CHAPTER 108.0
After so many days of waiting, Darth Rune did not like the results of her meditations. After many days of basking in her resurrection she did not grow tired of it, she grew upset over it. After so many, many years of plotting, so many years of certainty, so many promises guaranteed by the Dark Side itself something was wrong.
“I should be stronger than this,” Rune muttered exclusively to herself, standing in the quiet of the deep hall of the Desilijic Clan Palace; she had retreated there when the stench of Nal Hutta was raised by a heavy down pour of rain; the palace smelled better than outside. Not far away was her slave Rose, but as always the little girl did not offer any input to the plight Rune was facing.
After days of on again, off again meditation Rune came to some great and disappointing conclusions. Her body, though a representation of what it was in her prime, bared no scars and unseen injuries that came from her self-training and the childhood incident that changed her entire outlook on what a Sith Maiden should be: a positive. She had lost the knowledge that Naressa and Juna possessed, but she retained the knowledge she had gained from being dead, unique twists in the Force she never would have imagined; a significant plus. A fresh body with a new lease on life and accumulated unspoken Dark Knowledge had immediate benefit, yet she felt no stronger in the Force than she did in her previous life. Upon her return there was such power, raw and unused, but after the days had passed it did not appear so much. There was such Darkness around her, more than she had remembered. It did not translate into her having more power to work with from within. She was Darth Rune before having Naressa, before the Fading Light and her eventual death.
Not much else.

“This can’t be all that I am,” cursed Rune. She held her hands up before her, as if the sum of her existence was right there for her to feel. She squeezed her strong hands into tight fists. She actually expected resistance against her fingers. None there, she seethed, “There must be more than this! There must!”

Rune’s self examination ended when she sensed the arrival of presences within her extended sensory range; one very familiar, and so very powerful. Her brown eyes pulled away from her lowering hands and looked towards the upper corner of the deep hall. It was as if she could see her foes right through the wall.
Searing, Rune unclipped her lightsaber and just continued to glare at the corner; glare at their ship. She spoke to the Dark Side. “So am I being punished? Must I have the Tragic Hero’s blood on my hands before I am granted absolute power?” She glanced over at Rose. “Spare yourself a seat, worthless one. I am about to become a legend.”
Rose responded the only way she knew how. She nonchalantly curled down to the seat of her pants and watched her mistress. Rune flipped the hood up on her fedarok Sith robe. She let herself succumb to the darkness, begging Juna to make her third mistake and final mistake. Juna’s first mistake in Rune’s not-so-humble opinion was coming to Nal Hutta. The second mistake was all the baggage the young woman had brought with her: Enothchild Sarch and her unsettled emotions.
Far, far away, as the borrowed ship reached the lower atmosphere, the whole of Team Nal Hutta was in the cockpit to bare witness to their final destination. Casper had invoked the first series of codes that would get them on the planet and just started to initiate the security clearance code for Jabba’s palace. Mathaniel took to crossing his arms to keep from shaking with anticipation; this was not going to be like the fight against Patcher or the brawl with Ryax.
“Patience,” stressed Enothchild, who wasn’t directing it at anyone in particular, but it did draw everyone’s attention. He proceeded to take off his new Jedi robe, tossing it aside to the floor. Casper took Enothchild’s lead and slowly slipped out of his robe. Mathaniel worked his way out of his Magus robe.

Juna did not have to do anything as the others had to; neither did Destiny, but she did not count amongst the warriors. Juna’s attention kept her from doing anything else; her eyes were drawn to the palace that was still far away. Her eyes, her sight, drawn to the lone figure she could see through the fog of air, through the many buildings in-between, and through the many walls and floor levels. She could see Faradi Nimh very clearly alive, sporting the clothing her Faith once wore, carrying the weapon Faith once used, smiling that horrible, baiting smile she had the first time Juna had met her in the Dark Side Forest of Sabbath so many years ago. The emotions in Juna just churned, the primary emotions of the Dark Side pigmenting together to create the mosaic of undisciplined chaos.
“Patience,” whispered Enothchild in Juna’s right ear. Juna heard him, but she did not heed his words. She was eye to eye with Darth Rune now; her fellow Sith Maiden tugged on the fedarok cloak she had used to condemn Naressa. Rune raised her taken lightsaber and kissed it affectionately, and then presented herself as if she were placating a room full of reviewers.
Rune said, and Juna heard in mind but to her it was in her ears, “It’s going to be very hard for my daughter to be a grandmother. She’ll be on the run forever, or you’ll be so dead it wouldn’t matter anyways. But I must confess this truth to be so self-evident; that fool you so love Bendian Rapier wisely checked out at the right time. I bet he saved a seat for your precious ‘Faith’ in hell. For such pathetic creatures, I can not think of a more appropriate place.”

