CHAPTER 58.0

The automated flight of the Flora Noir came to an end, reverting back to real space after its combined fifth course correction and jump to light speed. To its lone passenger, Angelleia, the destination let her heart drop down into her feet. Juna’s rendezvous choice was Zonloki. Tactically it was as brilliant as hiding out at Alderaan for nearly a month while the Jedi Order looked everywhere else. Heartbreakingly for good reasons to Angelleia it was very clever choice; in fact, it landed right where Master Zesha had landed her and Angelleia’s craft to investigate the planet. Still once the Noir touched down, she wished she had learned how to fly a ship so she could go somewhere else.

Stuck, Angelleia did not sulk, not during the trip and not very long on Zonloki. She had been busy reviewing the information that had come from Juna’s old message accounts and comparing it to what was already known about the investigation. She was tired of sulking; she realized that it was not helping Juna at the slightest every time she did it. It was bad enough with what little way she could help her protector as it was; how did sulking in her sorrows or boredom aide her friend, who was being hunted undeservingly.
As time ticked on, and she grew tired of looking at everything, and was still tired of reflecting on some old matters regarding herself, Angelleia decided to really think about what had happened back on Commenor. Without real clarification, Juna had insisted the Sith had control over Coruscant, which drove them out of hiding for Commenor to begin with. Lone and behold, her brethren wasted absolutely no time in trying to kill Juna once they saw her with her. The carnage that had ensued was rather inexcusable, and she found herself blaming the Sith Hunters for that alone.

It was a quandary that gained momentum since arriving on Commenor, and since then events had really charged the debate. The debate should have been whether Angelleia should stay with Juna as her Father had instructed her to do, or find some way back to the Jedi Order and perhaps convince the Jedi Council of Juna’s innocence. Instead, Angelleia had kept debating on the excuses themselves that would decide her decision. Reasons were not necessarily needed for any decision, but Angelleia felt obligated and compelled to do so.

From an objective stand point, Angelleia understood she was just too close to Juna to be fair; that perhaps she had developed Aldera Syndrome, a temporary mental disorder that makes held persons side with their abductors for they believe their survival was paramount to having an alliance or a friendship with their captors. In her time with Juna there were ups and there were downs; all and all Juna treated her right with a few bumps. However just as Juna had been her friend she also kept Angelleia in the dark – no pun intended – about things; what the unknown was hung in air between them, thick as fog but as time as gone on that fog had gotten thicker, and soon it was going to become a wall.
Angelleia hated to think of the moment when that wall came up. She hated it just as much as the Sith Hunters, who she still believed dogged them because of her, not because of Juna. Their misguided actions showed Coy Madex’s group possessed panic, not just a lack of patience. Indeed Jedi do not want terrible things to happen in order for them to act, but sometimes something had to happen in order for them to act. Juna was forcing them to anticipate her moves because they were causing her to move; a cause and an effect that just continued a vicious circle, and every time that circle completed at its starting point an event would occur, and it would be an event of escalation. Commenor was the latest escalation; next time, as Juna even admitted to Angelleia, she will be killing Sith Hunters. Easily, too, they could be killing her. The tangent question of that scenario, too, was who all else died.
And so, as Angelleia weighed on leaving, she found herself being forced then to pick the reason why. Either she leaves because Juna has been lying and holding back about everything, and not just about some things, all along and is doing so for whatever reason, or she leaves to prevent the next escalation of violence on the next completed orbit of the vicious circle, in the hopes she gets back to the Jedi Council and pleads to stop the insanity; in the latter, she doubted very much that the Sith Hunters or Juna Angelleia alone could stop the madness themselves, it had become too personal.

The antithesis of leaving was staying, and Angelleia had to debate and choice a reason there just as much as she had to for leaving. Her Father had instructed her to stay with Juna until he figured out the problem and had solved all the problems. If he was still on the case, then it made little sense for Angelleia to return home without one real shred of proof that Juna was innocent of everything. Coy Madex may have made up a lot of things, but he was a Master, and Angelleia a mere Padawan who, again, may be too close to the enemy to realize it. She feared her words would hold no weight alone.

