CHAPTER 103.0
As the battle on Sanctuary progressed and with the task of saving the galaxy completed, the SON disk concealed in her pocket and lightsaber ready to be ignited at moments notice in the empty corridors of the Orpheus, Juna opted to become selfish for the time being based on the circumstances; selfish, for she had to stay alive in order to save Cessa and Deannta; she didn't know anything about the rescue operation that was under way by the Guardian Order and would eventually succeed. All she cared about was getting to a ship - preferably a ship - or even a left over escape pod, or a cured-of-the-Legacy Virus lifeboat, in the same operating condition she was in, which was barely functional but, above all, alive.

Juna passed some tech display reflective surfaces, and although the dark panes of glass were not what one would call a mirror she didn't like the little bit she saw reflected back out of the corner of her eye as she continued to skip quickly for the nearest docking bay; her legs hurt so much from the elongated scratches in them she didn't dare run for fear of screaming, and therefore was able to catch glimpses of her 'attractive appearance' after she would pass a side opening. The fear was needed and the awareness important; hard has she tried, every time she attempted to use the Force in a long range sensory capacity she would get nausea, her vision blurred down to near dark blindness, and her body would hurt worse than it was now, therefore for all she knew not all the MerCons and the Vhinech never left the ship; she had no idea what was around the corner, and that just spooked her out at every junction and turn. Her adrenaline seemed inexhaustible, filling her winded and beaten body with paranoia-inspired energy to keep her going even after it felt like she used every ounce of herself to defeat Prophet.
Nearing Docking Bay 33 - the fact the Orpheus had that many docking bays at minimum just reinforced the fear Juna had from obtaining some of Prophet's knowledge - Juna heard the distinct sounds of hard footsteps on deck metal approaching her location quickly. She turned, hobbled in retreat, and when she knew she would never outrun them she tucked herself down a corridor, pressed her back against the wall, and she prayed so hard what strength she had left in her body found it's way to her right hand and translated the power of her quiet plea in the form of the sound of her hand's skin creaking as she gripped her lightsaber white knuckle tight.
The corridor was finally filled with scores of Mersader Conglomerate personnel that to Juna's dismay were still on board the ship and running in the opposite direction; both sight and action signifying a failure in Juna's efforts to kill two Prophets with one lightsaber as it were; her attempt to totally disarm the enemy of their most powerful starship had failed. Worse still, there seemed to be just enough of them to run the ship, and even worse their leadership - Admiral Ideora in the lead - just past the opening.
And if that wasn't enough, a horde of personnel turned down her corridor…

And did nothing.

Juna was ready to fight until she noted that they looked right at her and just ran on by. Never at any time did she take her eyes off them as they passed, never blinking once, and unbelievably some ran towards her position and within a step of making contact with her they angled away, ran past, and then returned to their original running lane. To them, she wasn't there. What got her was the moving aside to avoid her; if they couldn't see her, why would they move anyways? She watched on with large, uncertain eyes, curious if she should say or do something and at the same time not, as the stampede began to thin out while the Red Alert began to wail.
"BATTLESTATIONS! REPEAT, BATTLESTATIONS!" came the repeated call to arms. "SECURE ALL ROOMS AND ACCESSWAYS!"
Crud! Juna thought. When she was alone, she quickly hobbled down the corridor and back on the main junction. She arrived just in time to watch the hatchway that lead to the docking bay seal shut with heavy blast doors.

"HEY, YOU!"

Juna turned around quickly to see two MerCon guardsmen coming towards her; they would be the post guards. It occurred to her a full second later what had occurred previously; desperately needing to not be seen or detected by the approaching MerCons in the adjacent corridor, she instinctively used the Force to simply 'vanish'; a bit of Force Hiding and some other mental manipulation to make them 'steer clear' of her invisible form. When they were gone, and the announcement was made, her focus shifted from hiding to wanting to get to the docking bay.
And now the guards could see her.

But they weren't Vhinech guards.

And they didn't approach her with determination or extreme caution.

