CHAPTER 97.0
“Admiral?”
With all that was transpiring below them, Admiral Ideora had no idea what was going on for he had more important matters to take care of. Rising from his chair, he strolled over to the sensor array station. “What is it, Lieutenant?”

“Sir, I think I have a ship on my sensors,” said the officer. They both looked at the sensor information on the screen. There was, again, a blip on the passive wave of their sensor array. “It appears to be a Moonhauler. One of ours. Coming towards us at a limp.”

“Damaged?”

“Apparently so, sir. From here it’s hard to tell.”

“Then go ahead and narrow the focus of the sensors. Concentrate on the ship.”

“Yes Admiral.” The officer did it, and as he did the bridge of the Orpheus became more alive with activity as the speculations began. “Confirmed, it’s one of ours. We have a matching identifying signal on its I.D. beacon. The ship is damaged.”

“Comm, hail the ship,” ordered Ideora.

After a few seconds, the officer said, “Sir, there is no active transmission wave coming from that ship. Their communication system and reserves appear to be not working.”

One of the commanders stood beside Ideora and said, “Sir, pardon me, but if they are from the surface of Sanctuary, then our orders are clear. Magus Prophet deemed them traitors to our cause. Traitors are to be destroyed.”

Ideora looked at the ship and said, “I’m curious, Captain Ocuda, why is it if Magus Prophet did use the Legacy Virus on the traitors below,” he turned back towards his first officer, “would this ship be operational?” There was a pause, and he added, “And if memory serves we’re still one ship short from the Uiennar operation, reasons unknown to both intelligence groups.”
“Magus Prophet ordered some of the Vhinech to investigate that.”

“Indeed he did a hush operation.” Ideora grimaced. “If they succeeded, would you think Magus Prophet would have been alerted through the Force right now, as they approached this ship? He would be on the bridge by now if it were true, right?”

Just as the others got it, Ideora ordered, “Yellow Alert. Switch back to the long range sensors and ready shields. Bring the ysalamiri shield online. Notify the welcoming committee to stand by. As for this ship, I want it to get closer.” He stood upright, staring at it. “I want to see what it does after we do a full sensor sweep on it. If it’s full of Jedi, then I will blow it out of the stars.”

Scrambling about the ship became busy, and all the while Ideora stared at the blip, wondering if it was a precursor of things to come.

Coming their way.

CHAPTER 97.1

For a while things were going smoothly as far as moving in stealth for Juna, Cessa, and Deannta; the halls were clear, not everything was lit up due to the large ship being in stand by mode, and the leader of the bunch did everything she could to keep them off the well used path. The freedom gave them a lot to work with as far as speed went, and they needed it. Juna could sense that Magus Prophet was up, on the move, and pissed off. They needed the advantages as long as they could, and for long as they could for the disadvantages were still large, looming, and in their face.
For starters, even with the Force as her ally, Juna was lost. She had no clue where they were on the Orpheus, whether or not if they needed to go up, down, left or right in a specific way to reach the docking bay. She asked her friends, but unfortunately whatever was cut out of their heads their limited knowledge of the ship went with it; a short probing of their minds confirmed what Juna had all ready knew and feared. There was Prophet’s knowledge inside her head, but Juna was not about to go down that road if she could help it. Her mind was still buzzing a bit from the emotions of their intimate moment together, and it was scary that she still yearned for him. That was just a matter she had to put off to the side, made difficult because of their second problem.
Not only did Prophet know the ship, he was now after them. It was a doubled problem; Prophet knew Juna’s Force signature well enough not to be fooled by little tricks, and he had Cessa and Deannta around him to know them well too. The other was scent, and Juna bought that argument; Prophet’s nose may have been broken, but his healing abilities would treat it, and soon like a mosquito looking for a specific blood type he’s going to track all three of them down by his sense of smell, especially her unique scent he found so intoxicating. 

They moved fast and freely, and then the Yellow Alert power up procedures stopped them in mid stride in one of the more visible corridors. They watched in a gasp as the darkened recesses they once used so predominately brighten with new found power. In her mind, Juna could feel people stirring awake from slumber, awake minds becoming more focused, and personnel beginning to move. 
“This way,” she insisted, and her friends followed her down a corridor that lit up once they tucked themselves behind a large, looming overhang. Leaning against it, all three heard voices come and then they went down the adjacent corridor. Juna heaved her chest in relief, looked at her friends as she began to remove the last of the metal on her body, and asked, “Is there any way I can get you two to remove those masks? They’re too reflective in the dark.”

Deannta raised her hands and bent her head down as to remove the mask, but her fingers and hands began to shake. Finally she dropped in her hands in defeat and said, “I can’t, Juna. I’m sorry.”

