CHAPTER 74.0

“What the smeck was that!” exclaimed Enfungo Nul, turning his attention away from his duties. The others, too, followed suite, feeling the dark side of the Force in the main structure, and what disturbed them more was it was all too familiar.

Meanwhile, Coy Madex pulled his swing because of that all too familiar presence in the Force as well. The sound of the lightsaber spinning caused the others to turn around and look at him. They were still, for Juna fell forward and just laid very still. This caused them to take a step towards her when they saw locks of her hair on either side of her body; burned, freshly removed from her head.

But Juna’s head was still on her shoulders. 
She was unconscious, although the stun cuffs were still going off. She twitched and moved, clearly her body had enough, but clearly she was still alive.

Madex, on the other hand, was standing with his mouth gapped, and sensed what was going on in the building. He whispered, “Force, no, Beja Tu!”

“No, it can’t be,” said Posh Piv. “It just can’t be!”

Nul was no longer in denial; he was running, and heading right for the lift. The others made a move for the corridor, but Madex ordered, “No! I-It’s a trick! Some trick of some kind!”

“Our worst nightmare has come to pass,” said Yars Meek compellingly. He was moving backwards for the corridor, looking right at Madex. “One of us has fallen!”

“It’s a Trick!” barked Madex. He ignored Juna and walked towards the others who looked ready to go aide Nul. He thought and thought of something to say, and it struck him. He said, “Her cloak! She left her cloak in the lift! She gave Angelleia rings….and…”

Madex turned back around at Juna, and the stun cuffs ran out of power, and her body became motionless. He pointed his lit weapon at her and proclaimed, “She set us up! I’m telling you, it’s all a trick!” Unfortunately he didn’t believe it either, because the truth was he could feel Beja Tu Ramore, and he was no longer a Jedi. He quickly added, “She’s seduced him, through her daughter, she must have!”

Before anyone could question that, Nul emerged from the corridor and said, “The lift’s out of order! I can’t get up there, there’s no access ladder!”

Novee Cet pointed at the high wall, pointing out the access ladders. “That’s because there all out there, Enfungo! Let’s go!”

“We kill Rapier, it ends!” begged Madex, his shout stopping them in their tracks.

“Then do it, and be quick!” remarked Meek, and he ran for the ladder. The other bunch followed right behind him, quickly as possible.

“It’s a mistake!” shouted Madex. He turned towards Juna and said, “Huge mistake, by you! No matter, you are still the biggest threat to all of us, while alive.” He moved towards her and readied his weapon again. He saw where his slice had just gave her a short hairdo, and he had to chuckle, “At least you’re going out in style.”

Hands shaking suddenly, Madex steadied them and said, “This is for you, Nadja. And for Jrimmer, and Beja Tu, and for my Master Qualeggoes, you twisted, evil bitch!” He raised his weapon….

Madex felt something pop in his own head and he crumpled down to his knees, dropping his lightsaber safely unlike Beja Tu, and grabbing at his head. The Sith Hunters, as a group, swayed on their feet, not quite understanding what was happening in their perceptions. The Bothan Jedi Master and telepath, however, was very dizzy; this was something he had never experienced before, and it made him feel very ill.

By and large, the other Jedi recovered. The shouts from the others in the distance were followed by both a danger in the Force, and the slow painful death of his former Padawan Learner. It made Madex tighten up in body and in spirit, upon feeling Ramore dying the same way his Zesha had died on Zonloki. He found himself turning around, looking past his fellow Sith Hunters retreating down the ladder by falling to avoid any potential death that had been unleashed somewhere on the unseen landing platform. That was followed by some sudden shift in energy patterns….

Collecting themselves, Meek said to the others, “Something is wrong here. Let’s regroup. Fall back to Coy’s position.”

Collectively, the Sith Hunters moved quickly towards their leader, realizing something was wrong with him. Cet said, “He was right, smeck! It’s a trick!”

When he saw them coming, he waved them along and moaned, “Kill her. Kill her now.” He was recovering, but it was still going to take some time to right himself. Juna’s death, however, had to happen.

The others’ attention was pulled back behind them, back towards the wall. Something had just landed with a heavy thud, from an apparent great height, and slowly it rose from the ground, a form in black. It took the shape a shrouded figure, of someone small wearing something too large for them. It walked, tripping over the cloak a few times, but soon small legs cleared the dragging material, and a large lightsaber was produced by two small hands. A great long, white blade of light pierced the coming, beautifully eerie nightfall.

The Sith Hunters had a good idea who she was, and they turned on their respected weapons. Meek’s orange blade went with the cloud cover above. Cet’s aqua blade was similar to his master’s weapon. Nul’s green blade wanted to overshadow him in glow. Piv’s blue light contrasted his tunic, and light tone that was nothing compared to the great big saber of unusual white light coming towards them.

The weapon waved before her, Angelleia’s young face was revealed, hidden within the dark recesses of her Mother’s hood, and her brown eyes were no longer brown. They were just as white as her Father’s weapon, with a thin border of black around the irises and her contracting pupils defining them. They could sense a great, unusual form of the Force channeling through her, nothing any of them felt before; not even remotely close to the dark side. She never felt it before either, and it intrigued her and scared her all at the same time, and there were extremes to those feelings that she was able to handle unlike before.

Pulling the lightsaber down, those white eyes glowing to enlighten her pudgy face, Angelleia said powerfully, “This is not your fight.” She pointed her weapon towards the rising Bothan behind them. “This is between you and me, Master Madex.”

Madex wiped his nose, cleaning the blood that was dripping out of it. He shook his head in disgust as he retrieved his weapon physically, and noted, “Well, well, well: look who it is. Why am I not surprised, the Sith Maiden reveals herself, and welcomes her new dark powers.”

Angelleia shook her head. “No, Master Madex, you are wrong.” She whirled her weapon about with both hands. “I have not fallen.” She whirled the large weapon again, as if to threaten the others to fall back. “I have awakened.”
Madex measured her carefully, and found himself nodding. He gave Juna’s head a little kick and turned on his lightsaber. The purple blade, so much like Mace Windu’s, foretold some things about him and his skills. He said to the others, “I’ll handle this. Stand over Rapier’s body. If she wakes up, kill her.”

Angelleia did a leaping step, which drew the others attention back to her. She said, “Brothers, you obey that and I will end you after I end him. I will kill you as the murderers you are.” Such bravado was joke and Angelleia knew it; it was already difficult to lie to herself about facing Madex.
Rolling his eyes musingly, Madex said, “Oh fine, just watch her. If she makes a sudden move, then kill her.” He whirled his weapon around and walked towards Angelleia confidently. “I’m willing to bet this will not take long. If I’m not mistaken, Padawan, you’re ‘borrowing’ some knowledge and skills from the original owner of that weapon. I doubt you can repeat your father’s prowess with it, but I doubt even more that you can maintain the focus needed to do it. All I have to do is outlast you.”

Finally, he stopped before her and held his weapon towards her at ready. Angelleia lifted her blade against his. In typical Jedi style, Madex said, “I will win this war of attrition. And it will be the end of the Sith, once and for all.”

Angelleia and Madex moved as one, and right away the Bothan recognized the hand grip and body position she took belonging to Enothchild Sarch. Like a quarterstaff, she generated a darting, jabbing, circling defensive posture designed to defeat direct angles of attack. The Force flowing through her indeed was unreal: not stronger, just unusual, surreal, as if not there; Madex could not anticipate her in the Force at all, which even a Sith tipped their intentions a little in the Force. All and all, he could not rightfully say she had fallen: all he could say is that she had become something else entirely.

And Angelleia felt that change as she batted Coy’s whirl-whip thrusts with her superior weapon reach keeping him from getting in her defensive circle. Indeed she had not fallen; upon coming back from Enothchild’s Home, she had ascended: the only way to describe it. A tremendous growth in her understanding of the Force, it came to her, in a peculiar way, as if she had always known it and discovering it for the first time. She was also humble by this, for she knew this ascension had its limits, for she knew Madex was right. She was still too new to this, too new to what Juna had shown her, and Enothchild’s warning was fresh still in her mind. She had to use this gift efficiently as well as to the fullest. And she was by staying in her Father’s learned passive-aggressive defense. 
As Madex presented his offense, Angelleia just concentrated in blocking him. Madex was showing a bit too much of what Master Windu had showed him in ground-controlled lightsaber skill; feet always on the ground, the strokes and strikes short, always attempts at engaging inside Angelleia’s guard. It would have been an effective attack if Angelleia was fighting like a swordswoman, in traditional grip, and being offensive. 

There were moments, in his mind that managed to get out through his eyes, that Madex had wished he was fighting Count Dooku; he sparred with him a few times, and other Jedi, and expected much from them. He had never sparred with Enothchild; no one had, for like Nadja Moranna before him he did not believe in sparring with his peers; only with his and her other apprentices, Ros Ofcheck and Jurivicious Pern respectfully. Then again who really wanted to spar with someone trained by Nadja, especially when the only time Nadja was asked to spar she quite literally beat the snot out of Niles Nys to prove her point that she never, ever sparred.

 As instructed, and the instructions easy to follow, Angelleia remained in a tight, efficient defense; moving Enothchild’s weapon – HER WEAPON, she reminded herself – quickly in a tight, sextant formation blocking Madex’s fronts and feints, always connecting at the tip of the weapon to cause ‘wrist imbalance’. She knew, through the lightsaber, that such crossing up at the wrist, where the overhand broke over the underhand, took the snap out of strong attacks. If Madex pressed too aggressively, he would lose control of his weapon; as it was he had to retreat the weapon and try something else, which only added at most three seconds to every movement that should only take a second or less to do. More importantly it created more time for the rescue party to arrive.
In outer observation, it did move slow like a sparring match, even though Madex was pressing. The other observations to those paying attention was that, when the angle was right, her parent’s rings too were glowing like her eyes, and to the trained senses of the Sith Hunters they could feel her energies channeling directly into the rings, and into the weapon, and getting much back from all three objects.

To Angelleia, the experience was quite easy for her to describe. She was going to say before, when Enothchild put his hand to her mouth to stop her, she had wished he was with her not just in spirit, but in real life, in body. But he was here, she could feel him, and she could hear him in her mind, mimicking her very thoughts. It was like a computer operating system communicating with its security software in the background, two independent software acting as one at critical moments of time against a common enemy. Madex was a virus, and true to Enothchild’s word he could not read Angelleia’s surreal thought patterns at all; this was something else completely, a combination of thoughts and knowledge from a source of thought that was not alive.

Even with the knowledge of Enothchild flowing through her, Angelleia committed a mistake and Madex flipped over her and laid a strike on her shoulder. But like Ramore before him he watched the weapon just glance and roll with the flow of Juna’s cloak, leaving just a hint of smoke and damage.

Angelleia reversed…..

Madex flipped out of the way, and Angelleia had to stop herself from spinning into the deck. In that break in the action, he noted, “No fair: that cloak’s shielding you.”

“I’ve learned recently,” noted Angelleia, eyes bright like a full moon and full with the intention of dispensing justice, “that life really isn’t fair at all. Do what I have done: learn to deal with it!”

Nodding, Madex just chuckled and said, “Borrowing your daddy’s quips, too? You’re not just a Sithspawn, you’re also a plagiarist!”

Angelleia lowered her weapon into a dangerous position and cracked, “And you can never be my Nadja, Coy. You are only good at dispensing quips, raping minds, and murdering innocence. You’re more like Jurivicious Pern that way.”

