."

They stared at each other for another few heartbeats, and then Juna took a step towards him. And then a second. And then a third. She stopped when she got within what she perceived to be the limit of his reach. "But to face my fears I take the steps necessary to put…you to rest." She mused seriously, "Care for me you do, then surrender to my blade you will."

"The prankish tones you take do not quell the matter. If you slay me, you face Servant and hundreds more, that is if you do slay me. It is suicidal and pointless, everything that is against survival." Prophet stuck out his hand. "Join me, and let us remove that obstacle."

Juna eyed the offered hand, then looked back up at him and asked with eyes crossed, "Are you offering me the first amputation?" Prophet's expression grew a touch darker, and in response Juna first slapped the hand away with her hand. "Then shut up and prepare yourself. Join you, I will not." 

She took a step back, and with a flick of her right hand her lightsaber ignited, and slowly her left hand found the handle that emitted the red energy blade held in front of her. For a solitary second Juna was a little caught up by the sight of the weapon, the nose it made so close to her body, and the vibration the heavy energy emission produced. The harmonics were a bit out of tune, but the weapon worked; how she knew that wasn't a given, but she just assumed it was the accumulated knowledge of those who used such weapons before her inside her. With the snap-hiss the romanticism of it all came alive, and so did the deadly inherited danger of death associated with such a love affair. 
"Do not make me you destroy you, Juna," said Prophet, instincts taking control and his hand grabbing his lightsaber off is belt. He let her feel his probes, and what he read first puzzled him, then amazed him, and finally gave him ideas to use. "Whoever is possessing you, they are guiding you to a false promise land. I admit you are a born fighter, but you have no experience to claim as your own and no idea what you are getting yourself into."

Juna flicked the lightsaber around in a circle. "Learn the hard way, I do. Best show me, I guess."

Prophet sighed, and as his hands came up his red blade emerged from the large handle he held now. "Then as your Magus, I suggest you swing first."

She was just happy to. Juna swung…
With no Force behind it, from the right towards Prophet, and the tip of her blade…

Missed his blade!!!! In an instant, Prophet brought his hands back in a blur, hit the tip of her blade as she continued through her swing, and knocked the weapon cleanly from her overstress loaded hands. 

The impact of the strike shook Juna right down to her hands, wrists, and forearms, nearly pulling her along with the knocked away lightsaber she watched in shock sail to her left and land shut off a distance away. Just as she collected her balance and stood up, Prophet's lightsaber came right back…

She closed her eyes right at the last second, and opened them to confirm that the tip of his blade was just centimeters away from her nose. The blade then moved towards her, causing Juna to turn her head and finally follow it up the length of the lightsaber to look at Prophet, who stared at her with one hand pointing with his weapon and a look of disappointment on his face. 

"Never," he said in a curse, offended by her futile attack. "Never engage your opponent's weapon with the tip of your weapon. That target is too small for any effective strike let alone a proper impact engagement, and the laws of physicals dictate the pendulum action will take you off balance once you miss and then you are struck. Be it body or be it blade, always strike where the meat is most." 

Prophet then nearly pushed the tip of the blade into her face, and Juna backed off with a loud peep. He said, "The results do tell a tale, do they not?" He lowered his weapon, stared at her for a few moments, and said, "Go get your weapon."
Juna glared at him rudely and said, "Don't do me any favors." She found her center again…

The lightsaber flew at her and at the last moment she spun towards Prophet, caught it as it almost sailed past her, behind her if she faced Prophet, ignited the weapon, and skillfully swung it around into his blade. Once the blades clashed, she settled in a more traditional fighting stance, felt the knowledge flow with the Force through her, and struck a few times, keeping everything in front of her in a distance. She didn't dare challenge his strength at all; when blades came together, she moved to the next step.

It was a shock to Prophet when he blocked another high approach; in just mere seconds, Juna went from amateur to an intermediate, making the point that he threw her off her concentration with his words. She wasn't using her full potential yet, which quite honestly threw him off because he anticipated it now; her speed was good, but nowhere near anything he felt she could do. She was holding back, letting herself control the moment too much. It was about timing and pace really, especially for a newborn lightsaber fighter, but this was choking.
Good. That meant it was going to give him time to reason with her. 
However… "Juna-."…

…Easier said, "Juna!"…

…Than done after a quick series of swings from Juna forced him into a classic square defense to repute her attack and attempt a lock up to stop the attack…
Juna saw it, could see it a step ahead of time, and backed her blade off from him to attack the center of his blade again, where as before it was getting closer and closer to his weapon's emitter, and therefore her body was closer to his. With Yoda's experience, she understood such things happened as a fight progressed, better known as impatient anticipation; one feels the end is drawing near, and literally their body takes the 'near' part of that for granted and gets closer and closer to their foe. She took a step back, unleashed a reverse spin with Force behind it, and forced Prophet to connect with the sensible part of her blade; the middle.
But then he took five strides backward, whipped his blade in front of him in a one handed frenzy that made Juna take a full step back, ready for a charge, and then he stopped, held ready, and said, "You surprise me. You are a lot more skilled than I could ever dream you were."

Juna wasn't sure what to think of it; should she get pissed off that he stopped to talk because, quite frankly, conversation was dead, or should she be a little thankful that he stopped so she could get more air into her lungs. So her arms could stop shaking. So her heart could swell back down from being chest size. It wasn't that she was wore out, or even moderately tired, but she had to admit she felt like she did a hundred squat thrusts to warm up. A good breath of air did a lot to calm her.
"The fight, however, is still pointless," said Prophet. "There is no favorable outcome in this."
"I consider your death to be a favorable outcome," she said in retort. "What would you consider a favorable outcome in a fight to the death?" She waved her lightsaber up to point at him and full faced mocked him in her next statement. "Be honest, you will with me. Truth you will tell if you love me."
Prophet frowned. "Do not mock what we know to be the truth, of you and I."

Juna blinked a few times. "A river of Naboo denial is just not." She gripped her weapon with both hands. "Face it you must; you fear yourself. The longer this takes, the more inclined you will become to kill me."
"I will never kill you, Juna," said Prophet with certainty.

"Then don't."

With that Juna launched an attack that matched her proportion argument; undoubtedly Yoda was going to be shorter than any opponent he had faced and will face in the future. In this case, Juna gave up a full foot in height and perhaps three feet in width to Prophet; proportionate to the visual memories Yoda had of fights.

And so she struck, moved, and struck again, but kept herself solid to the deck plate as if gravity had been turned up a couple of notches, but in contradiction to that she moved with high wind gusts, whirling and clashing and not giving Prophet a chance to counter her attack with an offensive.

But her point she made before became obviously clear; he wasn't going to kill her, and that translated to he wasn't going to create a circumstance that would lead to her becoming seriously injured. Better known as sitting back and letting his skills in defense dictate the action.
Which was…nothing.

Juna moved it up faster and pressed…

Nothing. Prophet blocked it, moved on…

She let loose her lightsaber swings more, relying on her wrists movements than her arm movements.

And nothing. Prophet blocked the attacks, agreeing with Juna that everything should be conservative and in front of them.

Both combatants hovered in the middle and for a while the sounds of their weapons coming together was the only language spoken. 