Juna figured if they had more time there might have been a way to use the Force to break the brainwashing, but she didn’t have the luxury. “It’s all right. This place is lighting up anyways. Something’s up and I don’t think it’s us.” She said hopefully, but with caution, “It could be a rescue team headed by Enothchild, or by Muriel, Dizzy, and Ric.” After she mentioned Enothchild, Juna frowned on the inside; the old hurts were still there, and she found it too easy to still hate him even though he may be coming to her rescue.
“Is there anyway to know for sure, Juna,” asked Cessa. There it was; a glimpse of her old self; Juna could also feel it in the Force. It was fear; the poor woman had been through just as much trauma with Prophet than Juna did. “We’re violating our Magus’ wishes…but…I would like to go home.”
Juna could see that she had no choice; she had to be the leader, the cooler head that prevailed. How she did relish the role even though she never wanted it; time doing things had an effect on anyone. Calmly she said, “We’re all going home. As for the confirmation…” 

The right side of her face began to warm; danger closing in. Juna said, “I can’t risk it. It’ll betray our position.” She kept looking back down the corridor where they came from and said, “We got to go. He’s coming.”

Cessa and Deannta didn’t need to ask who she meant; they knew all too well.

There were a few times they had no choice; they stopped, or they took a detour, or they had to hide. This went on for a good long time until…the Yellow Alert ceased. The three stopped in a connecting corridor and stood there as the lights dimmed again to a low level. Gasping, Cessa asked, “What’s happening?”

“Don’t know,” said Juna. “Nobody is nervous anymore.” All three turned towards a nearby wall… “Well I’ll be saddle spanked.”

In big letters on the wall with an arrow pointing to their right was a sign that said: DOCKING BAY THIRTEEN.

“Sometimes the odds suck, and sometimes the randomizer stops working after you get a Pure Sabacc,” Deannta said, quoting an old Corellian saying; to Juna, she seemed to be becoming more normal as well, but she knew it was going to be a longer, tougher road than that for the two of them. “Lead the way, Mistress.”
Juna turned and walked quickly down the corridor that would lead to their freedom, but her face began to grow warm; which was odd because Prophet was still behind them. Slowing she risked a scan, and once she did she came to a halt. Cessa and Deannta stopped in unison behind her, and both remained dutifully silent for a few moments as Juna stared on. The former Queen curled her fists closed tight repeatedly in frustration and grimaced sadly.

“Juna? Mistress, what is it?” asked Deannta.

Juna didn’t answer, she could only think, and think she did on the current situation, using what was available, behind them and in front of them figuratively and literally. The new wrinkle put a cap on her options, and too many of them involved cutting her two friends out of the survival deck; unacceptable; again, she was no more important than they were. 

And then something entered Juna’s mind, to steal from Prophet it was a revelation. A long shot, but one that couldn’t be avoided and sounded to good to pass up, and it sounded a lot better than the alternatives. It was going to work.

With a sigh that showed confidence instead of betraying defeat, she began to walk again very casually. The Yaltmas pulled ranks behind her, willing to follow her lead regardless how bad it was about to become, feeling a bit relaxed as they bore witness to her brave, confident walk.
CHAPTER 97.2

When he recovered from the attack, Magus Prophet’s first action was to get his weapon; Juna was no longer in their home, and neither was his Yaltmas. Undoubtedly the first plan for his pained bride was to escape but made sure she took her weaknesses with her; along the way, Juna would probably look for a weapon and Mer Con weapons had a power setting capable of piercing his dense flesh. Having miscalculated, Prophet didn’t bother with contacting his allies as he left the room; this was his problem, not theirs. He caused the problem, and he was going to fix it. As he tracked them down, he kept himself as calm as possible because he wasn’t going to hurt Juna and the attitude he would normally have would be harmful. However to correct Juna’s behavior Prophet saw no other alternative but to directly threaten the Yaltmas. Killing or maiming one of them would be the next step if Juna refused his advances, and even then he didn’t care if it went that far. He was finding out, as he tracked their scents, that love was more often than not a major pain in the ass. Frustrating him more was the fact that lesser beings had no problem in the area; how in the hell? 

Love was not a weak emotion. It was just more complex than he ever imagined; far more when one considers the love of his life. Juna was all his, for one moment she was his Mate. Prophet was confident that once she was under his control again…
His thought was broken by the Yellow Alert status that broke out.

Immediately, Prophet transmitted through the Force Admiral Ideora, why are we at Yellow Alert? There was a long pause, and after he reached the end of a corridor he transmitted again: Ideora, you will answer to me now! His emotions were all ready at a thin line between hate and pissed off, he didn’t need insubordination right now. If this alert was connected to Juna, he wanted to know RIGHT NOW!
The thought silence was then met by Alert silence. Prophet’s anger reached a new summit when he reached the corridor junction that was only a few steps literally away from the docking bay. There was no personnel in the corridors, no guards even when the Yellow Alert was going on; their ineptness was going to be reward with their deaths if Juna got to a ship.
Then, he felt it.

He didn’t like it.

And then he felt her.