That created a pause because about that just did that for everyone else not Angelleia Knightshade. Madex let his weapon drop a bit too. Her voice had not changed. Nothing else surprising had occurred that was noticeable. It was just that phrase had hit a little too close to the mark for him, understanding that it wasn’t Angelleia herself making that remark.

Recovering, Madex pointed at Angelleia and said, “If you’re still there, Old Friend, do her a favor and tell her to give UP!” 
He deeked, and came low….

Angelleia had it blocked the moment she saw he was not coming from above as he supposedly was admitting he was going to do. He whipped: she just lifted her weapon simply to block it, jabbing forward to get him to fall back. Madex did and inverted his triangular movement, going quickly from right shoulder down to center, left shoulder down to center, right, left, right, left. He pressed, and followed, and swung, and moved her back.

Very economically, Angelleia watched her hands, both in an overhand grip on the too-large weapon, move smoothly, deliberately, and in a form that did not tire her. She was told in her mind to be patient, and she heeded that advice, letting the weapon dictate her actions more than she did to counter the Bothan’s attacks. She would think if they both thought defensively, nothing would happen, but that was a misnomer. Clearly, as Angelleia suddenly shot the weapon towards Madex as he spun, only one of them could fight that way.

Madex felt his Jedi robe come apart from his errant spin to try and catch Angelleia low. He stepped away and abandoned the idea, and seeing she was in a position to block the low attack anyways, he tossed his weapon in the air, shed the rest of this robe off, and caught the lightsaber smoothly. He twirled it and said, “I am going too easy on you!”

“You are,” said Angelleia. “Engaging me in a progressively quicker fashion may defeat me sooner. Why don’t you try it? It might even get me to start sweating.”
Madex laughed and mused, “Now I know that had to be your mother.” His smile fell away and he leapt at her, spinning half way, landing to her side. Angelleia’s defense to that was to swing, but for the first time he was close enough to strike her clean. If she had not been wearing the federok cloak when the strike hit her in the middle of the back she would have been dead. Instead, it made her stumble…
Just one step.

“Oh stang!” remarked Madex, and he flipped as her lightsaber nearly jabbed him in his crotch. He had not forgotten the cloak’s deflective properties, but he had really forgotten the fact he was not fighting a little girl. The Vhinphyc’s sturdy body, when properly positioned, was not going to budge from a Bothan clubbing blow, not when she had expected it.
Angelleia took a breath and tried not to smile as she watched Master Madex back off. As much as she was proud of the accomplishment, as a Jedi she had to be humble to reality, and also that this was not her skills chasing the Bothan. Again, she held her ground and dared him to come at her, reminding herself not to be overly aggressive, and kept telling herself that her Jedi Father, Casper, was going to arrive soon.

Posh Piv noted the exchange and said to his leader, “Maybe you should try going easier on her; you won’t lose a limb that way.”
Madex chuckled good-naturedly and said, “Posh, leave the comedy to someone like me, will you?” The others nervously laughed; indeed, they were rather nervous, for if Angelleia was successful, what was next? Collectively the group looked down at the far more dangerous Sith between them; Juna had not stirred in any way, and by all they could tell she wasn’t going to stir anytime soon. At any time that could change.
Madex shifted his hand grip, showing a more intentional posture suggesting he would come at her in a deliberate whipping fashion; at least that was what Enothchild was telling Angelleia in her mind, through her lightsaber. The Bothan Master came in, very slowly in step, beginning to circle her. Even in her limited experience, without needing the experience that Invoking the Spirit generated to tell her so, Angelleia could not let him circle; he would step in to create a new angle of attack, utilizing every lightsaber’s advantage of having, in essence, a three hundred and sixty degree ‘cutting blade’. As much as the federok protected her….
Madex moved right in, blocked her retort, and upon her spin forward to block his obvious draw and reverse stab, Angelleia stopped herself as his lightsaber flashed right in front of her face, the point of it jabbing for the center; going for one of the very few spots her cloak did not protect. When she stumbled, she had no base; Madex just kicked between her fumbling legs and down she went, on the flat of her back. On the ground, she realized he had pulled up on his attack.

Doing nothing in follow up, Madex just whirled his weapon around and said, “The Force is strong with you, young Knightshade, but you’re not a Jedi yet.”
“Stay down, Padawan,” cried Nul. To him, she was beaten, and he did not like Madex’s posturing. “Yield: you are in over your head.”

“Coy, just beat her down with the Force,” urged Novee Cet. “Do not engage her again; this is too dangerous for the both of you.”

“She started it, she finishes it!” exclaimed Madex. “Don’t you worry about her, worry about Rapier!”
“You’re so right, Master Madex, I am going to finish this.” Angelleia pulled the cloak’s hood down to where she could grab the top of it with her teeth. Clinching her mouth closed with material, the bulky hood was a tad more taunt around her head, but it shielded a good share of her face and head from another attempt at jabbing her there. Tapping deeper into herself, she could ‘see’ everything even though the hood over her eyes should had blinded her.
Demonstrating that she was ready to fight again with saber movements, Angelleia mumbled through her gagged mouth, “Youf readfee? Imf amf!”

Madex found himself in a bit of a bind; the others would not approve of striking her down now, not unless she had gotten too aggressive. She was staying in a pocket of philosophical Jedi reserve; she had not fallen, and the others knew it. It limited him in what he could do to finish this fight: her death could not be justified.

His other options in how to defeat her were just as mute, such as throwing an object at her with the Force; they did choose this location in order to eliminate Juna’s advantages of throwing things at them. But even so, if he could throw something at her, Madex had just been reminded through Beja Tu Ramore’s death by her blood that a bleeding injury will kill him if he was too close, and there was no real way in telling what the range of the blood was.
Clearly, he still had an edge: he was still young for a Bothan, and full of experience. Madex whirled his weapon, then himself in a flip, in. He struck against her defense three times, slipped inside, turned tight as she turned tight, and struck twice, and again he stepped inward, this time to her left in his version of a ‘Brave Retreat’; simply attacking the same way going out as he did coming in, returning to the starting position.
Angelleia caught herself walking right into his passive feint. As if stuck in training mode with Master Zesha, she slowed. Right away Madex changed his tactical flow and bashed at her hard with quick strikes; right, left, right, up and upward and downward. He changed position, stepping in, and instinctively she ducked his trailing blade; it still clipped the top of her hood. She jabbed at him to buckle his hips, and then made him hop back when she snapped the tip of her weapon upward, almost taking off the tip of his snout.

Madex set off another set of repetitions, his attacks more from his sides, trying to get Angelleia to open her guard enough to bat her weapon away. Wisely, this time, Angelleia began to back peddle to not have him negate her weapon’s superior reach. And suddenly, it looked a lot more comical than serious; the tiny girl in the oversized cloak, almost stumbling in it as she just ran backwards continuously as the taller male just whirled his weapon in a circle, and both just running on and on across the vast valley floor.

“Oh what fun it is this,” chapped Madex at her, and he made his spinning tighter, clicking Angelleia’s weapon very quickly as he pressed forward, threatening to step in and trip her up again. She just kept running backwards.

Angelleia sensed more than one problem growing. She had to open her mouth to breathe, for the stepped up pace required more air to go in and out; the cloak hood was restricting her breathing, so no longer did she have a clever mock mask to protect her face. The other problem was she was getting separated from Juna; she had to stay with her, once the moment to save her came; too much distance was between them. And lastly, she could feel the wall behind her closing in, marking not only that she was too far from Juna but that Madex may try some trick or two to end the fight. She could not let that happen.
Angelleia tried to step about, but Madex cut her off with a feint that scored against the deck. She tried to side step to her left, in the opposite direction, and he missed cutting off her toes; ironic, for toe removal was what Enothchild had done to defeat Qualeggoes. Angelleia was not getting into any position to flip over Madex, he was just too relentless with his attacking pressure, and this meant either the wall or a lock of blades were forthcoming, and either would pin her.
The idea hit her, and this time she rolled her weapon on top of Madex’s, stepped in, and with a clenched fist backhanded him in the chest with all of her might; mouth flew open, and she actually managed a mighty roar. The impact produced a rather unnervingly loud THUD sound where her arm managed to strike the front of his shoulders.
The Bothan did not stumble backward; he left his feet. His leaner body showed no signs that he was going to try to slow down soon as he finally bounced, bounced, bounced, bounced, and bounced like a skipping stone. He finally flipped once and used his feet to stumble backwards to a stop. When he did, Madex was blinking and catching his breath….
“Damn!”

Madex turned around, and did a double take; he was with his fellow Sith Hunters, with Juna still unconscious and tied up behind them. Meek made the observation, “She has one hell of a backhand.”

Madex went to say something….but he found he had to get his breath again, coughing against the sudden feeling of chest congestion. His shoulders, too, did not want to work; the fronts of them just throbbed in bruising. A more direct strike with her arm against his chest would have possibly killed him.

The Bothan turned his attention back towards Angelleia; there she was, taking her sweat time walking back, about thirty meters away. He gulped down some air, realizing a terrible truth: that was not Force-augmented strength he was hit with! The girl packed a punch if she wanted to deliver one! Her passive-aggressive take on the fight had lulled him, making him forget through her actions and lack of offensive battering that she was, still, a Vhinphyc.
“Man, I impressed them with that one,” whispered Angelleia, faking that the backhand had hurt by shaking her offending hand. She then whispered to herself and towards Madex as she walked slowly, “Take your time. Let him catch his breath, so you can catch yours.”

Tactically, Angelleia had some concerns; his accelerated attacks and abrupt change in tactics was testing her hold on the Force; her backhand was a desperate move, one that had to repair her interrupted breathing, and in turn to prevent her focus from waning. Madex was not going to give up if she asked him, and by the look on his face he was not going to yield any of his strategy; he was going to recover, and attack fast and hard. Her last concern was the hope Casper was here, now, but she had a feeling he wasn’t even in the system. It was expected, such creeping doubt in the mind of a Padawan; this wasn’t Zonloki. She had to temper such doubts with patience; hard to be patience when an opponent was in a hurry.
Madex recovered, and knowing what Angelleia knew he was up, igniting his weapon again, and running at her. It was slow steps at first, but once he felt confident that he could breathe while running he got up to a sprint. His initial attack move was blatantly projected, a coming high, over the shoulder from his right hand attack downward. Angelleia was going to be lucky to block the rest.
And immediately Angelleia discovered what his tactic was: just rain on her enough pressure to keep her arms and legs busy with defending herself, but not to the point where he over-committed, which would allow her to counterattack from her passive posture. It was in essence a faster way of live-weapon sparing, and he was making it quite interesting with each connection, moving the moment the two met blades
“He’s got her,” said Nul, nodding his head along with the other Sith Hunters. “It’s just a matter of when, not if, she wears down.”

“In the Force, or physically first?” questioned Piv.

“The Force, certainly, just based on what we’re sensing from her,” noted Cet. “Her focus is already waning with this current-.” He was not the only one that paused and glared at the young one, who was suddenly matching Madex’s strikes far more crisply. “Her focus is back!”

“So is her energy,” noted Yars Meek. He glared at her and reasoned, “Something’s happened.”

They were not the only ones that noticed it; Angelleia felt just the smallest hint of fatigue just vanish, and her mind was as sharp as a tack; when she retorted with her weapon, she nearly took Madex’s nipples off his chest. As tempting as it was to make him as nipple-less as a male Vhinphyc, she just took her renewed vigor as a sign of good fortune and resumed her keep-pace defense. She had a theory as to why she had renewed energy, but she kept it to herself for the moment.
Madex was frustrated, bordering on furious, as he came in, triangle left down with his weapon, stepped in, made her jump so he could turn, stop, and come from the right side chest high which made her duck and made her made him jump. She stood up, suddenly very much in his guard, between his arms, and let his chin land solidly on the top of her head. He stumbled, stunned, barely whirling his weapon in front of him, instinctively wary of an assault that did not come. He spat out blood and rubbed his jaw, taking the moment Angelleia was giving him.
“With regret, Master, I hope that shuts you up for a while,” mused Angelleia, but she just went right back into a ready stance.

