CHAPTER 66.0

Lightsabers igniting in an environment such as this was, at least, counterproductive to those that used them, and at most begging to the get the attention of some lucky, crazed fool with a grudge against the Jedi.

Coy Madex was never one for odds.

It was all about ending Juna quickly; a one in two chance any Jedi in their right mind would take; never mind the even money chance of getting killed by the local citizenry. There was a method to the Bothan’s madness; problem was no one else was suffering from the same madness. 
Beja Tu Ramore wanted to scream obscenities at his former master, but he spared his breath, needing it for twisting, turning, parrying, deflecting, and avoiding every fired shot his way. Alone they would have been dead.

Behind them, Casper had to ignite his weapon and block the barrage coming from that direction. He was not doing it for the Sith Hunter’s sake; that was just happenstance that his deflections were protecting their backs. What really had annoyed the Jedi Knight was Juna, sitting behind him protected well by various forms of bar debris in tables, chairs, and anything else not nailed down, not lifting one hand to help him. 
Worse yet, she provided commentary.

“Oh no, this is a great idea, let’s sit, talk, air out our differences,” mused Juna. She sat cross legged, and honestly began to play with a deck of common gambling cards that someone had actually thrown at her – why thrown at her, who knows it was, after all, a bar fight! “Pretty soon we will open up and express our true feelings to one another.”

“Shut up, you’re not helping!” cried Casper, spinning in place and deflecting more shots. He was beginning to tighten his aim, picking off shooters, but it just seemed as if more blasters were materializing into the bar.

“You’re right, I’m not helping,” said Juna. She laid out a row of cards, face down, flipped the first card from the top over and winced. “Ace of staves, right off the top: Someone’s going to die here.” She yelled at the Sith Hunter’s backs. “You hear me, Madex, I drew the ace of staves, someone’s going to die here!”
“Great!” cried Madex, picking off three straight shooters, only to fight off their replacements filling in from every available access to the bar: doors, windows, and now vents. “I hope it’s you!”

“Original,” blew Juna; some shots made it around her debris defense, but she did not even flinch. Sighing, she said, “This is getting old. Casper, say you’re sorry!”

Casper blocked a shot. “Juna, I-.” 
He blocked a shot. “Juna, I was-.” 
He blocked a shot. “Juna, I was trying-.” 

He blocked a shot. “Juna, I was trying to-.” 

Sighing, Juna focused and flicked her hands out and away from her. Except the three Jedi, everyone in the bar suddenly fell flat to the ground. Others trying to get into the bar flew back and out the way they just came. She cursed, “As you were trying to say?”

“Juna, I was trying to-.” Casper was exasperated enough by what just happened, but he stopped again when the Sith Hunters rushed in on a charge. He leapt over her and he did his best to fight them off. All of them, however, were on borrowed time; the denizens were recovering and ready to re-engage. The crowd in the bar, however, took note of some events happening outside; Jive Kring and Novee Cet arrived and began to toil the central plaza with their antics; Yars Meek would soon enter the fray. With the arrival of fresh Jedi the town square reached riot status.
Juna stood up and brushed her hands together and watched Casper expertly defeat every one of Madex’s and Ramore’s attacks. She shook her head and said, “It’s that kind of sword work that would have done wonders for Angelleia.”

Casper locked his weapon against Ramore’s weapon and Force Shoved Madex over the bar. He said over his shoulder, “I’m not too proud to beg for help!”

“Well I would help, but you SEE…” 
Juna’s eyes flashed brilliantly. 
Casper turned away, but even he found himself blinded by the action. Ramore let out a great scream, clutching at his face; others in the bar not prepared were also in considerable pain from the monumental flash. Madex was in the same state as Casper was, just catching a part of the Dark Side trick enough to affect him temporarily.

Juna’s eyes dimmed down to their natural brown and she said, “But you see, I have my own plans. I’m confident Angelleia has the Blue Seed now.” 
She grabbed Casper’s shoulder and began to pull him away from any further action as everyone else was either stunned or moaning in pain on the ground. Juna kicked the blind Movovon that was blocking her way through the door. Outside, too many that were not suffering from Juna’s offense were focused on the Sith Hunters that had arrived to fight; those Sith Hunters were affected by Juna’s trick as well. Fires in the east had also drawn a lot of attention. Since everyone was too busy to notice, Juna dunk Casper’s hairy head into the holofountain water to clear his eyes. For added measure, because she was still upset with him, she left his head underwater for a second longer than needed.
Casper snapped his head up, slopping water all over the place in the process, but his vision showing signs of improvement. The Force Flash Juna unleashed had a way of blinding Jedi in the Force as well, so it made it impossible for any Jedi to function; it was like staring into a star’s corona burst. However, it was a drain on herself to unleash it.

Blowing out a mist of water from his mouth, Casper said, “That wasn’t wise! Force only knows where this water has been, or what’s been done in it!”

Juna smirked and said, “Well let’s call it even, your stupid act for mine.” She gestured around them and noted, “Talking to Madex can only lead to this.”

Sighing, Casper said, “Actually, I didn’t want to talk to Madex.”

“You wanted to distract him from Angelleia as well?” questioned Juna.

“That, and perhaps have him….I don’t know….get lost in the threatening storm here if you know what I mean.”

“My, my, Casper, aren’t we thinking assiduous thoughts.”

Casper just shook his head and said, “We need space to flee. Can I take you and Angelleia to Coruscant now with the Blue Seed in her possession?”

Juna shook her head and said, “I was trying to say in there before we were interrupted, Coruscant is no good any longer. The Sith are there, in the Senate: I know it.” She implored, “I felt him.”

“Him?”

“The Sith Master, the one Gunray named Sidious: I felt him the moment he thought of me.”

Casper scratched at his beard as the carnage began to pick up all around them. “Then the Council should be warned. Do you know who he is?”

“No, and he could be anybody,” said Juna. “But seriously, Casper, Coruscant cannot be an option for Angelleia, or even you. Come with me. Together, we can fight the Sith on our own terms.”

“And have Madex hound us to the edges of the galaxy?” stated Casper.

“Then we kill him, Casper. We kill them all!” Juna pulled her weapon from her belt finally. “If they can’t leave us alone then they give us no choice!”

Casper turned his head downward and said, “I want to agree with you.” He put his lightsaber on Juna’s lightsaber, metal on metal, and said, “I sincerely do, but if we do what you want to Madex, we give him exactly what he wants, a validation to his false claims. He wants you to be the one, Juna! It will be misguided and wrong, and yet he cares not for those consequences.”

“Then it’s settled.”

Casper grabbed Juna’s shoulders to stop her. “Don’t you understand, you kill him and you prove him right! You kill all the Sith Hunters, the Order will only send more! If you’re right we can’t afford to distract the Order away from the real threat! Come with me: tell the Council what you know: show them you are not the threat Madex says you are!”

Juna was taken aback by this. Suddenly, for the first time, she considered that possibility that Madex wanted to die in order to condemn her a little more seriously. She had thought that before, which kept her hand from engaging the Sith Hunters fully, commit her to a lethal engagement. Now it was front and center of everything in their realm. Madex’s recklessness was a controlled one, one based on the Jedi notion of when all else failed sacrifice was the answer. It was no more evident when Madex ignited his weapon in a bar full of anti-Jedi anarchist; he could have succeeded in killing in Juna and had no problem dying in the process. If he failed, if he died, then it would be blamed on her.
She said, “It is all about vengeance with Madex!” Juna eyed Casper squarely, defying the chaos around them in the riots the Sith Hunters were now repelling successfully; her prior antics had taken the fight out of most of the citizens of Ancesca. “Will you accept that fact now? Say the others are misguided, fine, but he is out for revenge. Say that, agree with me sincerely, and I will go with you to Coruscant, with Angelleia.”