Suddenly, Prophet was no longer angry, but concerned. Slowly he walked down the corridor towards the docking bay, and as he rounded the approaching bin the source of his worry presented himself. He couldn’t help to sneer at the vision, even as he realized how outnumbered he now was. To bring finality to his approach, he stopped when something metal was thrown at his feet with hordes of wires and processors attached to it.

It was a metallic prosthetic; a replica of a Human arm. Much of its being was gutted, wires and chips dangling from the open housings; components were obviously removed, and thus it was no longer functional.
When Prophet looked up, the owner of the arm, Magus Servant, said, “Now I know why Savior Pern was so intrigued with Sullustan Moonhaulers. They are truly amazing pieces of ingenuity; falling back to the heyday of interchangeable parts and free-form adaptive hardware, a lost art thanks to copyrighters. What I like the most about them is their escape pods; fully independent computer cores, separated from the ship, never online with it until just before launch. Although it doesn’t have the computing power of the ship, all you need is some chips unaffected by any…virus,” he put an emphasis on that, so he could remind both Prophet and the hundreds of Vhinech that were behind Servant with frosted looks – both of anger and cold climate induced – what and who was responsible for their freezing dispositions. “To provide enough processing to move the flight data mathematics. Slow as hell, though; flight mathematics with hyperdrive capable ships continuously update the formulates in the motivator.” 
Servant gestured towards his flat sleeve, and then back at the worthless mechanic construct that replaced his severed limb. “Luckily for us Presence smiled upon our misfortune and gave me wisdom and patience. All it cost me was one arm.” 

At that moment Admiral Ideora entered the corridor that was next to Servant’s position with several Mer Con soldiers, and Prophet glared at him in disapproval. Servant smiled, looked towards Ideora, and said, “Many thanks, Admiral Ideora, for not killing us.” Servant looked back at Prophet, and at that moment the Vhinech beast felt a scan done on him, which he growled the scan back at Servant. “As you expected and feared, I sense Cade Hooley in him. My apologies, I was too weak to stop him on Sanctuary. I should not have relied on light warriors to slay him.”

Admiral Ideora looked at Prophet, raised his chest, and said, “You are forgiven, my Magus.” He said that to Servant; it wasn’t meant for Prophet. “I too was too weak to prevent his rampage.”
“You’re dead where you stand, boy,” said Prophet to the young Admiral. “You fallen in league with the traitors.”

Ideora looked at the many Vhinech in the corridor and said bravely, “That may be so, but as you can clearly see I’m no idiot. Like my mentor I’m a venture capitalist; I go with the winner. Sides don’t mean much to me.” He stood taller and said, “But there is an honor among descent men, sir. Cade Hooley was no traitor, and even if he was he didn’t deserve to be consumed like today’s special by one as dishonorable as you.”

Prophet smiled just a little and said, “I speak the truth from the memories of Cade Hooley; he thought you were a little whiney bitch, Ideora. He had hopes that I would eat you. Turns out I should have killed you all.” His glared went away from the Human and back towards the Human-Vhinech. “I have been too overly confident in my decisions lately. A frailty I will start correcting.” He took his lightsaber off his belt, and everyone shifted a little in place. 

Servant, on the other hand, held up his good hand and said, “I know of your frailty all too well.” He stepped aside, and the tallest of Vhinech warrior spread apart to reveal…

Prophet’s eyes grew huge with shock and worry, quickly becoming rage and murder. There in the surrounding crowd, displayed to his horror and for the other’s amusement, was his Juna, on her knees with her hands bound behind her back, and three Vhinech warriors surrounding her with lit lightsabers crisscrossing around her neck. It was a classic hostage negotiation visual tactic that Prophet himself visualized and used many times when the Vhinech were taught how to build the light weapons, developed for its perfection, efficiency and inescapability. It required a minimum of three warriors, set in a triangular formation with one behind the hostage on his strong shoulder side, another warrior on side right and slightly in front, and another side left and slight behind. With lightsabers lit, they laid their weapons straight perpendicular from their bodies and laid their blade tips on top of the assigned opposite near the emitter; thus, from above, it formed a triangle. In this formation it took less than a breath to have all of them or one of them just slide the length of their blades to their weak side, in this case towards their left, and the hostage’s head would come clean off.
The purpose for such a formation was in a Jedi versus Vhinech scenario; in the event the Vhinech had to negotiate with the Jedi and had hostages, the formation made things tricky for the Jedi to try anything foolish. If they tried to use the Force on one, then two could still kill the hostage. If on two, then the one left could still attack. And if all three were attacked, then odds where that their lethal blades of energy would release from their dead hands anyways and slice the hostage in three.

“Juna?” Prophet said quietly, and then began to growl at Servant. “You let her go! I swear if you don’t-!”
“What, you’ll kill me?” Servant threw up his hand. “Honestly, Prophet, I wouldn’t care.” He paced back and forth in the hall to annoy his former Magus. “I am man enough to admit that I can’t take you. Not alone.” He gestured towards the other Vhinech. “I do have a number of beings that may make a difficult choice and jump in as we fought anyways. The question some would say is how long would you last? Others may say how long would we last?” He pointed at himself and said, “I say we will never find out if we can. Unlike you, with our men and women at Uiennar, I don’t throw away lives. So what if we all challenged you one on one or as a group; why risk losing so many people to destroy you?”
“If I can be destroyed by these men,” said Prophet. “However if you let my Juna go-.”