Juna no longer had patience.
“JUNaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa,” was Enothchild’s passionate shout fading in the Sith Maiden’s ears as she called upon the shadows to teleport herself, alone, to the palace. Incensed she had activated her lightsaber just prior to using her Dark abilities. In that piecemeal second in the shadows there was growing bright red glow that was not completed until Juna emerged right directly behind Rune.
Rune, genuinely surprised by Juna’s arrival behind her, let the Force guide her weapon overhead to block Juna’s arriving attack from behind; if she had turned around, Rune would have lost the battle in that second of transition. Rune twirled about, one hand only on her weapon and immediately matched Juna’s offensive blow for blow with her own barrage. Both women engaged directly with lightsaber swipes from various angles: right, left, right, left, joust, joust, fence, stab, swing, thrust, parry, lunge, and press.
Juna’s speed was exceptional, but her enhancement of them had been hampered by the teleportation and her driven desire to just kill Rune.

Rune’s technique and murderous calm gave her bonus speed. She had hoped Juna would screw up, and the Dark Pure Sith Maiden with her emotions not in check had made a critical error. All Rune had to do was step in…

The lightsabers clashed, clashed, Rune stepped in and with self-inflicted arm-breaking intentions reversed her flow of swing…

 Juna ducked the swing barely, stood back up and swung blindly…
Suddenly both women backed away. Rune spun twice, lightsaber trailing to cover her retreat. Juna had simply flipped high and back.

From the heads of both Sith Maidens locks of hair respectively fell when they stopped.

Both noted their fallen hairs. Their eyes slowly locked on one another. They ran at each other at the same time and clashed weapons again. Juna’s tailing weapon caused sparks across the metallic, grubby floor, showering the scene with flaring glows of light other than the combatants’ respected weapons. Never once did Juna consider who else was watching on, though Rose had on instinct moved away when the two Sith engaged.
Both were stationary in their surroundings, striking madly at will, trying to get through the attack of the other. There was foot movement in attempts at creating new angles, approaches of attack, and feints of defense. Juna, who had lost the knowledge of Rune’s lightsaber style, was relearning it with every attempt at attacking Rune, using what Enothchild had taught her as a means to draw the tactics out. Though Juna’s style was simplistic it was no less lethal and her speed made it more so.
On the other hand Rune held the advantages Juna involuntarily gave her. The Dark Emotions and the passions the Dark Emotions produced were a Sith’s unequaled fuel, unmatched by any legion of Jedi put forth in front of them. Unleashed the power could wipe out an entire star system; several systems were during the Sith War five thousand years ago. Such power, however and unbelievably, had to be harnessed and, contrary to what too many believed of the Sith, used wisely. There were too many examples in galactic history in general and Sith history to be more specific where great power was abused, overused, and ruined by a greater passion. In the Sith’s view there was absolutely nothing more potent than desire and their desires fulfilled, but that was also their greatest weakness. It was often described as spontaneous desire.

