CHAPTER 100.0
On the opposite side of the planet, facing the sun, and distant from the world, the Orpheus floated silently as if the battle on or on the other side of Sanctuary was not happening. Inside told a bit of a different story, a story of different degrees of tension. It started at the stations, where the tension was at the least potent. The watchers, the fire control operators, the shield harmonic operators and the sensor and communication chiefs all listened in to what occurred and relayed their findings to the bridge.
The bridge was the next tense, as Admiral Ideora and Magus Servant viewed a holographic representation of their progress; both surprised that Prophet's prediction indeed became a fact, that forces had indeed come. The battle was indeed tight, and it could go either way. They caught the small group trying to make a run for the planet, and they assumed as much that they firmly believed, with the absence of the Orpheus, that their Lady Angelleia was planet side in a controlled environment. The Orpheus was capable of taking the fight, but they decided to wear the aggressors down first; with their personnel depleted, most of them on the surface of Sanctuary, they didn't dare risk the ship if there was a sudden critical need to have those personnel on board. They kept sharp eyes on the battle, not worried about the action elsewhere.
That fell upon the guards; two lightsaber ready Vhinech in each quarter junction outside the science and industrial complex within the Orpheus. They were all of various species, each unique in their way of expressing tension, from body language to skin color changes to the expulsion of body odors. They all had enough on their mind deciding where their loyalties should lie even though their great leader had deceived them all. The fact the deception occurred and affected so many they couldn't ignore the fact that he had to face justice regardless of his legend. They do so, though, with a great amount of fear towards what they sensed within the confines of the gravity room more than they sensed outside in the Universal Force.
The most tense beings in the Sanctuary System were fighting one another. One with every intention of winning.

Time had passed, and as another block and push resulted in the two combatants breaking apart, Juna had a chance to throw back some of her damp with sweat hair with a flick of her head, take in a good clean breath, center again, and in the following second moved in and made Prophet back up. Their blades came together figuratively like abusive mad lovers; obsessively hitting one another repeatedly and often as a sign of affection. A verb, a noun, and a reverb of sound that remained confined to a single room argument where nothing else factored in, no computers no counsels no other objects that would normally get crunched by blades made of light. They bore the faces of those separated after a lover's spat, although the fight was long from over; their weapons one of the reasons they never would kiss and make up.

As the fight progressed so far, Juna found herself down two paths; the path of experience and the path of exhaustion. She found, as she came high, low, high, high, right, low, high, and break in a continuous series in her latest attack, the more she kept control and a hold on the Invoked Spirit of Yoda, the better her lightsaber and overall fighting skills became. She was practically learning on the fly, and when it seemed she could learn no more something would emerge in her head to use; sometimes she employed it and nearly got the victor, while other times she kept it in her head. She moved more frantically and yet controlled, in movements only slowed by her mass and her imagination, and oddly she felt 800 years old at times, but even those barriers were falling as time continued to tick on by. The price was, on the other hand, growing at an equal rate as her learning as her body grew tired. Like an adrenaline rush the Force would head it off, but deep in her mind and in the knowledge of the greatest of all Jedi Masters there was a certain degree of limit everyone encountered although Yoda had always stressed to his students that there were none. It boiled down to one thing; the mind. The mind controlled everything, and a mind at peace was a mind that held.
Her mind was at an acceptable level of peace as she cut loose a reverse one handed spin that just cut a piece of Prophet's sleeve off, but that was not good in the long run. Juna knew she could be a patience person, but even she had at times tapped the toe as it were while waiting. Again she unleashed another series of seriousness, letting loose with a low, left low, right high uppercut and spin, adding to it another whirl vertical swing of her lightsaber to prevent Prophet from even thinking of grabbing her; a grand deterrent, but it took away her offense among other things. There were two matters that drew her attention.

The first was her growing weariness physically and mentally. The second was the Beast in front of her. Magus Prophet was more than a machine it came to his endurance; his fuel was a dark side obsession, his function was to keep her alive. It took a lot of energy to move his mass; the drawback of any large mass even in biology, for in life just like in physics it required enough potential energy to be stored prior to its transformation and release as kinetic energy. Strength was an awesome concept, but could one move so much strength at the same constant rate of speed? That question was obvious; Prophet moved at times in a slight blur, but sometimes he moved only enough to do what was necessary to block or get out of the way. Such is the struggle between being stronger and being in conditioned; one could be a mass of muscle, but still be out of breath after only doing ten reps of push ups. 
Then again, Magus Prophet was more than a machine. He was massive and he was slow because of it, however the mass was so great it did hide the good speed he did have deceptively well. 

Prophet again blocked her aggressive-controlled attack well, and yes he knew all this so well. Just when smaller, lighter, and often times faster opponents thought they could get in quick, surprise him, out dual him in movement he was there, or sometimes not there, to prove otherwise that he wasn't as slow as they thought he was. Prophet knew his body in and out, and through the Force is where the connection was at its most intimate. The body and mind were one, and the Force permeated through those elements just as much it permeated through rocks and trees. In all the most obvious points stand out; he has a long stride, side step wide; he has a reach, spin the blade in his hands to force Juna to back up and rethink; he has height, use leverage instead of pure strength and thus use your strength as a way to stretch out endurance. With Juna he didn't have to worry about matching or surpassing her Human strength, whereas with Sarch and his Vhinphyckian strength that was a constant area of concern. Those with speed, which was Juna's blessed natural attribute, were hard to keep up in the long run if pure strength was used, but easy to dominate when it came time to deliver with a strong blow; usually because someone of speed is light in counterbalance.
The fight could have been over a while ago if Prophet wanted to win, and it was hard for him to keep that perception out of his head more than it was to guard against another extraordinary attack she unleashed: thrust, high, low, right over shoulder, spin, spin, spin, STOP, spin in clockwise, parry, lunge, and back out. She came in close again, they came together with leaning shoulders, and when he felt his neck grow tight with potential he pushed her off and took low sweeping swings with his lightsaber to prevent her from following him.
The fight could have ended right there if he wanted to kill her. Instinctively, his neck was ready to move his head in a way where weapons could be employed. The brunt, brutal head butt was one. A twist and drop of his head to gorge her skull with one of his black horns. The unhinging of his jaw to lock his jagged teeth to bite off her small arm - to him - at the bicep. All this could have been followed by his hands, or by his foot, or by his lightsaber, or by the Dark Side of the Force. Yet, he couldn't do it. He couldn't let himself lose even the slightest of control like he did on Sanctuary, where those four light Maguses were made to suffer for Servant's planning. 