Servant interrupted him again and said, “Yes, let us get back to your weakness, shall we?” He walked up to Juna, eyeing her kneeled form up and down for a good, long while. Prophet didn’t like it and a deep, cold blooded growl slowly came from his mouth. Without looking back at Prophet, he stared into Juna’s eyes and said, “I can’t blame you, really. I can see why you desired her so.” He touched her chin and quietly said, “You’re very beautiful.”

Prophet’s growl grew louder and he bared his teeth in challenge. His mind began to pulse with animalistic rage…

“Careful, my Magus,” Servant said, raising his head, “I may give the order to kill her if you don’t keep yourself in check.” 

As Prophet came to a simmer, Juna happened to glance up at her lead captor, and noted Servant’s blue gazed locked somewhere behind her. She then felt something from Cessa, who was somewhere in the crowd, unseen, behind her. Juna had seen it when Servant first took them prisoner; his gaze fell on Cessa, and the remorse was there; Servant felt for Cessa, and it was deeper than he could admit at the moment.
“In fact,” Servant said as he looked down at Juna gain, “I might as well. She’s powerful in the Force and she is clearly our enemy. She is also immune to the ysalamiri effects, and that makes her a major problem if she happened to escape.” He looked back at Prophet. “And she has had a distracting effect on our proud leader; as the beginnings of the Path has shown us, even the mightiest of all fall victim to the charms of opposite sex. On the other hand, I could also argue that our leader is betraying us, and does so to gain this prize. With the before stated facts it would be difficult to fight you alone, but with her at your side I doubt very much anyone could survive an encounter.”
Servant tucked his good hand into a pocket in his snow poncho at the frost continued to break off his form. He sniffed with contempt and said, “So imagine my surprise that one of the people I wanted to kill so badly surrendered so easily for immediate execution.” He nodded.

“NO!” screamed Prophet. As designed in the formation, the Vhinech slid the blades down the others length, collapsing the triangle. 

The Yaltmas let out a cry…

Prophet ignited his lightsaber, took one aggressive step…

Juna’s hair hit the floor, catching Prophet’s attention a moment… 

He looked down, expected the worst…

Instead he looked back up to find the Vhinech putting away their weapons, and Juna was still kneeled down.

Alive.

The warriors had come close though; much of Juna’s long hair was short now in places, the line of the cut ending where her neck began in some places. Luckily for her Juna’s head didn’t catch on fire; there were times when the lightsaber blade’s heat still ignited such locks. The ends of the cuts did smoke, but all and all she was all right.

Servant smiled a little and shook his head. He said, “Then something strange happened. She had a stupid idea, so stupid…I have to entertain it because it is too damn intriguing.” He turned towards Juna as Prophet stewed with growing anger, and with a gesture Juna got to her feet. “Lady Angelleia, you wanted to say something to Magus Prophet, something his fellow warriors wanted to hear. My apologies if you could not relay the message,” he turned back at Prophet, gave him a look, “since you were conveniently brought aboard this ship without out knowledge, inconveniently gagged.”
Prophet stopped frowning and looked quickly to Juna, who now stood with hands bound behind her still beside Servant. He said, “No.”

Juna was obviously what he said and responded, “For murdering my Father Bendian Rapier, I challenge you Magus Prophet to an honor fight.”

Prophet shut off his lightsaber, pointed it at Juna, and thought very quickly; this was the very thing he wanted to avoid. Servant nailed it, and Juna had only one motivation left in her to fight him; the motivation he failed to eliminate when she didn’t read the data card. “Servant, you can’t seriously entertain this request because I sure do not.”

Juna turned towards the other Vhinech and said, “By taking my Father’s life, an innocent man’s life, he has besmirched me under the Nubian Order of Guardian's Honor Code. He prevented me from fighting him because his ultimate object was not met when he killed my Father; I was supposed to become his concubine.” She was among the other Vhinech and turned back towards Prophet and demanded, “I want my honor back! I'm no one's concubine!”

“She is no warrior of the Order of Guardians,” pointed out Prophet sternly. "You cannot take her words seriously."
“The Guardian Honor Code was feudal and common law in Naboo’s ancient past, it predates the Republic and the Royal Constitutions. My family clan also predates those measures of the modern law. By right recognized by the Path, through the blood of my ancestors as described in the Oracle of Circles, I am worthy enough to take vengeance since my family has no champion and my Father had no Son.”
Juna turned, looked at Prophet again, and then turned her back towards him to get a good look at her krayt dragon tattoo that was partially exposed by her lightsaber haircut. “I was once Queen Angelleia of Naboo. As Queen, I was Commander in Chief of all armed forces in my empire. I flew a starfighter, leading three combat missions. One mission I lead was my very first. You know of it. It was at the Olan System.” There were a few murmurs among the Vhinech. “My tactical designation was Dragon Leader, comm beacon transmitter was set on TACT34983201; you can verify that with your records.”
Juna boldly turned back and said, “And I was the little girl who gave him that mark on his face. I was the one who beaten him before, on Naboo, so long ago.” She smirked. “And you dare say I am not a warrior if I fought so many Vhinech so bravely?”