“If it will get you there, yes,” said Casper.

“No, Casper: either you believe he is not acting like a Jedi or he is not,” stated Juna empathically. “You said he had evidence that backs his claims, that means you were swayed by him. I’m telling you right now to choose between him or me. Its leap of faith time, brave Knight: choose him or choose me, without any further question of my motives.”

“I don’t….” Casper felt a sudden shadow upon them. Juna felt it too. “DUCK!”

Juna and Casper mutually shoved each other with the Force. From the skies above, streaks of heated golden energy struck the town square with heavy, explosive force. One of the Trade Federation battleships that had entered the system had dipped down into the atmosphere, fully assembled with its combat ring, and from its high position just repeatedly unleashed fire. Very quickly, many were now aware of the trouble they were all in and stopped fighting and started running. 
The Trade Federation was not concerned with droid armies this time: their droid fighters were launched from every battleship and quickly made stiffing runs on the starships. Some ships were able to get off the ground, but the lucky few had the presence in mind to raise their shields; the lucky fewer got past or defeated some of the droid fighters; the lucky fewest ran into more droid fighters and the support of the battleships. In the beginning of the Trade Federation attack, the odds were horrible for every would-be and true bounty hunter, scum, filth, and hardened minion to be found on the planet. Yet the Federation was afraid of the fact that there were still hundreds of ships to destroy on hand, and they were not going to get them all, and if they organized this little ‘military exercise’ it would become a legitimate battle.

In the meantime, Madex emerged from the bar, guiding Ramore from it. His comlink was beeping, so he chanced it on with his thumb as he dragged Ramore towards the direction of their ships. “Madex here!”

“Coy, it’s Jive, I just ran into Enfungo: we got the Blue Seed, McBain, and Angelleia!”

Clutching the comlink as if it was the last piece of food in the universe, Coy said, “Don’t play jokes on me, Kring, we have her! We have Angelleia!” He ducked and pulled Ramore down with him when a droid fighter skimmed the roof tops and unleashed a row of fire.

“Affirmative, we have her! We have it all!” cried Jive Kring.

“No, we don’t have it all yet!” Madex looked around and could not see Juna or Casper anywhere. “Who has her?”

“Posh.”

“Then someone, anyone, I don’t care who, get a hold of Posh and tell him to leave without us right now! We have to get to our own ships! It is imperative that the Padawan gets off this planet!”

“The Trade Federation is going to make it interesting!”

“Pretty soon these locals are going to give them grief; that’s our out! Hurry! Madex out!” Madex hoisted Ramore up more and said, “Do you believe in miracles?”

Blind, Ramore squeezed his eyes tighter and moaned, “Only when I see them!”

The Bothan tempered his laughter as more fire from the sky pummeled the ground around them. The entire scene was becoming hellish, with flames and erupting starships from breeches of cores and heavy damage, to ships taking off with their wares, their owner’s clothing, to whatever else was arrogantly attached to them. In some cases, for only insanity could explain why, some creatures hung on to ships taking off, desperate not to be left behind, desperate not to die under the unprovoked barrage that was annihilating their heaven.
The initial turmoil passed, and suddenly the foolish brave and the certain were not having any of this lying down and dying quickly crap. They were not a fully encouraged navy, but the groups of ships that wanted to do a violent escape formed up and were very efficient in devising their strategies. One group in particular got behind the largest ship there, an ore logger, and with that heavy ship they made a piercing line for the atmospheric Federation battleship. The ore logger was on autopilot, its shields full, its repulsorlift field pushed to power core breeching limits. The captain of the Federation battleship recognized the threat and fired everything he had. The ore logger, half the size of the battleship, could take the damage. It did not stop, and when it finally exploded within a hundred meters of the battleship, the ore logger’s debris just struck the larger craft with enough force to severely damage it. The droid fighters under its control began to fly erratically; some crashed right into the ground. The damaged battleship would soon become cannon fodder for any passing Fringe ship that wanted to unleash Fringe justice upon it. The combination of burning pieces from battleship and destroyed fighters and other vessels proceeded to find the remains of the town of Ancesca.
In the town square, Casper found himself pushed out from an activated repulsorlift array. Landing, he managed to peer behind, only to cover his head as the ship that had ejected him caught a massive piece of fiery debris from the battleship above. Casper had no choice but to duck and cover, hope of the Force the exploding ship and subsequent fireball missed him. He suddenly felt very wet and in a different place altogether; gone was the dry, heated air of battle, replaced by the cooling pools of water; the shockwave of the explosion had lifted him up and thrown him into the remaining pools of the holofountain.
Throwing himself back up onto his feet, Casper did all he could to get his bearings. His surroundings were as bleak as they could get; ships and living beings burned all around them on the ground and in the sky. The orbital bombardment had ceased considerably since its beginning for the focus was now thousands of meters in the skies above and in the vacuum of space; the occasional flash of light in space was brilliant enough to defeat the brilliance of the past noon sun. Fire streaked the skies, through lancing turbolaster fire and python rockets and proton torpedoes and concussion missiles. The reasons for the Trade Federation being here were unknown to everyone, but one thing was certain they had underestimated the strength of their foe; there were just too many ships for them to destroy, and some of them finally realized they had such strength in numbers and were organizing assaults.
However, Casper trained his focus around him; the Force was in such turmoil he could not get a decent read on Juna or anyone else for that matter; massive destruction and frayed emotions of the living and the dying created a tempest, taking whatever energies he applied and sucked them into voids of the unknown. A Sith, any dark side entity, would have better luck in such scenarios; a Jedi was made blind in such disturbance storms like this. He did not think, on the other hand, Juna was seizing this opportunity.

Last he recalled both he and Juna had the same idea to shove one another with the Force to avoid that high orbit turbo cannon blast. Casper realized finally looking down while catching for his clean breath in the smoky region his boots had been disintegrated; life-like Saberhide feet with wiggling, life-like Saberhide toes were visible to him in the water. He cursed, “Damn, I really liked those boots.”
Coughing, Casper began looking around the ruined town square, calling out, “JUNA!” Given the state of his footwear, or lack thereof, he feared she had gotten the same or worse, and unlike him she was still completely flesh and bone. The Force Flash drained her, he knew: she had not regained enough of her strength to teleport. “JUNA! JUNA, IF YOU CAN HEAR ME SAY OR DO SOMETHING!”
“CASPER!” The voice did not belong to Juna. Casper whirled around and saw Jrimmer Dugal coming towards him, flipping over a pile of ruined debris. Jrimmer said, “Casper, you must leave here! What are you doing!”
“Juna’s here, hurt!” Casper saw some debris and moved it quickly with the wave of his hand. She was not there….

Jrimmer implored, “Casper, we have Angelleia!” Casper turned on his exposed feet and stared at him. “We have her, your suspect, and the Blue Seed! We’re leaving! Come with me now!”
“Not without Juna!” shouted Casper. “I have time to save her!”

“Come to your senses, Casper, she’s either dead or far from here already! You can’t sense her any better than we can! Angelleia needs you; I need you, to convince the others that enough is enough!”
Casper stared at Jrimmer longer than he could dare. He said, “You believe Juna is innocent!”