“As cool as that was,” began Madex, spitting more blood out, “its nothing compared to this.”

Suddenly, Juna’s cloak attacked Angelleia; she had not sensed his energies at all, so locked on her focus to hold onto Enothchild’s memories and readied herself for lightsaber battle, she forgot his other option: the Force, and his ability to use it without gesturing. This was not normally a problem for any Jedi in a fight to have their indispensable, but frail, Jedi robe used against them. Still, it was a practice by such fighters to lose their robes to prevent even the slightest occurrence of clothing trickery. 
However Juna’s Sithian robe was large and engulfing and made of material that was resilient to a high degree to lightsabers; the sleeves had pulled up around her hands, the hood and parts of the back around her head, and the rest of it between her legs, tripping her up. She fought and struggled, but unlike some brute with muscles that could tire the Force against her was relentless. She drew her lightsaber into one of the sleeves before it had totally knocked it out of her hand, or at least before Madex could just walk up and….
“DRATS!” Madex did walk up to grab the weapon from Angelleia’s strangled hand, but she pulled it in time; he almost lost his fingers in the process. A burning smell soured his nostrils and he declared, “Oh no you don’t!”
With the Force wrapping around the cloak, he picked Angelleia and all like a parcel, stopping her progress of cutting through the dense leather. Madex aimed his package, and gave it a quantifying shove. It sailed through the air, taking a high arc, and he hoped the impact would jar her enough to cut herself with her own weapon….

Angelleia, however, fell out of the bundle and landed having managed to slip free from her entanglements. She flared her nostrils to clear out the stench of burnt leather, kneeled, and waited for Madex to attack again. Her senses, on the other hand, told her to LOOK OUT!
Through Madex, the fedarok cloak had slithered in for another attack from behind. She side stepped, side stepped, and finally she executed a flip behind it. Luckily she did because Madex was coming, and he missed wounding her enough to end the fight. That tactic made Angelleia move away from Juna, for the cloak was between them, and she did not want Madex to use it against her again.
Here he came at her again, Madex pressing against her defense, doing all he could to wear her down. Angelleia found her pacing to be slowing as her hold of the Force was waning again. She was feeling drained, blocking him up, down, up, down, right, left, high and high; his attacks were now in combination with no hesitation, forcing her to embrace a defense that made her make long, looping swings to block. It kept him at bay, but that was centimeters more of air and gravity she had to fight against to stop him. She could not chance it that Madex would be only meaning to capture her.
In Madex came again, beating against Angelleia’s lightsaber, up and down and around and around. He stepped outside her shoulders, extending her range, making her think he was going to duck and dodge around her weapon at any moment. He thought to disarm her; her lightsaber was long enough….

Angelleia reacted to his thrust by catching him and performing a standing switch. They broke apart, and she took a breath: and once again, her focus was back and her energy was up. She met him again, and this time she managed a hard shove with her weapon that made him bounce on his feet backwards a dozen meters.
The Bothan let out a breath and tried not to shake his head; every moment of rest found her not struggling, but recovering; more like resetting, as if this was their first second of fighting. It was becoming a bit monotonous; at least in the Force, given her age and inexperience with her abilities. From what Madex had learned from Jedi theory and practice in his own training and the training of his Padawans there was always a point where the young would began to falter in their concentrations, no matter what. Angelleia would show that faltering, and then with just the briefest of rests it would go away.
He came at her, and Angelleia just measured her defense against his quick attack, and it was indeed quick. It was also smart; he kept himself grounded, which did not leave him vulnerable to a counterattack from her. Not that she was going to unleash one; she was going to do what her Father had told her to do; she had to stay in the pocket of defense, match Madex’s seemingly tireless actions move for move.

And the attack suddenly just came at once, flashes of lightening strikes in the form of lightsabers connecting. Madex held his ground, ran the Force through him, and just stood face to face with Angelleia and unleashed. High, low, down, up, right, left, right left, rolling right, rolling left, left, left, left….
She ducked him, stood right back, and deflected his backhand….

Right, left, right, left: trying to break her arms apart….

She leapt over his blade, landed, and deflected his forehand, had an opening at his leg but passed it up…

Madex gritted his teeth when she did not bite his trap. But he was closer, he took another step and just exchanged again. Inside, inside, driving inside, but pushed aside, pushed aside, pushed aside, and outside he went….

Angelleia took one full step back and just tightened her profile, leaving her lightsaber figuratively out there to be hit. Odd as it appeared, it looked just like that as Madex hit it, and she met him in a tight square defense. She easily shifted it into a diamond pattern, an octagon, a triangle, a circle….
Madex thrusted….

Angelleia blocked….

He parried….

She moved….

He feinted, fainted, floated, and faded….

She just jousted, jammed, jumped, and…..

They broke apart, and Madex retreated. Angelleia was sweating, panting, and he was just of good cheer, raising his weapon. He then watched her sigh his effort off, and again she was ready for him. 

Calm. 

Not panting. 

Not tired.
“Son of a bitch,” he exhaled quietly. That had burned her, he was certain of it, it had to ‘blown her up’ because, as good in condition he was he was starting to feel it. How could a not-quite-trained-for-it Padawan Healer put up with such physicality? Even a young Vhinphyc? How?
“Not to sound too overconfident,” began Angelleia, taking a walk to her right side, “But this hasn’t been very hard.” She swished her Father’s weapon, prevailing in the fact she was back to being close to Juna. She held it up and pointed the weapon towards him in one hand. “Give this up, Master Madex.”
And Angelleia’s pants fell right down to her ankles, exposing her white, puffy, non-transparent, standard issue, universal unisex ‘knee dragger’ boxers that were nearly tucked into her boots. 
Her tunic fell loose too, since her utility belt had dropped along with her pants. 
She held her pose, but could not suppress the need to shiver because of the draft.

The pause was not dramatic: there was no understanding, only confusion. It was as if mere children in a regular education was given the Republic Tax Code and was asked to read it before dispensing advice in how to rewrite it. It was highly understandable; part civility, part ‘first time’, the collection of Jedi really did not know what to do at that moment, like how to act given the circumstances.
But finally Madex had to break the bad news. He pointed out, holding his position and pointing with his lightsaber, “I think your pants are too big for you now, little girl.”

Angelleia knew that: the little girl in her, more than the Jedi she had hoped to be, still was hoping he really didn’t notice that. She only realized it the moment she felt her pants just slide down by themselves, becoming undone by her now realized dramatic girth loss. She had not calculated it yet, but she had lost fifty pounds. It was not lost on her that the elastic band on her shorts was holding: thank the Force for minute favors, anyway, everyday, the old saying went. She was realizing it just everyone else was: as a means to heal herself naturally from fatigue she was burning through her body’s physical reserves.

“Oh boy, this isn’t good,” she mumbled. Tactically vulnerable, she began to try to get out of her boots. Pulling up her pants would waste time. Dragging her clothes would create defensive problems….
Madex made a funny gesture at Angelleia and, sure as the stars shined, he took full advantage, making the clothes trip her up, knowing her boots needed to be unbuckled in order to free herself. She nearly fell on her weapon, and having no choice she had to toss it out her hands. As expected, her weapon bounced out of her hands as she struggled to get her feet free from her boots; she could not do it with one hand.
“Whew, did I worry there,” chuckled Madex, wiping his brow in mock relief. He noted her attempt to get her lightsaber back, but he used the Force to move it away from her. When she went right back to her boots, he jumped on a part of her pants and stuck his lightsaber in her face, stopping her; he watched her brown eyes return as she backed down from the advancing tip of the weapon. “Or did I worry there?”
Angelleia found herself lying down, and Madex stopped his weapon. He said, “You’re beaten, this is over.” He shook his head and said, “And to think I was just going to let you go but now that you really tried my Jedi patience, I will gladly put you in the deepest, darkest, coldest cell in the Jedi Detention Cell and personally watch you wallow! But first, I got a Sith to execute.” He just turned to the others and ordered, “Do it!”
“No!” screamed Angelleia, stopping short when she felt Madex’s weapon too close to her face. When she saw the others ignite their weapons, she began to whimper.
Another lightsaber igniting behind them all made them all look. They had not felt Casper Knightshade’s approach. His green lightsaber betrayed the righteous anger on his face when he looked right at Coy Madex and ordered, “Get the hell off my Daughter!”

“Daddy!” squealed Angelleia.
On that note, Casper proceeded directly towards Madex with his weapon lit and his intentions clear. He said anyways, “All who do not wish to perish surrender.”
“I’m afraid we can’t do that, Brother,” said Nul, and he pulled away from his guard position. So did the other Sith Hunters, and Madex stepped away from Angelleia; all of them collectively understanding this new issue before them. Worse, Casper kept walking towards them, unhindered by any fear.

As this happened, Angelleia realized Casper was in peril and began pulling up her pants, undoing the buckle on the belt to retighten it….
“I’m not your brother,” responded Casper at his old friend Nul. “No brother of mine would execute a mother in front of her only child! No Jedi would engage an innocent in battle! This farce ends right now!” He moved himself relatively between them and the women. Without looking, he ordered, “Angelleia, just get your mother out of here. Do as I say, don’t even think to argue.”

“I will destroy them both, Casper,” warned Madex. “Don’t make me: the Sith cannot be allowed to live to corrupt any more of us!”
“That supposes I’m going to allow you to live to carry that threat out.” Casper shook his head no and brought his weapon to ready.

“You cannot take us all on, Casper, think with your head,” warned Piv. He lifted his blade at ready, steadying his feet.

“But I have searched my feelings,” said Casper, “and I can’t help to feel that I must end you all to end this.” He gave them just one more glare of warning, but the other’s weapons did not shut off.
Casper was leaving the ground, barefooted, and suddenly it was a kaleidoscope of carnage. Blue, green, aqua, organge, and purple; they all went in different directions to meet in one mutual spot. There was a steady course of hum, and it was followed instantly by a barrage of incredible energy shrieking as the Jedi rumble was on. Flashes of lightening: clashes of thunder: hammers of the gods.
Angelleia stopped, for she had not seen her Jedi Father fight, ever. Casper deflected Madex’s attack, drew Nul in, sidestepped Piv, smacked Madex away, clipped Meek’s attempt, and made Cet retreat before raising his weapon to still them. They were around Casper instantly, and collectively they moved as one, Casper looking at every one of them with quick head movement.

Three feinted, two attacked: Casper flipped over the feinting three, pushing them with a Force shove towards the two attackers. The attackers rolled under the three, and Cet and Nul sprung up and attacked Casper with strikes. Casper blocked them, but then he just tore at the both of them, shocking them both, and suddenly they were separating not to surround him, but retreat.

Madex, Meek, and Piv recovered and made for Casper; Madex and Meek using the Force to throw Piv towards him for a killing strike. Casper just duck and spun around Piv’s body, ignoring the distraction the other two fighters were trying to create, and once Piv passed he ran and dropped kicked Cet in the chest. For his part, Cet swung his blade at his Saberhide feet: receiving cracked ribs for his effort and momentarily stunned out of the fight was not what he bargained for. Unhindered, Casper was up and not up for commentary, catching up with Nul and Madex and engaging them in a rapid exchange: rights, lefts, rights, rights, rights.
Nul tried to sweep Casper’s legs….