Prophet had a plan, and he stuck to it. Like Juna only a short time ago he was going to be the reluctant virgin in terms of fighting; lots and lots of sword moving defense, absolutely nothing in the way of initiating a mating ritual on offense. Because of it the skills Juna deployed, skill not her own and he could tell, were only effective if he allowed them to be. Open up once and Prophet would feel her weapon quickly.
Both came at each other again, only this time Juna lost her footing and leaned too forward, lowering her weapon and was ready to use her right hand to steady herself. In that one whole second she was wide open, vulnerable, and if it was anyone else she was dead.

Instead Prophet rolled from weapon, came around to strike it, saw it wasn't there, and let up. If it were a contest and not a life or death fight, if points were being scored in some fashion and money was betted on the contest, one would cry foul and accuse the fighters of fixing the fight. It was so blatant it went beyond pathetic. Prophet knew it because it made him look weak. Juna knew it because not even a Jedi would let up on such an opportunity.
In response Juna swiped at his blade and in one smooth motion she pulled off a Force enhanced back flip that tested those muscles in her back and legs that she injured weeks ago against Qualeggoes, and found no strain and when she landed a distance away with her weapon off no Prophet.

Breathing hard, she said in Yoda speak, but without the croak, "Wearing me down, your strategy is. You had me otherwise. Unwise it is."

With a slight increase in his breathing and no sweat on his brow, Prophet the great warrior left his weapon on and said, "If you will not join me, and since I will not kill you, you leave me no alternative." He stole a glance at the charred hole in his tunic sleeve. "I must admit, you are getting even better. The progress is showing, and so is the cost. Another hour I would guess, and you will be physically unable to continue."

An hour? Try fifteen minutes Juna thought to herself as the rest made her body throb with weary. Again the feelings of advanced old age seemed to grip her, then go away. When it did, she launched into another strike and run series where she struck, spun, stuck, spun, leapt up, grabbed a heavy cable, swung on it, let go to strike, land behind Prophet in a twist, and struck his weapon on a low angle, scamper, scurry, and still low to the ground stuck his lightsaber in the hopes that the lower angle would take away broad stroke advantage for a few seconds. She batted at Prophet's blade in a back and forth motion, and twice failed to send her blade straight into his gut. He whipped the blade in front of him in an upper cut swing, connecting and forcing Juna back on her feet or loose her lightsaber. He continued to whip the blade around, striking the metal deck, all of it causing Juna to back flip repeatedly from the defensive attack. More importantly, the pressure he applied meant she had to spend more of her physical energy to counteract his offensive. Prophet stopped, and Juna didn't stop until she let loose another back flip and almost fell backwards when she landed to end the exercise.
"If I make you submit, pass out, then I can engage the others without worry." Prophet began to walk to his right around the rotunda, forcing Juna to match his direction and journey. "I will be able to secure you anywhere on the ship, and those who have gotten in our way will be dealt with."

"Crazy you are if submit you think I will," said Juna, igniting her lightsaber, stopping when he stopped walking. "You'll have to put a hand on me. Promise I do happen it will not."

Prophet glared at her. "All that moving to avoid my grasp takes more wind out of your sails. That only benefits me and my goal. Now if you want to finish this foolishness some other time I will be willing to entertain the fact. Just put your weapon away, sit back, and let me take care of our problem. Otherwise, as you so desire, it will be the hard way."

Juna locked both her hands on her lightsaber and took a classic ready stance, thought for a few seconds as Prophet stood there, ready to defend against her latest onslaught, and realized she had to begin to take risks or what Prophet said was going to come to pass. She had to end the fight now, or sooner, or he was just going to get her so tired she wouldn't be able to talk let alone fight. She was imagining a clock in her mind, and the words Legacy Virus just resonated from every tick of the old arms going around the face. There was a pressing need there, and it told Juna that she no more time to screw around. Not only did she have to defeat Prophet, she had to get the SON disk. She had a feeling that he still had it, and when she looked at his belt with that in mind there was a glint off the leather belt when there shouldn't have been.
That's where the disk was. Talk about coincidences in the Force, Prophet had the same hair brain idea as Enothchild; a good one really because who was going to rob 'banks and safes' like these giants? 

It still didn't change the objective. She imagined giving up in exchange for the SON disk to be used to eliminate the Legacy Virus, and once again Prophet pulling the nuna out of the way just as she was about to kick it. If she agreed with him, it would be three times; the first on the Tower Maze, the second in which she was his willing little dress up doll the last day or so that lead to her near sexual encounter with him. 
"Better idea I have," said Juna. To illustrate it, she began to advance towards Prophet, and she kept walking towards him with patter steps and ready to swing. "I'm going to make you fight me, Prophet. Done learning, I am. Teach you, I will."

Prophet smiled but did not find it funny. "What can you possibly teach me?"

"Survival. Make no mistake, destroy you I will." She whipped the lightsaber around again; a few times the tip struck the deck plates in front of her, causing sparks to shoot up. "It's time I stop toying with you."

"You, toying with me?" Prophet let out a loud chuckled. "I believe being a pilot has made you cocky."

"Confuse confidence with cockiness, you do." She stopped, pointed at him with the lightsaber, and said, "Undoing it will be." 

Just about at the end of the verbal jousting, Juna charged ahead, leaping off her feet and whirlwhipping her lightsaber with one hand for Magus Prophet's head. Prophet windmill spun the blade to block it. She landed close to him and backhand spun her blade around to take his abdomen. Prophet just reversed his thrust as it her and blocked the blade down. Juna wasn't done and forced her hands and blade up towards his head in a classic 90 degree. Prophet whirled the blade around to block that, and this time they locked up. It wasn't a classic lock up; Prophet just held Juna's lightsaber at bay. Juna just continued the fight, pushing with a lot of grit in her teeth, arms, and legs, redirecting her energies into the effort. Prophet's arms shook just a tad as he glared at her, but Juna kept pushing up.

"How I admire your passion, Juna," Prophet said coyly. 
"Oh…" Juna stopped speaking closed her eyes really tight, grunted, and suddenly her blade began to push his weapon back towards him. Prophet just eyeballed it as both blades of blood grew close to his chin. "…Shut UP!"

And then it happened; her blade rolled to his right and clipped a skull outcropping on his forehead; she had baited him. In response Prophet growled and pushed her off, and it showed; his more dominate physical strength sent her bouncing across the metal deck hard. He put his hand up to it, all the while Juna rolled back to her feet, stumbled to regain her balance as her ass hurt, and then jumped at him with lightsaber overhead…

Prophet reacted accordingly and blocked it, side stepped, and blocked again when she spun in reverse, and immediately the action increased in intensity. Juna came in high right, spun, move, right, right, left, jousted center, flick wrist up, and clipped Prophet's shoulder. He grimaced, blocked the follow up, and showed no sign he wanted to slow down, or even get aggressive again.
Juna just turned it up some more, getting closer, daring him to grab, and she created the circumstances by trying to use upper cut blows to take his head off. Prophet went to swing down to force her blade down and succeeded, only to have Juna step around him and give him a shove in the ass with her foot. He stumbled, turned, and blocked high right, high left, middle, middle, middle, low left, right, left, shoulder high right, left. She jumped, spun in a corkscrew and just about cut Prophet's nose.