Sighing, Jrimmer said, “Yes!” He shook his head and added, “Nothing Coy says makes any sense anymore! There’s evidence, but it requires a narrator to explain it and I believe Coy is having it fit his own narrative! Angelleia should have been turned by now if Rapier was evil, even if Angelleia is her daughter! She wanted to help you and Juna and your suspect! That is just not what a Sith would do!”

Nodding, Casper found himself taking that leap of faith Juna had asked him to take. How could he have ever been so stupid to think to question Juna? Where were his priorities? Where was his allegiance?

“Enothchild forgive me,” said Casper quietly to himself. He put a hand on Jrimmer’s shoulder and said, “I need to find Juna, Jrimmer! I can’t let fate decide here!”
The Sith Hunter sighed and said, “Okay! I will help!” Without another word he went over to the other side of the town square and used the Force to remove debris.

Casper went back, focusing on what he was doing before. Part of him gained more hope. He needed to convince one of them to rethink their position of hate for Juna, and he had one. If they were successful here, the rest would eventually fall in line. Angelleia took a risk, but clearly the risk had paid off.

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

CHAPTER 66.1

Getting up, Rose winced as she continued to feel the effects of that absorbed blaster rifle bolt in her back. It was a second degree burn that covered the very center of her back, severe sunburn-like, very sensitive to any form of movement and touch. The cool air did nothing to remedy the pain. Her only solace was that her Saberskin had prevented a lethal injury. She had to hope her intended targets were taken out.

“Ouch, that looks like that hurts.” Rose turned, and she saw and recognized Noss Phetter from the employee files from the Rapier Archives. He enjoyed, “You’ll blister soon. Don’t worry, I can help you.”
As Rose tried to get up, Phetter moved swiftly over and slapped the red skin – natural skin, not Saberskin – on her exposed back. The young woman collapsed and let out a scream. He put his boot on her back and just easily pinned her down with both force and agony.

“You embarrassed me too many times, Miss Scarlet, or shall I say Muriel Arnes!” He grabbed her red flaking hair, pulling her back while keeping her down with the pressure of his foot. “It is bad enough when Master Sidious calls me incompetent, but I’ll be damned if I let someone like you encourage Lord Tyranus to belittle me day after day!”

Rose wanted to tell him who she was, but she was too busy yelling with her teeth gritted shut in pain. Phetter added to it with a blow to the back of her head with the handle of his vibroblade, letting her fall face first into the hard, dry ground. She squirmed and moaned, but clearly she was out of it.
“So much for you,” said Phetter. He dropped down to his knees and traced his blade over her tender back. “Stabbing both of your kidneys will be a slow, painful death. You deserve one.”

“Hey!” Phetter turned around to say to the voice to mind her own business, but then he saw who it was. Muriel’s purple eyes marked her well, and they appeared to flash coldly. She began to remove her red cloak, revealing a slinky, red gloss body that defied her age, and said, “Why don’t you leave that girl alone and try your wit on a mature woman!”
Phetter held his ground and said, “Certainly.” He went to stand up, but then pivoted back to toss his weapon at her chest….

Muriel dodged it, catching part of the blade along her right shoulder. It cut the armor, causing that part of that on her right arm to crack, but she was not wounded. She was pulling out her lightsaber….

Tapping the Force, Phetter shot across and kicked her square on the fingers, causing her to drop the weapon as one of her fingers broke. His next move was a sweep, tripping her….

Muriel did a head spring kip up, stopping her fall with her hands and just reversing her momentum. Landing, she spun, a bit too close for a back kick but catching Phetter enough with her thigh to knock him away…
Phetter rolled up in a guarded position. 
Muriel was just as ready. 
Their eyeballs were locked on one another, even as the Trade Federation bombardment was beginning. Just as the bar fight was progressing. Just as Angelleia and McBain were being taken away by Posh Piv, and just as Rose was coming to.

“So much for ‘fighting fair’,” mused Phetter dryly as he scissor-walked in a clockwise circle with a leading left hand in front of him.

“Fair fights are for fools who don’t mind living with the loss,” replied Muriel, standing straight up, revealing no style of fighting or defense, as she moved to counter him. New fires erupted and spread slowly about as the laser beams from above found their stationary targets. “When you really lose you’re not alive to reflect on it.”

Phetter spat out a chuckle, “I doubt very much you would fall down to our level.”

Muriel stopped moving and said seriously, “Who’s to say you didn’t fall down to mine?”
Frowning momentarily, Phetter stepped in and launched a punch; Muriel stepped into the punch, ducked around it, and went for a right chop to his head. Phetter ducked that and struck the side of her ribs, which caused her to bounce away from him. The punch did not hurt his hands; the Saberskin cracked from the blow, clearly showing as the knife slice had that the spray-on armor was meant to stop energy weapons.
Muriel wasted no time in engaging Phetter again, slipping into his guard and slapping him in the face, then delivering a short knee to his chest; it struck high instead of low, which deflected the blunt of the strike. Phetter yanked Muriel’s head back by her hair and tried a hammer blow towards her face. She blocked it, and then slid her own hammer blow at his face, cracking his nose, causing him to fall back and release her.

The nose blow was not enough to blind Phetter; he saw her kick coming, ducked it, and tackled her free leg. Muriel hit the ground hard, losing some of her wind. He threw a right cross that caught her cheek, but not the point of her chin.

Awakened by the blow, Muriel snapped her hips up while grabbing his left arm, going for an arm bar. It was much too soon for that, causing Phetter to pull away. She rolled to her right then as he came at her and she pulled off a leg sweep that knocked him on his back, and followed it with a kick to the top point of the hip.

Phetter’s hand found a rock and he chucked it at her, causing Muriel to duck it, giving him time to spin to his feet and assume a defensive pose. He momentarily looked for Muriel’s lightsaber, feeling it was here a moment ago. He muttered as he looked slightly behind him and saw that Rose had apparently picked it up – she was holding it, favoring the weapon as she stared at him from a guarded, wounded position – while they were fighting.
“I have another one if you want it,” said Muriel boastfully. “But someone with your terrible aim shouldn’t have such precise weapons.”

Phetter just said, “You keep it: an old woman like yourself doesn’t have much of a punch anymore.”

Muriel clutched at her chest and said, “Ow, I’m wounded. My pride can’t take it.” She just cracked her knuckles. “Knowing what you know, I’m going to let you live long enough to realize you lost to an old woman.”

Phetter and Muriel mutual charged again, and there was a wild exchange of hands and feet. Both negated one another, not one trying anything fancier than direct strikes and their counterstrikes. Their blows were thrown, sent, caught, and blocked by each exchange. Each stepped it up then, calling upon their own training, on their own savvy.

Phetter roundhouse kicked, but Muriel ducked it….

Muriel tried for another sweep, but Phetter leapt over it.

Phetter slapped Muriel’s face….

Muriel Wookiee Stomped his lead foot, breaking a toe, then drove to deliver a punch….

Phetter caught the punch to tangle her feet, tripping her again, and clubbing the back of her head….

Muriel caught herself on the ground, rolled away, and scared him off with a thrust kick from her downed position….

Phetter backed away, whipped out a tiny glass jar and threw it at her….

Muriel used the Force to block it….

Phetter used the Force to explode it….

The glass tried to get into Muriel’s eyes through proximity, but she turned her hair towards the Force-induced shattering….