Casper took the blow, not flinching, as the Saberhide took it and cracked a bone in Nul’s foot, and he used Madex’s encircling arm to dosey-do around him and roll-shove him over a downed Novee Cet. Like someone shorter and faster than him, Casper sprang from all fours about until he gave Piv a fright with a whirling slash to wake him up. Noting that Piv was injured still from Ancesca, Casper focused right on him, driving his head into Piv’s face, and finally executing a slow cut through the Givin’s forearms. Piv had little time to contemplate his fresh arm stumps: Casper gave him a high kick to the side of the head before Cet threw him away from his companion with the Force.

Angelleia nearly ran to Piv on instinct, but she stopped herself and realized what she was doing wrong. She was going to help the enemy, while she was supposed to help her helpless Mother. Remembering that duty, she made sure her belt was tightened and called her lightsaber to her hands. She felt the need for her body to call upon the weapon’s memories, but she ignored it, turning it on. She proceeded towards Juna and cut the shackling and the motivator that used to funnel power to the restraints.
Madex noted Angelleia, said nothing to the others, and rushed at her. Angelleia sensed the danger immediately and blocked his attempt at killing Juna right there. He said to her, “You’re not going to win this, you know.”
“If you were an authority on certainty, I would agree,” said Angelleia. Her little eyes began to change….

“Damn it!” Madex chased her away from Juna, and this time he was serious enough to press her not to focus. Angelleia had not Invoked the Spirit of her Father, but she remembered her own techniques and did what she could to stay him off. This time she noted he was not really playing around
Meanwhile, Casper noted what had occurred, cursed himself, and eyed the three other Sith Hunters. He realized he had to draw them all in, to be able to take them all out at once, or close to once as possible. Casper still had one edge: the others could not reconcile with the fact, in essence in the Force, they were fighting themselves in fighting against their fellow Jedi Knight. Their strikes were not as one now, and Nul was the most tentative.
Angelleia skirted down and under Madex’s swipe for her head, and realizing that unlike before she could barely handle either him or the large lightsaber in her small hands. She forced herself to be more body evasive since he was not quite going for her weapon. Slowly, patiently, she began working her way towards the main entrance to the mesa, pulling Madex towards her, going so far as to fling the Force in his eyes to annoy him towards her. Her initial idea was just to pull him away from Juna; since the other Sith Hunters recognized Casper as their only true threat at the moment; only Madex was interested in killing her in her unconscious form.
Casper was moving away from Juna as well, but the Sith Hunters were pushing him away, only realizing now that he could grab her and run, and that their leader was busy again with the Padawan Learner. Even with their lack of enthusiasm in fighting a fellow Jedi the three were good together, Casper learned very quickly, moving independently and most certainly without Madex having to influence them in anyway to fight. But every fighter had a flaw; that was why a Jedi pairing was adequate for one covers the weaknesses of another. If the pairing’s fighting techniques were different even better. Three Jedi with their own distinctive styles was really covering the bases.

Still, Casper’s other edge against them was their reliance on each other; as with Beja Tu Ramore and Madex before them, the three teaming up negated some of the options they would have possessed in style and attack in order to accommodate each other. Only this time, unlike Naboo, unlike in the Dungeon Maze, he was not forced to fight in confined spaces. He could move as a trained disciple of Master Yoda, exchanging, engaging, and moving away before the trio confined into one place.
As the bulky fight continued on, elsewhere Angelleia pulled her arms in and used shorter movements to block Madex’s fast-paced attacks; her little arms were beginning to burn from effort, and the rest of her body was hot and sweaty as she bailed on blade-to-blade defense to fend off her foe. Madex could sense her despair as he stepped inward and to her left to create an opportunity to attack from above. She moved under him, making her run the other way, and he just missed grazing her ass. 
Just as she turned around, there he was; unlike before, Madex was not going to let Angelleia get her breath; every time the Vhinphyc did, she was seemingly refreshed; he surmised it had to something to do with her immunities actually ‘killing’ fatigue. Impressive as that idea was, a warrior that could not tire, there had to be an end to it, and given Angelleia’s thinning appearance such a gift, still, required energy sources. He attacked again, making her use every muscle she had in her body to prevent him from winning, because, honestly, she may have not been using Enothchild’s Spirit to guide her at the moment but she was holding up too well.
Across the mesa, Casper caught Novee Cet’s leg at the heel with his toes and forced the Nikto to lock up with him. Casper slipped around in a pivot, just as Yars Meek was coming down on him with a diagonal crosscut, nearly cutting Cet. Rolling off of Cet, he blocked Enfungo Nul three times before taking the Y’bith Master’s Force shove. He rolled, landed to his feet, blocked Cet, suddenly cut to his right, and stiffed both Meek and Nul straight up with several blade jabs….

But the duo ducked as one, and Cet’s flying feet as he sailed over Meek and Nul caught Casper in the shoulder, which he spun with the blow and nearly took an overly impatient Meek’s head off when he charged in too close when he thought they had gained an advantage.
In another place, as Madex dunked down with a double-overhand lightsaber chop, he managed to get Angelleia’s weapon down. He vaulted over both weapons to kick her in the chest, but in the process he nearly got himself killed. The kicks were not too terribly troubling to the young Vhinphyc, but it made her take two surprised steps back; in the process of gaining balance, Angelleia raised her weapon with his, coming up in the form of an X…. 
Madex had to slither uncomfortably around the interlocked blades and let go of his weapon. He landed on his knees, and for a few moments he feared himself defeated. Angelleia pulled away, panting for breath, and he realized too late what she was doing. He called his weapon to his hand, turned, and saw Angelleia completing her restoration, and tapping into her Enothchild’s weapon for help. He tempered his smile, however: he leapt in, this time instituting much of the techniques Mace Windu had showed him, but unlike Windu they were not slow, long-drawn out movements; just quick placements of blade and body relative to the target.
At the same time, Casper sent Meek reeling back with a gesture before spinning downward to block a swimming move by Cet from behind. Right, left, and then he pushed him aside to take Nul, who slipped down to cut Casper’s legs off. Only Casper jumped, sailed over Nul, and clipped his ear; Nul yelped and pulled away. Casper landed and struck Meek’s lightsaber, and then Cet’s weapon from the other side, and then he stomped hard on Cet’s foot before Meek made him duck his strike.
As Casper’s rallies, Angelleia’s rally, on the other hand, lasted another five minutes and she began to feel really drained. Madex was sweating, fur soaked, panting, as he struck quick and pushed himself against her. She had to fall back, and this time she turned and ran, sweeping her weapon behind her to deter anything he had planned. Madex gestured at her, a bit winded to try the Force without gesturing, and had her tripped up. She fell hard, turned, and watched his descent from leaping in the air towards her. With his weapon up for a strike, she found herself on her feet and leaping at him; not even a thought of what she was doing passed through her mind. Madex tried to speed up his downward swing, but Angelleia caught him perfectly, both in his attempt and in the air. Both fell together, both lost their respected weapons and landed on the metal deck hard.
Else wise, Nul managed to recover from his nipped ear and helped Cet, and then Meek, and they executed a classic Pyramid Clash on Casper; their blades just came as one over the top, crashing into Casper’s lightsaber, with force and sound rattling him enough to slow down just a moment. Meek slipped his blade down in an attempt to take Casper’s arm….

The flash and thunder of the move had worked just too well, and Casper had figured it out. He took the blow, and instinctively moved past Cet to his right just as Meek made his slip. Cet was going forward and then back to avoid killing a tripping and falling Meek, and Casper effortlessly whirled his weapon through Novee Cet’s exposed left hip. The Nikto Jedi Knight bellowed and literally dropped out of the fight as he only had one leg to stand on.
Casper could have killed him in his next breath; the others were so out of position there was nothing they could had done. Instead Casper turned and backed away, giving his foes a chance to regroup in some way; at the very least, it gave him a break and gave them another chance to think about continuing the fight. He noted, then, that Angelleia and Madex appeared to be rolling around on the deck near the entrance to the mesa….
“Damn you!” Yars Meek betrayed his position with his damnation before his attack. Casper stepped back, kicked the missing weapon from Meek, and as if Yoda he jumped on Meeks’ chest, driving him down to the ground. He pinned him down with his knees and managed to block Nul’s straight attack above him. Meek rolled Casper, but the Human Jedi just rolled under Nul’s next swing, sprang up, and stopped Nul’s rally.

Temporarily stunned, Madex recovered just as Angelleia was going to leave him to retrieve her weapon. He tripped one foot into the other by grabbing it, and then he crawled over her downed body to try and beat her in a leverage game. Angelleia grabbed his wrists and began to roll him around blindly, looking for some time to recover and in the process squish the Bothan. She wished she was heavy like she was half an hour ago, the damage would had been more severe. All she did was bang him up every time she could drive her head into his chest. Finally, Madex had enough. He got his feet between himself and her, shoved her up, and then used the Force to catapult her. Angelleia sailed right into the corridor.
Rising up, Madex called for his weapon. Just before he got it, Angelleia’s lightsaber, off, came by and hit him good right in the back of the head. That was enough to cause him miss his lightsaber, also off, and have it bust his jaw. A rather unusual but effective combination, the Sith Hunter Master’s head went in two uncontrolled directions and he spun himself to the deck momentarily stunned.
For her part, Angelleia relented in calling forth her weapon again; something so simple suddenly was not so simple anymore. She swayed, catching herself against the corridor, shocked finally at herself for being able to keep up with a Jedi Master the way she had done, and feeling so drained her eyes wanted to cross. She was sopping wet, not any part of her dry, so she was not amused when she tried to dab her forehead and found wet, smelly tunic sleeve. That last recovery sequence did not last like the others, and she was still yet to catch her breath.

Madex stumbled up to his feet to Angelleia’s dismay. His footing slowly got better as he shook off the blows he received. He felt around the back of his head, winced, and looked right at her. He then turned and eyeballed the situation beyond them, noting that Novee Cet was down, calling for him to engage Casper before Casper defeated Enfungo Nul and Yars Meek.

With two, Casper was more aggressive, and the duo could see why the late Ramore and Madex had all sorts of trouble with him. Casper exploited every opening available to him for body movement, going in any variable direction option and letting his weapon do something else in contradiction to the movement. Again he was just quicker than the other two, too skilled by Yoda for Nul and Meek to handle, and unlike them Casper’s experience in lightsaber-on-lightsaber combat, from his engagements against the likes of Magus Prophet, Magus Faith, and Darth Rune, showed as he managed to creep and slide while defending and applying a trailing defense, and then snapping a chop to the chest of Meek and still blocking Nul’s edge slicking move that went right to left.
But the Karmarian Meek was clever, and he instituted a leap meant to chop Casper’s legs out from under him. Succeeding, Casper was falling forward just as Nul was majestically spinning. If all went according to plan, Casper’s head was going to come off….
Instead, Casper hurt his back, stretching as far back as he could and watched the lightsaber almost nick his nose. He went to get up, but Meek grabbed a hold of his left hand….

Nul tried a downward decapitation….

Casper rolled under it, pulled his weapon towards him, and just rolled. Nul leapt over the blade and accidentally stomped on Meeks’ head as the Karmarian was dragged along by Casper’s roll. He stumbled away, and Meek laid stunned for a moment. Casper was up and already leaping over Meek to get to Nul, who suddenly found himself a bit too alone against a superior fighter.
Madex let out a sigh and ran hell bent towards the battle there. Angelleia just watched him go, feeling very elated by this new development that she didn’t have to fight anymore, for the moment. At the same time she cried out, “Daddy, look out!”