And on the subject of merit, Angelleia had to remind herself that she was a Jedi; one in training, but to become a Jedi that training had to be applied to gain experience, and Padawans did not get experience unless they did Jedi things. A Jedi, Knight or Healer or otherwise, had an obligation to see a matter they are involved in through for themselves and for whomever else was involved. Even if it were just the little things, Angelleia felt compelled to do those jobs and treat them as important as the safety of her very own life and the lives of all in the galaxy; that included Juna’s life. A Jedi has an obligation to the Force, which is life itself; thus, Angelleia had an obligation to life. Juna needed her protection just as she needed Juna’s; it was unfair for one compassionate woman, going up against unfair and impossible odds, to bare the burden alone. Angelleia really feared that for Juna; that burden would either turn her into that evil the Jedi Order fears, or it might make her do something very rash and lead to the end of her life.
Therefore, if she stayed, Angelleia had only two reasons that just seemed for whatever reason to be completely different from opposite for going. Either she stays because her adopted father Casper told her to do so in order for him and Juna to figure things out, or she stays to protect and defend Juna. In the latter, she really did not understand how she would protect and defend Juna when the dark side entity was far more powerful than she was and the rest of the Sith Hunters combined. The idea just came from somewhere, and it just kept beating away in her mind as she waited agonizingly for Juna to arrive.
Nearly twelve hours had passed since Angelleia had been separated from Juna, and finally the Vhinphyc felt her Sithian-like protector coming; there was no mistaking her dark edge and resolute certainty. Angelleia’s heart beat raced strongly and proudly, and the anticipation was just too much, driving her from the Flora Noir when before she had no desire to be on the planet. Out she ran from the ship, and no sooner she watched the solid, dull, deep black slanted wing fighter with the really horrible anagram designation make it’s descent from the gray-white clouds.
The Triple Ion Tactical Superiority Fighter was just another one of the engineered surprises Juna had installed in the Flora Noir: an available fighter craft housed within the confines of the much larger ship, there as another fight or flight option for Juna alone. Conceptual design was close to a Nubian One Defender. The wings folded, but opened from the nose upon entering flight mode from landing or from the Noir. From there, Juna had designed the fighter to be impossible to detect; a detected fighter could be stopped; the Saberhide hull not only protected it but rendered nearly all sensor systems useless against it, which in turn negated the need for energy burning – and energy signature giveaways that sensors could track – deflector shields; she still had that option on board as an extra redundancy. For weapons she had four forward and four aft cannons that could fire independently, together, or any programmed patterns she desired, and universal torpedo launcher that could fire her ten torpedoes forward or aft as well. Along with the Saberhide, the three ion engines of the fighter were integrated into the design in such a way they were virtually invisible; as Angelleia had seen back at Commenor, the engine thrust looked like stars, or from afar fast moving debris with no comet trail. The third engine, located directly aft, was not always on; it was on hot ready, waiting for the command to boost the ship faster when it could afford to take wider turns and travel straight for long periods; its nimbleness and agility relied on the two main engines propelling the fighter at all times in a dog fight.
When the fighter landed very low to the ground, Angelleia approached it and waited for the windowless canopy to pull back. There were other systems on board to help anyone else to fly the ship, but those systems would betray the stealth fighter. As the Padawan Healer ascertained, the fighter was meant to be flown by a pilot proficient enough in the Force.
Angelleia watched Juna crawl out and just by feeling alone knew the older woman was very happy to see her. The feeling was mutual; Angelleia ran to Juna and grabbed her just as her feet hit the ground. She picked her and did a little grateful dance.

“Angelleia! Oh!” Juna laughed, and it was a welcomed laugh to Angelleia. It just seemed like forever since she had done anything like that. “Oh goodness! I’m here, you can put me down!”
“What took you so long?” chimed Angelleia, smiling at her, so happy to see her.

Juna smiled back. “Well…I had to make sure I gave them the folded hand.” She clarified the pilot’s saying. “The slip, I wanted to give them the slip.”

