CHAPTER 57.0

Angelleia had helped the medical personnel with McBain – no one still knew who he was – through the processes of immediate treatment and care, but after some time she had to excuse herself. It visibly disappointed the Human physician on call at the space station’s med center because he was curious on how the Padawan Healer was going to treat the badly injured patient. She apologized; as she explained it she could not find her focus which was true; what she did not further say was she was feeling unexpectedly great guilt. She agreed to wait around outside to hear a prognosis only because she needed that time to get her mind right before moving on.
In the deserted waiting area of the emergency room, Angelleia found little comfort on the couch she sat down, just as she at first found little comfort in the Force in the beginning of her meditation. The guilt….she never realized how guilty she felt! If it were water, she would be drenched with it to the core! 

She had never realized that not listening to Juna was so guilt-inducing, how walking away from her protector could instill such feelings of conscious culpability; to the point that she felt like she had killed someone. No, not someone: many someones!

She had never felt so wrong in her life; Angelleia could not believe that what had happened a few hours ago was so much more wrong than lying to dear Zesha about talking to dark side ghosts on Alderaan. The longer she had treated that poor stranger, the more gut-wrenching this feeling had become. She had to get control over it, or she was not going to be able to help herself let alone anyone. Her deep breaths helped little in the beginning; the biological stench from that badly injured man had caked her tunic.
As time passed and away from the patient, Angelleia was feeling much better; that guilt still lingered like that ill-barbecue stink on her clothes, but she found she could ignore it while in this state of center and relaxation. The guilt would come back the moment she attempted to release herself from her trance; it wanted to race back quickly as opposed to slowly fading away as she focused on herself from within. She was not certain what that meant, confused and disoriented by these feelings because something within this guilt told her she had no choice but to feel this.

“Master Healer?” Angelleia opened her eyes, and gripped her crossed legs hard as that guilt decked her like a real life punch to the head. The treating doctor was asking again, “Master Healer, am I bothering you?”

“Eh, no. No,” said Angelleia, standing up abruptly. She tugged at her tunic, and she hesitated to continue; as she shook her tunic, where her tunic did not touch her skin, the guilt faded away to nothing. It dawned on her….
“Are you alright?” asked the doctor.

“Ummm….is it possible to get a scrub tunic?” asked Angelleia politely, feeling guilty – her own guilt – for asking. “My sense of smell is taking a beating from having that man’s burnt flesh…”

“Absolutely.” The doctor left and came back a minute later with a green-gray, thin, large scrub tunic worn casually in hospitals by surgeons. “I was wondering about that: I can smell the flesh charcoal radiating right off of you; can’t be any healthier for the nose of a female Vhinphyc.”

“Excuse me.” Angelleia went into the fresher station, took her Jedi tunic off, and the relief was instantaneous. The feeling was the very literal interpretation of taking off the heavy weight of guilt. As she pulled on new, ugly tunic, forcing it past her horns, she understood her problem before. She had lost focus, and therefore she had lost control over her recently discovered asilamorphic ability; the guilt was from that injured man, and it had been so overwhelming it had filtered so easily into her conscious worry.
Leaving the fresher station, buckling her belt over the tunic and checking the clearance of her oversized lightsaber, Angelleia tossed the ruined tunic into a biohazard chute on the other side of the check in desk and was met by the doctor in front of the desk. Blowing out her breath, she asked, “How is he?”

“Bad, he’ll be lucky if he recovers,” said the doctor, crossing his arms to continue his recital. “It’s strange though: you know all that material we pulled off of him? We thought it was a prosthetic aide.” Angelleia nodded. “I don’t know for sure, but….I don’t think it was a prosthetic.”
“Oh?”

The doctor explained, “Well, it’s damaged badly, and the electrical damage his body sustained just affirms its destruction, but…see, this prosthesis doesn’t contain engineering to suggest it aides mechanical locomotion of the arm. Its not even embedded anywhere in his arm deeper than the skin. And as a neuro-replacement device, for nerve damage, there’s no neurorelays anywhere on his person to transmit the signal.”
“That’s interesting,” said Angelleia. She played with her Padawan braid in a peculiar way; something she was not accustomed of doing too much, but lately she had. “Part of it did look like a weapon.”

“That knife-looking thing? Yeah, it did. But there were parts there that did not correspond with weapon-use profiles.” The doctor shook his head. “In any case, we won’t know more until we take off his arm; bacta is not going to repair that damage. It can’t be saved: the arch points in that contraption sheered right to the bone. The pain will be so intolerable it can kill him.”

Grimacing, Angelleia said, “Is he stable enough for an amputation?”
Sighing, the doctor said, “We’ve ran into another problem with our guest. His body is fighting an undetermined infection separate from his injuries. After antibiotic rounds his counts are still through the roof, and his body temp is above normal. Until he regains consciousness, or unless wherever he came from has the answers, immediate surgery will be his last resort.”

She sighed, but Angelleia cut it short and said, “His ship! I’m certain he was coming from it when I found him in that corridor.”

“I’ll notify the port authority.”

“No, better let me handle that,” insisted Angelleia. “It may not look it yet, but this infection he’s fighting could be a pathogen.” She held up her hands. “I’m not saying it is, just being conservative here. I’ll contact you if I find anything.
The doctor nodded, and the two exchanged comm frequencies. Angelleia began to retrace her steps back where she had found the unconscious man at the junction that connected to the docking rings. She did not have to this; just as she did not have to figure out who had killed the Aabracan family on Desderanda X. However there was no one to stop her this time. Be it the pull of the mystery of an unconscious man riddled with horrible guilt enough she could feel it, or the pushed away feeling she still felt after being separated from Juna for several hours, either reason was relevant enough in the Vhinphyc’s mind. One more reason: this was just something she wanted to do, and it was something perhaps more personal, and more important, than returning a small child to her family and her people before. The man possessed more intrigue, more riddles, more unknowns.

Just like Juna.

Finding the junction Angelleia put Juna out of her mind, but not before cursing her a bit for having introduced her to her asilamorphic power. Looking back to where she had come from the Path followers on a whim, she expected to still barely see them still waiting tirelessly, endlessly for their transport. Something was wrong; the warning sign fixtures were not there before, and by their appearances they had been up for quite a while.

Confused, Angelleia checked the cartography number of the corridor before using her nose to pick up the unconscious man’s burnt scent: both confirmed this was where she had come from. She found her feet dragging across the very steps she took from that filled lounge those people were at; every step back met unfamiliar territory and explained territory that did not fit the context of her personal memory files. The further she went, the more damaged and in disrepair everything was. Metal was flash burned, twisted, buckled, and ruined; the damage more and more with every step, and when it all came into view, Angelleia froze to a stop in shock.
Save for the stairs and the surrounding walking area, several levels of the space station was missing; destroyed by some not-too-long-ago explosion of some kind. The ticket counter, the lounge area: it was not there! In fact, a force field was up to keep the void of space out where she had seen all those Path followers beforehand, where she saw that little girl run, where her parents had come from to greet her. It made no sense, this scene!

Bewildered as she stopped a few inches away from the erected force field, Angelleia thumbed on her comlink and got the hospital. The nurse on duty said after the initial greeting, “The doctor has been expecting your call, Master Healer. I’ll go get him.”

“I’m not at the ship,” Angelleia clarified as she just stared on at the nothing that was there, where that child should be. “I….got turned around and I’m staring at a big, gaping hold in the space station. What had happened here?”

“Oh, that had happened nearly a month ago,” said the nurse mournfully. “A Trans Corellian Flightliner Service pod came out of hyperspace too close to the station and crashed. A terrible thing, not like what had happened on Ord Mantell, but still terrible.”
The one question that had to be asked escaped Angelleia’s small mouth. “Were there any survivors at all?”