Muriel spun and threw a torque punch into Phetter’s pelvis when he charged, which caused him to bend down. She stepped from her crouched form and stood up quick, the crown of her head striking his chin hard.
Phetter had just enough presence in mind to grab her rising hand and instinctively drove his knee into her brought down face. A CRACK and red pieces of Saberskin flew about as Muriel and Phetter mutually stumbled away. He spat blood as Muriel’s ‘face’ was cracked with spider web damage. He took a moment and then charged…
Muriel’s hand flung towards him and his left thigh made him scream; a throwing blade was sunk in it. He looked up in time to find Muriel’s booted feet in his face, drop kicking him. It caused him to trip over some debris not left over from the devastation occurring now.
Landing, Muriel dared not waste time, going after Phetter, leaping over the debris….

The Force warned her too late; Phetter was waiting, just stood up, and followed her momentum, landing on top of Muriel in a slam. He pulled a throwing knife from one of his sleeves, but it came out too cumbersome, buying her enough time to knee his spleen and smack his injured thigh. He sat up and she caught him with a weak right hand to complete knocking him off of her.
As Muriel rolled, Phetter used his Force training to launch himself towards her back, driving his cupped together fists into her side. Part of the blow caught her metal deflector pads that covered her from neck down to the form of her rib cage, but the glancing strike cracked loose enough of her bottom rib to cause discomfort. When she completed her roll, her attempt to get to her feet in that motion ceased as the jagged rib pressed against her liver. He was up throwing an elbow towards her throat, catching the side of her face instead.
Reaching down, Phetter picked up his dropped throwing knife and threw it at her, but Muriel took it in the chest plate. She leapt, pushed with the Force, and instead of hitting him with her fist she struck him with redirected Force energy; a neat trick Juna showed her how to do when she had thought of it during her instruction under her former pupil. Like being smacked like a Wookiee, Phetter sailed back and bounced hard off a scout ship trying to actually lift off. The action had also blown the rest of the Saberskin off her right arm, it shattering like glass.
As Muriel went for a leaping jump to get to him, the scout ship took a shot from a passing droid fighter and went crazy, flying wildly, even headed towards Muriel, catching her in her jump and sending her bouncing on and over another damaged ship. The scout ship just rammed into that damaged vessel and exploded. Muriel actually scampered slowly, and then over time quickly, towards the center of the maelstrom. Determined to kill Phetter, the quickest way to the Sith’s Hand was through the flames.

However, Phetter came over the top, using what little of the Force he knew of and possessed, and caught Muriel with a double ax handle motion from above. When she ate the dirt, Phetter grabbed her right arm, pulled it and then slammed his ass down on her shoulder while holding the arm. Her shoulder broke, causing her to bellow.

What he didn’t see was Muriel’s left hand pulling out her other lightsaber, reversing the grip, and swinging it blindly behind her as she turned it on, it’s red-orange blade lost in the brightness of the fires. It clipped Phetter’s left side and back very good, causing him to pull away and kick the weapon from her grasp; it went into the nearest fire. She rolled away as fast as she could, bearing the pain of a broken shoulder every time her weight fell on her arm.

Phetter recovered enough to run towards her and kick her, to help her along with rolling and add more pain to her shoulder. Muriel suddenly reversed her roll, but her instinct to trap his free leg was bad when she tried to use her bad arm to trap it and trip him. He stomped on her exposed left side with his foot, which drove her broken rib dangerously close to puncturing a vital organ.
“You disappoint me, Arnes!” Phetter threw a punch towards her head….

Like a flash, Muriel’s legs slithered around the leg, her ass left the ground as she pulled on his arm with left arm to press against his face, and she triangle him at he shoulder, and finally crow barred the arm at the wrist using her weight. Unfortunately she could get him dragged down, so she forced her right hand to deliver some hammer blows to his exposed face. When that had no affect on him, she pulled herself up him as he pulled her up and she locked her thighs around his neck tight. He tried to get her curled up for a slam, but Muriel took that scoop up and applied her own momentum, driving him on his back. Now she was on top of him; Phetter’s face was trapped between her legs. With her left hand she began punching him square in the face, but without the use of her legs she could not get sufficient driving force with the blows.

Phetter forced his own legs up and got them around her neck. When he pulled Muriel back, the both of them together formed a V-shape; both were stuck in a Mutual Vengeance Choke Form; body placement prevented them from falling back, which placed pressure on their necks, which in turn kept them from pulling away. One of them had to relent; the problem was more than likely the relenting one would be choked out by the one that did not relent.
In the struggle, Muriel forced her right hand to hold onto Phetter’s near leg around her neck and that allowed her to throw punches with her left at his face. Phetter’s injured back began to spasm, which caused his legs around Muriel’s neck to weaken. Being a bit stronger in his arms, he pulled himself towards her by desperately reaching for her hair again and belted her in the face; more Saberskin cracked off; both let go of their holds….
Phetter forced himself into a leap that allowed him to fall right on her and her left arm, trapping it between his legs. In side control, he forced Muriel’s right arm back down and began striking her feverously in the face, bouncing her head off the ground. A popping sound was followed by the sudden need for Phetter to retreat from his dominate position as a tiny piece of broken metal from the surrounding fire had managed to pop its way right into his left eye. He had closed his eyelids on the pop, so the burn was only on the lid itself, but still he was at a disadvantage.

Muriel took that time to recover from the previous attacks. She tapped more into the Force and, invigorated, she willed herself up to her feet, still favoring her right arm and broken right shoulder. Another explosion near to them did not deter either combatant as Phetter was recovered enough to go on. The fire around them was surrounding, choking them of clean air and almost any chance at escape. 
Still, the red headed warrior said, “I’m not done with you!”

Phetter spat blood out of his mouth, coughed, and said, “You’re running out of tricks! Soon you’ll be running out of lives! All those fights you fought, all those battles you won, this is the one you lose! This is where you die!”
The two came right at each other, but Muriel flipped over him with the Force and landed behind him. Right away she wrapped her body around his arms and torso and pulled him down with a modified forearm choke with her left arm. With a right arm, Muriel would have had all day pummeling Phetter into submission or death. As it stood, the man was able to keep her choking arm away.
Snarling, Muriel said, “Maybe I die here! Just not today, and not by you!” She began to roll, bringing him along. Phetter obliged because it prevented him from choking. He felt her using the Force to gain strength and leverage over him. He just calmly bided his time and forced her to roll some more.
Suddenly, Muriel tucked her exposed right arm between herself and Phetter’s back, hung on tight, and used the Force one more time to really push them both. They rolled, suddenly bounced, and right into a great pit of fire. 
Phetter struggled and screamed in Muriel’s grasp, fighting her, fighting the horror of the flames, not realizing that his inhales were just making it worse. Phetter was breathing flames on every inhale.
Meanwhile, Muriel forced the man under her control to eat fire. The heat was tremendous, a blazing fire kept constant by leaking fuel. Her Saberskin repelled it well, but she watched it quickly turn from red, to light red, to bright pink, to white; the barrage of energy, given off by the fire, was going to defeat the Saberskin in mere moments. 
Muriel took the cue and rolled out of there, rolling across the dirt, regretting every moment her body weight fell on her right shoulder. She felt the heat from her metal shielding the covered her shoulders, chest, pelvis, forearms, and shins, which made her roll more and more until she felt for sure she was not melting. Muriel patted at her red hair, knowing the Saberskin did not adhere to hair all that well and would flake off quickly under the circumstances; she could smell her hair was burning.
Suddenly, the fiery form of Noss Phetter was up, and while he screamed he was brandishing Muriel’s second lightsaber; they had rolled right into the spot where she had initially lost it. He stumbled out of the flames, his body completely immolated….but pieces of him fell off in flames and he finally collapsed to the ground.
With care, Muriel used the Force to pull the weapon from the dead man’s hand. She stood up from her seated position, glared down at the burning Phetter, and said, “Told you.”