When she landed, Juna brought the lightsaber around and in a upper swing she meant to take Prophet in half through the crotch, but his saving grace was the delay the metal deck produced when she overestimated the length of her blade. Sparks showered up as she fought it up, and she screamed, but Prophet flipped his huge mass over her, and by instinct she ducked and…
Just felt her lightsaber get clipped when the blade was up and she rolled, right at the tip. She held on, rolled up on her feet, and Prophet was there, standing, looking at her in disapproval but still, still not advancing. But how close was that? Juna could still feel the impact in her hands; the blow just about spun her out of control.

She leapt up on her feet, whirled, and continued to press, showing him that she wasn't putting up with his sly, defensive tactics. She wanted what he had to offer, and she wasn't going to be satisfied with anything less. Juna again came at him from her right, struck, left, struck, up, struck, down struck, down, down, down and up with her blade, spun, and clashed hard. Juna pulled back, eliminating any chance of Prophet may have had, or thought about, of grabbing her or pushing her blade, leapt straight up and with the grace of a dancer spun…
In fact it was a bit too much like a dancer, like a Alouha Bitter power leap; Juna's leap was too high, so when her swing swept through it took the tips of Prophet's horns off; just tiny bits of it. When she landed she blocked his overhand swing, and it was to meant to dislodge the weapon from her grasp. 
Prophet put his weight behind the stalemate and Juna's knees buckled at first, and then held steady. She mused through gritting teeth, "Come on…that's it?"

He looked around for a second, seemingly frustrated by her lack of giving up. Juna could feel the shifting in his emotions as he determined what was the next thing to do. It was obvious; kill her. That was the easiest solution and at the same time the hardest one he could make. It was a battle between his love for her and his own preservation. Everyone had it. Juna knew that all too well as her arms began to wobble; his leverage held her at bay; if she moved his blade would come down and she doubted in the position she was in she could move fast enough out of the way. Prophet had to back off.
He didn't. He wasn't. 

His teeth baring at her, she figured this was it and waited for him to use his strength to push her down. 

Prophet said, "Forgive me."

She was shoved down all right; by a Force Push! 
Juna threw her hands above her head to prevent being sliced in half and hit the metal deck hard. In one smooth motion, Prophet gestured at something across the room, and a flash of what was there popped in her head…
The gravity controls!

The lever came down, and the dials pegged immediately, and the gravity in the chamber increased at such a high, sudden rate even Prophet didn't expect his arms to be pulled down by the g-forces. As his hands came down, so did his lightsaber and it cut into the deck metal by Juna's head before he shut it off, for Juna couldn't move. 

The weight of her own body pinned Juna tight against the deck plating. Try as she may she couldn't move, and when the lightsaber was coming down she struggled for what seemed to be an eternity, but it was a fraction of a second…. 
Prophet managed to redirect its path and shut it off after he planted it no more than an inch from her right ear. The hot metal from the cut burned her ear, causing it to sizzle a tad but the noise so close to her was sickening to hear. She let out a strained scream, but it was short because her jaw threaten to pull away from the rest of her mouth, and her lungs, overworked from the exercise of survival, were straining against the pull of her new environment.

With a roar, Prophet suddenly stood up right, the power of the Dark Side augmenting his incredible strength against the gravitational pull of the chamber. He forced himself to take a step back, and it was a struggled step, but he managed just fine compared to Juna's wiggle movements. Unlike Juna, Prophet's lungs were great large tanks that could hold great volumes of air, and he had the strength even in his diaphragm to push air out and pull it in. A cleansing breath was tough to come by for her.

"That ought to hold you," Prophet forced out. He gestured towards the controls again, and the gravity lightened only a tad in order to let Juna breathe a little easier. Then with another gesture the controls locked up. "If you use the Force through your lungs, you will be able to breathe. But if you waver, thinking about trying to escape with it, I suspect you will pass out so if you don't want to don't even try it!"
Juna tried anyways, and immediately as she tried to raise her hand she saw spots before her eyes. She stopped, refocused her energies on her lungs, and it became easier to breathe; not much, just enough. But she was afraid to speak, fearing that her jaw will come off; all ready her skin felt like it was coming off her body as it was.

Prophet looked down into her once again brown eyes and said, "If you remain still, and just focus, you should last the entire time I am gone. I promise you, this won't take too long." He brought his hand up slowly, his lightsaber in it, and saluted her in the traditional Jedi matter shown to him by Jurivicious Pern. "You are one hell of a fighter, my Love."

Prophet turned, ignoring Juna's grunting protests with the sounds of his thudding footsteps on the metal plating. He found the carpeted stairs and in an instant he about launched himself into orbit; the sudden lack of intense gravity was a shock to his stressed body, and so he was in the middle of a muscle contraction. Catching himself and rubbing off his wet brow, he took one more look at his fretting helplessly prize and determined she wasn't going anywhere. He turned and headed down the junction corridor that lead to the rest of the ship, next to the atmospheric ducts.

Juna wasn't going to buy Prophet's argument and just lay there. Fighting, she managed to turn her head just enough, but found some of the heated metal the lightsaber produced against her right cheek. She cried out and found the strength to turn her head back, but at that same moment she about passed out. She could feel her blood and brain fluid seep downward with every passing minute; making her wonder how much longer her body could take this kind of punishment. She had to act now.
Again, she turned her head, and Juna gritted her teeth hard as her skin met the metal, burning her tender flesh. This had a worse effect than the ear because she could almost see it out of her right eye with the light puff of smoke that passed by. Her cheek quivered from the torturous sensation and wouldn't stop, begging for her to end it. Her goal though was in sight, and by staring at it the pain went away momentarily. With her hand she forced it open so a finger could point at the handle. Focusing, she felt the air leave her lungs and the Force travel up her hand towards the lever. In seconds she felt the lever hit against the locks, and the spots dominated her vision. She took in a large, deep breathe, and this time she coxed her body to absorb most of the oxygen so she could squeeze in more to fill her overworked lungs. When she couldn't do it anymore, Juna snapped her energies from her lungs, through her hand, and towards the lever…

The lever broke!