“None,” said the nurse. “Security systems recorded a small contingent of Path followers being in that section at the time of the crash. Those poor people; they never knew what hit them.”

Spellbound by the revelation, Angelleia just switched off her comlink without saying goodbye and unable to hold it she dropped it on the floor. For whatever reason she raised her hand and tested the force field, and it indeed existed, bouncing her hand back. Still, Angelleia could not believe it. She had felt that little girl, Eldena, through the Force and when she had touched her! She could smell her tears! She could smell her parents! She heard Linus Wegdim’s kind words in her ears. And where the mother Calentara had kissed the back of her hand it itched now as if the kiss was more recent than a few hours ago.
Slowly, Angelleia dropped to her knees and just stared on, too devastated to understand what had occurred. Unaware by the arrival of the woman who was her mother; unaware that she was being studied by Juna so close now. It was easy to overlook the arrival; the young Jedi wanted to disconnect from everything she thought she knew, and from anything she did not want to know.
Juna had still not made up her mind on what to do next, but she was no longer angry at Angelleia or herself. For once, and the first time in a long time, she did not have to force herself to calm down. When all the problems of the universe had ceased to be her problem to solve, she had found a serenity not felt since she was mere child not expecting to be someone important. It would not last forever, so she took that feeling, took a long nap, and when she still had that feeling she sought Angelleia out. She honestly found it difficult to find her through the Force until moments ago when she had felt a somewhat familiar turmoil that she had experienced pierced through her organized mind.
When she saw Angelleia’s long stare at the damage present at the space station, and her fall to the floor on her knees, Juna just knew what had happened. The turmoil her Daughter generated through the Force reminded her of all those times she had bore witness or had felt the unexplainable; from the Dark Forest of Sabbath on Alderaan, to some of the more evil-feelings locations of Rapier Grounds where inanimate objects like statues would, through the Dark Side of the Force, stare at her. There were these contexts, Juna had discovered, that only the likes of she, her mother Naressa, and clearly now her Angelleia, could only ‘see’, experience, and too often suffer from them. As Juna had learned herself these things happened often with a clouded unfocused mind, although there were times even with all sorted and unwavering in spirit such horrible sights were forced on them to be seen.
After studying Angelleia with just her eyes, Juna let her bare hand touch the nearby wall, and just in that fraction of contact she ‘felt’ that terrible day in her mind. Sighing, she said aloud, “It’s not easy being who we are.”
Angelleia turned on her knees and looked up at Juna. She then stood up quickly and said, “I….saw people here, in this place, alive…and all of this was….”

“Intact.” Juna nodded in understanding.

“I found this couple’s daughter in the level above!” Angelleia pointed right where she had found young Eldena; easy to do with the gaping hole through the ceiling that extended to the next three levels above it. The main bracers that would hold the walkways of the floor above were damaged, but intact and manageable to walk on. “I brought her back down here. She was alone, lost, she had just….”
“Walked away,” said Juna. She strolled towards and then around the force field. She eyed the rising ramp that would lead to the level above; it was not sealed off by the force field, thus anyone could walk up it at least so far and perhaps get around the energy deterrent.

Sighing, Juna turned around and said to Angelleia, “And moments before Linus and Calentara Wegdim had realized their child was gone missing, a ship crashed right into the depot. It shattered into atoms upon impact; the damage just enough to cause everyone not killed by the crash to be blown out into space.”
Stupefied, Angelleia asked, “How did you know the Wegdims?”

“I never met them, just as you never did,” assured Juna. She showed her bare hands, raising them with palms upturned. “As you so eloquently, and correctly, pointed out earlier, they are a part of the Force now having first played out a destiny in it.” She rested her left hand on some upturned metal not covered by the force field. “Their names, their lives, and their ends are forever etched into this crude matter. The remnants of their mortal forms left behind in steel, plastic, blood, and dust.”

“But I….” Angelleia threw her hands up and said, “I found their daughter, I brought her back here! I….they were Path followers, the Wisdom of the Wake!” When Juna nodded her head to indicate she knew all that, it just made the Vhinphyc more insistent. “They were waiting for a transport, waiting for a long time for it! The mother kissed my hand! I smelled the little girl’s tears! I….I saw them, felt them! They were real!!!”

Juna looked at her sadly and asked, “To a Jedi alone, ask yourself what is real? Are you and I real? What makes us real, our existence alone? The acknowledgement of others that they can see us as we see them? Our own abilities to think, to feel, to know we exist, and that the Force itself exists?”
Raising her hand, Juna let concentrated, but safe, Force energy come from her and at Angelleia. Angelleia felt its unusual warmth, like a summer breeze. Juna asked, “Did you, the flesh, feel that, or did you, the luminous being in the Force, feel that? If you believe we are shells that contain energy, Angelleia, then what is inside of them is what really matters the most in how we truly see things, feel things.”
“But they were real,” insisted Angelleia. “They did not feel like energy. I don’t know how anything….” She just could not find the words. That was quite easy given the experience.

Nodding in understanding, Juna approached Angelleia and took it step by step; starting with Angelleia’s own physical steps. “You walked up that ramp. You sought and found the girl.” She drew her attention to the entire trip, and slowly Angelleia began to see how she could, and did, manage to actually walk through the damage. “You brought her back down. You stood right about….” She went to move Angelleia, but she then squeezed her shoulders tight with her hands and said, “Here!”

Angelleia turned and looked at the hole in the space station. It all came back to her, her journey to the little girl and back, only this time it had featured none of the characters she had thoughts she had interacted with. It all came to her; conversations with no one, holding hands of no one, saying goodbye to no one. Her path to the girl and back had never crossed the force field and avoided every avenue that would have prevented her journey.
“You see it now, don’t you,” said Juna softly. She kneeled down beside Angelleia as Angelleia did her best to wrap her mind around the revelation. “You walked and conversed with the spirits that had been stuck here, in this place.” Angelleia turned to her and frowned in confusion. “For them you have changed their destinies.”

“I don’t understand.”

“In the Force, they are ghosts, haunting these places where they had died or had faced a horrible tragedy that had affected them so much in life. Such unresolved issues haunt them in life, even if it was only for a fraction of a second, it will haunt them in the afterlife, and so they are stuck here without a solution to the problem. They only know what limits them, right up to that point in their life where it had all ended. The cycle just keeps repeating; a layman would call that haunting. Such despair, or rage, or fright, are entrenched in the Dark Side of the Force. Any other Jedi could only pass it off as a disturbance in the Force. You and I do not, and cannot.”
Juna stood up and looked about the place again, taking everything in through the Force. She said, “We can feel the change here. I know I do. This place had once been a place of great tragedy. Echoes of it still exist in the Force, but as with all echoes the ‘sound’ is fading away. Matters have been settled here that could not have been in life.”
Turning to Angelleia, Juna said to her, “This proves that destiny is not what you may think it is. When the outcome of these innocent people’s tragedy occurred, was that truly their end? Were they to stay here, in spirit, for the rest of their existence, spending eternity wondering where that dear child had run off to, who they never saw alive again? Is it a question, then, that your destiny was to release them from this prison?”
After some thought, Angelleia asked, “Then was it my destiny to ‘see’ them, and free them?”

Juna smiled. “I hope so. Perhaps now, in peace, united together, they have no more destinies to fulfill. It is truly the end for them. And when such things happen, and it affects us, it must be for a reason. It’s the completion of one our destinies, and the beginning of another, or a continuation of one that started when we were born.”