“I know,” said Angelleia, and she gave Juna’s lifted up legs a squeeze. “I was so worried about you.” With every beat of her heart, her feelings just pumped out like blood from a major artery wound. “I don’t know what I would have done without you.”
Hands falling on Angelleia’s head, Juna stopped herself from telling her Gessa to put her down. Instead, she felt as if her cold hands were being warmed comfortably by such a great and welcome fire. That feeling of warmth would trickle from her fingertips through her arms, throughout her body, and eventually find its way to her heart. Not since she had been reunited with Angelleia a month ago had she felt such goodness. Something had clearly changed in Angelleia, something that was enough to get her to feel and understand her own feelings, which in turn unleashed the power of that tremendous heart her biological father had possessed. Clarity had finally come to Angelleia; she had understanding, like Enothchild before with Naressa, Juna’s mother, Angelleia’s grandmother.
Letting a relief chuckle-sob combination escape her lips, Juna finally got Angelleia to set her down. She told her, “I had to give them a message, but I swear to you I didn’t hurt any of them.”
“I believe you,” assured Angelleia. “I knew you wouldn’t, just as I know you will kill them in the future if they cross our path again.”

Juna’s smile slipped a little. She found herself just as torn as Angelleia during her whole trip back to Zonloki, a continuation of her thoughts back on Commenor. She said, “I don’t think they’ll be crossing ‘our’ path, Angelleia.”

With Juna’s arrival, all other reasons and options to Angelleia had faded away with every beat of her heart. There were no other considerations. She said to Juna, “I’m staying, Juna, as my Father Casper instructed me to and as a Jedi I must see this through.”

Juna wanted to shake her head, but that news, along with those feelings of love and warmth that melted her cold heart and Sithian resolve, just stopped the movement. There was that selfish part of her, threatening to burst, wanting to tell her the whole truth, wanting her to tell Angelleia who she really was to her, and that she could stay with her forever. If it meant feeling so good, and so descent, and so benevolent, Juna wanted that. She would gladly give it all up: the war, saving others lives, the mysteries of everything and her own being, in order to be with her Bella, her Gessa, her Light that shines through her Darkness.

But something told her yes, keep her, but no don’t tell her yet. The time was close for the truth to come out. It was not the time; to reach that time, Angelleia had to stay; going would only prolong it longer than anticipated, or worse the truth may never be revealed. There was an event coming, and Juna felt it required both her and Angelleia’s participation. And it was based on the truth.
“I must see this to the end,” said Angelleia, misreading some of Juna’s face. “I can’t just go home and hope you’re alright and that my Father can save you. I am here, right here, right now, at your service. It is not just the Jedi thing to do; it’s the right thing to do.”

Angelleia took Juna by the hand and dragged more than urged her to follow. At the moment, Juna did not care if her arm was dislocated again, or tore out of its socket. She was with her Gessa; that’s all that mattered to her in the whole galaxy.

“I read those old messages from the old message account,” said Angelleia upon their arrival in the cockpit. She brought up the saved messages; the most important one appeared with the words ‘Blue Seed’ and ‘Sidious’. “You tagged these words with a preytag cipher, didn’t you?”
Half-smirking, Juna said, “For a Healer you know a little too much slicer lang.”
“Being raised by a computer savvy Father, you hear the words he doesn’t want you to learn.” Angelleia shrugged her shoulders. “Adults can’t hold in the bad words forever in front of their child.”

Juna just chuckled and explained, “The proper term is common uncommon singular vowel response mathematical manipulation of the pre and post existing variable warrant in a hexagonal light mass algorithm. But yeah: preytag cipher.” She used the controls to call up where the words were tagged from. “I was curious to see….”
“Yeah,” noted Angelleia, affirming Juna’s surprise as they both read the posting again, “they’re two words in the same message.”

“Holy shit,” swore Juna. She rubbed her chin to get over her honest shock. “Angelleia, I didn’t count on this. At least….not the Darth Sidious part.” She noted Angelleia’s look and clarified, “The Sidious tag I created years ago to see if anyone was stupid enough to let that name float around the HoloNet and the other non-encrypt domains. Seeing if the Wettlespear killer would put the Blue Seed out there was just a hunch of hope.”

Juna finally took her flight helmet off and set it down to shake her hair; she did it more out of a thinking habit than to free the bangs. She muttered, “’Attention Sith Lords’ spelled backwords: how original.”

“But…does it mean our killer is not in the employ of the Sith?” asked Angelleia reasonably.

“It’s still hard to say, these are the Ancesca Classified Boards,” pointed out Juna. “You can create any fake identification and pretend to be whoever you want. The fraud potential of this place is so high it’s why it’s the number one classified ads service in the known universe. It’s possible that he his sending a message to his pals, or indeed to the Sith Lord in question, for help. Plus, Ancesca is not a Republic world.”
“Hutt world?”