Eyes wide in shock, Juna realized she panicked and unleashed too much energy. The handle was her only visual aide to help her move the mechanics that were in the machine and with her brain becoming more oxygen deprived it was becoming too much for her to even focus on the Force externally. Juna managed to force her head to look up, look for some type of solution, and noted the power cables above her. The power converters buried within the controls would be the surest way of killing the power flow and prevent any backups from coming on line. But how to go about it was the problem…
You see you don’t need to gesture when one is so clear of mind. My intentions are on what I want to do. I feel yours is not.
The words of Qualeggoes first irked Juna, and then she realized the Jedi Master did have a good point.

Feel the Force around you. 

Yoda's words from the day she touched him and had inadvertently absorbed copied his knowledge trickled into her conscious, and if Juna could nod she would have agreed. Closing her eyes, she reached out and felt it, and then divided it in half; one half channeled through her body to keep her fluids stabilized and her lungs filled with air, while the other half snaked across the floor towards her dropped lightsaber. She could feel it, and then she heard it clink and clank on the metal deck as her Force Grip on it was tested against the heavy gravity. The activation stud pressed down and the lightsaber ignited with the familiar snap-hiss, followed by both the traditional hum and the locking mechanism kept the stud down and the weapon alive. With what she needed to do so clearly etched in her mind, Juna applied it to the lightsaber. The lightsaber moved with accelerated purpose with the heavy gravity causing very little problem, causing the weapon to spin towards the control system instead of heading towards it straight. The blade entered the casing flawlessly nonetheless, and with a loud BANG of the converter's exploding inside, and with her body not so strained with weight Juna felt her blood just flush through her body like a flash flood and for a few moments the biological exhilaration of being freed made her pass out.
Juna did come to, and if felt like hours had passed, but her still burning cheek betrayed that lie, along with her soaked in sweat body. Her breathing was by no means calm as she sucked in and barely pushed out through her open mouth, and her heart was not in her chest but everywhere in her body with thundering pulse. She went to get up, but the spots reappeared again before her eyes. Again, she tried to get up…
Her chest suddenly tightened, and her heart literally skipped a beat; Juna even felt her aorta shrink and flutter; all of it combined to painfully force her back down. The memory of the toxic injection Doctor Zorin gave her on Admiral Hooley's insistence flooded her mind just as much as her blood filled her mortal vessel; unseen residuals of the chemical stroke. She could have sworn she was healed from it.
Juna let go of everything, from trying to get up to touching the Force, and immediately the pain stopped. All there was left of it was her in a distressed, relaxed state.
Out of the corner of her watering eye, Juna watched Faradi approach her, took in the contempt the Sith Maiden was giving her through her fierce yellow eyes and wished with her sigh that she would go away.

"Ah, the dangers of Invoking the Spirit by the foolish light side novice," said Faradi with jovial sarcasm meant to be what it was; a way to downplay Juna's progress; her way of saying without saying it that in her eyes she didn't do jack squat. "Using such an Ability of Darkness for altruistic purposes poses two related problems. One is that you must open yourself fully to the Force in order to use it, and that invites the artifacts of the past buried in your being, and that my dear is number two. For a Jedi does not live in the past. The Dark Side, on the other hand, never lets you forget the pain that has brought you to this very moment." 
Faradi squatted down next to Juna, shrugged her shoulders, and said, "It's obvious, but your faith in light blinds you to it. When you have the conflict of principals so diametrical different, where your Jedi mind uses your Sithian gifts, the conflict can only escalate, and the Dark Side will remind you where Invoking the Spirit comes from. You were healed, my Dear, but only physically. As you just found out, your powerful mind as well as the powerful past have the reason and the ability to kill you if you don't use either properly to your advantage."
"It's all in my mind," Juna winded out, closing her eyes. In the storm that was the hotly contested debate between using calm and rage in her mind, she could see the horrible memory right there like a wound that couldn't heal; it wouldn't until she left this place, just like she needed to literally put Vhanba behind before she could figuratively put Vhanba behind. Like the Force, memories were connected by one long link and it was even worse for someone that had such a perfect memory like Juna; it was a long, long link. "In the dark side, the past is remembered, relived, and revenged."
"Yes," Faradi purred out. "And it is against your natural being to use light, especially with such a deliciously powerful Dark gift." She shook her head and held her hand out. "Now that you have learned the hard way, will you please take my hand so I can show how to do it the right way?" Her face became a twisted sneer. "Embrace your destiny, Damn It!"
"Shhhhhhh," mumbled Juna, causing Faradi to back off. "Can't you see I'm meditating?" 
"Oh, excuse me, Wannabewan," muttered Faradi in dread contempt. She eyed her flawed contemporary, watched Juna relax and collect herself. After another few moments, she said, "If you go back to Invoking, you're inviting trouble in the future. Another thing that can happen is if you use it too much, you may forget who you really are." 
When Juna finally decided, Faradi stood up and shook her head in disgust. "Of all the beings, he is no better than that green frak you were using."
"It isn't the skill I'm after," Juna said quietly. "It's the mood it will produce."

Juna felt her body grow in strength; grow stronger than it ever had; her sensitivity in the Force compensating tremendously. Her heart biologically felt better although she still carried bitterness with this spirit, and Faradi's warnings of the painful past pressed against her very soul and threatened heartache, but with it she found rapid recovery. True to the ability, she healed and achieved rest faster than her Human self could have managed with the Force. With this spirit and the Force, she was even faster.

Suddenly, Juna headspring to her feet in one smooth, powerful motion that didn't befit her stature. She ran down the corridor Prophet took, and in no time at all she saw him at the end of the corridor walking towards the blast door, igniting his weapon and facing the blast door that locked them inside; he walked the entire length of the long hall, explaining why he hadn't tore through the heavy metal door yet. She slowed to a walk when he ignited his weapon and stabbed it easily through the black plate; there were alerts of fear coming from the other side, the Vhinech obviously assigned to kill them when the fight was over. In mere seconds, Juna was going to prove to them that their fears were premature. 
When Juna stopped at the end of the corridor, the only space separating her and the door was the antechamber and Prophet. He had made a long cut from right to left, and in that series he came to a halt. His lightsaber remained in the door, the metal around it glowing to a melting white. His long, black hair ruffled, and some of it stood up in animalistic disapproval and challenge. The hum of the lightsaber, the sizzle of burning metal and fry dripping of the heated slag hitting the floor did nothing to deafen the sounds of his sniffing or the snorting that followed. Absolutely nothing else in the galaxy hid his growing anger through the Force, and eventually not even his turned body would hide his angered face for long.
Prophet was not upset that Juna had escaped her gravity well prison. He wasn't necessarily upset with these interestingly powerful tricks she was deploying against him; he disagreed with it, for it seemed as if she allowed an unknown entity take over her body even if it was still her thinking and, although cryptic in a silly sort of way, speaking; it was unnatural, and it even played on his most dormant religious values he would soon forget than embrace because of its weakening philosophy. What angered Prophet so was what he felt from Juna now, what he sensed and what he smelled; through her witchery, Juna had conjured up a specter within her that enraged him to no end.