Unless there was a sudden need for a Sith to save their own life, any other form of spontaneous desire was almost always defeating. Based on the experiences she shared with Juna last year, Rune discovered that at the best Magus Prophet had been the only Dark Side entity to really use unbridled blind fury to achieve victory; Prophet was an animal; animals primordially were always furious and acted constructively and productively when instinctively driven. Prophet had also achieved a significant mastery of his emotions; simply put, he just thought hatefully every waking moment, forgoing all other emotions whenever he could. His downfall was Juna, whose mere presence had pulled Prophet away from his focus always on hate; last year when he loved her, and nearly two weeks ago when he despised her so much. With hate, Prophet always won. Hate was his only focus, and focus was so important. In his defeat -- and Rune had witnessed his defeat on Tatooine -- Prophet’s focused too much on hatred when battling Juna. He committed every resource he had to defeat her, lending himself too much to his animalistic passions, never once really thinking that once he had Juna she could still defeat him. Prophet’s focus was excellent until he saw Juna in the flesh; spontaneous desire of lust last year and hate this year made him overextend himself, committing all his resources, and most importantly his life, towards defeat.
Juna Rapier was no different from Magus Prophet. Rune blocked and shuffled and finally used the Force to shove Juna away; she didn’t gesture, striking her opponent with a mental nudge. Juna left her feet, but spun and found her feet. Rune was on her instantly, striking, going back and forth between her unique one handed style and a more familiar Sliths style of two handed lightsaber combat.
Juna’s problem was though she was the closets to being a true Sith she was still Human. Darth Rune did all she could to stop being Human at ten years old, particular in the complex area of thinking and emotions working in concert together. When it came to creatures reacting to their significance Humans by and far were the worst. Human’s spontaneous desires provided great power to the Dark Side, which was why the Sith took to Humans more than they took to any other biologically life form in the galaxy, but it came with that price of having that sudden desire for revenge without thinking, without thought. It was an animalistic desire but the complexity of the Human mind, unlike the mind of Magus Prophet, did not allow for sharing; either one was a thinker or one was animalistic. However the Human mind did not allow for total focus, for perfection of one solitary way when it came to desire; the Human mind was always thinking, and sometimes it thought in conflict to what it wanted to do versus what it needed to do.
Rune again used the Force to shove Juna just a bit to create an attack angle that nearly succeeded if not for Juna’s reflexes. Strike left, strike right, strike right low, and she suddenly lifted her weapon upward to nearly take Juna’s hands and nose off. Juna flipped away and had to hit Rune with her own Force Push even before she landed on her feet because Rune was nearly on top of her with a killing blow. Rune landed on her feet…
Skipped…

Hopped…

Stumbled but then finally caught herself. Juna slightly smiled at her accomplishment. Rune twisted her mouth and ran at Juna again. Both caught each other’s weapon directly in front of them.

Juna’s cuts were more rounded, right, left, right, high….

Rune’s movements more direct, stabbing in, from the right, from the right, reverse left, a spin, a stab from the left, and purposeful drag back through the target tangent…

Juna curled her body to avoid Rune’s trailing weapon. Her retaliatory swing missed badly…

Rune stabbed and suddenly pulled her weapon wide to the right again to knock Juna’s weapon way.

Rune REVERSED….

But Juna twirled her wrist downward, forcing Rune to move her leg, and thus her weapon’s swing radius became too short…

The lightsabers came together momentarily after a combined series of body movements, but neither created an opening from them.

Rune could not let who she thought to be her lesser gain confidence. It did not look it but spontaneous desire had made Juna an emotional starship wreck. Rune represented everything that had gone wrong and still was going wrong in Juna’s life. Juna felt her cure was to kill Rune and all would be solved. It was a rather immature and distressing idea, and that there was that tiny bit of Human left in Juna reminding her of that fact with every lightsaber swing she took; too aggressive, lots of zip, but poorly aimed and controlled. Though it was the Sith that wanted it more that won battles of this magnitude the Sith were not necessarily unhinged, overly emotional, uncontained fools. Calculation was the way of the Sith in their desires. Both Sith Maidens had a Dark Desire to achieve victory but one was going about it intelligently by applying herself intelligently, while the other was just reacting.
Rune knew if Juna had even Naressa’s disposition Juna would have won this battle; if her Granddaughter had her disposition, the Rune problem would have been solved long before hand. But between Naressa’s loving affection and Enothchild’s Jedi wisdom poor Juna was that one chess piece -- does not matter which one -- that waited for the other chess pieces to move. Based on the move, Juna would react accordingly. Unfortunately for Juna she was not fighting a Jedi; Rune had to give Juna the credit that no Jedi could match her in this state of mental stress, no matter how clam and how powerful the Jedi. Juna centered and focused would know she wanted revenge and would have kept herself grounded by the details in achieving it. She wasn’t, however, because Rune goaded her, alienated her, took at her like a fool poking a gundark with a spoon. Rune had gotten as personal as one could to another by ruining certain elements of Juna’s life, and then exploiting the Sith Maidens’ weakness by murdering Juna’s child. The added initiative…
Juna launched a chopping attack with the blade always coming over each shoulder, downward, and returning to the opposite side in a loop. Right, left, right, left, right, left, right, left, right, left, right, left, right, left, right, left, right, left, right, left, right, left, right, left, and pushed Rune backwards. 
Rune jabbed forward. Juna flinched and floated backwards on one toe. A small, black burn from the tip of Rune’s lightsaber had appeared right over Juna’s heart. It was not a deep incision, but Juna’s was conscious enough of it to move once she felt the stab. Rune let her own slight smile grace her young face; a smile Juna had loathed the moment she realized her Grandmother was never her friend.