Coughing first, Muriel then focused and managed a high arching back flip that got her out and away from that danger. She landed and collapsed where she landed, panting, feeling too spent. She craned her head upward to notice Rose’s very slow approach after she had retrieved Muriel’s other weapon with Muriel’s tossed aside red cloak. She asked, “You alright, Rosary?”
“In terrible pain, Mistress,” expressed Rose tearfully. “I will manage.” She noted Muriel’s near-bare body. “You?”

“Ah Sith, girl,” moaned Muriel, closing her eyes and shaking her head, “this is what I get for giving anyone a chance against me.” He chuckled dryly, coughed, and forced herself up. Rose gave her a hand, but in mere moments Muriel was helping her.

“That was Phetter,” said Rose after Muriel drew her cloak around the both of them and they cradled one another as they made their way out of there. At this point much of the battle was high above them.

“I know: he was good,” admitted Muriel. “He was very good. I just had to know how good he was to figure out if others like him will be just as good.” She seethed when she moved her right shoulder just a bit. “Of course, there are flaws in such intelligence gathering.”
Both women dragged themselves out of the immediate danger area, and Muriel pulled out her comlink. She said, “What is happening we can’t be here for it. We’re in no shape.” She thumbed the comlink on and said into it, “I need you, Son: bring the family ride over to my signal.”
The young voice from the other end brought a nice smile to Rose’s young face. “I’m a bit busy at the moment, Mom: I had to take off to avoid becoming a droid briquette.”

The thunderous roar caused both women to look up; Rose regretted looking up as the burn on her back complained. Streaking over them, being chased by five droid fighters, the Millennium Falcon outran the bunch when it maintained a straight line for the coming horizon. Other ships suddenly appeared from the north and executed the trailing fighters, scoring hits.

“My word,” noted Rose, “you mean Diggory is old enough to fly now?”

Muriel looked dreaded and said, “Oh yeah. Not one of the many days I was looking forward to with him as my child.” She then said reflective, “During these dark times, children are not going to have childhoods.”
The two waited patiently for the Falcon to return with young Diggory at the controls. Much was just starting to become quiet. The last of the explosions at ground level occurred at the town square moments before; the battle was now solely in the skies and universe above.

--------

CHAPTER 66.2

The going was hectic for anyone that was fleeing, but Posh Piv and Angelleia and her cargo McBain had the advantage of being outside the rings of ships and not in the congestion of panic between the rings. As ships were able to depart, the distance to reach one of the Sith Hunter’s ships shortened as newer, direct paths revealed themselves. Also with the moving of other vessels, the Sith Hunter’s ships stuck out now, no longer blocked by other vessels, no longer blending in.
There was still peril; Posh lead his charged through an open gambit, and it filled right back up with torn, blown apart wreckage as soon as they made the turn. Angelleia dove straight down with McBain; Posh’s first instinct was to cover the two of them with his thin body. When it was over, the carnage continued to burn bright, blocking their path.
“We’re backtracking, come on,” said Posh. He was up, but the much stronger Vhinphyc was being a little too slow. “Angelleia, we must go!”

Angelleia blinked her eyes as her head tried to get some though back into it. Posh examined her quickly and sighed, saying, “It isn’t like you haven’t experienced something like this before.”

Which was true: what was happening was not like Zonloki, or on the space station at Commenor. Those fights, those battles, were just contained elements that were, for the most part, light; it was nothing like a real battlefield in a real war, or in this case a pure combat action, where even a Jedi’s wits as well as reflexes are tested. The explosions, the waves of shock, the sudden increase in emotions, the abrupt changes in the Force and the assault by them on the senses can catch anyone by surprise and shock them numb. Some may have thought they were ready for such events, but thinking never really trumps the experience of it. As long as the explosions and attacks were not right in front of her, it was alright; that ship falling so close in front of them, and then exploding, the shockwave and the heat of it washing over her, altered her too calm perspective greatly. There were many ways to react to it; her way was to move slowly in some poor hope that it would all slow down with her.

Posh made her get up quickly, recognizing what she was trying to do, and he said, “I’m sorry, but we can’t ease this threat anymore than it would afford us mercy! Go! Go!” The wisdom worked; Angelleia began to move faster again. Posh just kept a hand on McBain’s body and used the connection and motion to move the Padawan Healer.
In time, they found another hole to cut through in a detour, running into Jive Kring; his mouth dropped in shock in seeing who was with Posh. After matters were explained quickly, Kring was on his comlink and contacting Coy Madex right away. Before long, Novee Cet and Yars Meek appeared and had the same surprise on their faces.
“Do we get choosy?” noted Novee Cet as the group collectively surrounded Angelleia as they continued jogging along. “We should take any ship we can find and just go!”

“You want to get into a fight with them, and kill them, Novee, be my guest,” remarked Posh, explaining one of the reasons why he never considered taking any available ships that had surrounded them. There were other reasons, such as being cornered by irate ship owners and draw more unnecessary trouble upon them than they needed.

“HEADS UP!” screamed Yars Meek. 
Everyone sensed the danger and tried to go in different directions. A ship screamed down fifty meters behind them, and it was breaking up over their heads before crashing and exploding. It was the perfect bombardment if it had been intentional, taking out three ships still on the ground and one ship just taking off, creating a cluster bomb effect with the other ships detonating; the ship lurched and plowed right into ground in the direction of the Jedi. It too exploded, lifting and throwing whoever was around.
Angelleia was up faster this time, checking McBain to ensure he was still alive and then shifted him to one shoulder in a sandbag carry. As she looked around for the others something told her she was going to need the other shoulder. She could not rely on her nose, too much smoke, too much heated air, so her Force senses lead her to Kring; the Nikto Jedi Master was unconscious, his body littered with shrapnel. She checked his pulse, found it, felt him breathing. She knelt down and wrestled Jive’s body from the ground, knowing she was taking a great risk with his life but with such hell around them she could not spare any time to secure his health. With a grunt Jive was on her other shoulder; both males were balanced precariously on her small shoulders, but with her strength and Jedi balance she managed them. With just another tiny grunt, Angelleia stood up and began walking in the direction they were all heading towards before, hoping to see any of the other Sith Hunters along the way. Her task, though in appearance comical to have a small child carrying two grown men, was not too difficult; McBain was much heavier in muscle than Jive Kring, so she had to force the left side of her body to function against tipping to her right.
Through the smoke and flames, someone shouted, “Over here!” Angelleia just went towards the shout, picking her way through, walking faster with every step. Someone else shouted, “There she is! She’s got Jive!”

“I got them!” yelled Angelleia back, moving towards a couple of figures in the fog of smoke. “I got them right here!” And then, the four figures turned out not to be the Sith Hunters, but four rather upset-looking people; with their blasters out. They looked ready to shoot somebody. “Whoops!”

“Damn, look at this: the little pocket thief apparently can’t rifle through the bodies,” sneered a Human male. He lowered his blaster right at Angelleia’s face….

All around the group lightsabers came on at once. Someone yelled, “HOLD STILL!” 
Angelleia did as instructed, closing her eyes, and she heard the distinctive sounds of whirling lightsabers and the lightsabers making contact with animal matter; the sounds could not be ignored.