Prophet grimaced; Juna had studied the Path too well, and for once he cursed her intelligence as well as her memory. He gestured towards Juna and said to Servant, again trying to alter the problem to his advantage, “Brother, would you seriously look at her. She hasn’t carried a burden in her life.”

Servant looked at Juna as asked, and said, “I disagree. She is, by her people’s definition, their warrior, their champion. I saw it first hand; on Naboo, when I freed Pirus Krendel from his prison, were indicators that out of all of the peaceful they were thankful that she was their appointed champion for so long. I can also see the weight of her Father’s death weighing on her shoulders.”

“The man she believes to be her father is not her father.” Prophet looked Juna dead in the eye and said, “I have the proof.”

“Yes,” said Juna. “To the proof I mean.” She then smiled. “As well as some very interesting artifacts you just have to see for yourself. I doubt his claims about my Father, but you must see his collection of rare items.” She looked at Servant. “They’re so telling you will question your faith after one look, and undoubtedly all the answers to your questions about me at this very moment will be answered.”

Prophet felt his mouth open just a tad; she was betraying him! He was going to accuse her of lying, but he couldn’t! He couldn’t for, so far, matters were such that such an accusation guaranteed her death; a false claim in the attempts of provoking a fight was just as dishonorable as cold blooded murder. He realized his error, and somewhere during the chase so did Juna; if they went to his cabin and found the Jedi disk, read the contents, she was dead. 

And the look Servant was giving him; if Prophet didn’t accept the challenge, Juna was going to die. The former Study was not bluffing.

Mouth working, Prophet sneered and said, “Fine!” The Vhinech that were going to walk past him to go to his room stopped and took a look at Servant, awaiting further orders. “I accept her challenge.”

Servant looked at the warriors and with a nod they turned and retreated back around Juna, along with several other warriors. “Then, for the time being until the fight is over, I shall be in command.” He stepped forward and held out his good hand. “The Legacy Virus, if you will. Along with the Orpheus’ command codes. Hand them over, or this fight will have one less female participant.”

Prophet clipped his lightsaber back on his belt, reached into one of his pouches, and in time gave Servant the desired disks. All the while he stared right at Juna. Once the transaction was met, he said to her, “Juna, you don’t know what you are doing.”
“Wouldn’t be the first time, and I got a good feeling it won’t be the last either.” She smirked. "Call it the Corellian in me; we make our own trouble, then do what it takes to escape it."
Servant put the disks away, turned, and ordered, “Escort Lady Angelleia and her entourage to a secure location; preferably one suited for preparation for battle. Get her proper fighting attire. A weapon will be given to her in due course.” He turned back towards Prophet and said, “The fight will occur in two hours.”

“Two hours?” Juna said suddenly, bringing everyone to a stop. 

“I’m sorry, one hour.” Servant looked back at Juna. “I meant to say one hour.” When they exchanged glares, he said, “You know, I think someone of your caliber can fight him right no-.”

“One hour,” said Juna quickly, looking a little betrayed. Prophet couldn’t blame her; obviously she made a deal with him for more time. With some false bravado that made her sexy to him, she said, “Don’t be late.”
He watched on as she and her friends were escorted away by a large contingent of guards, and Prophet continued to watch as the one major problem became so large even he had no real answer to combat it. Angered, he snapped his gaze back on Servant, eyeing the Human-Vhinech with pure contempt. His former Study was enjoying himself; in some sense, the pleasure was more intimate than any form of honor thinking.