"Turn around and face me, Prophet," said Juna. "Look at me. Face what angers you the most."

Prophet did turn around with a evil in his eyes, glaring into her eyes with total disapproval. Those eyes he loved so much were not eyes he despised the most. Eyes of an amber brown hue.

Enothchild Sarch's eyes.

It wasn't just the eyes, the eyes that replaced the dreamy pools Prophet enjoyed to gaze into. There was the stare that tied into it, the facial expression linked to it, and without very little effort he could 'see' Sarch standing in Juna's lovely place, and that wasn't a lovely sight to look at. It boiled his blood, literally heating him to equal the rage. 
Prophet ripped out his blade from the large hole it created, his chest rising and thumping as he spoke to her in a growl. "No." He shook his massive head with a little more quickness than he would have normal did. "No, he betrayed you! He does not have your love! He does not have your soul!!" He hesitated first, and then raised his lightsaber to point at her with accusation. "You cannot give him your soul!!!"
"I have," said Juna, which wasn't true but it was a goad. She would never, ever forgive Enothchild for what he had done, but Prophet didn't know that; he wasn't as certain as he was before she stopped his fondling caresses. It was an insecurity she knew he had before he captured her, a long forgotten train of thought in the back of his mind as he seduced her towards his will; he admitted such frailties in the Letter; the reason Prophet was so denouncemental of Enothchild was predicated more on her relationship with him than any ball busting, deadly grudge that had against one another. This was to Prophet what he just said; an acknowledgment by her that she accepted Enothchild's love. Not true, but in Prophet's warped mind it didn't matter, and Juna knew it.
"I've embraced him, Prophet," Juna taunted. "Can't you sense it? Can't you smell him?" She took the end of her unlit weapon and teasingly brushed it against her lower lip. "Of course you can."

"It’s a trick! A lie!" Prophet snorted. "Do not toy with me, Juna!"

"But Prophet, I assure you," she lowered her lightsaber to ignite it. "Enothchild's…toyed with me quite a bit. Just thinking about him makes me antsy. He has touched me in places only you can have wet dreams about."

Prophet cackled in denial and shook his head. "You do not love him! You love me!!! He has not set you free!! I have!!!"

Juna fiddled with the harmonic controls on the lightsaber, and to her satisfaction the blade grew longer; Enothchild's fighting style called for it to be long; through the haze of bad memories that lingered heavily in her conscious, she managed to find some of his expertise. As for the talking, it was all her. "You haven't set me free. You are weak in my eyes."
"Those ARE NOT YOUR EYES!" Prophet shouted. "I will not have you look at me with them!"

"Indeed they aren't my eyes. I belong to him. What are you going to do about it?"

"I am going to kill him!"

"And if my eyes remain the same? Come now, think; he owns me, Prophet. We'll just be together, inhabitants of the same body. Imagine the love we will experience together, for the rest of this body's natural life."

"NO!" Prophet came at her, controlled but it was still wild and full of aggression that always knew he possessed but had never used it against her. Their blades met as one, and they held together. "I will kill you if it is true!"
"If its proof you're after, then allow me to show ya!" 
Juna changed the traditional grip she was sporting to one that was all too familiar to Prophet, both her hands held the shaft with an over grip on one side. From there, she moved her weapon in a way that changed it from a unilateral cutting weapon to a staff of life she could only hold and move from one end; Enothchild's traditional style of fighting, the passive aggressor.
And so it began, and quickly Prophet's defensive box worked against him. Like a staff, Juna not only could bat away his weapon but thrust it forward quickly with more impunity behind it. He went instinctively to a triangular set, and when that failed a wide diamond, but every time Juna's point of attack was nearly too effective. With Enothchild's Invoked Spirit she had his skill and the Force augmented her strength beyond what she could have been able to manage on her own; Prophet felt it in the blows and seen it in her body moves. She began to become very liberal in her conservative mode, keeping her attacks in one set motion but moved her body around to prevent Prophet from adjusting and counterattacking. 

Juna would go in and cross right, cross left, cross right, right, right, up, left, right, up, left, DOWN, nearly cutting the top of Prophet's leg after he deflect the left attack. Then she moved towards her left, the weapon on her right, to prevent his shadowing of the weak side; she pirouetted, took a long stretch, whirled her weapon around one handed, and once she landed and with both hands and the weapon on her left side she torque spun and forced Prophet to block her leverage counterattack. 

Prophet had no choice; he abandoned most of his defense to lower her attacks wide. When he did, Juna immediately went on the defensive, always keeping more than the full length of her weapon between them. He let her feel his power, Hard right, Hard straight, Hard Straight left, Hard Straight right, Hard Shoulder left, a whirl, and an upper cut that was blocked down by Juna's weapon; her face every time he hit her weapon expressed the sarcastic sure joy of her body enjoying his strength…
And like a blur, she thrustered forward and the tip of her lightsaber poke his abdomen before he could instinctively react.

Prophet let out a shout, growled, and found Juna not following him; instead she just whirled her weapon lazily. He snarled out, "You are giving me no alternative."

"That's the idea, Chuckles," she mused as she whirled the weapon in front of her, trading the lightsaber from left hand to right hand each time. Again she goaded him. "I meant to say Enothchild's idea. Blame it on him if you hobble me with your wit."

Prophet's upper lip was twitching uncontrollably now. Coldly, he said, "I will make you yield, Juna." He stopped up taller than his height it seemed, and his blade stood before him now like a monolith of no doubt. "I can still love you even with a limb missing."

That sunk a little into Juna's collective intelligence and she began to wonder if she pushed him too much.

Prophet was quick on the charge and Juna was quick to intercept him. The lightsabers came together in full surround sound stereo, blaring with the unbridled passion of force behind every swing. He pushed against her aggressively, causing Juna to continuously move and be more creative in her offense. He swung for her feet, and he continued to dive down to avoid her decapitation attempt. Juna landed, flipped back, and blocked his overhand attack, pushed off and reversed her progress and missed cutting him in half. 

Quickly, Prophet made her work again by coming high and high again as if trying to take her head off, but then went for her and found her right shoulder, just a minor poke, but enough to cause her to yelp, grab her shoulder and back away. Unlike before he only gave her a one second relax period and gave pursuit. Prophet's bull charge nearly caught her off guard as another swipe for her right shoulder almost produced an amputated limb as he promised. Juna was quick to avoid it, blocking three attacks, and in a violently frenzy she whipped her lightsaber in front of her in a normal grip to back him away from the wall, and just as violently she leapt over him, landed, went back to the attack style she was using from the left side of her body and engaged Prophet in a repetitive circular motion with weapon and body. 