“No; Ancesca is run by the bounty hunters.” She then looked to the younger creature and emphasized, “All the bounty hunters.”
Gasping a little, Angelleia said, “The Bounty Hunters Guild?”

Juna chagrinned, “It’s not their official home, but if you have a price on your head you don’t ever go to Ancesca.”

Angelleia frowned in disappointment at this news. There was, unfortunately, a need for bounty hunters in the galaxy since the Jedi, CorSec, and the trimmed-to-nothing Republic Guard were hard pressed to track down the worst of the worst. There were bounty hunters the Republic did regulate under the authority of the Department of Justice, but those bailsmen were agents of the Republic. The other bounty hunters of the galaxy were freelance rogues that supposedly formed an alliance under the banner of the Bounty Hunters Guild, which according to myth they were not under the banners of the Hutts or other criminal organizations anymore than they were under the employ of private people or businesses. If anyone believed that, Angelleia had a binary star system with a dry desert planet filled with inhabitants of all sorts to sell them.
“Anyways, the Guild wouldn’t be above selling valuable information if they knew they had it,” continued Juna. “This also could be some trick by Madex.”
“How?” quizzed Angelleia.

“Well, for one thing, he was at the cabin at Alderaan before coming pretty damn fast to Commenor,” revealed Juna. “He found the chocolate doodles.”
“Damn. So?”

“He knows we know he had the Blue Seed, no thanks to me. Obviously he was the one who lost it on Breslin.”
“So he’s dangling the Blue Seed claim and the Sidious name to draw you out?” continued Angelleia. “This posting was made weeks ago.”

Snapping out of her realization, Juna said, “That’s right. That’s why it couldn’t be Madex.” She shook her head and pointed at the screen. “Not only that fact, there’s a response to the message.” And that fact caused her to take more interest in this development in the Force.
“Can we read it?” hoped Angelleia.
“No, because it’s tied to the account claimant: unlike the HoloNet, Ancesca keeps that information tight in their databanks.” Juna licked her lips and, as Angelleia could see, there was just a gleam in her eyes, a spark of life and new energy; she liked to think she gave Juna that spurt.

Juna said, “Two ways to go about this: either we find this McBain character first before he makes the transaction, if he hasn’t yet, or we get going for Ancesca and slice our way in to get that response.” She was already programming the liftoff procedure for the Flora Noir. “We’ll have to get the birds up in order to rejoin them back together.”
“So we’re going to the Bounty Hunters Guild maybe/maybe not home world to slice into their mainframe?” Angelleia sat down in the copilot’s chair and sighed, “Some would say you live a dangerous life.”

“It may not be that dangerous,” said Juna cryptically at first. She tapped the screen, pointing out that lone response. “Only one person was either smart or stupid enough to figure out the message. I bet my life, Angelleia, that the reason why McBain posted this on these boards is because Ancesca IS the meeting place. There is only one place to land there, and that’s where we will find who and what we are looking for.”
“Getting the bad guy, the Blue Seed, and the weapon back would show good faith to the Jedi Order for sure,” said Angelleia.

Juna let out a “HA” and said, “Sure, but don’t you get it?” She tapped the screen again. “Suppose, just suppose, that lone respondent is the real Sith everyone should be looking for?
Angelleia’s big brown eyes got bigger at that thought. Juna took her leave, grabbing her helmet and throwing it on. Although she felt this new action was risky, she could not help to think about the situation on Coruscant. Angelleia could not return to Corusant, and the Jedi as a whole would not be safe, if the Sith held sway over everything. Perhaps it was not the Sith Lord responsible for all the misery, but she could not help to think that anyone else would be a subordinate related to the Sith. Sure, it ran contradictory to what had worked so well so far, but without being able to tell anyone else about this situation without the Sith Hunters screaming in to kill her, Juna felt she was on her own on this one.

Well, not entirely on her own; Angelleia was a welcome option. This was, though, Ancesca. As she powered up her fighter, she also powered up its transceiver array. There was at least one account not compromised yet, she was sure of it.

Meanwhile, on the Noir, Angelleia just sat back and enjoyed the ride; a ride she knew that was not going to end at Ancesca. So much adventure ahead, she tempered her anticipation the best she could. She failed; she swore that was the only time she would fail for now on.