Servant shrugged his shoulders and said, “She is a smooth talker. A fast one at that. We were only two minutes in our agreement when we felt your approach.” He shrugged his shoulders. “I could not resist the woman, or her offer. I cannot blame you for being so obsessive.”
Servant’s upper hand in the form of having Juna in his clutches was the only thing that prevented Prophet from killing him right there for his sarcasm alone. He snarled at him, and then said, “You are enjoying this. I know you are.”
“You bet your sweet ass I am,” said Servant with a bright cheer to his voice. “And what is humorous, I believe her to be the most sincere being I have ever met; I believe she wants to kill you.” He then looked at Ideora and said, “I knew of at least a hundred sincere people that wanted him dead. They’re not alive anymore. It is obvious why.”
Servant then looked at Prophet, raised a finger to stress why he found this profound events to be so intriguing. “What makes you such a legend, Prophet, is that you never really lost a battle, you never surrendered, and you have never ducked a challenged regardless of the odds. In one hour, your legend will be put to the test; can you kill…can you kill…” He snickered for a moment, and then said, “Can you kill the only love of your life? Personally, I don’t think you can.” He leaned forward, dangerously close. “But you will have no choice, Prophet, for you know as well as I if you didn’t take this challenge you both would have died; there are many that still believe in you, so killing you is not in my hand. So this is all unique. It’s a twist, but in the end it is still the same old story: a fight to the death featuring the hopelessly untrained challenger who demands vengeance versus the Master. 
“And I know you enough, Prophet. I know you enough.” Servant left it at that. “Best get ready. I bet you right now she’s all ready focusing, foolishly, or perhaps not, on how to kill you.”
Prophet pushed himself not to kill Servant or anyone else, and it was hard to do so as he turned roughly and stomped away. He had to consider the situation as a logistical threat to himself and Juna, and since they were separated he could not convey anything to her to supercede the problem they were both facing, and it had to be vocal for she would flat out refuse any form of telepathic communication, and Servant would not tolerate them communicating in any way before hand. He put himself and his love in a fine line mess with only one escape.
The greatest dilemma was what he was about to face in his life was less than an hour; how to defeat Juna without killing her, and save both their lives?

CHAPTER 97.3

Once they reached a detention cell that was significantly smaller than the love nest, Juna was unbound and she, Cessa and Deannta made quick residence inside. No more than a minute later a Vhinech came with a tan jumpsuit with brown boots; both a welcome sight compared to her breasts exposed dress and high heels that killed the Dark Hope’s feet and once on it was a perfect fit; not too tight where it showed her body off and not too loose to where it could be grabbed. There was no spare room to change in – after all it was a jail cell – so Cessa and Deannta raised their long sleeved robes up like a shadow curtain to prevent the guards standing across from their open, transparent energy field doorway from getting an even greater look at their good and loyal friend’s vibrant body.
Finished, Juna had little time to dawdle and did all she could to calm herself to meditate, which was hard to do with the left over emotions still flooding her head and the knowledge she absorbed from Prophet filling her body; it went hand in hand with his hands having felt her out. She had so little time and so she did the best she could, all the while her multitasking mind continued to process all she had experienced from the touches and nuances, and tried to find the best tactical solutions against someone that was by and far much more experienced in the ways of the Force. What she did in the love nest, the focused push that sent Prophet through the walls, was the first time she really harnessed that ability; before that energy release was spur of the moment, much based on reaction more than directed action. However it drained her, left her a bit disorientated, and if she didn’t have that minute or so when Prophet was still down there would have been a good chance that she would have never held the bulkhead up as long as she did. Beside his tattered clothes appearance in the hallway the Vhinphyc-Vhinech – that’s how she viewed him for that was what he was scientifically – didn’t look a bit hurt; his nose wasn’t even broken, and she gave it to him no more than ten minutes ago. A scary thought since such a strong Force attack would have killed anyone else ten times over. As she dove deeper into her meditations it prompted her to ask one last question of herself; which was scarier the fact she harnessed a power that could kill ten people with one blow, or the fact Prophet still got up afterwards from it?
During the time, Deannta passed the time by doing what she was trained to do best, her Royal Handmaiden training still a large part of her conscious, by making Juna a little more presentable in the hairstyle department. It was clearly evident that lightsabers were never meant to be used as barber tools or for hairstyling, especially in the hands of warriors who didn’t know the ends and outs of Juna Rapier’s locks. With care not to disturb Juna, she gathered all the long locks she could, bundled up the errantly cut hairs within, and was able with some craftiness and sighs make her presentable to some degree.
Cessa had very little to do other than hold on to Juna’s dress and watch on. It was like this for what seemed to be longer than a hour, but it changed when the force field dropped and Magus Servant stepped in. The two females, still attached to their brainwashed selves, stood up and bowed to him after they looked upon his dark blue Magus robes and greeted in properly in unison. “My Magus.”

“It isn’t time yet, so there is no need to disturb her Ladyship,” said Servant after he gave them a head nod. His blue eyes looked down at Juna, and he shook his head. “She’s powerful. I can feel it no matter where I am on the ship.”
“She had thrown our Magus through the wall, two I think,” said Deannta. “If I may say so, I never knew her to have such power.”

“She never told either one of you.”

“No, my Magus,” said Cessa, and when he looked at her she tilted her head down a little. “No. No we had no idea.”

“Do you require our assistance, Magus?” asked Deannta.

Servant shook his head slowly no, and slowly he walked over to Cessa. He eyed her for a few moments, his body relaxing a little during that time. He stiffened again and he said with a cleared throat, “As Vhinech Magus, I have the sworn and blessed authority to release you from your spiritual obligations. Therefore, I ordered you both released from your duties; you are both deemed Saved in the Eyes of Presence.”

Both former Yaltmas raised their heads up and looked at one another, and Cessa was suddenly aghast when Servant reached up to remove her mask. She took a step back, but his hesitation stopped her as well. He said quietly, “Presence has forgiven you through me. There is no fear. It’s all right.”