She couldn't tell. She really had no handle on the Force; it was there, but not quite in her control; apparently due to fatigue and injury; only in use when instincts were involved; that's how they were able to come up to her. However…
Her reappearance…

Her lightsaber…

Her overall looks…

"Did you two see her?" Juna demanded quickly.

The guards sputtered a bit in their steps, looked at one another, and the one on the left said, "See her?"
Juna stiffened to make herself more authoritive and spoke in her Royal Nubian accent. "Is that a proper way to speak to me, Magus Gessa of the Vhinech Order?" They seemed confused, and before she let them think about it more she yelled, "WELL!"

"Forgive us, Sir," said the guard. "I mean Ma'am…I MEAN, my Magus!"

Their boyish faces, their not too low voices, their not in the loop knowledge of the Vhinech biology and their fear of the Vhinech in general; she guessed right, they were rookies; they had that same look of fear in their eyes that new pilots had when they joined Bravo Squadron and had to meet her when she was Queen; the kind of look that said 'Please, I don't want to screw up'. More than likely they were sent to serve under Cade Hooley by their fathers, kids from the remaining five planets that made up the Mersader Conglomerate and refused to fully surrender. They were scared; good. There was a time for a soldier to hate their superior, and a time to fear them; this was one of those times, where a 'Vhinech' must take charge over delinquents. 
Taking no time to regret her actions, since doing so would end her chance to escape right there, she continued on her Vhinech act and used their inexperience and her experience against them. "I will pardon you from ending, the both of you, for time is short. Magus Prophet is dead. The one responsible got through our security points. I and my Brother battled her. I was knocked unconscious. I came to, my Brother was ended, and I have been tracking her since. So, have you seen her?"
"No, my Magus."

"Then I shall continue the hunt." She stepped aside and said, "To your posts, gentlemen."

The guards nodded and proceeded quickly for the doors leading to the docking bay, taking up sentry posts. Juna casually walked the best she could in the opposite direction, and finally hobbled quickly once she rounded the bend and out of sight. She hit an access ladder, found it thankfully unsecured, and climbed it as fast as possible up three levels. From there, she took the zigzag pattern of corridors connecting corridors; at one point, she stumbled past the access way she emerged from after killing Prophet; backtracking her steps and into the unknown beyond. A few times she held pat, and luckily avoided the MerCons that still roamed the hulls. 

Blindly, when she heard voices, Juna leapt into the only room that she had seen in a long while with an open door….

The noise and light level of the room quickly told her she just leapt inside a battery station. 

Juna was up, and blind luck had it no one saw her; they were all trying to target…

THE MILLENNIUM FALCON, MISSING THEM!!!!

The technicians turned around after their last salvo overheated the weapon's main firing apparatus; before she quickly left, Juna used the noise to cover the sound of her lightsaber and cut the cooling pump to the plasma induction valve….

Half way down the hall, Juna hit the floor as the explosion from the overload plumed over her head. She was up again, hobbling away before any emergency crews would show up. She found a tight fit stairwell and ascended it three levels, and left just in time to avoid the small party of MerCons coming down.

When she reached a port alley that ran between the corridor rings, she slipped into the dark recesses it had, squatted down in relief, and took time to think; there was no way she could escape in that fashion. Such access to the docking bays now would require authorization from the bridge and no way were they going to fall for the lie she just pulled off.

She thought about taking out the guards; those same guards, there were only two. Just how fast were they on the blaster trigger against her? 

Answer: faster than her hobbling form that was for sure. And in this heightened state of alert any weapon usage would be revealed by security sensors. That included using a lightsaber on the blast doors to melt her way in; in her condition and state of strength it would take time to get through and it would be time she didn't have. 
And the Force was only with her in spirit, as ironically as it sounded. That trick in the corridor was based solely on instinctive reaction; if that was all she had left in the tank, it wasn't good. She was still really winded and spent, moving and living because of determination. She had to think of something. She must.

Just then, the sounds of Faradi's clapping caught her off guard and like a child in panic she let out a gasp. Juna sighed and just ignored her, but the spirit wasn't going to keep quiet; not with that dark happy smug on her black lipped face. "Bravo, my dear Juna. Brav-smecking-O." 