The added initiative was until this moment Juna could had never dealt with Faradi Nimh. Darth Rune was nothing more than an unreachable, all-ready-dead antagonist that had haunted Juna with a twisted, restless passion to which Juna really knew no way of counteracting. Much less the fact Juna couldn’t do what she desired to do to Rune: physically pummel every cubic centimeter of her body. Rarely does one ever get the opportunity to actively engage a demon that had haunted them; not in the realm of sanity at least.
And there was Juna’s desire to protect her Enothchild. Oh how Rune enjoyed exploiting love. It was as much fun as changing destiny. So far for the Dark Lady of the Sith this was no hassle and all mirth.
Juna launched again into another attack; Rune met the attack with one of her own. Frustration had not replaced Juna’s rage, but her rage had not replaced her ever thinking concerns and mental turmoil; her emotions were created from her thoughts, therefore she couldn’t just shut them out without losing the augmentation to her Dark Powers. She was no Jedi, she could never be; a Sith by her nature relied on her emotions, her lusts, and her worries. Somewhere in the fog of her mind that included Faith, her Mother being made to run, and Rune’s head in Rune’s lap were Enothchild and how much Juna wanted to end this battle to protect him. There were other thoughts Juna failed to even recognize -- such as the proper ways to defeat Darth Rune effectively and efficiently. Her snowstorm of thoughts blinded her to sudden but certain victory; she wanted Rune dead, and she wanted to end it quickly before Enothchild arrived. Rune wasn’t allowing Juna to center herself and rethink anything.
Juna’s attacks were clipping and moving Rune barely; Rune’s method of lightsaber technique just didn’t allow for anyone to absolutely achieve even what was considered a hard earned little victory. The wound on Juna’s chest urged her forward to create something on Rune, forcing the attack with triangular movements: lower right, high down the middle, horizontal sweep from her left. Rune would bat and stab, bat and slash, bat and force Juna back and follow it up with five moves of offense, high, low, low, from the right, from the right high and almost killed her with the very end of her lightsaber jabbing forward. Again Juna backed off, seethed and met Rune just before Rune could engage again.
The two Sith Maidens moved barely within the realm of the deep chamber, slamming their weapons left and right, back and forth, up and down, and high and low. Juna swept at Rune’s legs. Rune took the trip, rolled more than flipped, landed, and grazed the top of Juna’s right shoulder as Juna missed the leading edge of Rune’s abdomen.

Juna quickly retreated backwards, floating on her toes more than moving her feet. Part of the pointing joint of her collar bone in her right shoulder had been sheered off by Rune’s blow. The pain was just too intense to ignore. She tapped into the spiritual energies of Magus Prophet and her accumulated wounds healed instantly. She was healed just in time as Rune zipped across the floor to attack. Remnants of the Prophet spirit remained just as Juna met her foe with a double handed strike. Rune blocked it, but the blow sent Rune flying across the room as if brutally decked. Rune used much of the Force to slow her body down enough to physically land in a crouch.
Juna noted the results and Invoked the Spirit of Magus Prophet. She felt much stronger and more instinctively aware; her clothing got a little tight as her physical body filled with power. Her agility improved with a spring-loaded-like step that drove her across the way at Rune’s rising form, covering considerable distance at hectic speed…
Rune only lowered herself, and raised up with a backhand. Juna missed, felt part of her left leg be severed, but it was healed well before she landed on it. She stumbled on the leg, sensed Rune’s attack and blindly swung….