Strike, move weak, strike move weak side, strike, move, strike, move.

JAB!

The blade missed Prophet's face when he dove down, charged, and speared her with his shoulder; not an easy thing to do for him, considering he had to turn his head to his right considerably in order to prevent his horn from goring her. He then made a mistake; he picked Juna up. In response, Juna just brought her lightsaber down and touched it off on his left ass cheek. Prophet let go, she rolled over his shoulder in a flip, landed, and ran away with her whipping her lightsaber behind him to stop his pursuit, and he was chasing her.

In motion, they moved from the antechamber damaged with their missed opportunities back down the corridor towards the gravity room. In the narrow confined Prophet held Juna hostage to the ground, keeping her in front of him the entire time. However Juna was not helpless because of it; Prophet couldn't circle her towards her weak side right without having to cut a hole in the wall first. Prophet was confident that he could get his large hands back on her, but as long as Juna kept to her strategy of leaving her weapon and his weapon between them it wasn't going to happen anytime soon.
With every swing, with Prophet's long reach and Juna's long blade, contact was made with objects around them, causing showers of sparks and small amounts of destruction. Juna jabbed, almost finding or finding her larger than death target every time; the small corridor centered him and prevented lateral evasion. A check of herself found her in some pain but it was effectively blocked by the Force, but the onset of exhaustion was still a factor and her injured right shoulder though tamed was still a fluid built up factor if she didn't tend to it with the Force soon; hard to when she had to hang on to Enothchild's essence with her concentration, and at the same time deal with Prophet. Faradi's warnings were correct; Juna had forgotten that she was still Human.

They pressed on, pushing, each one daring the other to make a mistake that would allow the other to capitalize on. Both their levels of frustration continued to grow when opportunities were missed or objectives were somewhat achieved. 

Juna went into a sequence meant to bait him by keeping her attacks above her while she took a knee. Prophet, however, side stepped to his right and forced her against the wall when their blades locked, lifting her off her feet with a yell held her in the air when she hit the large atmospheric duct behind them. The pain from the impact was enough to cause her to let go contact, and everything she used up to that point vanished from her mind like a slowly fading away picture tube image. It wasn't even a quarter-powered hit, but it was just enough to shake her up.
"I have you now, my Love," Prophet said through his gritted teeth. "There are your eyes. Yield or I will have them!"

"Never!" Juna shouted out through her heavy breath. 
"Juna, how can you forget all that the son of a bitch did to you! How soon do you forget the passion he had with your mother! Do you cast such a blind eye so conveniently, or are you not a woman of conviction?" Prophet pressed her harder into the tube, more to knock sense into her than to prevent her from escaping. "We had so much in so little time. You wasted ten years on a man who never saw you for anything you were. A man that decided to let his hand caress your mother's breasts."

Juna tried to shut it out to focus, but those words fiddled with her concentration. She focused on Enothchild's spirit, but only found the memories Prophet referred to. She couldn't get over it; every time she tried to put it aside it just made it worse. It didn't help that Prophet was there to constantly remind her about the truth. She choked out a sob, her body becoming soft as it just everything burned her.

"Such a man who's only ambition in life was to replace your so called father. He let me kill the imposter. You know it to be true! You know it all to be true! Admit it!"

Juna stopped sobbing and her body got tense with anger. "I will admit this for it is true: get your ass of a face out of my face, because your breath STINKS!"

Juna hit Prophet in the chest with strong Force Push, and his mass struck the metal wall, indenting it with the force times the mass acting against it. Without another thought she didn't bother with the Invoking and charged for one killing blow….

Prophet saw it, swung, hit her blade, and the force carried her around towards the duct. The weapon sailed into the duct, and as she fell it cut a hole in it…

Suddenly the injured part of the tube collapsed. Juna found herself picked up by invisible hands not tied to Prophet in any way; her lightsaber had ruptured a major intake valve in the Orpheus' atmospheric system, and the intakes which collectively recycle great volumes of air from throughout the super vessel in the pipe were now threatening to pull her, Prophet, and whatever else was not tied down, bolted down, wielded down to anything. Juna grabbed some of the tortured metal left hanging from the tube with her left hand, shut off and put away her weapon by tucking it down her pants, and quickly grabbed what there was to hold on to with her right hand. Prophet had all ready latched a hand to the nearby railing and it barely held him as it bent because of the pull on his body and his reluctance to let go. The intake fans were distant, and the wreckage wasn't going to find them anytime soon, so therefore she and Prophet had to endure the hurricane-like suction. 
Irony far from missing during this time, Juna couldn't help to think she needed a breather, a break to get some air, but this was all a bit too much as she felt her grip slipping.
Prophet stretched out with his hand, somehow he managed to get his lightsaber on his belt during the whole start of the episode, and shouted, "GIVE ME YOUR HAND!"

"NO!" was Juna's curt reply.

"DO NOT BE FOOLISH! YOU WILL DIE IF YOU DO NOT! TAKE MY HAND, DAMN IT!"

Juna thought about it, felt her hands slip even more, took a look down the dark shaft, and looked back at Prophet. "I GOT A BETTER IDEA! COME GET ME!!!"

"NO, JUNA!" He leapt out to grab her hand, but she rolled her fingers open in order to avoid his just missing grasp; his claws cutting her fingers as she was pulled down the vent. "NO!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!" 

The wind drew her hard down the center of the shaft most of the way, but on occasion Juna found herself bumping into the smooth metal walls of the shaft and it hurt. She ohed, ahed, and cursed after every bump, unable to see with her normal eyes what lied ahead. Using the Force she enhanced her vision…
"Oh poodoo!" She ignited her lightsaber in time to cut the haggle of metal plating that she caught up to before it stuck her. The newly created pieces spun from the cut, and suddenly she realized her error too late as her body was pulled between them; the metal actually had slowed her progress, the reason why she was taking bumps in the first place due to lack of suction. As she zipped by them, the spinning metal plates cut into her body with long scratches starting at her legs and going up her body. 

In pain, Juna added a new problem by letting go of her lightsaber; the weapon stayed lit and danced right after her in a whirling death blur, cutting in the walls and whatever else was in the shaft except for Juna who did all she could to twist her body out of the way of the cutting. She tried to grab it with the Force, but something grabbed her attention first….

A light was flashing below her feet, and a quick look showed her that she was approaching the intake fans.

"Not good!" She looked back up at the lightsaber. "NOT GOOD!" And she looked past it to see the metal plates still giving chase, aiming to crush her if the fans didn't cut her up. "FRICKING NOT GOOD!" 
Nothing came to mind to prevent the inevitable. Juna closed her eyes; this was it…

Her feet made contact with something solid, momentarily stopping her, and the Force told her it was the fan's exterior crossway mounting bracket! 