Putting a hand on Angelleia’s shoulder, she said, “Because of this, we must be careful with our gifts. It may be our destiny, it may not be. At best, we must be vigilante of and to ourselves. We must so others, or such things like this, may not alter what we hope to accomplish. This…is no different than acting out in anger like I did.” She raised a hand to stop Angelleia’s apology. “That is behind us. Think of that argument not as an argument, but the reason why you came here and had freed these spirits from their prison.”
Angelleia smiled and said, “I like that.” She became a little disappointed and said, “I wish the Jedi Order held such understandings.”
“They don’t because they are afraid on dwelling on things they cannot control,” said Juna rationally. “And even non-Jedi cannot handle it. As you can see I hung onto the memory of a dear friend very tightly to the point I let what was good about him slip through my fingers; all there was in my hands, then, was his death. It can get the best of us.”
Both hands on Angelleia’s shoulders, Juna looked her in the eyes. “Only very special people can overcome it quickly. Even then, we have to understand we cannot live for the dead. We can only reconcile, remember, and move on. It’s difficult, but possible.”

Angelleia nodded again in understanding. She smiled, but then felt something again. Since this time she was more focused than previously, she could tell what she felt was a sudden feeling of shock from someone alive. She traced the source: behind her, on the other side of the gaping hole in the space station. Juna felt it too and looked from her kneeled position. Both saw a male Givin jumping rather excitedly, pointing at them, yelling to no one in particular. The force field was powerful enough to mute any harmonics.
“You see him?” asked Angelleia to be sure.

“Yeah, excitable fellow….” Juna let her sentence trail off. She finally got a sense of the man. Her hand fell to her lightsaber….

“I wonder what he’s pointing at.” Angelleia then sensed Juna’s growing dark side power. “Ah….is something wron-?”

Both felt the energy come from the Givin, the Force wrapping itself around some debris. It lifted up, and flew towards them. Angelleia felt the familiar Light Side energies, squeaked, and dove for the ground; Juna gave her a hand by shoving her down with her left hand, and stopping the attack with a raised right hand and the Dark Side. The metal clanged against the ground, the Givin Sith Hunter Posh Piv unable to defeat Juna’s tremendous power.
“UP! UP!” Juna was dragging Angelleia to her feet and shoving her into a run. “Get to the ship!”
“Teleport us there!” cried Angelleia, stopping her run. In that point of stoppage, Posh Piv ran for the nearest corridor on the opposite side. A few seconds later, three others showed up, saw Angelleia, saw Juna, and running into that same corridor Piv did they ignited lightsabers.

Quickly, Juna turned her attention back to where she could sense their coming pursuers, raising her unlit weapon at ready, backing up. Cryptically she said, “Space stations are not planets! Energies are too random. Structures juts, moves, separates! Nothing here is uniformed! Just RUN! RUN, I’ll cover our escape!”
“No, please no confrontation!” begged Angelleia. “They’ll kill you! I want to know more! Come with-.”

Eyes burning evilly with the Dark Side, Juna snapped towards Angelleia in a growl, “I SAID RUN!”

And suddenly, Juna snapped back around. In that movement, she dodged Posh Piv’s attacking strike. His green lightsaber cut between Juna and Angelleia, separating the two for good in a shower of sparks. His attention of Juna, he charged at her again.
The last thing Angelleia saw was Juna dodging the blow, and using the Force to bring the bulkhead down.

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

CHAPTER 57.1

Weapon not on, Juna just dodged Piv’s attack again and again, sidestepping and twisting about. The Givin barked out, “Cowardly Sith, engage!”
Utilizing her Dark Side advantages at the moment, where Piv was not use to her Dark Presence, Juna formulated her tactics and mewed, “A marriage proposal at this time would be foolhardy after one dance!” Without her cloak she could not be very discreet in what she wanted to do next, but she accepted the disadvantage and changed it to fit her needs.
Juna skipped her feet, getting inside and beside Piv momentarily every time, not once turning on her weapon. Her lateral movement was just far more superior to his. And worse, he grew complacent. She did her move again to his right, and he moved predictably to raise his weapon to block a lightsaber counterattack from her that should have come. 
Only, again, her weapon was not on. 
Instead, Juna hooked his right arm with her right arm, pulled downward. At the same time she twisted her body and drove her knee upward; both her left knee and his skull met. One loud thud and muffled thud afterwards, Posh Piv was knocked out yet unharmed.

“Posh!” Beja Tu Ramore shouted, while Enfungo Nul and Yars Meek arrived with him on the scene. All three and Juna stared each other down for just a moment. 
And Meek yelled in a comlink, “Coy! Come fast! We got her!”
Ramore barged in with his weapon even before Meek could finish his sentence; Meek and Nul came on her high. Juna rolled under the other two, then Force Shoved Ramore back. Recovering, she turned on her weapon, its red light daring the Sith Hunters to come at her. Before they could, she whirled nonchalantly, and the weapon left her hand and struck the control panel that controlled the bulkhead, forcing it locked.

Meek charged in on her left, but Juna just flipped over him. In mid flip, and without a gesture, she pulled Nul downward and towards Meek’s feet, which made contact and caused Meek to miss badly at her flipping body. She landed on one knee softly, called her weapon to her, and caught Ramore’s leaping over and down attack. To his shock, Juna turned all black, and she vanished, causing him to stumble forward.
“Where the hell?”

“What did she just….Damn it, get this…get this bulkhead up!”

Juna reappeared on the other side of the jammed bulkhead. Indeed Force Teleportation in an artificial gravity well was a very tricky, very scary thing to do; Juna was not exaggerating. A planet, even with its obvious and unique features, was uniform in its design: basically round, and thus its gravity was constant in the round, and thus everything from energy and matter were affected by the shape and both general and special physics. Juna could rely on the planet’s gravity to help her maintain energy cohesion over a significant distance; like all energy even the Force diffuses over a distance. On space ships and space stations, on the other hand, the gravity is uniformed to the shape of its structure. 
As Juna learned herself over the years after Nal Hutta gravity well and environmental structure were not the only limitations to her teleportation: simple copper or compounds containing sufficient amounts of copper, found still in the most basic of low wattage wiring, had the ability to block her teleportation, absorb some of that energy, or worse alter her course. Thus, in this case, only a short jump to the other side of the bulkhead was warranted. Even then, as she passed through the bulkhead, she felt parts of herself initially get stuck inside the bulkhead by the sensor wiring. She materialized a little less intact, but Juna could still function, and she ran immediately; next to usage, that was another reason why Force Teleportation drained her, and for a few heart-wrenching seconds made her blind to the Force. Every corridor she passed could be a possible end, and she could not feel if Angelleia had actually heeded her advice.
When the Force came back to her, Juna felt Angelleia was running in the right direction. Her relief was short; she heard the bulkhead being defeated by the combined might of the Jedi she had left behind. But something else just got her bug….
Something missed her head by inches, causing Juna to crash into a roll, come up, and prepare herself. The object in question had come from a large air duct, and when she saw the ears she froze to a stop. A first, she thought Yoda had come! But she noted the Elfin Jedi’s younger, smoother, less-humpbacked appearance.

“If believe you so powerful, why leave?” Yhon turned his lightsaber on and gave it a wave.

“Oh, I don’t know,” mused Juna, “its sweeps week on the HoloNet?”
Yhon leapt at her….and stopped right in mid air, well out of her reach. Juna could have stopped him his attack with her weapon, if it was on, but she had turned it off after teleporting. Besides that, Yhon’s size made his first move predictable.
“Sometimes it pays not to leave your feet, Little One,” said Juna. She looked towards the approaching others that defeated the bulkhead and chucked him at them. To be sure, she held on to Yhon to make sure he didn’t flip to safety or counterattack. At the very last moment she released him; it scattered the others, giving her just enough time to start running again.
Ramore was right after her; Meek hesitated but followed; Nul stopped and yelled to Yhon, “You alright!”