"Save your applause, Faradi, because I don't want it," said Juna. She struggled to stand up, cursing the pain and damning the fact that not once did she feel collected after the long resting halts. "This opera isn't over. Hold your applause till then."
Faradi held her hands together at the end of her sarcastic applause. "I was only giving credit where credit is due. I thought you didn't have a chance without me."

"Well, I'm sorry I disappointed you so much," mumbled Juna sarcastically. She turned her back to Faradi and walked towards the other end of the corridor. "Now leave me alone."

"Oh, rest assure of that from this day forward," said Faradi as Juna kept going. "And although you treated me disrespectfully with your wit and ways, I must add before I go that you didn't disappointment me at all." 
Juna just shook her head, wondering when the Sith Maiden was going to take the hint and shut up…

Faradi bore all her teeth in a slow growing smile that Juna did not see, and it continued as she spoke and afterward; if she had more room on her face, the sinister grin would have kept growing. "In fact I counted on it. I knew you wouldn't let me down."
Juna turned just a little to look over her right shoulder, frowning more after she saw Faradi's face…

Faradi's face fell a little and she purred, "And like all tragic operas the curtain must come down after the betrayal has been revealed.

"And your opera, dear Granddaughter, is over."

SNAP-HISS!!!!!!!!!
Juna heard it, the lightsaber being ignited, one not her own, close to her ear…

She turned…

No! NO!!!!!

IT WAS PROPHET!!!!!

AND HIS BLADE….

Juna moved, her only defense to the surprise attack, downward to avoid the attack meant to take her head completely off. Prophet's attack completed going through the nearby wall, sending showers of sparks all over. Juna ignited her weapon, but was blinded by the cascade…
Again, she moved out of the way as Prophet pressed forward with another attack; this time an attack that would have split her long ways in two; the floor buckled from the incision of the lightsaber.

Juna rolled, bounced up the best she could, attempted to ready herself…

Prophet's lightsaber met hers and she stumbled several feet backwards awkwardly from the one handed blow. Fighting to stand back up, Juna was all ready having to move again as Prophet did not let up, his charge both reckless and too deadly to ignore. She took another blow from his lightsaber against hers and it repeated what she all ready knew; there was no way she could fight him. She had nothing to give physically, and the Force was no help. He didn't seem stronger, he was stronger… 

Faster…

Undeniably pissed off, his roar as she forced herself to retreat after another spectacular miss shook the corridor was enough to shake the entire ship. The evil in his eyes was chilling, he continued to growl and froth at the mouth, snapping his fanged daggers of teeth with steel trap intentions of limb removal, and the only evidence of her efforts to kill him before was the hole in his shirt that revealed reddened skin, where her lightsaber had made a hole that went through his body, through his heart and spine….
Prophet struck her lightsaber again hard and it nearly came out of her hands. Juna gripped it quickly again, only to have him hit it again coming the other way to force it towards the direction of his swing, and she nearly lost her lightsaber again. When his attacks failed, it just made him more incensed….

Juna didn't dare attack. She had nothing as it was….

All the while laughter echoed in her head; Faradi's laughter. A few times Juna could see Faradi right behind Prophet when he turned his body just right; glimpses that showed the utter enjoyment Faradi was having at her weakening expense. She always knew Faradi never cared for her, always felt the spirit was cruel, but knowing all that meant nothing in measure until Juna experienced it, and she was at that moment….
Evading another attack! She managed to pull off a physically strenuous back flip to avoid another clashing of blades, fearing and rightfully so that a continuation of their battle any longer would dislodge the weapon. The move though did more harm than good; wounds that were only scratching with healing and irritating with hobbling movements now were open screams of pain that distracted her. Prophet responded to it by becoming even more aggressive, sensing the new weakening and demanding in his broad strokes over and over and over and over and over and over and over again that she succumb to them from his attack so he may kill her. Both his hands found the long shaft of his weapon and mercilessly swung away with tight power swings, daring Juna to evade the weapon with body movement and fail. Juna in turn stopped moving so much and relied heavily on lateral body movement and she kept her lightsaber in front of her. After a few moments she had no choice but to stop moving; it zapped too much of too little of physical energy she had left; whatever remained found its way to her arms and hands and fingers, and along with it the weariness that Prophet kept compounding upon when his blade began to constantly strike Juna's.