Casper could see Madex running, telegraphing his intentions from light years away it seemed, and maneuvered about Nul and gave him a little Force shove. He went to move forward, but the forgotten-about Novee Cet had grabbed hold of his Saberhide foot. Casper did not warn him; he whipped and cut the Sith Hunter’s offending hands off.
But the distraction worked, for Meek managed a passing swipe with his weapon, which turned Casper around for that second Nul and Madex needed to surround Casper. Being worn, Madex used the Force on Casper, forcing him out of good body positioning so Nul, and then Meek, could manage to get reasonably close to him to wound him. 
Yet Casper, unbalanced by Madex’s attacks, managed small victories in blocking his attackers, and he himself letting Madex have it with a gesture-less Force Shove of his own. The move, however, opened Casper up to an attack, but foolishly Meek clipped the back of Casper’s Saberhide calf and momentarily lost power to his weapon. Casper grazed Yars with his lightsaber, across the top of his eye bridge, causing Meek to scream and fall back, grabbing his head and eyes as the feeling of his head splitting figuratively was a great cause for alarm.
For her part, Angelleia walked quickly towards her lightsaber, grabbed it, and then remembered what Casper had told her to do. She was torn again, watching him fight off aggressors well but at any moment that could change. But there was Juna still, still unconscious, still unmoving, still too vulnerable. 
Angelleia believed – correctly – the sedative was not what knocked Juna out; the restraints had. Beside the point, Angelleia began to move quickly for her Mother to get her to safety….
Weak in the Force, she did not fell the strong Force Shove from behind until it struck. 
Angelleia turned around after landing, and to her shock she watched her patient Jive Kring emerge from the side of the corridor, having just climbed down the outer ladder. The Sith Hunter, and Novee Cet’s Master, was pale as can be and still riddled with fused-metal-to-skin injuries. He looked ghoulishly cybernetic.
“You think you can just play your little games with us, Sithling!” cursed Kring, slurring his words as a piece of fused metal had pulled his mouth to one side. He stepped out fully in the open and knocked Angelleia down again with the Force. She went to call for her weapon, but he just pushed it away from her, grabbed her with the Force, and threw her further away from it.
Nul found himself having an easier time with Casper as Madex just used the Force to disrupt the Jedi’s rhythm. On occasion, Madex leapt in and gave Nul support weapon wise, but then bail out to attack Casper with the Force. In this instance, Madex crashed Casper with a combination of lightsaber strikes, which Nul followed up, allowing him to spin his foe against his will. Casper stumbled a bit, and Nul would have had him if he had not seen Jive Kring.
“Jive, get over here!” he cried.

“Damn it, Nul!” cried Madex, and by the time either tried to correct the error it was too late; Casper recovered and jumped over Madex and Force Shoved him into Nul. He leapt at them….

Both Bothan and Y’bith gestured at Casper and sent him spiraling away to give them both time to recover.

Kring finally paid attention to Nul’s shouts. Seeing that bouncing Angelleia around had slowed her down, and seeing most of his allies lying on the ground withering in pain, he limped towards the fight. Having lost his lightsaber in the explosion, he cried out, “Yars, your weapon! I need your weapon!”
Yars Meek was too busy holding his scalp to his skull to open his eyes. He did not see Jive coming. He did not know his lightsaber laid just behind him. He yelled, “Jive, I can’t see!”

“Blast it!” Still too many yards away to grab it, Jive looked to his left and noted Angelleia’s weapon much closer. With no choice, he reached out for it, and it began to tink its way towards him….

She was exhausted, but the moment Angelleia felt her Father’s weapon moving she was sparked. She was on all fours at the moment, so she was able to tap the Force to augment her tired body. She reared, and sprang, and she hit Kring in the back hard just as her weapon was about to land in his grasp. To add insult, Angelleia did all she could to drive her thick, horned head into Kring and drive his body into the deck. It was enough to drive the wind out of him.
But Angelleia was at a loss on what to do next; the hesitation brought on by the feelings she had just spent her last breath. In the back of her mind, she knew she was suffering from electrolyte exhaustion; Invoking the Spirit, a highly advanced use of the Force, for long periods of time, and then her healing abilities working overtime to defeat her exhaustion along with it, was just too draining. Her mental process was more affected than her physical processes, and without the mind her strong body was just a paperweight.

Jive recovered just enough to catch Angelleia’s lack of desperation and gave her exposed chin an elbow shot. She fell over from the blow, and in turn he winced as felt his elbow crack; not a complete break, he could still use the arm, but it hurt like hell. He rolled on top of her, realizing he was not going to knock her out with a punch, and wrapped his arm around her neck, pressing his thick shoulder under her chin, and with the Force he began to squeeze. Angelleia’s was caught after an exhale in the shoulder vice, and was just too slow to react to the choking out hold. She began to black out the moment he had clamped off her blood vessels to her brain.
“You’re going to sleep, Little One,” said Jive quietly. “And with deep regret, this sleep will be permanent.” Seeing no choice for the sake of the Sith Hunters’ lives, he squeezed hard, knowing he was going to kill her.
Angelleia coughed on the choke and tried to move his arm, but her head was already numb. She gagged out, “Mama?” before winking out.

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

CHAPTER 74.1
“Mama?”
It was the word. 
It was the way it was spoken. 
It was where it had come from. 
All of that suddenly made Juna Rapier open her brown eyes. There was a feeling of weakness and vulnerability in her body that came and went. In that time, as her face still was pressed against the deck metal, she understood everything that had transpired right up to the moment she heard her Gessa cry out to her!
Juna’s eyes became blazing hot yellow stars.
At the moment, Casper had knocked Nul back and tripped Madex, and all three stopped when they felt Juna awaken. There was no hiding the evil that just consumed the platform, the planet, and the sector. At the same time, both Casper and Madex said, “No.”

She rolled and flipped up to her feet, ignoring the remains of her restraints, feeling no pain or remorse. All she felt was rage, and her head darted to look right at Jive Kring. She did not move again until his large body was ripped free from Angelleia; the force of the action caused Angelleia to spin up and back down on her face. Juna just threw him down and over and way from Angelleia, picked him up, and threw him again.

Over and over again for a few harsh seconds Juna kept throwing Kring violently, and then raised her right hand. Kring, up in the air, suddenly fell, but was caught by his neck, where he now hanged from the sky, choking under her powerful Force grip.
When Casper noted Madex and Nul went to move to help Kring, he leapt over them both and began fighting again with them. He ignored what was happening, even as all three locked blades together and Nul begged, “Are you insane! You can’t be serious to side with her!”
“She’s a mother….” Casper began to push the two back when he got his feet squared up, “protecting….her….child!” He pushed them off, ducked Madex’s swing, swam around him, and caught Nul’s attempt at attacking.
Meanwhile, Juna just wordlessly raised her other hand at Jive and made a grasping motion. No longer quickly choking, just slowly choking, he managed a strangled cry as the fused metal in his body began to come out, being pulled by Juna’s slow, insistent influence. Each piece of fused ore tugged and fought the resistance of melted meat and scaring tissue. Every sealed wound would reopen upon the sound of wet flesh being torn as every piece of metal was pulled free.

Juna just was not thinking, only enjoying how slowly the execution was taking. She was not the compassionate Dark Side being that desired to prove everyone wrong about her intentions, she was the creature that was going to live by them. How dare they touch her Gessa? How dare they try and kill her Daughter! Who were these mortals, these mere shells of waste and want, to her, the Dark Hope of the Sith!! They cursed their days, and she was that curse that would own them! To hell with them: to hell with all of them! TO HELL WITH ALL OF THEM!
Angelleia struggled for a breath and regained consciousness. She shivered, for the darkness all around her was thick and all over. But she began to understand it, knowing who it was. Quickly, she looked and saw her Mother standing there, and she saw how she was pulling Jive Kring apart. Enothchild’s warning came back strong in her heart.
“NO! MAMA, NO!” Angelleia got up and shouted again, “MAMA, NO!”

Hearing that, the Dark Hope of the Sith’s anger fell. 
And then, bleeding and nearly dead, Jive Kring fell to the deck, collapsing in a heap on top of the remains of torn out metal and remains of his own body. 
The Sith Maiden looked at her hands for a moment, ignoring the commotion of lightsabers and shouts and moans. The shackles just fell off her wrists and ankles and around her waist; she cleared them away, as if to clear herself. Her yellow eyes turned by themselves before her head, and the rest of her had followed once she saw, in her perceptions, in a realm filled with great Darkness, a Light that shined white and brilliantly in it. It pulsed with the beat of a quickening heart, a rhythm she knew of, a heart she knew very well. The kinds of the Light, of the energy, was a bit weak and should had turned her vile stomach, but there was another energy there that was hopeful, strong, and it was getting stronger in the passing few seconds it was observed. She recognized that energy right away, something she had not felt in a very long time, not since she had held her Daughter in her arms when she was just an infant. 

It was the power of Love, and that Love was reserved only for the chosen few; for true lovers, for those who embraced their parents as children. A rare love even the most committed did not possess: a love, an undying love that could only be shared between those who would commit themselves not just in heart but in soul to those who could return it.
But with such great and terrible eyes of the Dark Side, the Dark Hope could not see who this beloved creature was. With such great and terrible feelings, the Dark Hope could not return that love. With such actions, driven by a primitive lust for revenge, she could not be condoned to live. To experience what she so desired she had to let go of her hate.

As she let go of the Dark Side, Juna saw the universe as it was to everyone else, and there where the Light was Angelleia appeared. Thin, haggard, worn out, spent, the young Padawan Healer dropped to both her knees. Juna came towards her the moment she saw Angelleia was dropping. She was regrettably not fast enough to catch her. She fell herself to grab hold of Angelleia, to keep her from falling completely.
“Angelleia?” asked Juna quietly, giving her Daughter a tiny shake, ignoring everything else in the universe. Angelleia just wobbled, barely conscious. “Gessa? My Gessa, wake up? I’m here.”
Blinking, Angelleia could see Juna’s worried face. She watched Juna slowly began to smile, and she was so beautiful when she smiled. It made Angelleia smile back, and she said, “Hi.”

Juna laughed a little and said, “Hi.” She then just pulled Angelleia into her arms and hugged her tightly; her Gessa could only weakly return the hug. “Oh Bella, my Gessa. My Gessa! Oh, I heard you! I heard you, and I came back! I came back!”

“I knew you would,” cried Angelleia, and she too forgot the circumstances they were in. She began to tear up and cry, too elated by Juna’s emotions of happiness and love. “”I knew you would come back, Mama.”

“Oh!” Juna squeezed Angelleia harder and rocked her in holding. “Oh, that sounds so wonderful to my ears! It’s been a burden not to hear that, a burden!” She pressed her face against Angelleia’s and nibbled her cheek with kisses. “I’ve been blessed: I have found my Gessa again!”
“You have, Mama, you have,” assured Angelleia, and she felt Juna just hug her tighter. They were close enough to feel each others’ hearts beating, and they beat loudly and as one. She understood her Father’s words, of Juna worshipping her in order to be a better person, to stay that better person. She understood that only the beating of her heart could do that; so long as her Mother could feel it, and feels her commitment in love, Juna would never be evil. She found herself in a quest, one Angelleia now fully accepted. “I love you, Mama.”
Juna was just speechless, knowing ‘love’ and ‘mama’ spoken by her Child were one and the same. Angelleia had never said those words when she was baby last in Juna’s arms, but she felt those words then as she felt those words right now. It did not, on the other hand, mean the vocalization made it less. In fact it made it more relevant, more prevalent. This was a clear affirmation, one Juna realized she had desired for a very long, even after she had found her Daughter again on Zonloki.
The reverb of lightsabers snapped Juna out of her trance and she turned to look; Angelleia followed her suit, wiping her eyes. Casper was still busy working against the two still-able-to-fight Sith Hunters. He was showing just the slightest hints of difficulty in fighting them.
“Papa said,” began Angelleia, drawing Juna to look at her, and not asking for any clarification, “you mustn’t do anything.”