“Get her you must!” shouted Yhon, struggling to his feet, shaking off the impact he took against the unyielding wall. “Angelleia far more important than I! Go! Go!”

As Nul left, Novee Cet had caught up with the fight and reached for Yhon. He got on his comlink and squawked, “She’s heading for her ship, Master! Fall back! Get ready to pursue!” He picked up Yhon and threw him on his back; together, they followed the pursuit.

Meanwhile, Juna could sense the space station coming to life; it was becoming morning, and the hustle and bustle was shifting from minor milling to large quantities of people trying to get to somewhere in time. She knew the closer Angelleia got to the Flora Noir, the more crowded it would be; it would slow her Gessa down, perhaps force Juna to fight more and become further engaged to the point where she would have to hurt or kill one of the Sith Hunters. Knowing Coy Madex’s intentions, Juna knew the Bothan was banking on exactly that: killing a Jedi would really bring the wraith of the Jedi Order on her if all the other things she had done to date had not.
Acting fast, Juna figured out how to skip two stones at the same time across a pond full of ducks. She turned on her lightsaber and dragged it across the corridor during her continuing sprint. Sparks showered behind her, causing some inconvenience to her pursuer’s pursuit, but that was not her intended purpose. She kept cutting, though it slowed her down, she just kept running her weapon through every panel, every wall, and every passing door. Finally the intended result was unleashed; anti-pyro sensors tripped, activating fire alerts in the immediate area. Ships arriving would be kept from landing; those already landed would be allowed to take off; it made it impossible for flight control to prevent ships from taking off, even if the likes of Coy Madex contacted the space station command to stop it. Those already on the deck….
“FIRE!” screamed Juna in her Force-enhanced voice. When other people saw her, and her lightsaber, they believed her and the panic ensued. The crowds were light, so the mayhem was not severe. Still, there were enough innocent people to cause her interference. Eventually, she stopped; her only other option was to turn off her lightsaber and hope the Sith Hunters would not catch up with her.

Turning, she noted Ramore, Meek, Nul….
Novee Cet had thrown Yhon towards Juna in a run; Ramore, Meek, and Nul combined with the Force to augment the throw….

This time, Juna had to meet the Elfin’s attack; she couldn’t catch him in the air as before. Yhon was quick, the tempo not easy to compensate for, which by design only kept Juna in one place so the others could catch up and enter the fray. He was keeping her attacks low; Ramore charged in high….

Juna blocked his attack laterally, spun on him, struck away Yhon’s strike, drove Yhon away, drove Yhon away again, turned, caught Ramore’s rebuttal, twisted about to sweep Yhon away…
The quick, easy, efficient way out of the situation was to kill one of them, or all of them. Juna did not, so her attacks were not as detrimental to their advance. It was an accelerated form of practice, but only the Sith Hunters did not read the ‘practice’ part of that memo. They knew the best way to end this too, and unlike Juna they were not entertaining the notion; they would be satisfied with her death.
Without more time to think, and the feeling to kill any of them becoming a great idea, Juna instead did enough to give her current strategy credence, waiting for the other Sith Hunters to get involved. When they were ready….

“Anytime!” barked Ramore to the rest just arriving….
….Juna stopped pulling her swings and engaged them with as much lethal intent as possible. She found them quickly becoming the formidable team fighting unit she had expected them to be; they worked together efficiently, covering for their brothers against her victory cuts. 
Yet she still had a clear advantage over them all. As Juna had told Angelleia, these Jedi were not used to her Dark presence in the Force, and needed every cubic centimeter of space and every skill they possessed and every bit of luck they collectively had to suddenly protect themselves and one another from her presence, and her overwhelming saber onslaught.
Yhon found himself running….

Ramore had to duck….

Novee Cet flipped….

Nul dipped….
Meek dodged…..

Their weapons covered the other’s mistakes and their inabilities to protect themselves. Five very capable Jedi Knights were showing their experience: they were good, but again they were up against the very same problem Obi-Wan Kenobi and Qui-Gon Jinn had with Darth Maul: until now, none of them had ever fought a Sith.

Juna let it flow, but she kept the Dark Side in control. She had no problem fighting them. She had no problem matching Yhon’s size and speed, or Ramore’s aggressiveness. Cet, Nul, and Meek had their own methods of tackling the problem, but her engagements with them were one hit wonders as she liked to call them; they were able to prevent the other two’s mistakes from not having her kill them, but after the hit they had to back track. 
They were unleashing a swarm-counter: a highly stylized defensive tactic where, with these five, two blitzed the opponent while the other three did their best to fill the voids the aggressive had in defense. It was not a bad strategy, but it was a default strategy any Initiate picked up the day they turned their lightsabers on. They naturally enjoyed the wide open area for it did not entrap either of them, but with this strategy and this location there were too many Jedi. As much as it was smart to have more than enough Jedi to fight one Sith as possible, overwhelming numbers worked if all of them could fight Juna at once, or if Juna got any expected Sith ego and changed her current tactics, like using much more powerful Force abilities. Such usage was strong, but they drained strength and thus extended the time needed to unleash every attack, and lastly, again, if she did not want to kill any of them the stronger methods could not be used.
Juna turned, blocking three reps from Ramore before leaping backwards….
Cet blocked Juna’s attack, which Yhon….

Juna drove Yhon’s attack back towards Cet’s crotch….

Causing Nul to physically pull Cet towards him, allowing Juna to leap at Cet….

Meek’s weapon missed Cet’s dropping face….

Ramore’s weapon caught Meek’s weapon as Juna did one more somersault….

Landing, she managed to kick Yhon right into Meek’s legs….

It gave her an idea….

Splitting her legs, Juna then spun about and continued to spin on her head. Leaping from that position, the awkwardness of the move drove Ramore, Cet, and Yhon back. Landing on her feet, Juna spun-threw her weapon towards the crowd of….

“DUCK!”

….Sith Hunters, teleported….

“What th-.”

….and far away, where she wanted to go in the first place, Juna reappeared in time to catch her thrown lightsaber with ease. Without witty banter or a boastful gesture, she was already running with a sizeable lead. Along the way, Juna used the Dark Side to guide her strikes and try to force bulkheads down every corridor she had passed; just being partially successful was enough.
The trick froze the Jedi for a second too long. Growling, Ramore just ran, and the others followed quickly. Novee Cet grabbed Yhon again and pointed out, “Did you see that? No one is that fast!”

“Catch her we will not,” agreed Yhon. The others knew it, but Ramore ignored the reality, pouring his heart into his lightsaber and cutting through the first roadblock Juna had put down for them. Yhon was on his comlink, relaying, “Getting away the Sith is. In pursuit we are; her ship she will reach.”

Coy Madex’s voice came over the comlink, demanding, “What section?”

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

CHAPTER 57.2

Try as she might, when Angelleia reached the Flora Noir as Juna’s fire distraction was implemented, the Vhinphyc reached the cockpit, viewed the controls, and did not understand them. 
Set up like a snub fighter all save for physical layout, everything was abbreviated and outside what she remembered seeing Juna touch the rest had just made no sense to her. If the situation was not dire, she would have laughed at some of the short words that were as close to swear and slang words in their phonetic pronunciation: was it Super Heated Initiation Transformer, or was it Seal Hatch Initiate Transponder, or was it Send Help Its Trouble?