Prophet's attack angled change and Juna had no choice; she brought her lightsaber in a straight up position in the hopes to roll it away. Her arms didn't hold, and the roll collapsed. His blade clipped the left side of her face and her reaction to it distracted….

In a clean movement as Juna stepped back in shock, Prophet snapped his neck, driving his horns towards her from right to left….
All Juna saw from her remaining good right eye was the movement.

She heard a sound…

A thump…

And all was black.

When Prophet jerked his head back, Juna was momentarily attached to his right horn by her skull; his height chiefly responsible for why her body violently struck the ceiling. The impact dislodged her lightsaber from her hand and shank down into his shoulder before shutting off. The injury enraged him, and he caught Juna's body, and in one motion he threw her limp, unconscious form down the corridor, where it made unnatural cracking sounds when she hit the floor once, twice, thrice, and last. Distracted by the wound, Prophet roared and snarled in disapproval at it in a crouched position, a wailing horror as the deep wound began to crackle with Force Lightening, bringing the separated tissues back together. It hurt, and he looked at the cause of his pain, and with growing anger towards her did he heal faster…
Meanwhile, the laughter continued inside Juna's head, subsiding when she bled out her breath. There was now a ringing in her ears, a long wailing siren that drove her to consciousness. She could not see, and yet in her mind she could see everything moving in a slow motioned pace, followed by ghostly images that trailed behind the movements. Her thoughts were slow, filled with pain, and contradictory filled with no feeling. She couldn't breathe, and for a long time all she saw was blood. Her blood, pooling under her face, an impression of her face in it from the numerous times she had put her face down when the strength in her neck failed. Her body wanted to curl up, but it had no means to do so. There were prick and prod sensations that coursed through her body, unexplainable sensations of throbbing internally matched by the feeling of cold. She didn't even have the strength to tremble.
However she could 'see' behind her even as she laid her head back down. There, in the shaking visual and increasingly slow movements, was Magus Prophet glaring at her with disapproval from a considerable distance; all along the wall was swaths of her blood where she passed by or stuck the wall, having bounced around like a fumbled shockball. He roared, but all she could hear was the buzzing.
In the midst of things between them, Juna began to see ghostly phantasms of her being past by, their order seemingly going from that moment backwards; through Coruscant where she kissed Enothchild; through her sixteenth birthday party where she dressed up like a Vhinphyc; when she became Queen; the first time she met Muriel; to the black eye she gave her Father; these were just some of what came to pass from the past.

But it continued, and she had no reason to have these things appear before her, and of course she could not comprehend them at her current state of injury; her Mother and Dace Palpatine in the Library; a younger version of her Mother with an elderly man; Faradi…

As it all continued to swirl past, around, whip around in small cyclones, Faradi emerged from that drift of memory in her black Sithian form like Death itself. With everything else moving so slowly, she was moving at a much normal pace. Her white face stoic. Her yellow eyes a glow. Her mouth moving but Juna could not hear what she was saying; the noise would not die in her ears.

The folds of Faradi's cloak brushed across her face, and the Dark Side spirit squatted down directly in front of Juna. She made a face that suggested how nasty Juna's face had become. And this time, her voice could be heard, "Young fool. Only now do you understand."

Juna didn't understand. She couldn't. All she could feel was death creeping closer and closer to her soul and hear the sound of Faradi's voice.

Faradi looked past her and said, "Excellent. He is coming to kill you now."

Again, Juna couldn't move, but she could see; the 'eyes' looked behind her to watch Prophet's hulking form struggled to stand up, and then finally he was on his feet in what seemed to take hours for him to do, when in fact it was only seconds. His mouth opened and he seemed to be roaring again, but it came out muffled and slow to match the cadence of the action. He finished and began to stalk towards her.