“Damn it, you’re fun,” came Rune’s response that had followed her slicing of the lower part of Juna’s back; the healing followed the lightsaber right through. Juna stumbled forward again and got herself facing Rune, who moved in a blur that Juna could barely comprehend until she realized Rune had struck her with about a dozen stabbings. Juna only knew because she felt herself stumble in the Force on every one shortly after the wounds vanished. “At this rate I’ll have you weaken in no time!”

Juna did the only thing she could do at the moment; she used the Force to throw Rune’s lightsaber back at her as Rune swung wide over her head. Rune naturally had to follow the weapon, but she was quick to recover. Juna let go of Prophet’s spirit…

Nearly fainted….

Blocked Rune’s lightsaber, and finally could see Rune and keep up with her. What Juna could not understand was how to work the Invoked Spirit into her natural self. Still new to how her asilamorphic abilities worked Juna only had done what she knew from last year, giving herself in completely to the Spirit she Invoked. Ideally the Sith Maiden would Invoke the Spirit of another to provide another layer of abilities and knowledge that could be applied directly in a confrontation upon her own abilities. Such layering took time to create, but it mattered not in this situation since Juna didn’t know how to do it. But as she came to remember the hard way Invoking the Spirit was more draining than Force Teleportation. Bringing forth Spirits was not as daunting as bringing forth Taken Spirits; the Taken like Magus Prophet were permanently housed with Juna complete with their personalities and their will. When dealing with powerful forces of will Juna had to fight off Prophet’s will even though she owned him; the power of Prophet was tied into the power of Juna. Since Juna was alive her power, her very self, could wane while Prophet’s remained constant. Most of Juna’s self-consciousness in the Force kept Prophet’s Spirit at bay; in essence she was fighting Prophet as she was using him.
Lesson learned, Juna managed to work inside Rune’s guard and nearly gutted her foe with an inward stab. Rune was quick with a wrist snap to cut Juna in half at the breast line, but Juna caught Rune’s arm under her arm pit; Rune had made a critical mistake. Juna freed up her right hand and swung her lightsaber overhead…

Rune caught Juna by the wrist. They struggled briefly before Rune’s natural strength and stamina slowly overwhelmed Juna’s arm.
Juna augmented her strength to push the arm back up…

Rune augmented her strength to reverse the trend, threatening to snap Juna’s forearm….

Juna went with the bend, bending backwards, forming a bridge with her body. Rune had not attempted to extract her right arm from under left arm trap Juna had on it, driving her weapon into the ground, the blade slicing into the ancient, durable metal relatively easily. Juna felt the heat of the melting very close to her back as her head and body hovered awkwardly over the floor. She wanted badly to get out of position, but that required Rune cooperation in removing her weapon safely from under Juna’s armpit.
“You can’t hold this position forever, my little…willing….puppet,” sneered Rune, ending it in a slight chuckle.

Juna growled, and then she kicked her own legs out in response. The act was so sudden it caught Rune by surprise. The combined weight and their positioning did so many things. It drove Rune’s lightsaber deeper into the ground. It caused Rune and Juna to strike faces. Both were nearly knocked out; Rune let go of her weapon and bounced back up to her feet and stumbled away; Juna clunked the back of her head and laid there momentarily. Rune had her dead at that very moment.
Rune, however, was more stunned, in more pain, and quite shocked than she was willing to admit. The blood had made her more aware of her plight, and her head ranged with a headache.  The feeling of weakness enraged her, chasing it away. She spat, forced herself up and charged….
Juna spun from the ground and at the end of her spin blocked Rune’s lightsaber with her own. Juna moved in and pressed and found Rune putting a bit -- not much but enough -- of distance between them with her lightsaber. Rune would jab and stab in, but the movements were shorter, quicker, and when compared to before, millimeters different, way off the mark. Juna tried to lure Rune in with relaxed guards.
Rune kept to the outside whenever she noted the purposeful slips in Juna’s guard. Noting it for what it was she got upset and slammed Juna with a Force Shove. Juna was caught off guard by the change of tactics, and her inexperience worked against her again as she forgotten that one did not need to use a raised hand to cast the Force. Juna found her feet easily before sailing blindly into the late Yabbula’s private pleasure chamber.
Rune was mindful of Juna’s powers of recovery and upon shoving Juna away locked her focus on whatever object she could get her mind around and throw it at her foe. She struck Juna with a piece of Hutt artwork just as Juna took a step away from the doorway. She walked with hard steps towards the narrow, long doorway with another piece of metallic art ready, floating at her side.
Juna spun away during the first strike of art and planted herself by the doorway. She could sense Rune coming; Rune could sense her, so there no real act of surprise in terms of who was where. She had a feeling Rune wanted to get her into an area where objects could be used to up the stakes. The various objects were and were meant to be used for pleasure, but more than not there were devices and apparatuses that were clearly used not to pleasure those who were locked in them; the only one who would have found such a place pleasurable would have been Yabbula.
Juna charged about with her lightsaber ready…
Rune threw the metallic piece with her mind; a representation of one of the Desilijic ancestors. Lifelike in size Juna could not avoid it. On reaction she struck the art piece, but the crowded doorway kept the pieces from splitting in two and away from her. Both pieces caught her and sent her away along with their momentum…
Juna thought she was dead until her body rolled off the pieces before they rolled over her. Rune took advantage of her stunned foe and rushed in to kill her….
Juna sidestepped but trailed her right leg just after getting up. The leg found Rune’s ankle, and quickly she finished the drop toe hold…