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

CHAPTER 58.1

After an hour of no apologies on their behalf, Coy Madex just left the administration offices of the Commenor Space Port where Juna’s flight had caused all the chaos and he refused to accept the blame. During the time Beja Tu waited for him outside as the other Sith Hunters scrambled to repair their respected vessels; the Port Authority’s lack of cooperation had until that point stalled them out. The government was even more incensed than the administrator; after all, a horde of Jedi had failed to notify them of their arrival as required under Republic law, as if that was the greater sin that had occurred.

But Coy had better things to do with his time. As he calmly left, Beja Tu said to him, “Are we good to go?”
Coy made that all too familiar Jedi Mind Trick gesture with his right hand and fingers saying, “I say we got two more hours before the government calls back, wondering why the station administrator insisted that our help was needed again.”

From the office, the administrator opened the door and shouted, “Master Windu!”

As Coy turned he smiled; Beja Tu rolled his eyes, realizing what his Master had done. “Yes, Administrator.”

“I called the hospital ahead for you; they will be expecting you,” said the man, whose blinking was very obsessive, bordering on insanity-inducing.

“Thank you, sir,” bowed Coy. He turned and felt Beja Tu’s disapproving eyes. The Bothan just shrugged and said, “Hey, Windu’s been in my shit lately.”

“Oh, he’s really going to be in your shit after this,” insisted Beja Tu. He uttered the truth, “He’s your strongest ally on the Council.”

“Master Yoda is our strongest ally on the Council,” Coy corrected. “Despite what he did on Alderaan, ‘Kermit’ had his reasons. It’s worked out well, don’t you think?”

“Swell, the others don’t quite trust you as much.” The two entered the elevator and took it down. “Your speech gave them just a little more hope to save you.”

To that the Bothan only could smile: Ramore knew the speech or Yoda had nothing to do with it. “Yeah, but just think what Rapier had just done.” Coy slapped his hands together. “McBain and Rapier. At the same place. At the same time.”
There was no denying that fact in Beja Tu’s mind; if he thought it, the others were too. After all, the original reason for returning to Commenor was to get their ships and get ready for the coming hunt after the Alderaan operation had failed. Then Yhon had gotten to space in his ship, accessed the HoloNet, and got news that the Jedi Joke was at Commenor after Casper Knightshade had Travakask contact CorSec to put an all points bulletin on the vessel. 
With Rapier on the space station, with Angelleia dragged along, and the Wettlespear killer occupying the same space, Coy’s speculations no longer were speculations; they were, for now, strong coincidences with some merit in true reality. As much as Beja Tu, and the rest really, wanted to really believe Coy, there was just some sticking issues: lying about the Blue Seed being lost to a possible Rapier minion and have that man supposedly kill families of Jedi was one of them. Beja Tu was certain that if such speculation was proven fact Coy would have no reason to smile.
The two reached the hospital and found Posh Piv waiting for them in the waiting room. The Givin was holding a cooling pad against the back of his neck and his skull to tame the throbbing bruise all thanks to Rapier’s knee strike; around his eyes was so brown it looked fake. The Sith Hunter was not alone; several patients and hospital staff were also waiting outside; the work area of the hospital was sealed off by a biohazard field.
“Posh, how’s the head?” asked Coy. Hearing his friend had gone down fast against Rapier he did fear the worst.

“Mif head is finef, ifs mif moff thafs screwf upf,” spat Posh. He wiped his mouth and thought to wipe Coy’s face free of his spit, but the Bothan assured him there was no need. Sighing, the Givin gave Beja Tu a flimsy print out of his diagnosis.

“Concussion affects and swelling of his cerebellum is causing his speech impediment and memory loss,” said Beja Tu, making an awful face. “Your head is far from fine, Posh, she just missed breaking your neck.”

Covering his mouth, Posh said, “Iff onfy rememberf seefing Anfgelinfa.”

“Exactly the point,” stressed Coy. “’Anfgelinfa’ should not have been who you were trying to save; Angelleia was.” Posh just gave the Bothan a rude gesture to show how well he took the smart aleck remark.

“About that,” injected Beja Tu. “Angelleia did help Rapier against us.” The was the first Posh had heard about it and made a sad face, as if not stopping Rapier at the moment he had engaged her had pushed the innocent Padawan over.

“And?” was Coy’s response.

Beja Tu and Posh gave each other a look of concern. Posh wanted to say something, but Beja Tu said for him, “So this new development doesn’t bother you?”