Without much thinking behind it, more like an afterthought of desperation, Juna 'looked' back at Faradi and her right hand twitched. It twitched again. Finally it moved towards Faradi, the hand opening so very slowly to reveal the palm, and she tried to reach out and touch her…

Faradi cocked an eyebrow and was very amused. She said exasperated. "Oh, now you want my help. Didn't you hear anything I said to you before?" When she got no answer, she asked, "No?" Of course, Juna was in no shape to think let alone talk in response. Faradi heaved a sigh, and very nonchalantly stuck out her hand; she didn't bother to reach, and they were both a good six inches apart when measuring between the fingertips. "Oh very well then. Come on. Take my hand."

Juna silently begged for Faradi to reach out to her hand by shaking her hand…

"Come on, baby girl, that's it. Come to your Nana," said Faradi with sugary sweetness. It was followed by a tart, lemon like bitterness that did was intentionally insulting. "Crawl for me, like the baby girl you truly are. A helpless infant who can't stand."
A consciously heard grunt escaped her lips as Juna used all of her will to move her body to stretch…

"That's it, come to me you helpless baby. And then there will be no more pain because your Nana will make it all go away."

"…puh…puh…," was all Juna could spit out in the way of vocal pleading. However, Faradi held her hand out in the same position and made no move to help her. She kept a small smile of amusement on her face with every attempt Juna made, and seemed more intrigued in her failures.

But she kept her hand out there, and Juna got closer…

Closer….

Straining……closer…..

Juna let out a growl and propped herself up the best she could with her good arm and threw her hand towards Faradi…
Healed, Prophet's head snapped right back towards Juna's form. His eyes took note of her stretching hand form and her lightsaber that rested shut off not far from it. That seemed to register in the animal that was more firmly in control, fueled by the darkest of all instincts; survival over all, regardless and how many. Right now the one that caused him so much pain was making another attempt to outlast him.
Threaten him.

Kill him.

Prophet roared in disapproval, and stumped hard towards Juna, running when he was half way to her; accelerating his movements as he felt the sudden broad shifting of the Force within her; she was up to something. His breathes were the furthering of his hate, coming out in accelerated, heated droves nearing visible steam. His body tensed like a compressed steel coil that begged with strain to be released from its prison. His tongue could taste his own blood as own teeth bit his lips and the insides of his mouth in frustration, making him even more incensed to kill the very thing that angered him so. Even with his bulk his mass left the ground in accelerated hurry and he landed with both legs on either side of her body. Violently his right hand found her left shoulder, his claws puncturing her flesh, and his fingers entering the wounds to anchor the five digit hooks to pull her around to lie on her back. She screamed as the wounds were many now and her left shoulder was broken by the action of his moves.
He did not care.

In one motion he reared back, his jaw becoming unhinged, and growling her plunged downward for her throat…

Within centimeters of her throat, Prophet stopped with his mouth open and his angry eyes transcended on her face. 

"Puh-ease…" she whispered to him. "Puh…ease." She begged of him. He realized for the first time why he stopped; the same hand that was reaching for the lightsaber was now on his massive chest, shaking along with the rest of her body in pain and shock, helplessly trying to keep him away from committing the killing attack. She had enough, she couldn't fight him anymore, she had yield.
Prophet looked back into her face and what he saw caused his mouth to snap shut as he didn't recognize what stared back at him; even his nose betrayed him because all he could smell was her blood. It was the change in the Force within her, and as it faded the echoes of who she was registered in his enraged mind. It infuriated him before, but now her bloodied and battered appearance caused his rage to ebb. 
He was confused; what he saw made no sense, for he did not understand how this creature became the bloodied and disfigured mess before him. Just who exactly was this creature he knew? Who did this to her?
He pulled his still goring and entrenched right hand from her shoulder and Juna let out a pain induced, short lived yell that disturbed his senses but disturbed him even more in realization, for it was he who caused this ruination. He let out huffs as he tried to talk, but all that came out was the huffs and the muffled sounds of his tongue in the way. 
She continued to quietly plead with him, begged him not to hurt her anymore. From her swollen closed left eye a single tear streamed down and cut through the crimson mask on her face.