Cessa dropped her hands, and slowly Servant pushed back the cloaking hood to reveal her shaved head. He moved to her masked and removed it gently to reveal the tired face of the 28-year-old woman. He sighed at the sight first, which made her lower her head a little in shame. His hand came up and touched the scar on her head that ran just above her left eye and traced the line upward three inches to where it ended near the top of her head. He said, “No one should ever be put through this. My…Vhinphyc Grandmother was. Such things should never happen to such pretty beings.”

His hand then traced the single row of colorful, sparkly tattoos that wrapped around the orbital bones and over Cessa’s brow, from left to right, causing her to lift her head up. “Especially for someone so brave to charm themselves so uniquely.” Their eyes met. “It brings out your eyes.”

“T-Thank you,” she said quietly, and looked down at her right hand. That was when the two of them realized she had been rubbing her ring finger during the entire time of the conversation, rubbing it as if something had been amputated from it. She said, “My Husband said the same thing when he courted me.” Her silence afterwards was more of an explanation why she rubbed her finger than the stated reason. “I-I can’t recall, but I think he’s dead. I don’t know.”

“Then pardon me from ending, Good Wife,” said Servant with a sigh, raising her right hand and kissing the back of her hand, letting it go; actually he knew her husband was dead, but given her response he felt he couldn’t pursue what he was after. “I may be too forward in my assumptions.”
“I…I forgive you,” she said quietly, nibbling on her lower lip in sorrow.

Deannta slowly removed her masked, blinked and asked, “What is to happen to us, Magus? Does our Lady fight for us? For our freedom?”
“Yes,” said Juna, and she slowly opened her eyes to look up at Servant. “I do.” She got up sure and said, “If you care so much for Cessa you will put her and Deannta on a ship and send them on their way. I got this feeling that the fodder is about to hit the cooling unit in this system.”

Servant took two steps back to separate himself from the group, moved his head a little in a shrug like motion, and said, “The negotiations are over, my Lady. You got what you wanted. What more can you give me? You all ready want Magus Prophet dead, just as I much as I want you to succeed in doing so. So, what, you are going to give me his head twice? Even that is beyond the range of your powers.”

“How about preventing something that no one will be able to control?”

“Like what?”

“Caladente Cexpoian aalu Prophecnas.” Servant stiffened and said nothing in response. Juna shook her head and said, “Don’t act like you don’t know that term. Admiral Ideora had all this time to bring you up to speed on everything, from that plan to whatever is coming this way in the form of warfare.”

“What he had wasn’t enough,” said Servant, conceding that he knew about the plans just the same. “The fool and everyone else had been put through some forms of selective memory wipes. Prophet had actually told them several times about his possession of the Legacy Virus, but eventually he made them forget.”

“I know; to prevent interrogators from discovering the truth, and he knew the Jedi Code prevented the Jedi from using the Force to extract the information.” Juna smirked. “But that doesn’t stop a Vhinech now does it?”

“No, it doesn’t.” Servant crossed his arms. “And I can’t begin to rummage through your mind now; it will take too much time. So what is this secret?”

Juna said with haunting eyes. “I don’t know for sure, but all I can say is if we don’t cure the Legacy Virus that’s in the Republic even the Vhinech Order will lose.”
“We have the cure.”

"Yeah, and no means to access it." Juna crossed her arms, turned her head to the right a little, her eyes squinted just a little…

Servant suddenly gawked with wide eyes; her eyes changed color; one was red and the other yellow and her presence was not the same. She said in a deep voice, “It is, my former Study, when you view the entire matter accordingly based on what I have all ready revealed to the both of you.” She closed her eyes, shuddered in full revulsion, and said, “I believe Prophet said that to you and Admiral Hooley after Uiennar, when he obtained Enothchild’s SON disk.”
“What the…” Servant had his hand on his lightsaber, staring in disbelief at the woman in front of him, eyeing her two friends and realizing how scared they were from what just occurred. It was chilling for him because he felt Prophet, right there, in the room, in her body, right dead smack in front of him, and indeed she was right about the conversation; she spoke it word for word. "Prophet?" No, for it was impossible for the Vhinech monster to get through her defenses, not at their current state.

Servant couldn’t help to speak in such awe, caution, and disbelief. “What the hell was that? How in the hell did you do that?”

Juna said, “It’s called Invoking the Spirit.” She looked a bit disparaged. “I honestly don’t know where I learned it from, but I have been flirting with the ability for some time now. It was a bit uncontrollable before, but I got a handle on it.” Then she crossed her eyes. “Well…not down to an exact science.”
“Even with the Force involved…” he shook his head once and took a step back, eyeing her. “Just what the smeck are you?”

“I’m just someone that wants her friends to be safe,” she said after a moment, bringing the discussion back to its origins. “I want the galaxy safe. You must believe me when I say this: I can access the SON disk, I have the code. If I don’t get the SON disk back, no one is going to be left.”