Opening her eyes, Angelleia saw that Cet, Posh, Meek, and Nul where standing together where the bad men once stood, their collection of lightsabers crossing one another. They all took a battering from that crashing ship, but they were clearly functional.

“Jive!” cried Cet, his former Padawan.

“He lives, but we must go!” begged Angelleia. She felt her shoulder begin to get warm and wet. “He’s starting to bleed out!” She then pulled away from Novee. “NO! I know what you want to do, but running him will only open the bleeding more. We must just get walking, quickly!”

“Novee, run for your ship!” cried Posh. “Lock onto our signal, we’re right behind you. Just bring it to our location!” Into the second sentence, Novee was already turning to run; he shimmered as he ran, aided by the Force to accelerate his speed.

Angelleia started walking again, carefully, explaining as they all went “He’s just starting to bleed externally! I have to keep the jarring to a minimum! I can’t move him too abruptly, like passing him off to someone else! I was hoping to get him to the ship before he bled out, but all I can do now is keep the damage light!”

“Form a guardian circle!” cried Piv, leaving his lightsaber on as he walked; the others turned their weapons back on, surrounding her. He implored Angelleia, “Stay within the group; we’re moving as fast as you! We will not be stopping so do not stop!”
Angelleia just nodded once and on they went. The madness was letting up more as the battle stayed overhead and falling crash trajectories were taking danger away from them. Everyone was doing what they were suppose to do; maintain the protection grid around her; she just moving as steadily as she could.
The running lights of the mid-range transport belonging to Novee Cet appeared and its descent blew smoke away, clearing the way for everyone. Posh moved out of the way as Angelleia quickened her pace. Cet brought down a stretcher, to which she shook her head.

“Not here!” cried Angelleia, already feeling in her heart that if she dumped Kring on the stretcher he would be dead. There was time to save him, some, but to maximize that time she had to carry him, and McBain, all the way to the infirmary station on board. Cet lead the way, which turned out not to be too quick: by design, the station was centralized in the ship for shielding-protection purposes.

Angelleia eyed the table and said to anyone listening, “Take the man on my right shoulder off, but do so carefully!” Meek and Cet slipped McBain off of her shoulder. Very quickly Angelleia grabbed a hold of Kring with her other hand and she said, “Get everything ready. I have only one shot at this.”

“Have you done this before?” asked Nul. There were a few groans from the others, then silence as they looked at her. Jedi were by nature not superstitious, but a question like that felt like a jinx. The reality did sink in moments later: she was only a Padawan Healer for a few years.
Trying not to sigh, Angelleia just said again, “Get everything ready. I have only one shot at this.” 
As the others scrambled, she added, “Do not move the ship; we can’t take off until he’s stabilized.” She moved closer to the table. “Once he’s off my shoulder he’s going to bleed. Your jobs, as well as mine, is to cover all the leaks. Do not remove the shrapnel. Do not, I repeat DO NOT use the Force when doing this, especially don’t use it on him except to center him into unconsciousness if he wakes up: someone, anyone, at the head of the table for that duty.”

Cet volunteered and Piv tried to stop him. Angelleia nearly agreed but yelled, “LET HIM, THERE’S NO TIME TO ARGUE!” 
To illustrate the point she made a Healer decision right there and quickly rolled Kring’s body onto the table. Immediately, the rest of his wounds began to dribble blood. She grabbed the first dab patch and packed his solar plexus; the others followed her lead quickly and their hands moved with purpose. At this point, if Angelleia wanted to change her mind about anything, she could have jumped for the door and made her escape. 
Instead she just focused on the male on the table.
“This bleeding is not going to stop,” admitted Angelleia, still fighting on, analyzing the situation with a very sweaty forehead and her powerful heart beating up her chest from within. “Surgery will only do it. But I don’t know how.”
“But then what do we do?” asked Novee.

Angelleia said, “We have to stop the bleeding we can see. We do blend patching.” She tapped into the Force and let her hands hover over Kring’s body, slowly starting above the chest and working down. She gulped and said, “Damnedest thing, no major vessels cut or internal organ damage. That’ll change if we don’t act fast.” She went to her belt, stopped and sighed, “Oh no.”
“What!” cried Cet.
“My lightsaber,” said Angelleia.

Posh Piv said, “She surrendered it to Jrimmer.”

“What would you need a lightsaber for?” questioned Nul.
“Because we need every blade on hand for blend patching, that’s why!” Sighing, Angelleia moved towards the head of the table and urged Cet to move. She placed her hands delicately on Jive’s head and said to the others, “You’re going to fuse the shrapnel in the wounds, seal them shut, stopping the bleeding.”

The mouths dropped open all at once. Posh Piv asked, “Is that possible?”

“It is,” said Angelleia, but she said to them with hurt-filled eyes, “but it is a one in a million shot with just one wound. He has many.”

“It’ll kill him,” said Yars Meek.

“He’s dead in under five minutes, or when the next ship that falls on the sky hits close. He won’t survive a take off,” stated Angelleia firmly. “It will be like cauterizing a wound, only it will be melted alloy. This must be done quickly, sure hands only, and it must be done right now.”
Before anyone could object further, Angelleia was putting herself in a focus trance, using her will power to keep Kring from abruptly waking up from the pain produced by the procedure. Falling back on what Zesha taught her, Angelleia focused on every facet of his mind, keeping his pain receptors from firing through them. 

When she was confident she held his consciousness, she instructed, “The lightsabers must just touch the metal for just a second and no longer. There will be scalding, burnt flesh, but do not worry about that. Again, sure hands, quick hands. As many lightsabers I can get.”

The Sith Hunters gathered around the table and turned their weapons on, except for Posh Piv who thought he heard something outside. He left to investigate, sensing familiarity coming towards them. Perhaps he could get more lightsabers….
After a long exhale, Angelleia instructed, “Let the Force guide you on your purpose….assign yourselves tasks; do not cross each other up….and….NOW!”

The lightsabers came down and they were quickly touching the metal. Angelleia could not block the smell while tending to Kring’s mind. Thankfully the man’s mind and body did not fight her; he was out cold. She breathed out when they finished, “Okay.” She opened her eyes, winced at the burns all over Kring’s body, and she sighed, “I need bacta patching, any will do.” She shook as her nerves were just now getting the best of her as she examined the work.

“Will he be alright?” questioned Cet.

“He’s as stable as he’s going to get for flight, but he needs to get to a medical center for surgery,” insisted Angelleia. “I need help placing him in a healing coma; I haven’t put anyone in one before. It will keep him immobilized.”
“Here,” said Meek, volunteering. “I can do this.” He looked dejectedly at McBain, who was coming around. “You best tend to him; I have a feeling he’s going to be in galaxy of hurt.”

As Angelleia nodded, she went to tend to McBain when Nul touched her shoulder to stop her. He said, “You done well. Good work.”

Angelleia brightened just a little, but she proceeded towards McBain, snatching a wired thermablanket in the cupboard nearby and after placing it on him she turned to the cooling setting. As she did this, something stopped her; she felt a very heavy weight upon her mind. It was nothing she had ever felt before, but if she could describe it, Angelleia would say it was a great gravitational force getting closer to her meek, physics existence, like a Cane Postulation that claimed, unlike the Maw black hole cluster, most black holes were not affixed points in space or time. The affect was considerable; her thoughts just felt ‘pushed’ towards her forehead as the great ‘force’ arrived from behind her.
Turning around, Angelleia noted the arrival of Posh, and behind him was Coy Madex dragging a blinded Beja Tu Ramore. The Bothan looked at her, and he couldn’t stop smiling as he said, “I got one more for you to look at, Doc.”