“I understand,” said Juna, flashing a tiny smile.

“But,” said Angelleia, looking worriedly at the scene unfolding, “what about Casper? He needs our help.”

Juna was already shaking her head and said, “He already has it.” Without explaining, she stood up and said, “I will go get med beds from their ship; the wounded need to be tended to.”

Rather surprised by her Mother’s charity, even after what had occurred, Angelleia said, “You would help them?”

“We will help them,” corrected Juna. There was a rumble in the distance, piquing her interest for merely a moment, and then she said mockingly, “What’s more evil and vile than a Sith that shows compassion to her enemies? I plan to deliver these Jedi to Coruscant personally, alive.”
Angelleia thought it funny herself. She then wondered with a sullen face, “Including Master Madex?”

Juna was mute at that point. She sighed and said, “No, you’re Jedi Father is going to kill him.” Without another word, she tapped the Dark Side and teleported away.
Angelleia regarded that for a moment, and unfortunately her head was nodding. She looked back at the battle, watching all three combatants stopping to measure themselves. She realized with herself that Madex had driven these Jedi to do his bidding, in some form of righteousness that could be easily excused. That was the problem with that, she realized: righteous quests often test the pursuer and reveals them, be it their good intentions, their bad intentions, or their misguided intentions. On some level, Coy Madex’s intentions were valiant and brave, original, daring perhaps, but what it lacked was pure sincerity. To him it did not matter which Sith he hunted down and destroyed, so long as that Sith was Juna. The righteousness of this quest ended the moment Madex began it, and if defeated Madex would never yield to the reality of his harms and wrongs. It was in its own way a terrible tragedy. Such damage was just not repairable.
Casper knew this too well, measuring Coy Madex and Enfungo Nul, all three circling around an imaginary axis. There was no redeeming Madex, and leaving him alive would only bring more trickery and influence on his behalf. If Qualleggoes were alive, and worse if he was the head of the Jedi Order, every Jedi would have been here to prove his assertions about Juna right. Madex was just doing what Qualeggoes could not even in life, and for the most part he had destroyed Juna. All Casper could do to even the score, and the Force was demanded it out of all of them there, was end it. 
“You’re just a little too quiet, Casper,” mused Madex. “I know what you are thinking.”

Casper had no doubts about that. He at least said, “You are a far more powerful telepath than anyone gives you credit for if you can breach my shields now. But clearly you are no match for my fighting skills.”

“The fight is not that long,” said a winded Madex; at the very least, both Casper and Nul were fresh.

“But your plans have failed, Master Madex,” said Casper. He glanced over at Nul; the Y’bith had not made a real threatening move recently; he was being too passive, as if thinking.

Indeed Enfungo Nul had been thinking because things in his mind made no sense: part of it Madex’s influence, part of it what he felt from Angelleia and Juna towards one another. Something was deeply wrong here; he was starting to see it. Just beginning to understand it, it was causing his motivation to fight to wane. He was starting to question his very own actions.
Casper said, “As you can feel, Angelleia and Juna have reconciled. Your fellow Sith Hunters are all but defeated. You cannot hope to maintain this illusion you set forth selfishly for yourself at the expense of others.”
“Illusion?” questioned Nul. His weapon dipped downward, his eyes darting back and forth rapidly, as if reading what Casper said on text doc.

“Open your eyes, the both of you,” demanded Casper, but he said that more in Nul’s direction. The Y’bith looked at Casper with begging eyes, begging for the right answer, begging to know what to do next. “Nothing makes sense anymore. If so, then why fight?”

Daringly, Casper shut off his weapon. Angelleia stiffened up, wondering if he had made a great, terrible mistake. Yet, for such a mistake, of lowering his guard, Madex did not attack. Neither had Enfungo Nul, and to both Casper’s and Angelleia’s slow elation the Y’bith shut his weapon off.

Madex, with his weapon still on, just lifted it up. He looked over at Nul, noted the young Jedi’s change of heart. He looked back at Casper, smiled, and said, “Clever you.”

And suddenly the Bothan cut the unsuspecting and defenseless Enfungo Nul’s head right off. 
Angelleia’s gasp was audible for over a thousand meters. Even Casper let his mouth dip in horror on what Madex had just. And it really scared the Knightshades really out that Madex’s place in the Force had not wavered; he had not fallen into darkness with the move. Such a despicable act of betrayal was not regarded as evil by the Force, or at least not in Madex’s perceptions of it.
Madex said to Nul’s head in regret, “Truly sorry, old friend. But I had to prove to Casper how unselfish I truly am.” 
But then again, Madex’s mind was absolutely blank on what he had done. In that time it took for everyone else to have understood what he had done, an emotionless panic had suddenly set in. He could not quite understand what he had done, but he had to do it, yet he was not too certain what to do next….
“You son of a bitch!” Casper ignited his lightsaber and charged at Madex….
Madex moved and used the Force to get Nul’s dropped weapon, igniting it. In his numb, emotionless daze filled with unflinching logic, he then threw the weapon towards Novee Cet, who was still on ground, recovering, and had saw what happened, and now was in peril….
The weapon stopped in mid-flight: a great Darkness had a hold of it.
Casper pushed right at Madex and yelled, “Stop this madness!”

Madex blocked him and dared, “With all life on the line, would you!”

As the combatants fought on, Cet looked behind him and saw that Juna had teleported right by his head and had barely stopped the weapon; she had barely sensed the danger and returned as quickly as possible; her immediate, heroic actions were very draining, and her sigh of relief genuine.
Taking the weapon physically, Juna said to Cet without looking at him, “Stay down. I’ll protect you if he tries something again.”
Cet blinked in surprise at first. Unsure of her true intentions, he asked, “Why?”

Juna didn’t even give her fallen foe a look and said, “Because your death only benefits your fearless leader. Call it what you will, a plot by me or whatever, but consider the alternative.”

He should have considered the alternative, that this was some sort of trick. Instead he took one look at the late Enfungo Nul. He was no longer confused over Juna’s genuine intentions.

In the meantime, Casper had no time to ascertain Cet’s health, having to block Madex from trying to cut Yars Meek’s head off. He used the Force to shove Madex away, and also direct the blind Yars to fall back. 
Casper cried, “You’re mad, you know that! You are off your kliffing rocker!”

“Madness is letting that….Thing,” and Madex pointed his weapon towards Juna, “live, Casper.” As he spoke he hyperventilated: he was just appalled by everything he was doing, yet just as appalled again that no one else could get in their thick skulls who the real problem was. “You just don’t get it, do you? Why can you not get it, when you already know the truth!”
“Who’s truth, yours!” barked Casper. He took steps to make Madex move away from the other downed Sith Hunters: bashing his lightsaber, throwing the Force at him. He could see the Bothan was overthinking everything: Madex’s eyes were just going every which way. A sure and certain Jedi was now becoming directionless with every passing second. “You’re making it up as you go along!”
“Am I! Really!” Madex backed away from the rest, and recognizing that Casper would not give him that part of the mesa, he walked sideways; his foe walked with him, three strides away. An overriding desire begin to fill him: one he ignored for the moment by once again stating his point. “Do you doubt my Master’s findings, Casper!”
Casper stopped taking steps, but he kept his weapon aloft. As outlandish as Madex was with his evidence, Qualeggoes’ point about Juna’s heritage was one of those things that seemed too outlandish to be made up. Qualeggoes, for all of his narrow shortcomings, would not have made up accusations like that; he was not Madex.
Madex locked stares with Casper and he said, “She’s a lie, Casper! Everything about her is a lie, and she’s continuing it! She’s fostering it! Hell, she gave birth in order to continue it! You and I combined have seen our shares of darkness in this universe, and in the end they’re all the same: Not Good! No one ever benefits from such evil in their midst! No one will with the Dark Hope of the Sith, no one!”
“You assume too much! All of this is nothing more than you feeling guilty about your Master, and the promise you made to Nadja Moranna.” Taking note of Madex’s stuttering look, Casper said, “I know about that! Come to your senses, Master Madex: stop ignoring reality!”
“Ignore Reality? I? You dare say I ignore reality! Look about you, Knightshade: the end of the Jedi Order and of the Republic is at hand! This is the Age of Darkness: all debts borrowed against our good fortune for the past thousand years must be repaid! No Jedi believes that, but the Council fears the prophecy!?! Tell me I assume too much, and I will tell you what the Jedi Council does fear! They fear Rapier: she is the End! Her death will finish what her birth had started! If she’s killed now, the worse will not happen.”
Casper shouted at Madex, “The Sith are the only ones who benefit from this: ALL OF THIS!” He cast his lightsaber around and began walking to his side again, drawing Madex with him. “You seek to destroy a Sith: what does it gain you! She’s not the one who had Qui-Gon Jinn killed! She’s not the one who had Naboo invaded! She’s not even the Sith you had my Daughter envision! And you would destroy her even if it means the ruination of your very own soul!!”

“It’s my soul to ruin!” exclaimed Madex. “She is the pin that holds the darkness blanket over all of us! It does not matter to me whether she had trained Darth Maul or not! That doesn’t matter! None of my accusations matter! They’re just justifications of justice! When it comes to saving the trillions of innocents in this galaxy, I say approach the problem like you would some cartoon bomb with a long fuse that’s lit; instead of blowing at the ignited fuse like the Council has I can just cut the wick to prevent the fire from ever reaching that bomb!”

Madex came to slow stop and continued, “This is a simple problem to solve! The Enlightenments are very clear even to the Jedi Council: Rapier is the cancer, and she is the cure: birth brings forth the revenge of the Sith, her death marks vengeance’s end! Selfish! When it comes to this the lives in this galaxy, you bet your ass I am! It’s not just one life, it’s thee life that has set Death into motion! Whether it’s me or someone else, she has to die in order to limit the casualties! Again, because of that, I will stop at NOTHING to make certain she dies! I dare you, I double dare you, Casper, to call me selfish!”
He was not moved. “There is no greater tragedy,” began Casper, just wondering to himself why he had even wasted so much time “than a sacrifice that means nothing.”
Madex let his face fall from that. When that face fell, Casper had his answer. He was giving Madex the chance Juna never had: to repent all the wrongs, to give them up, and find peace. Madex’s guilt and his crimes born from them were of his own creation, and they were very real. Even a Jedi did not go this far with mercy, but Casper did just so he could say he was a better man than his foe; to say he was nothing like him.

Casper raised his weapon in his left hand, pointing at him in both accusation and a demand for combat. He said, “You planted doubts in me I had thought gone. I won’t let your words, or your mental influence, sway me back into doubt again. I will have no doubt in convincing the Council of Juna’s innocence, not anymore. Before you stands one of the victors of Nal Hutta, the bester of Darth Rune, and he is not in doubt!”

There was stillness, a pause as if the two had digested a considerable meal that may disagree with them in mere moments. Madex’s other hand slid to his weapon, and once contact was made both Human and Bothan struck as one. The clash was just as brief as the next move, weapons coming together from the appropriate angels. Clearly Madex needed that rest, and recharged he was able to cut Casper short in his quick attacks with equally quick defense.