Servant took a look at his chorno and gestured with his hands as he spoke. “Suppose I get the disk, threaten your life again like I did before. He will turn it over.”

“And then?”

“And then, if what you claim is true, you stop it.”

Juna crossed her arms and looked at him with some contempt. Servant thought it over during that time and let out a noise of realization. He said, “But you won’t. You know how to access the disk, but you won’t until I release your friends. I can let them go, but…you still want to fight him.” He crossed his arms again and shook his head a little. “Isn’t that a tad selfish? If what you say is true, then you’re putting the fate of the galaxy on the line here to have your vengeance. Trillions of lives the last time I checked. Are your friends here worth more than so many lives? Either you are bluffing or you are telling the truth.”

“Magus, if you don’t let me fight him you’ll guarantee we’ll all die.” Juna kept her pose, kept her body unmoving as if not relenting on her stance. “Perhaps it’s a bit selfish on my behalf, but I see it as an insurance policy that my friends will leave this place and be safe.” She looked them over and looked back at Servant. “Besides, Prophet and I are the show you want to watch. You can’t get any more involved in our fight; you made a point that Prophet betrayed the others and violated their honor just as much as he violated mine. Get anymore involved, and they’ll view you and Prophet in the same circles. You need to stay out of it now.”
Juna looked at Cessa and put a hand on her shoulder to rub it. She looked back at Servant, a long look, and said, “Do the right thing here. Do one thing you will be remembered for in a good light for all to see.”

“B-But Juna-,” whispered Cessa, but Juna silenced her by squeezing her shoulder hard. 

Deannta peeped, “Juna you can’t win this.”

Servant during this time looked at Juna equally as long, and then said, “I don’t have a pilot to spare.” He said that because he doubted either one could remember to fly a ship if they ever did.

“My astromech droid is still on the surface of Sanctuary, with my fighter. His name is RT-8V. All you need to do is spare them a ship, with my droid, and they will be on their way.” She stood up taller, bolder. “Do that or I won’t fight Prophet.” She added. “That means you will have to fight him, for he will challenge your new authority.” Servant snapped a look at her. “Don’t think I don’t know how things are ran in the Vhinech Order.” She then gestured with her head towards him. “You can’t even defeat Prophet with two arms.” 
Servant peered down to look as his amputation, and then at the other two females and finally a slow smile crept across his face. Juna remained still the entire time. “Very well.” He looked down at his chorno. “It’s time. Follow me.”

“Give me a second?” she asked politely. Servant nodded once and waited for her outside the energy field. Juna turned to her friends and put a hand on each of their shoulders. “You see? As I promised, you two are going home.”
Deannta pleaded with her. “Juna, you can’t be serious about this? Our Magus-,” she tried to say something else, but it wouldn’t come out; some things couldn’t just be cured with mere words, “is too strong.”

“Don’t do this,” said Cessa in a whisper. She looked over at the door, got closer, and exhaled, “You can’t trust them to let us go.”

“Either they do or they die with the rest of us,” said Juna seriously. “Servant knows it. He’s going to have to do what I say.”

“But what about you?”

Juna slowly smiled at them both, and pulled the both of them in a hug. She said, “I promised to get you two home.” They grabbed onto her and held on tightly. “You’re going home, and you will get your lives back together. You’re going to forget about all of this.”
“No Juna,” they said together.

“You must. You will.” Juna worked her way out of their grip and put a hand to their faces. “I’ll have Artee come get you shortly.”
“But Juna,” pleaded Deannta, grabbing her hand when Juna pulled away. Gritting her teeth and what remained of her that was truly Deannta came out. “You’ll die. Don’t!”

Juna looked at them both for a few moments, finally she smiled and shook her head and said confidently, “It isn’t my time.”

“Highness,” said Cessa quietly.
“Goodbye,” Juna said sincerely to them both, and pulled away finally from their defeated grasps. She turned, left the detention center, and was greeted by ten Vhinech including Servant. "If you will permit me, Magus, I would like to send a transmission to my droid to come up. He'll be in my Nubian Defender, and I promise to put the weapons in lock mode."
"Arrangements will be made when we arrive at the designated fighting area," said Servant. 
With his nod Juna's arms were roughly pulled behind her back and bound again, and unlike before when they brought her down to the jail they put stride control hobblers on her ankles; to prevent her from using her legs more than just the half stride the steel cord allowed. The sight of it prompted a few noises of protest from Cessa and Deannta from behind their energy barrier, but she assured them with a small smile that everything was all right.

When they moved for the elevator Juna had to take quicker steps to keep up and was thankful she wasn't wearing the high heels anymore; she would have never be able to walk in them with the hobblers. Clearly the Vhinech were over-respecting her abilities, displaying such fear by two of them placing blaster muzzles against her body once they entered the elevator, and for what could be the last time anyone saw Juna Rapier alive and well ended when the doors slid shut.