“Yoda’s yogurt,” Angelleia scratched out. “Is this flying machine ready to go? Or does it need to warm up? Damn it, she moved her hands so fast.” She saw an important enough looking button and pressed it. The message on the screen indicated that the messages from Juna’s old accounts had been successfully downloaded and sent to read.

“Stang, can a sister buy a vowel!” Angelleia switched off the ship’s communication array and kept looking about the panel. Locating a rather mundane looking button, she pressed it: her strategy now was to try the most innocent looking of buttons. Nothing, at first, had happened, but after a quiet noise let loose something told her she had just done something wrong. The quiet hum, then a clanking sound from outside, confirmed her fears.
“Oh noes, what did I do?” Angelleia left the cockpit and never remembered her feet touching the deck as she ran for the ramp. Skidding to a stop outside, she looked around and saw what had happened; under the engineering section of the Noir, something big and bulky, and looking very important, had been lowered from the ship on a bed skid. 
Angelleia asked herself, “Is that….the hyperdrive?”

The sound off a bulkhead falling and footsteps caused Angelleia to pull out her big weapon. She gulped, and was immediately torn to pieces thinking what she was about to do. Would she fight her Jedi brothers, even if they were misguided?

Instead, to her relief, it was Juna. But when Juna saw the hyperdrive of her ship not inside the ship, Angelleia’s relief departed. Juna’s yellow eyes could not get any bigger, or brighter in color.

“Great Keebler Elves, the hyperdrive!” sputtered Juna. She looked at Angelleia and opined “What in the name of George Freakin’ Lucas are you doing!!!!”

“I…hit a button…to warm up the ship?” said Angelleia innocently, smiling and chuckling, finding that Juna’s disbelief was not going away.
Eyes crossing, and for a few seconds one of them displaying a rather unhealthy twitch to it the kind the late Dizzy Arnes had whenever distraught, Juna put her weapon away and ordered, “Seal this docking bay up! Fast! I’ll have to do a reinsertion calibration!”

Regretful, but keeping her apology to herself, Angelleia rushed across the landing platform for one of the corridors not sealed; next to the way Juna had come through, there were two other door ways, very far apart from one another. She was not chancing with the Force to shut them closed anymore than Juna trusted her powers to put the hyperdrive back in the Flora Noir right.
Juna’s horror was genuine with the hyperdrive, and not because it was from her ship. They had a significant lead on their pursuers, and judging by the wild traffic that flew around their shielded position the Sith Hunters in their ships were going to have a problem chasing them. With the Noir’s advanced capabilities, with the ship already warmed up, they should have been in space jumping to light speed at that very moment. Instead Angelleia had dropped the hyperdrive motivator from its engineering crib; unlike most parts on a modern ship it could not just simply be slapped back in. Too many parts in and outside the motivator alone had to aligned just right for the plasma energy to vent through it; if not, the ship would blow up. Lesser problems, but for the moment just as serious, would be the safety features of the motivator preventing the use of the hyperdrive at all if not calibrated correctly in reinstallation.
Finished with her tasks, Angelleia ran back to the ship and asked Juna, “How much longer?”

“Too much,” said Juna, grimacing as she noted how out of place the ion coils were. “Even after this is all reinstalled and we take off, the ship’s going to need about five minutes to properly align the in-flight manifolds.”

Angelleia jumped – Juna did not – at the sound of a lightsaber punching through heavy metal. She looked and noted two more lightsabers punch through. The bulkhead was thick, so it would take the Sith Hunters time to cut through.

Still not looking, Juna noted, “It’s going to be close.”

Angelleia took off, running towards the bulkhead, stopping a foot short of it and the lightsabers slowly, steadily melting the metal. Tapping into the Force, and she couldn’t believe what she was about to do, she raised her hands. The lightsabers abruptly were pushed back towards their owners from her mental push. She could feel their exclamations, and in short order the blades came through the metal again. Again, Angelleia shoved them back through the holes.
Angelleia then realized her error: by using the Force, it reminded the Sith Hunters to use it. She felt one of them apply their energies to the bottom of the bulkhead to lift it. Going against the mechanical gears of the bulkhead, the effort was slow on their part, but it was moving up.
“No, Masters, please stop!” cried Angelleia, hoping they would hear her. It did not work, so she trained her focus on the bulkhead. The progress stopped, and she held the advantage because the bulkhead still wanted to go down. On the other hand, she was preoccupied with keeping the bulkhead down; the others just went back to melting the bulkhead with their weapons.

“No…just….leave her alone,” squealed Angelleia. She split her focus, pushing one lightsaber blade after another back; the best she could do. It took longer than it should had, but she understood her advantage of the space station working for her with the bulkhead, so she diverted more of her focus back to the lightsabers and applied just enough of her concentration to keeping the door down.

The Force hit her solidly, knocking Angelleia several meters back, causing her to skid across the deck plate. She was unharmed, but just affected enough by the five-member attack she felt hit her chest. They gave up on cutting the bulkhead, and it was now half way up….

Just as Yhon made an attempt to leap in, he sailed right back out. Four pairs of legs went flying backwards as well. The bulkhead was forced down with a loud THUD, and the frame around it crumpled around the thick armor, cracking its lift gears, sealing it. Angelleia knew what had happened as soon as Juna yanked her up to her feet with one hand.
“Good work, get on board, and don’t touch anything!” ordered the Dark Side entity, pushing her towards the ramp, and then swatting her hard on the ass: not to get Angelleia running, but to punish her for her freelance button pushing. Juna shook her hand though afterwards; her Gessa’s Vhinphyckian butt cheeks were just starting to become hard as rocks.
Although she wanted to tear the Sith Hunters a new one for using the Force against her Daughter just now, Juna just growled and stormed her ship. Sealing the hatch, she reached the cockpit, jumped her seat, and activated the quick lift off procedures. Barely calming, she asked, “Are you okay?”
“I’m fine,” assured Angelleia. “But I don’t think they like me anymore.”

“Then if they’re smart,” Juna proclaimed coldly, her anger just coming back to the forefront, “they won’t follow us, because next time….I’ll kill them.”
As they lifted off, Angelleia looked at Juna sadly and said nothing. So far her protector had been gallant in avoiding a fight over the misunderstanding, and just now she could had did harm or worse to her fellow Jedi. It was getting out of hand, though, and Juna was going to be made to make a choice between trying to reestablish good will with the Jedi Order, or finally become the very thing the Sith Hunters believed they had to destroy.

Passing through the energy field that kept space out from their landing pad, the Flora Noir appeared safe for the moment. It ended when coherent blaster cannon fire splashed against the dorsal side of the hull. The Noir’s shields went up instantly with its military subroutines coming online, and Juna put her through evasive maneuvers.

“Damn, nice shots,” exclaimed Juna as she peeled away from three ships that clearly were not assigned to the space station’s port authority. The ship barely shook now as more fire was concentrated on the engines, normally because of the ion drive it was the weakest point of interaction. “Doubling aft array, but they’re doing enough.”
“Can’t we make the jump to lightspeed?” suggested Angelleia. “You know, blind jump like before?”
“I would if I was still not calibrating the hyperdrive,” explained Juna. “We need in flight shake down time, five minutes of it, in order for everything to operate right! But-.” She pulled the ship away from more blaster cannon fire from the pursuing ships. The shields held, however her attackers were creating angles to slow her much faster ship down. And… “Every maneuver or hit we take shakes the ship and resets the alignment procedure. At this rate we won’t get out of here!”
“Will it just take longer?”