But Casper did not have doubts anymore. Those doubts that Nal Hutta had chased away were returned to him so many years ago after he had brought Belladonna Rapier before the Council. Madex’s self-righteousness now was a parody; the Bothan Jedi had thought about this revenge years ago and was hiding behind the idea that this was an honorable crusade. Why else would he not return those doubts to Casper if he had not planned it?
Or did he?

The two clashed weapons again, and when he withdrew Madex said, “Oh, yeah, I thought so many years in advance. I just knew, by making you have your doubts again, you’ll stay; you will do as you are told. Sure, I thought that long ahead: I’m a smecking genius!” He deeked and stepped to the other side, but Casper caught his weapon with his, slid forward, spun, where the trailing Madex’s weapon met him there in a block.
Madex turned about and said, “I do demand justice for the likes of Qualeggoes. But keep this in your very open mind, Casper, that it wasn’t my idea to give you back your doubts!”

“I know,” said Casper, understanding it all so clearly.

“But I never, ever thought that Branch Lur would ever come back in your life,” said Madex with a head shake. “Who knew my fail safe, a Neimoidian, actually cared about justice for anyone at all?”

“He cared enough to die for it,” said Casper. “At least he understood the difference between real criminals and those imagined by purposeful misconception.” He gave his weapon a wave again. “And your bluster does nothing to me, Coy.”

Madex shrugged his shoulders and readied his weapon again. This time he initiated the attack, but Casper met him mutually in the exchange, point to point to point. The Bothan managed to get Casper’s weapon down, but Casper kicked Madex high in the chest, and then Force Shoved for extra, punishing affect. After that exchanged Casper came to a conclusion that Madex would eventually realize: the Bothan was less and less in the fight.
Meanwhile, Angelleia had pulled a weakened Jive Kring over to the other injured, where Juna just stood to not watch over them, but watch the battle. The girl was hoping she would go to get medical supplies, but she could see the woman was too focused on the fight. She joined in analyzing the situation, and they, everyone, heard the exchange between the combatants.
“Madex had poisoned Casper’s mind as well?” asked Angelleia.
“Yes, and more,” said Juna, having unlocked Madex’s hold on Casper earlier on Dagobah, “Along with you, the Council put restrictions on your Foster Father that he was made to forget.”

“And the fail safe?”

Juna smiled and mused, “Coy Madex made a terrible mistake: like some knot code in a control program, he placed Branch Lur in Casper’s mind as a subliminal reference for unlocking him; not completely, but enough. In theory, Neimoidians would not bargain again with others not like them. Madex is right: he could not have foreseen this outcome, where Branch sought Casper out for help. Branch Lur is the hero in this tale: without him, all that is happening would not have unfolded.”
Angelleia gave it some thought, just as Casper and Madex attacked one another again. She worried for her Jedi Father, but she asked, “The Jedi Council had ordered Master Madex to fix Papa’s mind, didn’t they?”

Juna inhaled deeply, and then she exhaled, “Yes, they did.”

“But why?”

Nonchalantly, Juna gestured towards the downed Sith Hunters behind her, who were too engrossed by the turn of events and too injured to say anything. “Even they, so close to the thoughts of the Council, do not know. That is why your Foster Father fights, to earn the right to ask that question of the Council when the time comes.”

Juna turned around, smirked at her, and said confidently, “That time is very soon.” She winked, and was again engulfed in a shadow and vanishing. 
Angelleia could feel her steal away to the Sith Hunter’s vessel again. Just before she could wonder, the thunderous engines of the Millennium Falcon preceded the ship breaking the largest of the night time gas clouds. The large ship hovered over them, but then made a course correction and it prepared to land in an uneven, but vacant area of the mesa.
In the meantime, Casper and Madex made another pass at one another; Casper high and Madex low. Again Madex had to withdraw from his planned low attack due to Casper’s lower legs; with his style, attacks to the midsection, or to the thighs, made him too vulnerable to Casper’s radical infusion of styles between Yoda and Ros Ofcheck. Casper’s overall style was the fusion of two very simple disciplines that only required that they were performed at a high rate of speed consistently over a length of time. Yoda required more body movement; Ros, weapon movement. Together, Casper began to outpace and out-angled Madex, who did not combine his disciplines; he either went with what Qualeggoes had taught him, or what Mace Windu had showed him as far as pointers went.
From the Millennium Falcon’s ramp, an injured but functional Rose Faith, awake and armed, noted the fight and spotted Madex right away. She was sporting a blaster rifle with a scope, and she raised it; she winced as the flesh on her back protested, but she could line up for a descent shot….

But Muriel appeared and placed her hand on the weapon and made her lower it.
“Stand down, Rose,” said Muriel in command, “it’s not our fight.”

“But we have him,” groaned Rose. “Madex deserves death.”

“Then let Casper give him what he deserves. Trust me, Casper needs to do this. And he will do it.” She shook her head when she noted the pile of Jedi Angelleia was watching over. “Damn what a gamble. Juna actually pulled it off.”
Rose smiled knowingly and said, “Unlike you, Mistress Muriel, I had no doubts about Mistress Juna’s success.” She gave Muriel the rifle and really smiled, “And as she told us, treating these fools for their injuries and taking them home….what an insult! The Jedi Order will not survive such a bruising!”

Muriel just rolled her eyes as Juna’s Ward just skipped on over towards Angelleia to formally introduce herself. The red head was not enamored with the idea of helping the injured Sith Hunters; she firmly believed in mercy, just not in one’s enemies; such compassion had a tendency of giving enemies a second, and too often successful, chance at killing the mercy giver. But all things considered, it was a rather clever, and indeed insulting, idea. Besides, she rather execute in battle, not when they were beaten and helpless.
Casper managed to physically back Madex all the way against the high wall of the platform and executed and Over and Out; sailing over to get outside of Madex’s swiping range, then stepping in and take him out. Madex saved himself by pushing Casper back with the Force. It created space for him to do a Waving Run on Casper, and a clubbing strike on his odd foot.
Casper blocked it and made rapid exchanges before changing position and exchanged again before changing positions and exchanged again, and then leapt towards the wall….

Bounded off of it….

Landed on the platform….

Leapt….

And was behind Madex as he missed him. Casper had his back and swung….

Madex spun and caught the weapon against his, batted it…

Casper spun, but his spin was just continuing, and suddenly Madex had to backpedal as a Human-shaped and sized cyclone with a lightsaber in it just ripped at him furiously, and every turn had the weapon in a different position. Madex side stepped it, turned, but then flipped….
Over….

And landing, he thrusted into the storm, but Casper had stopped and blocked the weapon. He pushed off, and then for another change of pace he used the Force to push Madex again away. He then appeared to get very comically low, as if trying to imitate Yoda; indeed, his crouch was like his First Master’s, and he diligently side stepped low in his body, basically daring for Madex to try to take his exposed back over the top.

Madex just kept his weapon high, he sidestepping in his own way. His blue eyes narrowed and he said, “When this is all over, you will regret it.” There was something in his voice though: a tell in poker as Juna would say. Something in his voice that betrayed he was beginning to understand reality. 
The reality of what he had been doing. 
The reality of what he had done. 
The reality that he was not going to win.
“Yes,” said Casper calmly, quietly. “In fact, I already do.” He stopped moving, and just held his position, just daring Madex to come at him. But there was something else transpiring; something those seasoned warriors that were on the mesa, those of learned warfare and other ways, understood.

Unwavering, Casper just said, “Well, what are you waiting for?”
Madex had stopped walking, and just held his weapon above him, steady, and not speaking for a few moments. He then said, “I don’t want to die. Even after all I have done, I still don’t want to die.”
Casper did not move; his weapon ready. He showed no compassion, no sympathy. He just awaited his foe to make his final move. Madex had faced what he had done: what terrible things he had done. It was showing clearly, oh so clearly, in his eyes.
Finally Madex just said, “But I don’t want to bare witness to what I know to be right about Rapier.” 
After a few more quiet moments, Madex shook his head no and finally he smiled. “Have fun.” He gave his weapon a whirl above his head….

Casper did not move, holding his unusual pose….
And Coy Madex grasped his lightsaber in both hands, blade down in front of him, and he rammed it right into his own midsection. His self-induced wound found the right spot, piercing his body, cutting diaphragm to malfunction his breathing, opening his stomach and liver to release bile in his blood, and severing his spine to further paralyze him. He reacted long enough to know what he had done and its outcome, and then he kept the weapon in him as long as he could as he fell down to the deck.

Barely moving, Casper held firm, but inside he was appalled by Madex’s last act, more so than when he had killed Enfungo Nul. He stared on, holding still, watching the Jedi Master slowly die. Madex forced himself, forced all his strength, to keep his hands on his weapon, keeping his thumb pressed down on the power button, and just held on as long as he could, staring at Casper, daring him to call him selfish, or even yet wrong. 

Madex never got a chance to hear any of that. 

His weapon turned off.
-------------------

CHAPTER 74.2
Casper slowly made himself stand up and he turned off his lightsaber, eyeing the dead male at his feet. He repeated what he had said earlier, “There is never a greater tragedy than a sacrifice that means nothing.” And given the nature of the Force he had learned from Juna, he knew his suicidal foe had heard it again.
The end actually stunned everyone that could see it or feel it. Juna’s return with the Sith Hunter’s ship landing next to the balcony almost occurred simultaneous, and she had watched through the cockpit window Madex’s self-demise. Unlike Casper, she felt nothing. She opened the hatch and prepared the med beds to be delivered.
Outside, Angelleia had been joined by Muriel as Rose busied herself – too happily – with treating the injured Sith Hunters; Rose did, however, lingered over Enfungo Nul’s body, betraying some of her own compassion she held inside; she gave her former jailer a hard time, but she had to acknowledge his kindness with a moment’s thought; she went about her duties.
As for Angelleia, she turned to Muriel and asked, “Why did he do that?”

“He was beaten,” said Muriel, shaking her head. They could not hear the last of Casper and Madex’s conversation, but the fight and the body language told enough of the story. “Even if he got passed Casper, he would have had Juna, and me, and Rose to deal with.” She made a face, and Angelleia felt the poke in the Force as well. The red head said, “Oh, yeah, and my Son, Diggory, in the cockpit.”

Angelleia turned around tiredly and saw the young boy. Diggory stood up to look at her. She suddenly felt that she did know him, and the feeling was mutual; of course, they shared the same crib from time to time when they were babies. There just seemed to be….something there that compelled the two youngsters to stare at one another.

Angelleia finally collapsed from exhaustion. It just hit her when she tried to understand why Diggory had intrigued her so. Muriel could not catch her with one hand, so she cried out, “I need some fluids over here! She’s spent!”
Casper saw Angelleia fall, and suddenly he was running over. Juna gave the med beds one last push towards her destination before leaving them and running also towards her downed Gessa. Both foster father and birth mother got there at the same time, just as Rose came over with a nutrient patch, pulling it from its sticky end and slapping it on Angelleia’s bumpy forehead.
“She’s burned up energy,” cried Juna, grabbing hold of Angelleia and cradling her. Casper kneeled down on the other side and comforted her by petting her head. “Madex pushed her in that fight. I won’t forgive myself if she-.”
“Shhhhh,” said Casper, putting his free hand on Juna’s shoulder and shushing her. “She’s going to be alright.” Juna looked at him queerly. “I have faith she will be. Don’t you?”

Juna made a face at him and barked, “Of course I do!” Her exasperation was as fake as a Bly Coaxial speech. She looked at Angelleia, and smiled when Angelleia opened her eyes. “Of course I do.”