Prophet choked out, "Ju-nah." He reached under her upper body and lifted it upward to draw her closer. In response, Juna moaned and cried in pain, causing him to consciously regret what he had done. His muse… "Juna. N-No." He pulled her against his chest and held her, wishing what happened had never happened. He shook his head in disbelief, has if what he was seeing, what he was feeling, and what he had done had never occurred; like his dreams of being with her in perfect harmony, it was only a grand illusion. 

But the sound of her voice, the blood from her body staining his chest and clothing, and the feel of her in his arms told Prophet the whole truth and nothing but the truth. He did this to Juna, and it sunk in more and more with every mumbling, incoherent at times word she spoke, filled with crying and suffering. He realized by holding her up he was only causing Juna more pain and discomfort, and carefully set her down. At point Juna hacked up and spat blood from her mouth in a spasm, and Prophet hesitated to put her down. He finally did, and stroked her head delicately in the poor attempt of relieving her agony.
It failed. Prophet felt he failed, and he knew he failed completely. He failed Juna, failed to become her lover, and it consumed him with more grief than he had ever known in his life. Like the moment between them not so long ago he cried a blood tear, only this time it was more than one.

"I am sorry, my Juna," Prophet growled out, leaning forward to put his forehead on hers, but meeting resistance when his horns pressed against the deck plating and kept him from the doing what he wanted to do. His eyes looked at the deadly weapons that grew from his head, taking note the staining of Juna's blood on them. He sat up and glared at them, and then at his hands covered with her blood; there was blood on them before he had caressed her once beautiful face.
In his mental state of mind, he could only rationalize little around the fact that he did it; he hurt Juna; everything about him that he was attempting to change in order to have a life with her was the very things that tore her apart. It wasn't her fault to him. It was all his fault for listening to the very things the Vhinphyc had given him; those things Juna feared the most, and rightfully so. Painfully so, he saw the results of that fear.

Prophet stood up and shook his head, all the time his eyes never leaving his Goddess. His grief fueled new anger, and he directed it at himself. He took steps back for he did not deserve to be in her presence, not when he was viewing himself for retribution, and with both reluctance and the need to do so he turned his gaze away. Upset to the point of insanity, Prophet turned towards the nearby wall and pounded it with both his hands, over and over with all his might he threw and when the pain of such events swelled in his mind it only made him more determine to go on, and thus it just made him stronger. 
The actions were not left unnoticed. It didn't take long for the Vhinech guards that were hunting both Juna and Prophet down to track the source of the Force maelstrom that last exchange produced; plus the noise Prophet made through his roars and fists alone were a homing beacon for them to follow. Two reached the corridor, overlooked Juna completely as Prophet stopped beating his own head into the wall; he had switched to his head when his hands became too damaged from the assault on the completely damaged wall; the time off gave his hands time to heal, although he did not need them.
The Bith-Vhinech guard ignited his lightsaber and charged at Magus Prophet without fear; truth be known to the rest of the universe, and contrary to Jedi belief, fear was often at times a good thing; with it, one would had developed the common sense to stop and really think what they were about to do against a incredibly large, very strong, Dark Force using psychopath that was purposely beating himself up for something he had done wrong. The Bith-Vhinech's charge was met with a Prophet now being greeted with another object, a living object at that, he could vent his anger upon. When the guard came at him high in the swing, Prophet just stepped in and drove his head insanely hard and down in the bulbous, four times skull, producing a very messy sight to behold for the next two guards that appeared from the other direction. This time, Prophet uncoiled his broken fingers to collect his summoned lightsaber that flew to him and engaged the guards quickly.
As this occurred, Juna remained very still but began to beg and plea very mutely. Perhaps it was incoherent, or perhaps it was the only thing that crossed her mind; who in the universe could protect her from all the pains life threw at her. Who was always there when the shadows were too close to the bed. Long gone was any debate in her bruised mind, an instinctively she cried out, "Ma…….Mama. M-Mama…..Ma…….Mama."

She whimpered and pleaded, and as she did the Light was Fading, Fading fast….