Catching herself in a press before nearly impaling herself on her own weapon, Rune gritted her teeth, turned, and gave Juna a good kick to the chest. On attack, Rune missed Juna with a single-handed downward slash, reversed to nearly cut Juna in half, and then forehanded her swing…
Stabbing downward Juna stopped Rune’s attack and chained her motion in a burst of Force Enhanced Speed…

Right…

Left…

Right….

High from…

Low and straight in and nearly caught her Grandmother in a gracious cheek kiss, but Rune rolled out and grazed Juna’s ass with her weapon. Juna leapt the distance of the room and was amazed her tight pants hadn’t come off. Landing and twirling over her left shoulder on a whim, Juna luckily caught an attack….

But Rune rolled the weapon down and nicked Juna’s forearm. Juna pressed back, but Rune pressed forward for a leg-removing swing…

Out of gut instinct Juna batted at Rune’s weapon with her single good hand and struck her foe with Force Lightening from her eyes. Rune was hurled across the room and struck the wall hard on the other side…and slumped to the ground with her weapon still in hand.
Eyes burning and wounded, Juna couldn’t capitalize on the moment. She took a knee and Invoked the Spirit of Prophet again; she healed, and a little more Dark clarity came into her mind. The use of her advanced powers was just too draining; more so for she didn’t know how to use them appropriately; Force Lightening from the eyes was not meant to be as her corneas stopped bubbling.
“Damn little shit!” Exclaiming, Rune stood up, and as she did the smoke that furled from her body was sucked down into her and it ceased. Her eyes burned in the distinct yellow pattern that all Dark Siders with little or no true Sith blood in them had when fully engulfed in the Dark Side. “Caught me a bit off guard with that little stunt you just pulled. Mark my words, it will be the last time!”
Taking the time Rune was giving her, Juna let go of Prophet and let herself accept the loss of power from the process. She then lit her lightsaber. “Mark your words?” Rune took the hint and lit her weapon. Juna finished, “On your ass I will mark your words!”
The two struck at the same moment, covering the twenty steps distance between them before they could blink from the flash from their red lightsabers meeting.

Juna turned her swings more inward and then produced strikes from the outside, momentarily pressing the advantage….

Rune went on the aggressive, forcing Juna to defend against her crafty and unorthodox one handed style. Once again the short and suddenly altering attack paths countered perfectly against Juna’s superior, but unfocused, speed. In a series she slashed from right to left, stopped even with Juna’s right shoulder and used the Dark Side to force right arm back towards her right, Juna’s left. It forced Juna to step back and veer her attempt at a reverse strike off course as she dropped her advancing left foot unsteadily back. Rune used the Dark Side again to brutally force her arm forward in a jabbing motion just as the tip of the blade was about to align itself with Juna’s left shoulder. The act forced Juna more to her left foot, which in turn brought her right side towards the direction the left side of her body was going….
Rune used the Dark Side again, forcing her arm to momentarily break at the elbow, turning her right forearm, causing the weapon to move horizontally to her immediate left….
Juna reacted to the SNAP sound from Rune’s arm than the actual lightsaber moving towards the thickest part of her right shoulder. She moved accordingly, but the sudden change in Rune’s attack direction coupled with Juna’s own quickness caused Juna to be off balance. Being off balanced negated the full benefits of her speed; at best her speed compensated much in the many big errors she had made. The tip of Rune’s weapon grazed the front of Juna’s right shoulder instead of bisecting her whole side at the point.