“Yes, but our problem is if someone on that space station gets a crazy idea and lends a hand with a tractor beam.” Juna pulled the Noir up, and she came back around. The ring of traffic outside the station was going to create navigation problems. Although she handled the crazy outbreak around Coruscant created by Magus Prophet when she had pursued him once, it was a very unwise move, and had endangered so many innocent lives. She felt she wasn’t getting to that point yet….yet!

“Incoming transmission I think,” said Angelleia, reading the monitor in front of her, but not touching anything as instructed.
“Leave it,” instructed Juna. “Space station telling us to stop, or Coy Madex wanting to boast.” Eyes darting about in thought, she then straightened out the ship and flew for the traffic. Her intention was to create chaos of a different kind.
Juna explained quickly, “The longer this goes on, the more it benefits them.” She began pooling data between the navicomputer and the hyperdrive motivator, and soon created slave commands for both along with the ship’s primary systems. “I’m going to have to create a diversion.”
Just as Angelleia was going to ask how, an alert drew her attention towards the screen in front of her. She read the message and asked, “Reference hits on ‘Blue Seed’ and ‘Sidious’? What does that mean?”

“What?” Juna looked, but then stopped looking to move her ship away from incoming fire. Cursing, she said, “Did you access my old message accounts?!?!”
“Didn’t mean to,” said Angelleia apologetically. “I was just hitting buttons, and…well, you know….”

“Don’t I know!” Juna banked the ship and with such a simple maneuver she bought them time. “No time to explain things.” They got through the cloud of ships and empty space was before them. Still, the hyperdrive on the Noir was not ready.

Reaching under her seat, Juna pulled out a Nubian fighter pilots leather helmet and put it on. As she pulled the helmet down tight, she said to Angelleia, “Whatever happens, know I am right behind you.”

Confused, Angelleia asked, “What do you…” Juna flicked three switches and grabbed the piloting controls of the ship, and the controls, her panel, her chair, and her all dropped down through the deck plate. Before she could ask, a metallic-looking canopy slid over Juna and the deck plate sealed. 
The Flora Noir suddenly slowed down. It shook, and from under Angelleia something rumbled. Birthed from the Noir, something large and black with every little ion exhaust shot out from the forward hold. Angelleia could barely see it; the blackness of whatever it was just disappeared, blending in with the cosmos. The power plants did not betray anything as soon as she knew it had turned.

“Oh, what is she doing,” cried Angelleia in uncertainty. Her seat slid over on its own to where it became more center to the rest of the cockpit. The systems were now on automatic, telling her that the Triple Ion Tactical Superiority Fighter had departed. As soon as the hyperdrive was aligned it would activate, and….

Angelleia read the first message again and mused, “Triple Ion….Triple Ion Tac-. T-I-ToooooooooooOh!” She realized that like the other anagrams on the panels it could have another meaning. To that, the young girl shook her head, blushed, and mused, “Oh no, Juna, that’s just wrong.”

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

CHAPTER 57.3

No sooner had Posh Piv had issued his surprise about seeing Juna and Angelleia together on the space station, Coy Madex had ran back to the Perseus and got it off the ground. Before long, Jive Kring was up following him in the Nersihasble, and Jrimmer Dugal in the Denethor’s Risk.
Kring was on the comm channels just as quickly. “What the smeck are the odds we would run into her here, of all places?”

“Huge,” chimed in Dugal.

“What are the odds,” pointed out Madex calmly, “that our Sithian prey and the current owner of the Jedi Joke would occupy the same space, at the same time?” That left the others speechless as he lead them in an orbit around the station, looking for the Flora Noir to make certain it did not get away.
No sooner had the Sith Hunters had left Alderaan to return to Commenor for the rest of their ships did Yhon received an all points bulletin regarding Branch Lur’s death and the theft of the Jedi Joke, and no sooner had the bulletin had been broadcasted Commenor Space Port control reported the arrival of the Jedi Joke several hours ago. Madex notified the authority and told them he and his fellow Jedi were on their way to apprehend the scoundrel; Ramore and the rest that would eventually chase Juna back to her ship were on their way to do just that, with Posh Piv on point. So indeed, imagine their surprise….
Except Madex was not as surprised by anything Juna did any longer. He was not surprised by the Force either when he felt with it that they would not catch her on foot, not on the station. It was his every intention then to prevent her escape. The tricky part was that, in space, bad things could happen; disabling shots sometimes caused hull compromises and thus implosions. No sooner than he had spotted the Flora Noir taking off minutes later did he do his best to take out its engines. The hull proved tough, and the deflector shields tougher. 
It just made Madex think killing Rapier, instead of stopping her, had become much easier.
“Flank her, high low,” cried Madex as the chase ensued. He sent a general hail out for his foe to pick up, but as expected she ignored him. He tampered his smile with his Jedi feelings. “Work on those shields, guys, don’t let her get away.”
“Why hasn’t she jumped to hyperspace yet?” questioned Dugal.

“Keep her busy so she don’t remember to make the jump,” cried Kring, unleashing tailing shots at the advanced, one of a kind starcraft. Shaking his head, he put out another call on their dedicated channels. “Ramore, Nul…whoever, we need more firepower! Where are you?”

“Five minutes to our ships,” called Enfungo Nul, whose rapid breathing betrayed the fact he, as well as the others, were running. “We’re picking up Posh right now.”

Hearing that, Madex got on the transceiver and ordered, “If Posh’s breathing, leave him! We got to contain Rapier now.” He stopped talking so he could try to match the larger ship’s incredible agility. As good as pilots and Force users as they were, Rapier’s ship and her pilot experience was much better. “Whoever has missiles now is the time to use them.”

“No!” debated Dugal. “There’s too many ships in the FOV. Wait until we’re past them.”
“We can’t let her get away!” demanded Madex.

Sighing, Kring argued, “We can’t fire missiles with innocents this close, Coy, you know that!”

Knowing they were right, it meant they had to lessen their tension on the pursuit. Madex sighed and said, “Let her cruise flat.” He activated the other channel. “Guys, you have about two minutes to get up here.”

“We’re trying to hurry,” said Beja Tu Ramore bluntly. “But these systems are cold, Coy. Three more minutes, tops.”
“Don’t have it, my Apprentice,” gritted Madex. He got on his primary guns and fired heavy at the target’s engines. His cannon fire splashed against the doubled up rear deflectors. The others followed suite in their fire. “She’s got a straight line out; can’t call the station to give a tractor beam now.”

“Stall her somehow!”
Rhetorically Madex asked, “Did you happen to grab Angelleia at any time? That would be a great stall.”

“No.”

Madex shut off the link and said, “Clear for missiles.”

“Check,” said Kring. “Targeting.”

“Targeting.”

There was a strange disturbance in the Force….

“Wait, the ship’s slowed down,” said Dugal. “No, it’s picking up speed agai-….I’m picking up debris of some kind.”

“Same here,” said Kring. “Forward of the ship, I don’t….”

“Jettison!” Madex felt that danger grow all around him. “Heads up, she just launched something.”
“Escape pod? I don’t-.”

The rapid strafing fire just seemed to have come from the cosmos itself like distant supernova flashed, splashing against their forward shields. The three larger freighters went evasive, immediately abandoning their chase. Dugal was able to come about the fastest, and he saw three stars tailing away, become two, and then just vanish.
“Cripes, she’s in a snub fighter!” Dugal opened himself to the Force, and his hands played the controls right away. Another run by Rapier clipped his ship roughly. He could feel the fighter, but not Rapier, pass, then vanish from his conscious. “Go full evasive!”
“Trying missile lock,” said Kring. He turned his ship about with as much speed as his reaction control speed would let him. Unfortunately, with so much moving about, he could not tie targeting with the Force to his missiles. “I’m not-.”