Like a flash, Juna threw herself against it, held on with both a hand and her feet, turned, and in smooth motion caught the lightsaber by the handle right at the precise moment it presented itself, swung it blindly, and cut both plates in half again with the one swing. The pieces hit the fan, and the assembly blew apart; Juna felt the blades miss her, one even cutting a piece of her flying hair off near her right ear. With the fans destruction Juna fell hard to the bottom of the shaft, fainting momentarily more for her pure luck than her near death experience and her throbbing in pain body.
Coming to, Juna forced herself towards the small access hatch that even her body could barely squeeze through. She squeezed through, and fell to the deck that was some ten feet below her. She laid there, once again admiring the courage and sacrifice of Nadja Moranna and every Jedi Knight for that matter as the pain and brutality of the lightsaber fight dulled her brain and body into uselessness. Juna had to admit she was definitely no Enothchild Sarch and she was absolutely no Nadja because she doubted very much that she could stand up again after all she went through. The battle made her loose twenty pounds from sweating, the air that sucked her down the pipe froze her, and everything else just kicked her ass.
Worse it was far from over. Even worse than that she had to wake up in the morning if she survived this.

Breathing again, a statement that was far from ironic sarcasm, Juna centered herself and finally stood up. She took in her surroundings, and discovered she was in the massive arena-like space that could only be the ship's pressure/volume balancer; where the air trapped in the large global space kept the ship's structure from collapsing on itself; much like an air dome was kept inflated by constant circulating air. Her journey in the duct took her to the center of this mainly open ended metal universal which had very little catwalks to speak of that lead away from it to the main interior of the ship, which wasn't bad in one way considering that, based on the angle of the duct, she was downward from where she started and it would take a considerable amount of time for the death guards to catch up with her.
The thought of her good fortune and bad pains was laid to rest when she saw a flash further up the duct, away from the central platform. There, looking closely, Juna saw the whirling of a lightsaber blade and the befalling of a piece of freshly cut ductwork. It fell to the narrow catwalk immediately ahead of her, and the distance was relayed to her when she only heard the echo and not the initial impact. It could only be Prophet, confirmed only seconds later when his form fell from the opening and landed on the catwalk with a heavy thud.
There was a moment of staring contemplation between the two.

Prophet began to run hard towards Juna, lightsaber ready, anger clearly etched on his face.

Juna closed her eyes, and did all she could to get herself back into Invoking the Spirit and fast.

She could hear his steps over her own heartbeat, growing louder as he grew closer.

He could smell her blood and her spiritual metamorphosis as he grew nearer.

Prophet ran faster.

Juna breathed faster.

His foot stepped on the central deck…

She finally ignited her weapon…

He roared………

She opened her dark brown eyes……..

Prophet's first strike was stopped by Juna's two handed broad stroke. This was followed by a series of strikes from each against the other's weapon from left high, left low, right middle, left middle, clockwise and counterclockwise. All the while they moved about on the wide open deck, moving with anticipation and guts, avoiding the death blows and going for glory. 

Juna made him work, moving quickly with the same pepper grace as Yoda and showing him Enothchild's sword techniques. Prophet moved hard with everything, hitting her weapon with enough impact to almost knock it out of her hands or send her off balance enough to where he could deliver a blow that would end the fight; to Juna, he seemed more bent on not just removing a limb to stop her, but she could still feel the conflict coming from him; a war of frustrations.
Prophet wasn't about to give up however as he forced her to flip out of the way, and again forced her to go on the defensive and move her body; constantly moving her body to tire her out, and in this new series Juna looked winded. Her abused body couldn't take much more punishment and fight; it wasn't built for a war like this. Only the inherited skills and the will to survive kept her alive and on her quest. 

Stubbornness. Lady Juna Belladonna Rapier Angelleia the First was the most stubborn woman he had ever met!

The thought cost Prophet; Juna suddenly managed to get a normal lightsaber swing in and actually clipped his bony chin. The smell of his burnt flesh and the pain with it made him bite down hard on his own lower lip, causing it to bleed his blood and his determination.

Prophet came at Juna with a redoubled fury that she acquainted to as desperation; this was actually the last desperate act of a rational man; after this, she was going to be up against an even more unstoppable beast. She was solely on the defensive now, evading everything he threw at her with his weapon…

And then something hit her leg hard, causing her to spin in place, but she regained her footing. The Force screamed at Juna to spin and strike and she did, destroying a piece of railing that had earlier become dislodged by their battle that flew towards her. In the same motion she caught Prophet's blade and they locked in the position; her augmented Enothchild strength against his.
"GIVE UP! DON'T MAKE ME DO THIS!" yelled Prophet. He was inferring to the pieces of debris he was throwing at her with the dark side of the Force. Now he was fighting dirty. "DON'T MAKE ME DESTROY YOU!"

Arms buckling and the strain on her face, Juna watched her blade get pushed down slowly towards the deck, and her lack of answer elicited another piece of junk to attack her. She moved downward at the waist to avoid it, came up…

Prophet let her up, spun counterclockwise, and caught Juna at the top of her left shoulder as she instinctively fell to her right. She rolled away and cried out, coming up and delivering a killing blow that was blocked successfully by Prophet. Quickly she discovered her arms were growing weaker by the instant she left her arms in one place high and moved them, remembering that her legs were still good despite the scratches and bruises. Again more objects came at her one at a time to distract her, but she kept moving out of the way with her legs before engaging her foe briefly. The engagements were brief affairs; she made contact with his blade and moved on. At one point some time ago she wanted to retort his demand, but now her body was starving for air her mouth worked hard to suck in as much as she could before she was forced to exhale. The nonstop action was now catching up with her, and with all the events going on around her through the Force she couldn't use her birthed advantage to help her. Trying to get one of the spirits invoked prior to the new round of fighting was too long and too taxing and she relied solely on a weak combination of the memories of the two along with her speed.
When a freshly cut panel when they ventured too close to one of the control vanes finally struck her thigh hard, and she nearly collapsed, Juna realized that this was it; in the next minute or so either she won or she died.

In moments, an idea occurred to her…

Prophet again came at her with a blitzkrieg of fire, forcing her on the defensive and causing her to back up against the edge. At any moment Juna was ready to lose, he could feel it in her waning strength and hold on the Force. He peppered her again with broad side hits, and every blow was countered slowly. The next to last blow was actually stopped by one of his Force Grip attacks on a piece of machinery. 

The last blow struck Juna's lightsaber and it was knocked over her shoulder…

And Juna sailed over the ledge, missing the catwalk!

Falling with her lightsaber.