Angelleia found herself hesitant to entertain Madex. Ramore helped her by suddenly yelling, “NO!”

---------

CHAPTER 66.3

Coming to, Juna felt herself cocooned by her fedarok cloak and something else applying some pressure around her. Blinking her way back to full consciousness, she could not see with her hood draped as it was over her eyes, but her ears picked up muffled cues of battle going on. She finally remembered that orbital bombardment strike coming down on her and Casper’s position, and there mutual undertaking that they inadvertently executed. The idea was to Force push each other, but at their bodies not against each other’s energies; when Light and Darkness strike just right rebound occurs; Juna was struck by her own powerful energies.
After some slight moving, Juna realized her position was precarious. She was surrounded by collapsed and crushed metallic debris; she had flown back into the brothel, and a minute later a ship had rammed the dorsal of the ship acting as the den of sinful pleasure. She was just beginning to feel the compression forces acting above her as her shifting weight began a slow cascade failure affect of the ruined integrity that had for the past fifteen minutes kept everything from crushing her before. The air in her tiny chamber, filled with dust and other micro debris, was stifling and running out.

Gathering her wits, Juna focused on the Dark Side, felt it charge her, and focused on someplace outside. All she could see in her mind’s eye was flames. The debris on top of her was engulfed in an inferno; the energy from it was disrupting the connection lines in the Force, disturbing it enough to cast doubt in her mind that Force Teleportation would be successful. She had to try, and she focused, felt she had a small opening, and tried….
With her fading, the weight shifted…
Everything shifted, and in her chosen path now was a polished plate of copper; ornamentally designed, it fell from moorings from the ceiling in the main lounge….

Juna gasped as she just returned to where she had started, only this time the weight of the debris was now really pressing on her, forcing her to bend terribly at the waist while she was unnaturally seated down on the ground. The compression forces immediately forced whatever air she had left in her lungs out. She struggled to gain another breath. In his position, weight pitching her forward, Juna was suffocating. Unable to breathe, no Jedi or Sith can use their strength….
The sudden shift in fiery debris caught Casper’s attention, drawing his focus on the ruined star ship brothel. It dawned on him and he yelled, “JRIMMER, SHE’S IN THE DEBRIS OVER HERE!”
Jrimmer was on the far side of the town square when he heard the plea and ran as fast as he could over there. Once he saw where Casper was pointing at, he stopped dead in his tracks. “CASPER…I DON’T THINK WE CAN GET TO HER! THE FLAMES ARE TOO MUCH!”

As both Knights tried to figure out what to do, they did not see the Tychlon Delta speed boat falling towards them. The smoldering remains of the large craft still contained its reactor and just hundred feet or so feet above it finally breeched powerfully. The shockwave was tremendous alone, causing a series of secondary explosions all over the surface in town, but just as conveniently blowing out many of the original raging blazes, including the one engulfing the brothel, Juna’s position.
Casper rode that unsuspecting ride: lifted up, thrown away, and then thrown down roughly. He struggled to get up, his head ringing like a rung bell. He felt very bruised and out of breath and very, very out of it.

Jrimmer was thrown into the holofountain pool by the explosion shockwave. He was able to maintain consciousness, even as he landed hard in the shallow, two foot deep wading pool. He forced himself to the surface, bleeding, and noted the fire was now out. Right then, he sensed Juna’s Dark presence; struggling, unable to breathe, dying very slowly. He noted that Casper was no where to be seen.
One of his first instincts was to go. Jrimmer was just washed with the feelings Coy Madex had instilled in every single one of the Sith Hunters. Juna Rapier was the ultimate evil of their time; another thirty seconds, the galaxy would never have to worry about her again. As fitting ends went this was unusual, not really apropos, but as he knew very well death had a dignity all its own. The Will of the Force was something no one could question, even when it was applied to good people dying horrible deaths; the Sith should not be spared such ends either.
Jrimmer closed his eyes and cursed, “What am I doing!” 
He put his hands out, reaching into the Force, and began to use to lift the debris up and move it aside. The effort was tremendous. He found it in his heart to do it. After all of his doubts, and then the realization that he was wrong prior to helping Casper search for Juna in this debris, it made no sense to let her die. If he believed her, if he believed Coy was wrong, he had to save Juna; he had to use her, and Angelliea, and Casper, to convince the others of this fallacy. The Will of the Force and Coy Madex be damned: an innocent woman did not deserve this fate! Any Jedi worth himself would not just sit idly by and just let it happen because it must!
Inside her death trap, Juna felt the compression lessening, and new air struck her face. She breathed shallow, still unable to get a good breath to use the Force to free herself yet. It was getting close, though, she could feel the breeze of open air upon her face, stirring up the ash and smoke under her nose. Her body regained some rigor, and she slowly began to sit up with the lighter weight pressing against her.
Jrimmer sensed something wrong behind him, but he kept his focus. Pieces of stone began to trickle on his head and back, some of it going down his tunic on the back of his neck. The pinnacle in the middle of the holofountain, made of combination of stone and durasteel, was giving way and began to fall slow towards him; the internal structural piping that reinforced it was bending to prevent it from absolutely falling down. The piece of art that was the holofountain was designed for artistic brilliance and common architectural merit; it was not designed to handle war. Eventually the stress was too much on the rebar and piping, and some of it snapped; the rest exploded out from within the statue. The awful sound caused Jrimmer to turn just as it fell on him. Rebar sunk into his flesh as he was forced by the weight of the object into the shallow water….
Jrimmer’s efforts were not in vain. Casper recovered enough to see where Jrimmer had been working on. He focused on the spot and was moving everything he could until he saw something very black pushing against some galvanized platting. This time the Jedi just made his way over and physically moved the pieces. In short time, he found and helped Juna up to her feet. Juna sucked in all the rotten, smoky air that she could; her lips were puffy and purple, slowly returning to normal as she fought for breath.
“You alright?” asked Casper.

Juna coughed hard and spent the next thirty seconds sucking in air before she would nod her head. She rolled up her cloak sleeve and activated the call that would bring the Flora Noir to her location; indication suggested the ship was alright. She said, “I haven’t had cramps that bad in ages.”
Casper chuckled a little, looked around, and said, “Where’s Jrimmer? JRIMMER!”
“Who?”

“Jrimmer Dugal: he’s a Sith Hunter. He was helping me find you,” he quickly clarified to Juna. “He told me Angelleia surrendered to them.”

Juna forced her legs to move and she cursed, “Damn it! No, we can’t…. let them have Angelleia!” Coughing, she had to stop and take in more air. Her lower back and kidneys really hurt. She had to stop moving again; she was far from being all right.
“They got her, McBain, and the Blue Seed, and then this Trade Federation attack happened. Juna,” Casper implored her, “We’re in no shape right now to do anything about it!”

Someone got Juna’s attention in her mind; she stiffened up. She put a hand out to stop Casper as she struggled to hear it again, forcing herself not to breathe or cough. Like the dawn, the rays of light of the truth shined on her, seemingly coming from the holofountain….

“Enothchild?” whispered Juna. Her eyes widened and she breathed out loudly, “DUGAL!” Both she and Casper ran towards the holofountain, and when Casper saw Jrimmer’s predicament he dove for the water. Juna waded into the water and approached the scene tepidly.
Under the water, Casper found Jrimmer; very little air bubbles were coming out of his mouth, and his eyes were shut. The statue pinned the Sith Hunter down across his torso, crushing him, his blood soiling the water, the rebar weight-drilled into the hard surface under him. 
Casper came up for air and said, “We must lift this!” He saw Juna’s inaction and said, “JUNA!”