“Look out,” cried Madex, and he watched something eclipse the stars and attacked Kring with a long, strenuous rapid fire attack that breached the shields. “JIVE!”

The ship spun on the last impact and Kring called out, “Lost aft stabilizers. Shields down! I think I got….no, no lock! Damn it!”

“Targeting,” seethed Madex, following where he thought Rapier was. His senses were just barely – barely – finding her ship as Dugal piloted his craft in a wide circle about the apparent battlefield. “Fire your cannons only, Jrimmer, or our missiles could lock on to one another.”

Dugal was on the other comm channel relaying, “Hunters, she’s unleashed a surprise on us: she’s in a fighter, came from her ship. And it has some kind of anti-sensor package to it we can’t track her with target lock. Jive’s crippled up so he needs help.”

“Lifting off now,” called Ramore. “Hold her there; she won’t be invisible once we surround her.”

Dugal went to acknowledge, only he passed something that did not look right; some of the stars were missing from their formation. Without saying anything he stopped his ship, spun it, and fired. His laser salvo struck something; that something took off with three ion afterburners igniting, then vanishing into tiny dots of starlight. His blasts had done nothing.
“See that?” asked Dugal.

“I did,” chimed in Kring, who fought to control his ship. His voice came in scratched due to the damage to his comm array. “No wonder we can’t detect her tactical; she’s not using shields! That fighter is covered in that fricking Saberhide stuff!”

“Can’t adjust to her ion trail,” muttered Madex, still trying to get a missile lock. Another problem they were running into, as with Kring’s situation showed, the lack of full crews, or any crews, on their freighters hampered their ability to compensate for the current situation and make repairs. The missiles in their arsenal did not have the artificial intelligence to make their own adjustments to the situation; they had to have a congruent, constant lock. With the Saberhide hull blinding their sensors, with no other forms of radiation being emitted from her craft in the form of defensive shields, and the fighter having an extremely small and short ion exhaust, and its unnerving plus-quickness, they were bested.
The Force was their best ally, and they still felt the fighter was in the area. A look at his screens showed Madex that the Flora Noir was still in the system, running a straight line. He locked his missiles on it. “Station on one, on two: firing!”

Two missiles unleashed from the Perseus, streaking towards the distant target rapidly as its near-light speed thruster package kicked in. Madex called out to the others, “Track my marks: Rapier will intercept them.” He wanted to see how too reactionary she was; the Flora Noir was just a bit too far for the missile’s effective range, but he bet correctly Angelleia was still on board. Any mother would overreact to save her child.
An uncharacteristic THUD and unusual vibration shook the Perseus. Madex hung on to his control panel to stop from falling out of his seat. He cried out, “Dugal, what hit me?” It was not blaster fire. His comm system squelched and screeched. “Jrimmer? Do you copy?” As he grabbed his controls, the ship’s systems began to behave erratically. The ship turned about and accelerated without his control.
Madex felt something very cold in the Force beneath him. He said aloud towards his comm, “Guys, I’ve lost control of the ship.”

“Yes, you did,” said the female voice on the other end. “How does it feel, Coy Madex, to lose control?”
The Bothan sat back, immediately thinking quickly about the implications, “Rapier!”

“Good guess.”

“We all missed you on Alderaan by, what, a few hours? You left your stuff back there. And I must say the chocolate doodles….never had them before: de-licious.” 
Juna, instead, sighed and said, “Very bad of you to fire those marks at my Gessa, but I already know she’s too far away for them to hit her.” Her voice gained more of an edge. “Still, as they say, it’s the thought that counts now don’t it!”

Madex felt his ship get faster. He fought the controls but there was no response. His computer screen filled up with the same phrase, line after line: I KNOW WHO YOU ARE! I KNOW WHAT YOU ARE!
The Perseus’ weapons began targeting the approaching Sith Hunters and some of the Commenor Port Authority cars. She said, “It’s amazing, isn’t it, when I put my mind to it, giving my fighter astromech droid abilities of command and control? Just magnetically attach myself to your craft and implement the socket drive.”
Rapier’s fighter was on Madex’s ship! She had sliced into the mainframe and was now piloting the ship towards his friends with weapons hot! 
Madex jumped from his seat and yelled, “Clever!” He ran for the ventral air lock next to the main hatch. He opened the interior bulkhead seal; there was only one place to implement her attack. “It would take a Sith to be so diabolical. What’s the matter, can’t win a fair fight?”
As he jumped down the tunnel Madex landed on the secondary exterior hatch; he could picture her, right now, twenty feet away through hull, space, and her fighter, under him smiling a wicked smile. He pulled out the lateral control circuitry, the wires that allowed, in the event of an emergency, anyone with the right tools – sometimes astromech droids – to access ship systems from the outside like Rapier was successfully doing now.
“You and I have a mutual acquaintance,” said Juna, freezing Madex; her voice was coming from the intercom next to the wires he was playing with. She knew he was right there, standing on top of the hatch. “My dear Rose told me once that ‘diplomacy is for prey’. I thought that crude, but I see her point now. There is no such thing as a fair fight, except to give the foolish, like you, a Bly Coaxial’s chance to kill me.” She chuckled. “By the way, how is that working out!”
“Great, couldn’t be better!” Quickly Madex went right to work on the wiring to disconnect the link; he had seconds left. “If you’re not the Sith we believe you are, Rapier, you won’t do this!” He was almost there….
“Well, you’re half right,” began Juna.
Without clarifying her response for him, Juna disembarked, the transmission terminated, and her last commands caused the ship to go crazy, throwing Madex around in the corridor brutally. As he bounced around, he felt his ship fire all its weapons; he could feel the shock of everyone that had been approaching him. The Perseus got quiet but evasive; it was being fired upon nonetheless.
Using the Force, Madex flipped back up to the main deck and stumbled for the cockpit. Communications seemed to return to normal with Ramore barking, “STOP, COY! WHAT THE SMECK ARE YOU DOING?”
“Rapier’s froze my con-.” Madex’s response was cut short by CPA counterfire; the Commenors were not happy at the slightest with being fired on, by anyone.
“Come in, damn it, what’s wrong with you!” cried out Ramore.
Growling, Madex realized that Rapier had locked out his ability to respond. He thought to go to the cockpit to regain control, but opted out of the idea immediately; the Sith would have thought of that. Instead he ignited his weapon, ran towards the central complex of his ship and shoved his lightsaber into the Perseus’ computer core. The ship shuttered more from the core’s malfunctions and premature deactivation than from the cannon fire of Commenor’s finest that got through the fading shields. Everything went dark, and Madex was thrown against the corridor because the acceleration compensator went offline before the artificial gravity shut down. Before the speeds the ship was going could do any further damage to him, the reserve power bus came online and restored enough systems to save him from becoming bug squish.
The danger in his mind, however, did not lessen. Madex forced himself towards the cockpit, and when he got there all he saw was space station heading his way; specifically he heading towards the station; relativity speaking, both were heading towards one another. He fired the reverse jets from his standing position to slow his momentum, and turning his comm back on he yelled, “HOLD YOUR FIRE! I REGAINED CONTROL OF THE SHIP!”
Finally, the ship slowed enough for the space station’s tractor beam to lock on and stop the Perseus completely. It took two more shots from clearly upset CPA ships before Madex’s peers escorted them away from the carnage. The Bothan Sith Hunter dropped in his chair and dared asked, “Did anyone see Rapier leave my ship? Are you still tracking the Flora Noir?”
The known answer came back. “Sorry, Coy,” said Ramore. “None of the above.”