"NO! JUNA!" Prophet cursed himself as he quickly raced over to the ledge. "Stupid! Stupid! STUPID!!!" He stole a glance over the ledge; saw the seemingly bottomless pit below him. "No."

Then he sensed her below him, and with a careful lowering of his upper body to look under, he saw an identical platform like the one he was on some thirty feet below. He could feel her there, relieved. 

Smiling, he mused out loud in the hopes that she could hear him, "YOU CAN'T FOOL ME, MY MUSE! YOU ARE TOO CLEVER TO DIE!" Prophet felt her stunned surprise and felt her need to hide. 
Quickly he leapt down, and with the Dark Side he shifted his body over to land on the catwalk. Standing up, he found large support struts meant to hold the upper platform up before him; the area dark because the artificial light from above did not shone here. The other catwalk had a force field erected all the way down the other end of it because the central atmospheric control center was down that way; Juna couldn't get around it even if she out ran him to it.
Prophet smiled and said, "Now where could you be hiding?" He sniffed loudly and even though the surrounding air currents were loud he was certain she could hear everything he said and did. Immediately, her blood tickled his nostrils and he proceeded into the domain. He shut down his weapon, but kept it ready as he moved about to camouflage him in the darkness. The wind funneled through and carried his voice in a way that wouldn't betray his position in the near dark.

"You made me break my promise to you," said Prophet as he moved on. "Do you like your punishment? Obviously not. Nor did I enjoy giving it to you. My hands for you were meant to feel your body in passion, not to bruise your tender flesh. Quiver under my caresses, not out of fear."
Prophet moved quickly from pillar to pillar, following the trail she left, catching sight of the blood that had dripped from her wounds; drops, but even in his anger towards her he felt ashamed. However it just made him more furious; Juna asked for this, pestered him to the point that he granted her every wish. "To moan," he stopped when he heard her suck in a breath close by, and on cue she did moan. "From my probing of your female virtues, not because I have marked you. To be out of breath from my deep kissing. For you to be exhausted and driven mad by my efforts to love you."

He eyed the pillar in front of him, and a shadow drifted behind the pillar. He could feel her draw upon the Force again, preparing herself for another round. Quietly he put his lightsaber back on his belt and silently walked towards his target. Reaching the pillar, he pressed his body against it, raised his hands…

"Now I will end this fight so we can pick up where we left off in that matter!" Prophet's arms moved swiftly around each side of the pillar, towards Juna's surprised form, and felt his victory…

VANISH! 
GONE!!!

SHE WAS NEVER THERE!!!!!

NEVER HAD BEEN IN THAT PARTICULAR SPOT IN THE FIRST PLACE!!!!!!!
Remembering the decoy trick inadvertently learned from Master Yoda, the same one she pulled on Dizzy, Muriel, and Nue, Juna employed it against Prophet, using his familiarity of her Force signature against him. Just as clasped his grasp around to grab her decoy, created by the Force and thin air, Juna emerged from the shadows directly behind Prophet so the scent of her blood would be close by to trick him, and as she did to catch the infected data pad chip Casper accidentally launched into orbit on Coruscant she moved with unprecedented, unstoppable speed in one last strike. 
All Prophet heard was the thunder of her movements. The lightening, the lightsaber, was all ready through the middle of his back, out his chest through his sternum, and into the steel pillar with a bright, glowing sizzle, the metal burning into his flesh as the energy weapon inside popped and burst his heart, the heat charring his lungs, the round wickedness of the energy boil and cutting whenever and wherever it was at those given moments, offering no relief.
Juna let out a howl when everything around her speed back up to normal, and then she pulled the weapon right out straight when Prophet's large arms went limp. He slid down the pillar, the pillar painted with a single swath of his purple Vhinech blood as he did, starting where the burned in hole was created by the impalement, and finally Magus Prophet fell back hard from his seated position, eyes closed and his last breath exhaled in a loud, blood filled gurgle. 

Juna herself stumbled and fell back, her weapon dying right along with Prophet, but unlike him she stared at him with large open eyes, hyperventilating for air, her chest heaving every half second as the time passed ever so slowly. For a moment it was like what had happened was a dream. A good dream. A nice dream, where she slays the Beast at the end and saves the day. The kind of dream she vowed never to have again; the one where it gave her false hope and promise, the kind where it was in reality too good to be true.
And then she would wake up.

Or in this case, Magus Prophet would.

He didn't.

She let out a "Ha," as the time passed. Another. A third. When a puddle of blood oozed from under him slowly, she escalated it to "Ha ha."  She took her foot and nudged his head. 

Nothing.

She kicked his head.

Nothing. 

She hovered the heel of her boot over his still, evil face and brought it hard on his nose. 

Absolutely nothing but the sound of her boot breaking his nose. She thumped down two more times, and pulled her foot away. 
Aching, Juna began to laugh lightly as she drew her legs up to her chest. She wrapped her arms around them, the pain subsiding a little with every breath exhaled in hesitant joy. Finally her laughs turned into sobs and her realization that the horrors that lasted the last ten years, from childhood up till now, had ended, replaced by a grief and guilt releasing nervous breakdown of tears. Her journey through Hell had begun a long time ago on a planet that no longer existed, the reminders of such unspeakables continued to chase her when she escaped their hands, eventually she found herself relenting and momentarily giving up so they could catch up, the chasing ending with one quick stab in the back and it couldn't have happened better to such an evil creature that took her Father's life and attempted to alter her life into his vision.
It was over.

Bendian Rapier's murderer was dead.

Juna Rapier's tormentor was slain by her hands.

The galaxy's greatest threat was no more.

It was like a nightmare had ended, and when Juna picked up her head to look at Prophet's body again she felt that it was light. Her head, not to mention her body, felt very light. The Jedi Council had told her of the burden she carried, and even Magus Servant saw it. All these years the burden grew heavy, perhaps it even stumped her growth. But it was gone now.
So were the tears and the sorrow. She said quietly, "You can rest now, Papa." 

Juna wiped her face, struggled to her feet, and stumbled towards Prophet. Bending over with great care that betrayed her lingering fears she reached into his utility belt pouch and with some fiddling around she pulled out the unusual and familiar data card with the word SON etched in it in Vhinphyckian strokes.
Tucking it away, Juna hopped more than walked, picked up the only weapon available to her, and with fastest possible pace preceded down the lonely catwalk for the exit. Every so often she would stop, turn back, and she could still see his shadowed form. There was…something. What it was it had nothing to do with him being even remotely alive. Yet…was she waiting for him to move? Did she forget something?
Or was it that she waited for him to move?

Irony was ironic in its simplicity. With Prophet dead, he no longer moved. Still alive, Juna turned and moved, moving forward and looking ahead towards her immediate and long term future, her labored breaths outpacing her steps every step of the way.