Juna was shaking her head, and said, “He’s dead, Casper. The rebar is through him and in the duracrete under him. If we lift it off of him it will tear him apart.”
“Damn it, he was saving your life!”

“Casper, he will not survive!” cried Juna, tears beginning to leak from her brown eyes. “He’s suffered enough! The drowning…the terrible drowning under such shallow water….the bleeding…the brain damage….I won’t tear him apart!”

Casper’s face fell as he considered the situation and knew Juna to be horrified by the idea of letting someone die and also in some vain attempt to save Jrimmer ripping him apart like Magus Prophet had done to Bendian Rapier, the man she still strongly believed to be her father. It demonstrated clearly after all these years, even with Prophet’s death by her hands, Juna had never reconciled that terrible day of horror, and never would. The tiny bubbles of air from Jrimmer’s mouth had ceased completely some time ago; his face vanished under the cover of his own blood.

Juna dropped to both her knees and caught herself against the statue, whispering over and over, “I’m sorry” as she cried. She removed and threw her gloves, reached under the water, felt Jrimmer’s dead hand and squeezed it. “I’m so sorry!”
Stumbling up, Casper came around the statue and put his hands on Juna’s sobbing shoulders. He found himself right back into a new dilemma he did not want to think about: whether or not now to tell Juna the truth about Bendian. Angelleia needed the both of them, but in what capacity, how, was yet to be determined. It required Juna to be strong, and he preferred that she was not too blinded by the Dark Side to become out of control and evil.
After half a minute, Juna calmed and said, “He’s gone.”

“I know,” said Casper. But when she stood up, Juna had Jrimmer’s pants by the utility belt. Now he understood what she meant by him being gone. The Force had taken him, body and soul, officially becoming One with the Force; in death there was no higher honor for a Jedi.
Undoing the belt from the pants, Juna sniffed as she removed Angelleia’s lightsaber – Enothchild’s old weapon – from it and snapped it on her utility belt. “I heard it call to me.”
Casper proceeded to take Jrimmer’s weapon after taking the belt from Juna. He said, holding it in his hand, “Jrimmer died a hero. I can only hope his friends will accept this weapon from us as proof of that.”

“I have my doubts,” bemoaned Juna. As she shook her head slowly, the Flora Noir had arrived and began its landing cycle. She ignored the ship; just staring were the young man once existed and said surreally, as if not talking to Casper at all, “No one here shares your optimism. You now know the truth you have been all this time avoiding. Be at peace, its no longer you concern.”
As he went to ask Juna what she was getting at, Casper watched her just turn and walk towards the ship. It began to rain in her wake, warm tears from a rather soft, barely cloudy sky above free of battle and war; it had moved away. He followed her, stepping over the ruined and the dead to get to the lowering ramp, choosing to ignore the question he was going to ask, figuring out she was talking to someone else. Along the way he snapped Jrimmer’s lightsaber to his belt along side his.
Inside the ship, Juna tapped several keys by the hatchway, and Casper grabbed hold of the inner hull as the ship just took off quickly. As she went towards the cockpit, he followed and asked, “Do we have a plan?”

Juna fell into her seat and said, “I won’t attack the Sith Hunters’ ship with my Gessa onboard. I sense they used the battle above as cover.” She took over the controls and laminated, “I’ve failed you, Casper. I should have never brought her here.”

Casper sat down in the copilot’s chair and reasoned, “Madex does have Angelleia, but that isn’t a bad thing.” Juna looked towards him, and he stated the point, “He needs her alive to get to you. I’m sure no one there will let them hurt her; Zonloki was not anticipated. For lack of a better term Angelleia is safe.”
Juna shook her head and said, “You do not get it, do you?” She flew the Flora Noir into space, making sure not to get caught by any Trade Federation ships covering exit vectors. “Angelleia has no idea what she’s up against.”
“You cannot have such lack of faith in her,” pleaded Casper. “She is stronger than you know. She will see through it.”

Once again, Juna shook her head and just said, “Then you don’t know Madex at all.” Before she clarified, a hail alerted her and she calmly answered it by flicking a switch on the communication controls. “You alright, Muriel?”
“I’ve had better days,” said the familiar voice on the other end. “Casper’s with you.”
“Right the first time,” said Casper. “Rose?”

“She’s with me, getting treated for a bad blaster burn on her back.” Muriel sighed heavily and said, “Noss Phetter’s dead. He…well, he ran into me.”

Juna closed her eyes and said, “That confirms our suspicions about him.” Her eyes wiggled under the eyelids and she slowly let out a sigh…
Casper interrupted, “Madex has Angelleia, my suspect McBain, and the Blue Seed files.”

“Smeck! Ahhhhhouch!” Muriel’s pain was evident through the transmission. Just then, Casper looked to his right and he could see the Millennium Falcon heading his way. She sighed and pointed out, “You’re not tracking him, like he’s been tracking us since Red Fern.”
“We were unfortunately preoccupied,” said Juna. She looked on and said, “We need to regroup. Let’s go to that little port where you and Dizzy bought that red fuzzy lingerie he liked.”

Muriel said, “Roger.” The Falcon made a course correction, the communication line terminated.
Juna, on the other hand, turned the Noir in the opposite direction, hard, and pressed and held down a blue button in the middle of her flight controls.

Casper wondered, “Juna, what’s-.”

The Flora Noir’s power ebbed, and suddenly the ship shook violently for a full second. Casper watched a large bubble of ion energy extended outward and continued on for quite a long time. Juna flipped the comm system back on and said, “Anything?”
“Yeah, there he is; aft of our position, just off your starboard side and ventral by twenty degrees!” said Muriel back. “You crippled him. I’ll provide cover.”

Juna turned the Noir about and after coming around Casper could see a very small vessel being bombarded by ion energy: a Huladine Galactic Talker/Listener. She got close enough to the nose of the small craft for her and Casper to reveal an Elfin trying hard to get the craft powered back up. The Sith Hunter Yhon, stopped and regarded the prey that was now staring at him like a predator.
“Hello little eavesdropper,” snarled Juna, knowing Yhon could not hear her. She piloted the Noir and activated its grapping and slave abilities; Yhon was helpless, unable to prevent it just as Madex was unable to stop Juna from taking over his ship at Commenor. She pulled out the keyboard and inputted commands. “Now your ship is mine. Great work, Muriel.”
“So where to?” asked Muriel.

“Destination Five,” instructed Juna, and she called up her navigation chart.

“How did you know?” asked Casper.

“Muriel warned me through the Force; confirmed it by mentioning Red Fern: there’s no such place,” said Juna. “And when it comes to lingerie, Dizzy’s favorite on Muriel was blue fuzzy, not red fuzzy. Red means she was jogging right; I go left and unleash the Ion Storm.”
When the motivator pinged, Juna said, “Why don’t you slice everything from his computer core now while we head to one of the planets I own? You’ll find we have total mastership of his ship. From that information perhaps we can formulate some ideas.”

Casper looked at her and said, “Then we let him go.”

Juna said, “Not yet.”

Without another word, the Flora Noir and the Millennium Falcon jumped to lightspeed, heading for one of Juna’s owned worlds. Although they had left Ansenca behind, they had left a bit of themselves behind as well. That included their hearts.
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