The Bothan thought for a moment and dared asked rhetorically, “We hunt Sith, we kill Sith: what’s one more?”

Posh grunted, which pushed Beja Tu closer and whisper, “Are you mad?”

Not lowering his voice at all, Coy said, “No, I’m not mad, just accepting reality as we now know it. Angelleia chose to side with the Sith, therefore she is a Sith. A tragedy, yes,” he looked at Posh specifically, “that we could not save her in time, and that it was our bright idea to use her as bait for Rapier. But, on the other hand, she still had to make that choice, now, didn’t she? If she wanted to be saved, she would have never helped Rapier. She had forgotten her Jedi convictions and common sense. She’s lost to us.”

This time Posh’s rude gesture was not for fun. The Givin left the two, stewing over the facts, not wanting to acknowledge that Coy was right. Again. It just made his aching head throb.
“You are pushing some buttons,” warned Beja Tu. “I wanted to smack you just now.”
“I can take the hit because the truth hurts,” said Coy, turning around and heading for the biohazard field. The guards there, members of the ego-bruised Port Authority, stepped ahead to halt the two Sith Hunters. “So, Skippy, do you want to brush up on your bounty hunter skills and tell me why my crime scene is barricaded by a biohaz force field?”
“I can help you there,” spoke a medical droid positioned outside the field. “I am Two-One-A, emergency medical automation at your service. Key members of the staff are being treated for injuries inflicted by your fugitive, and along with many others being monitored for serious infection.”

“Infection?” quizzed Coy. He held up his hands to stop the droid. “Let me be clear first: are you certain the patient was who law enforcement is looking for?”

“A seventy-five percent match was made after a review of hospital records was compared to video footage from Ord Mantell,” assured Two-One-A. “CorSec has already confirmed the identity and is currently with the biohazard team recovering genetic evidence.”

“His injuries were on the right arm, yes?” quizzed Coy. When the droid did not say no he just pressed on, “Was there anything recovered in those injuries according to your records?

“Very little was recovered that was recognizable; he still has some of it in his arm. He was being carefully monitored so in the event his health improved we would amputate the appendage.”

“And the infection?”

Before anyone said anything, the doctor who had treated McBain arrived, standing on the other side of the biohazard force field. He said, “Frog Pox.” The two Jedi turned to him and saw a bruised-face young Human male sporting green freckles all over his skin surrounded the bruise on his forehead.
Coy and Beja Tu approached as close to the force field as they could. The doctor said, “Around the time that fool had clubbed the hell out of me the lab finally identified the virus. We haven’t seen it in Humans before ourselves. Turns out Coruscant General had seen it in some kid, some former slave boy named Skywalker from Tatooine four or five years back, but of course we don’t get that memo until now.”

The two Jedi looked at each other on that clue. Beja Tu turned back to the doctor and asked, “I never heard of Frog Pox. Is it deadly?”

The doctor laughed and said, “You haven’t heard of it because you’re given immunization to it when you were born in the Republic. It’s better known as Neimoidian Varicella; a form of infectious dermatitis teenage Neimoidians get. To them its acne pimples; to us of the warm-blooded mammal persuasion it’s a highly contagious virus that creates pockmarks, among other things.”
Coy and Beja Tu exchanged knowing looks again. Coy muttered quietly, “Branch Lur did say to Jrimmer ‘pox’.”

“It’s exchanged by contact, then?” asked Beja Tu. “By skin, or perhaps body fluids?”

“Yes,” added the doctor. He gestured around them at the busy biohazard team. “It’s not deadly to those immunized for it, but that’s assuming direct exposure to a Neimoidian.” He gestured towards his green-dotted face. “So far I’m alright. In the Skywalker case those who were around him showed no affects, but of course they were immunized having been born in the Republic.” He sighed deeply and noted, “One of the bigger worries after the Trade Federation invasion of Naboo was what illnesses the Neimoidians may have left behind that the Neimoidians have yet to reveal to the Republic. Here, as it was on Naboo, there is always that risk of mutation; that something old or new grows wings and becomes airborne. Not to sound racists, but those Neimoidians can be filthy.”
“This guy wasn’t immune then,” said Beja Tu.

“Exactly. Because of that there’s a great chance his body could be mutating the virus.” The doctor gestured to his face again. “Even with immunization that’s why those who are showing symptoms are being watched closely.”
“Other than the rash,” began Coy, “what are the other symptoms?”