Frustrated, Madex ordered, “Have the station lock down. Our original target is probably still on the station.”

“Coy, they’re not listening to us right now,” stressed Grimmer Dugal. “They’re upset about you firing at them.”

“I wasn’t in control of my ship!”

“I know that, they don’t. They did not see Rapier.”

“Just….yell at them to lock it down.” Madex ran his hands through his mane of hair and did what he knew he could only do. He just sat, meditated, and waited for help to arrive. So damn close. Too damn close.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 57.4

With a slow start, McBain had awoken to find himself in strange place, but in his cloudy vision the Vhinphyc girl appeared again and again. She would be a faint specter, appearing on his left side, then his right side, then both sides; her apparitions melting together at the head. Angelleia’s face came at him, again and again and again, asking of him so many questions, demanding why he did what he had done.
“I HAD TO!” shouted McBain, awake, sitting up quickly. His mind immediately swam, and parts of his body felt unusually funny; there, yet not; having feeling, but he lacked the ability to feel anything. His mind was racing, but his body was five seconds behind his thoughts.
Taking his time because moving fast was causing everything to turn pink in color all at once and objects streak with his head movements like hyperspace starlines, McBain measured his hospital surroundings before noting his heavily encased right arm. A horrible taste filled his mouth, and somehow he knew it had to do with the monitoring device on his injured arm. Through its little glass he saw two vials, one a dull green, another clear; tubes similar in that color were connected to the device, and to the wall.
The noise that chimed loudly in McBain’s ears made him wince. He turned to the source, and blinking he discovered that it belonged to a Human male talking at normal volume, but that was not what his brain was registering. The doctor was telling him things, assuring him of things in a polite way. The doctor was explaining the extent of his injuries, treatment options, what the drug concoctions were doing to him, asking him questions, explaining why it was important to know the information because of the now identified infection coursing through his veins.

McBain only heard instead, “…TA BLOODISCONTAINMENTBYWHATYOUHAVETHOUGHTRADEFEDERATIONLATELYIFYOUCANTDANCETHATISNOTMYPROBLEM……..”

It kept going on until a window of clarity showed itself, and his mind and body were one again, in real time. In that time, McBain read the doctor’s lab coat and realized he was at Commenor, which was not his intended destination at all after HoloNet One. Realizing the danger he was in, he thought how best to act.
“Sir, your heart is racing-,” began the doctor, but with clarity of mind and body back McBain was able to interrupt the doctor’s sentence with a clubbing left backhand. The meaty arm’s bulk and force was enough to drive the doctor against the wall hard enough to knock him out.
Calming just enough to function, McBain slowly studied his surroundings and began to undo himself from the hospital’s monitoring system. In the process he noticed something odd on the bare skin of his left arm and hesitated. His skin was covered with barely visible light green freckles.
Realizing his clothing, McBain panicked and went over to the hazardous bin in the corner of his room. His tunic and undershirt were not in there, but he found his pants. He searched every large pocket, and in his horror threw the pants aside and dug deeper into the bin. The Blue Seed was no where to be found!
“Doctor, what’s-OH MY GOD!” The nurse at the duty station had just got done speaking with that unique Vhinphyc Padawan Healer when the patient alarm had gone off. She had thought to contact the young girl again, but she noted the doctor had gone into the room so she thought to wait. That is until the patient’s readings went flat.
McBain forgot subtlety, pulled his big body out of bed, and blasted after the nurse through the door. After a few seconds of being awake, adrenaline and not being hardwired to the main medication dispenser, the affects of powerful antibiotics and pain killers were ebbing. He was able to race past the quarantine shield the nurse who had outran him had erected, and he knocked her out too with a clubbing left.
McBain calmly walked out of the hospital in his infirmary wear – bleach white tunic and trousers and slippers – and hurried away. The corridors were not crowded at all – still early – but since he could not remember even landing on the space station he truly did not know where his ship was. He figured he only had minutes where he needed hours to find his ship. Much of what he was doing was guessing as he wondered around, heart just pacing away, but he found himself more mellow than he could have ever assumed.

Passing another corridor, McBain caught something in his peripheral vision. When he stopped and looked, his heart really raced: the Vhinphyc girl! She was running!
Another loud noise echoed as he proceeded to go after the Vhinphyckian girl, but he stopped when a loud noise came from the way she had come; the combination suggested trouble. McBain pressed himself against the wall and waited. Eventually, he started to shake, and to his confusion he did not understand why it got so cold where he was. His arm began to hurt terribly.
A very beautiful woman ran past the corridor, and it all intensified for him: the pain, the confusion, the guilt, the horror. The woman suddenly ducked, and something tiny and green had missed her head by inches. McBain watched whatever it was land, unfurl, and ignited one of those legendary laserswords he had heard about.

“If believe you so powerful, why leave?” said the small creature.

When the beautiful woman spoke, every word seemed to make McBain’s pain-gaining wounds throb on every syllable. “Oh, I don’t know, its sweeps?” He wanted to move, but the pain froze him. He was close to shouting out, stifling his yelp when he watched the little green man leap towards the beautiful woman, but then stopped in mid air! Just stopped!! “Sometimes it pays not to leave your feet, Little One.”
Without touching the creature, the beautiful woman turned and threw him. McBain honestly dove for the deck, believing she was throwing the creature at him. Instead, after landing and looking back, McBain watched a handful of grown, adult beings recover from scattering as the little green man said, “Get her you must! Angelleia far more important than I! Go! Go!”

When the chaos cleared, McBain felt the cold vanish and his pain subside. He then felt the pain really subside and his brain swim. A quiet noise alerted him to the box still strapped to his wounded arm. The medication monitor was now on priority backup having been removed from the main delivery system of the hospital. Having noted his pain receptors firing, it had spent that whole time trying to calm them, thus it pumped more medicine into him until it had reached it’s per hour limit. With the beautiful woman gone, McBain could feel that too-much dosage affects now.

Strangely, McBain’s mind may have been clouded, but he felt he had been in this particular part of the space station before. He took some time to collect himself, and as he did the fire alarms were set off. As he sat there in the shadows of the corridor, the armed presence that had gathered at the Jedi Joke after it had been identified by the all points bulletin pulled away and ran towards the perceived emergency. After they had passed, McBain got up and proceeded the way they had come, again registering the familiarity of place.
After three turns, McBain’s head cleared up as the medications leveled, and before him was the Jedi Joke. He walked quickly for the ship, got on board, and found he had not switched off the key systems. Before he took off, he thought hard, and finally checked a compartment under the pilot’s seat: the Blue Seed was there, still safe. His sigh was of relief for this, not for the lessening pain in his arm.

Forcing his hands to work, especially his bad hand, McBain got the ship off the landing pad and through the environmental field. His blue eyes regaining focus, McBain piloted his ship in the fastest straight line from the space station he could muster. He called up the ultra-fast navigation chart, found a convenient system to go to, and waited for the navicomputer to approve the jump.
“He was right,” said McBain cryptically, thinking of the message told to him earlier. “That was the sign. She was real. She had saved me, so why now does she run?”

A pinch in his right arm told him he was being fed pain medication again. McBain eyed his injured arm and did not want to know what it looked like underneath; with the bandages wrapped tight on it, he could tell parts of his arm had been removed. He checked the onboard time and noted he had missed the arranged meeting that he had to get rid of the Blue Seed.
Sighing, McBain pulled the Blue Seed out from the compartment and weighed it against his bad hand. He remarked, with a thought over what he had just seen, “Are you on here, little savior? Are you one of them?” So many questions had entered his mind, but the hyperdrive was ready, and so with a lever pulled McBain for the moment put it to rest.