Angelleia looked over at Casper, and he smiled at her. It had, after all, not just been a day; it has been a few years since they last really saw one another. She said, “You need a shave.”
Smiling, he joked at her, “And you need to grow up, young Seedling. It is like you had never left me, you are so small.”
“One day I will be bigger than you.”

Casper found his hand touching her face, his fingers rubbing her cheek. He realized Juna was looking at him rather intuitively. He asked the question through his eyes, and she said, “I knew….you would make an excellent father.”
To his surprise, honestly, Juna made Casper take hold of Angelleia to get her medical treatment. When Angelleia wrapped her arms around his neck, he realized then that since Juna had her Daughter for over a month, it was only fair that he had her for a while to hold on to. But Angelleia grabbed Juna’s hand in passing suddenly, and she was not inclined to let go. Casper had to stop and turn to see what was going on, and when he did Juna just followed along.
Muriel watched the scene and tried not to cry. She gave Rose a passing elbow to make the Sith Slave look and said, “Isn’t that something beautiful?”
“Truly,” agreed Rose. “But without them our work here with loading these fools up has just got harder. Not that I’m one to complain; just pointing it out.”

Muriel’s face fell: sometimes, happy endings had their inconveniences. She said loudly to chase Casper, Juna, and Angelleia, “I don’t suppose you mess makers would mind cleaning up after yourself! Do I have to do all the heavy lifting around her? With one arm?”
The duo stopped, and Juna just said, “All I heard” she crossed her eyes and bounced her head left and right “was nag nag nag, nag nag nag nag nag! Stop being a nag, Woman, we’ll be right back!”
Managing to get her fist planted on her hip, Muriel noted, “I’m not a nag!” She frowned, blinked, and slowly turned towards the cockpit of the Falcon; she had a NAGGING feeling something was afoul. Diggory was still in the seat, nodding his head in apparent agreement, stopping when his Mother’s purple eyes locked on to his purple eyes. She narrowed her stare; the young boy shrunk down slowly out of sight.

“Oh, wait, go back!” startled Angelleia, tugging on Casper’s beard to get him to stop. “I mean, go to Master Madex!”

“Why, my Gessa?” asked Juna, not thrilled of that prospect.

“He has the Blue Seed on him,” stressed Angelleia. She frowned a little and said, “Or in him.”

“In him?”

“I think he swallowed it.”

Casper thought for a moment, and then said, “Then why bother?” He continued to carry Angelleia, though, and he walked towards the downed Bothan. “Why bother to mention that, unless you suspect that his act of swallowing it was also a lie?”

“I could be wrong,” admitted Angelleia. She then looked to Juna and said, “Oh, Oh, I have…so much to tell.”

“I know you do, about your father,” said Juna gently. “I can’t wait.”

“Yes. No. I mean,” Angelleia crossed her eyes. “I mean I got information from the Wettlespear killer, McBain Poppythorn, before he died. He was the guy I helped on the space station at Commenor!”

“What!”

Casper stopped and nearly dropped Angelleia; so was his movements, Juna actually was a half a second too slow to help him; both managed to prevent the fall. He honestly made a face of disbelief, as if his Daughter was lying. “McBain….Poppythorn?!?! He said his name was McBain Poppythorn?”

“And he was the man you helped at the station?” questioned Juna.

“Yes, I helped him, and no he did not lie about his name, Papa,” said Angelleia gingerly.

“No, I believe you,” assured Casper. He then made a face and had to ask, “Is his body still on board the Sith Hunter’s ship?”

“I didn’t see one when I got the med beds,” said Juna.

“No, I urged Master Madex to jettison the body for health reasons; he had Frog Pox, having caught it from Investigator Lur as he killed him.” Angelleia curled closer to him and admitted, “I’m sorry.”

“No, you did the right thing; my identity of him is not required.” As they began walking again, he looked into Juna’s curious eyes. “McBain Poppythorn is a citizen of Lone Star; his family was assigned to the greeting’s desk at the spaceport.”
“Son of a bitch,” slurred Juna quietly, in disbelief, not worried that she had just swore in front of her Gessa. She eyed Casper, and honestly asked, “Is it possible, given the circumstances that occurred?”
Casper did not even take a moment to think. “I knew of McBain Poppythorn, and…as he being the killer surprises me, any male from Lone Star would fit my profile of the killer. Someone from the Outer Rim, or beyond it, Human, experienced in life at the least…” He let his head shake. “I don’t disbelieve it, but I really have a hard time conceiving myself that he had done it.” On the other hand, some old fears began to slowly plague his mind because of it…
“He told me so much; I even recorded it,” said Angelleia as they made out what they though to be Madex’s body. Before she said anything further, she noted what Juna and Casper had, which caused them to stop again. “Oh?”

The trio had reached where Madex had laid dead, but all there was at the spot was his clothing and his lightsaber; his body was gone. 
Each had a very different take on the significance of his body becoming One with the Force; Angelleia was just confused, while Casper and Juna were mutually conflicted over its message. The honor of becoming One with the Force for any Jedi usually did follow an unexpected sacrifice, a great and significant heroic action. It was commonly believed all Jedi were welcomed in the Force, but for body as well as soul to be claimed that was truly an honor. Suicide did not fall under the normal definition of heroism, but nowadays what did?
Casper and Angelleia looked to Juna when they felt her Dark Side power began to boil. They went to say something, but she placed a hand on Angelleia as a means to silence them both. She just said, “It must be so.”

A measure of elation filled the two Jedi with her. Juna just accepted what had happened; there was just no sense in demanding the Force to answer for what it had done. What was done was done: the end.

Juna sighed, stretched her hand out, and from the clothes came the Blue Seed. The data wafer was not damaged at all. Madex indeed had lied to Angelleia, tried to fool her. She fingered the Blue Seed in her hand for just a moment before she gave it to Casper.

“Take these, the wounded, and our Gessa back to Coruscant,” said Juna. Casper blinked, nodded, and he let Angelleia in his arms take the items. However, he was rather elated that Juna had said ‘our Gessa’, as if to include him in her sacred right. She continued, though, past his expression of wonder, “Show and tell the Jedi Council everything. It will be the only way you will clear yourself of wrong, and get Angelleia back on track in training. And this time, she is to be trained a Knight, or not at all.”

“I agree,” said Casper with a nod. “If they say no, I will bring her to you.”

“Then you will have a long wait.” Juna held up her hand and continued, “But first, you must go to Ansenca and get Branch Lur’s body. I feel it is still there. Whatever you do, as his friend and as his partner, don’t leave him there to rot. Meanwhile I will need a copy of that record that Angelleia had made on McBain. I’m heading to Lone Star immediately.”
Angelleia said, “I can beam it to the new message account when I get a chance, Ma-whoa!”

Casper nearly dropped Angelleia again when he understood what Juna was intending to do. Those old worries, freshly returned to his mind, were affecting him more than he had liked. He said, “I should be the one that goes, or at least goes with you.”

“You will need to settle matters as it relates to this mess, otherwise Coy Madex will win,” instructed Juna. She sighed wearily, but became determined. “I have a feeling whoever had sent him they had McBain transmit data from the Blue Seed and schematics of the Wettlespear.”
“He admitted to such,” said Angelleia. She then became mute, looking up at Casper, keeping the rest what she knew close to the vest. “I know he didn’t lie.”

Juna looked at Angelleia and smiled just a little. “No one could really ever lie to you and get away with it, Angelleia. I get the feeling even if he could, or was ordered to, he couldn’t, and wouldn’t, lie to you.”

“You think the Sith?” quizzed Casper.

Juna cocked an eyebrow, much like her own Mother would at an idea of audacity that was so ludicrous the person suggesting the idea should be stoned. She mused finally, “Only one way to find out. But this time, I go alone.”
The shadows swallowed Juna up and once again she was gone through teleportation. Events had drawn Muriel to come closer; she didn’t break stride even as Juna disappeared. She asked, “Problems?”
“Many,” said Casper. “Perhaps too many.”
Before she could ask the Flora Noir roared to life and began lifting off. It made one quick pass over the group of people and ships. It angled more skyward and quickly accelerated to escape Bespin’s gravitational hold. The trio looked on, watched as if watching the ship; Angelleia held her little eyes up the longest.
“She has a lead to explore in the Wettlespear case,” said Casper to Muriel. “She’ll probably tell you about it later. It is a long trip she will be undertaking.”

Muriel mused, “No rest for the wicked.” She winked at Casper and rubbed Angelleia’s head. “Let’s get everything taken care of and go.”

“I had to injure Yhon on his ship,” reminded Casper. “We should take that with us; make sure its secrets do not fall in the wrong hands. We need to make a stop back at Ansecna, pick up an old friend as well.”

Muriel nodded and said, “From there?”

“We, that is Angelleia and I, go to Coruscant,” said Casper. “We’ll take the Sith Hunters home.”

“I’ll have Diggory upload slave run routines in the ships; it will give him something to do.” Muriel grimaced as she rubbed her injured shoulder. “I think after Ansenca we have a date with Naboo. I need some serious shoulder repair, and I need to get in touch with both the Queen and the Thorns, get some serious issues settled for good.” She let out another sigh, “And hopefully that’s it.”

“You should give me a copy of whatever you have found during your journey,” stressed Casper. “Everything, from the elections to your run-ins with Sith agents. It will go a long way in clearing all of you, and perhaps provide us clues to where to find the real threat.”

“I’ll run it to you as soon as possible.” Muriel gestured with her head towards Angelleia, “She’s going to need some more treatment pretty soon.”

“Aye, right behind you all,” said Casper. Muriel turned around and went to help Rose again the best she could. As she walked away, however, many thoughts old and new had entered his synapses. Although the key issue of the moment was to return to Coruscant, and undo all of Madex’s damage at least in regards to the Jedi Order, along with giving them a few choice words and tending to other matters Jedi related, he felt the rise of two conundrums that will take time to solve. 

The first was that McBain Poppythorn was sent by someone from his home world, and that someone had convinced him to do such a great and terrible evil. Casper’s first thought who that might be was the only one, that his Grandfather the Reverend Onus Nightshade had sent him. McBain was as proud but meek as any man on Lone Star, true to the word of Presence as a follower of the Path and its prescripts found in the Oracle of Circles. To force such a man to do what he had done, it had to be a threat of some kind to his soul, not to his mortality. Knowing his Grandfather, knowing the darkness he possessed in his heart, Reverend Nightshade could be the only one to convince McBain to do his evil deeds.
The second was of what he knew about Juna’s parentage. Qualeggoes’ claim was not baseless, it was fact; the question was not that he had an obligation to tell her, but should he given that her focus was on the Sith. The Sith that could possibly be her real father. Was there a dire need to tell her? How would it affect her? Casper could only see complications and not solutions; telling her might stop her pursuit of the Sith altogether. It was hard to say if she could confront the Sith, but in his opinion the psychological damage of being told that the man who she had thought was her father, that she still loved without conditions and swore to be at least an example of his brilliance, could very well be catastrophic.
“Papa?” wondered Angelleia, looking upward. Her voice drew his attention.
“Yes, Angelleia,” said Casper, looking up with her.

“Why are you even worried about Mama’s safety?”

Casper smile was brief, short. He then said, with the second conundrum fresh in the front of his mind, “Because those of the greatest of power always have the greatest of vulnerabilities. They can be, inevitably, defeated.” He drew her attention to him. “What has happened her almost proved that. No one is invincible.”
Angelleia just leaned tiredly against Casper’s chest and sighed. She said, “I missed you.”
Casper just began to carry her to the nearby ship, and he said as a thought, “So did I.”

Burned November 11, 2009