“Well, the rash becomes itchy and forms warty mounds that, when broke after scratching, just spread the infection more. Fever will follow, but in this guy’s case the virus is going to infect his wounds. Fever-related dementia can set in, and the infected are starved for water even if they get their fill of it. Unfortunately, again, we really haven’t seen this in Humans save for that one modern example and that outbreak lasted two weeks. Any form of Varicella in adults has a tendency to be far more painful and long lasting since they lack the common immunity others gain from their childhood exposure.”
“Is there a cure?”

“Nope: you can only ride it out medically with rest and isolation. Meanwhile, there’s no telling what this crazy bastage is doing right now. If he goes to, say, the Hutt regions or the Outer Rim, or the Unknown Regions, or even a few of the far colonies, he’ll infect whoever he has contact with for sure.” The doctor then added, “I hope that’s helpful.”

“Unfortunately not,” said Beja Tu. “By the sounds of it he’s from those regions, and those places are the biggest parts of the galaxy. Was there anything on his person that would suggest where he did come from?”
“Sorry, I’m afraid not,” said the doctor. “He was unconscious when Healer Knightshade had brought him in, and only awake a short time before he attacked me and my staff. He had nothing in his pockets.”

Again, Beja Tu and Coy looked at one another. Coy said, “Doctor, Healer Knightshade, she was a young Vhinphyc girl, right?”

“Yes: I thought they were all instinct until I saw her,” said the doctor. “You’re Jedi, too?”
“Yes, we’re looking for her actually,” said Coy. “Was anyone with her, or asking about her?” The doctor shook his head. “Did she do anything else?”

“She helped us treat him the best she could,” recalled the doctor. “And then she elected to go find the ship he came on, if he had come on one. That was prior to him attacking us.” He tapped his nose. “She could sniff him out, or so she said.”

“Thank you, doctor,” said Beja Tu. Both he and Coy excused themselves. He said, “Well, that could explain why she was where Posh had first seen her. The Jedi Joke was stationed on a landing platform nearby.”
“It confirms all my suspicions,” said Coy. He lead his former apprentice without saying another word as they retreated for where their vessels had landed. The others were in the process of greeting and assuring Posh that he had done his best. They were just as disappointed as the Givin that they had failed.
“Repairs?” chanced Coy to the others.

“All done except for the Perseus,” said Yars Meek. “You melted more than the computer core.”

“Then leave it; I’ll get another ship with Coaxial’s and his friend’s ill-gotten funds,” said Coy. “New developments: McBain was here, and Rapier’s new apprentice had helped him to the infirmary.”
The looks could not have been more defeatist with their leader referring to Angelleia that way. Jive Kring just snorted, “We did that to her. We put her back in her dark side matron’s hands!”

“She had to make the choice still, Jive,” reminded Beja Tu, crossing his arms. “Angelleia fought us here on the station when we tried to get her. A Jedi must choose to give in, and this was her chance to prove she could be one of us. She failed, it’s over for her.”

“But the good news out of this mess,” injected Coy, “is that with this, we know for near absolute certainty Rapier and this Wettlespear guy were working together. The guy is hurt; the Sith were trying to get him healed up.”

“Why though?” questioned Novee Cet. “If Casper’s right, the Wettlespear is no more.”

“His injuries confirm it,” added Beja Tu.

“But you see, there was nothing in this McBain guy’s clothes,” said Coy. “That means no Blue Seed, so that transaction between he and Rapier has occurred. Suppose he has the technical data on that weapon.”

“Wait a parsec, wait a parsec, wait a parsec,” interrupted Jive. “You said this weapon was tied into Rapier.”

“It could be.” Coy honestly shrugged his shoulders. “Or it could be Rapier’s man, but Hidu Bog’s weapon. Could be that he feared another double cross and hid the technical data. See, we only have half the picture on this, but Bog is involved because of his use of Branch Lur. Maybe McBain memorizes the tech data; that means Rapier’s going to have to pull it out of him.”
“Speculation of that kind is not going to allow us to find Rapier, or McBain,” reminded Novee.

“But he has the Jedi Joke,” insisted Yars Meek. Posh nodded at that point.

“And, he’s got a Neimoidian bug in him,” said Coy. “Frog pox, which means along with every conceivable ident capture we now have on this nerf, he’s got a virus that may very well harm others if it doesn’t kill him first. That ship is now Priority Alpha for every port authority to shoot on sight. This guy is not going to be seen on a Republic planet ever again.”
“If he’s smart,” remarked Meek.

“Or lucky, he hasn’t been caught so far,” said Novee.

“How does that solve the current situation?” asked Jive dryly.

“I think Rapier still needs what is in that guy’s head,” offered Coy. “He’s her henchman; he’s going to have information on her. I’m willing to bet he will be easier to break than Rose Faith.”
Jrimmer Dugal finally joined the conversation, but only to say, “Yhon has something you should hear.”

Beja Tu said to his former Padawan, “We’ll skip the bad sentence structure explanation. Out with it, Jrimmer, what’s up?”

“Yhon scored with Enfungo’s preytag cipher.” On that news, Enfungo Nul left the group and headed for Yhon’s tiny ship. Jrimmer continued on with the news. “Some idiot spelled the phrase ‘Attention Sith Lords’ backwards as a heading on the Ancesca Classifieds. The ad also mentions the Blue Seed directly.”
The others swore silently to themselves. Coy said, “Respondents?”

“Only one, but Ancesca’s digital flares are too hot for Yhon to crack; it would take months.” Jrimmer frowned a little. “And I don’t think Enfungo will crack them either. Only way to figure out is to go to the source.”

Jive Kring opened his hands and questioned, “Is this posting just now?”

“Actually, no. Well over two weeks ago.”

Sighing, Jive pointed out, “Then McBain could have made that posting for the deal to happen here, today.”

Coy closed his eyes and stood there for quite a while thinking about it. Something kept telling him to go to Ancesca. So, he boldly shook his head and said, “We have little else to go on. A few of us could check out Ancesca.” He held up his hands at Jive and said, “Yeah, it’s Ancesca, I know. But it’s only a day away from here in hyperspace. Jrimmer, you grab Enfungo and get into that response. It may be nothing, it may be something: we must go by every little lead now.
“As for the rest of us, we’re right back to square one unless Jrimmer and Enfungo give us something. This time, no more games. We have firm evidence Rapier was involved in these Wettlespear murders, so use that. It’s our reason to break every door and every law that gets in our way. I want the Flora Noir pasted right up there with the Jedi Joke as a ship needing to be shot down. No Republic port is a home or refuge for Rapier any longer. Every politician we own, every judge we control, every world leader we have on holovid bent over humping a dewback, I want them working for us blatantly this time. Use everything we have on Rapier now. Scare her friends, make nice with her enemies: make her the very epitome of evil times ten. This time we end it. That’s it.”

As the crowd mutual departed, Jrimmer signaled Beja Tu to meet with him. The two Corellians pulled away and in a secluded spot had a conversation. The younger man said, “We don’t care for Angelleia anymore?”

“She attacked us when we tried to save her, Jrimmer,” said Beja Tu. “Its terrible, but-.”
“So you felt her darkness?” quizzed Jrimmer. Beja Tu said nothing to it. Shocked, the man said, “So you felt her darkness, yeah? Master? Beja?”

“She sided with the Sith,” said Beja Tu. “That’s enough for me.”

“Are you mad?” Jrimmer took a step that would seemingly prevent Beja Tu’s departure if the older man had decided to leave, which he did not. “She could have Aldera Syndrome for all we know. She’s just a fledgling Padawan Learner; a Healer for Force sakes, she’s not trained for the riggers of patrol like you and I; Force only knows what’s been said to her, what she’s experienced. She could still very well be mislead, and here you are endorsing Coy’s position of total annihilation of Rapier’s ship? That will kill Angelleia, and that means we won’t save her.”

“Don’t you think I know that,” Beja Tu pointed out. “Rapier’s just too dangerous, Jrimmer. She’s got her minions running around causing hell and Force only knows what else. She has another apprentice now.” He leaned in, daring Jrimmer to rebuke the point. “How much longer do we let her build up her dark army?”
Sighing, Jrimmer found his head immediately nodding, even if he did not agree with the whole idea entirely. He was still holding out hope that Angelleia was just being mislead, and he felt he was not the only one that felt that way. The Sith Hunters as a group still believed in the singular mission, but clearly everyone was now approaching that mission in their own, trusted way, for their leader, though right, was somehow leading them astray.