Juna whipped herself around to her right to protect the wound. She made a critical mistake; conceding her back…

Rune snapped her right arm back into place. That air of a second change in Force energy to heal and then strike in a reverse arm motion was what saved Juna from her critical mistake in judgment. Rune’s lightsaber only made Juna’s hair swish from its missing wake. 
Juna took the hint and added another step to create room to spin back and face Rune. The Sith Mistress smiled but not just because it goaded Juna into another fighting rant that accomplished nothing. As the fight progressed Juna was going to tire from the combination of physical, mental, and Force stresses; Juna’s mind was partially fatigued from the psychological torture Rune had inflicted on her even before the fight. Anyone could have all the power in any attribute, but if they did not use it well, if they relied too much on one strength it wore that strength out and affected other strengths as well from both neglect and supplement. Juna had so much emotion burning through her, but since achieving Dark Purity she had been running on hate in its various forms non-stop; at times she was running at a high level of rage with no meditative correction. After a while, the body will not keep up with the mind emotionally; the mind will lose hold on the Force.
Ignoring the desperation that began to seep from the back of her mind, Juna launched another constructive series of lightsaber moves against Rune. Her foe blocked and created her offense off the blocks with subtle twists of the wrist or the change of pivoting direction. Juna pressed, then changed the weight of her blow in her arms to receive a blow instead of knocking the blow away. She tried to lock Rune’s weapon…
Rune slid her lightsaber downward….

Juna smartly drew her entire self back as Rune’s blow missed, meant to take off her left hand at the wrist. An attempt at crossing Rune immediately failed when Juna remembered on her cross block approach that Rune was fighting one handed. Trying to twist her opponent’s arms when only one arm was really in play was pure ignorance, not just inexperience. Juna stepped to the side to avoid her failure…
Rune rolled her lightsaber around Juna’s weapon, and like magic she was right behind Juna, aiming for the exposed left arm…

The response was only subtle but enough; Juna let loose a weak Force Push shaped like an umbrella. It struck Rune enough to make her stumble right as she double gripped her weapon for an overhand strike. 
Juna took two steps forward, spun sharply, whirled her weapon and pressed right at Rune’s recovering form. Juna kept at it, bouncing her weapon against her foe’s guard, keeping Rune’s weapon more towards its owner….
Rune knew this was coming; by Juna keeping her weapon in a ‘cocked’ position for striking Juna was trying to both create Rune’s next attack for her and wear Rune’s right arm down. She admired -- very briefly mind it -- Juna’s attempt at gaining an advantage of some sort. Rune responded by letting Juna gain control via a weapon’s lockup, and then with her long forgotten left hand she decked Juna across the bridge of her nose.
The pain and tears and the familiar CRACKING sound of a broken nose found Juna very quickly. She stumbled and turned with the blow. Again she made the mistake of giving her back, and this time Rune was in a position to strike properly….

The finishing double overhand Rune launched was blocked by Juna’s blind guard overhead. The lightsaber ran parallel to Juna’s spine, right down the middle of her back, catching Rune’s weapon to divert it in an angle. Rune went back to striking, but Juna ran forward, trailing lightsaber overhead. Rune gave chase, running after Juna and managing a few lightsaber strikes against Juna’s creative blind guard. Rune had Juna if Juna held still, but Juna’s longer legs and better speed kept her a few inches ahead of adequate striking range. 
The end of Rune’s lightsaber could only click and nick Juna’s back and forth behind-the-back swings; it required more lightsaber to effectively knock the weapon far enough away from the body in order for Rune to strike a killing blow. It frustrated Rune more than it amused her, but it wasn’t until Juna allowed her to knock her weapon a side, turn, and with a Prophet-augmented swing that sent Rune flying skyward onto the third floor terrace in the main chamber that Rune realized she had been lured out by Juna from a tight enclosure to a more expansive area. Juna had Invoked the Spirit of Prophet during her blind run to heal and to deliver the mighty swing -- in fact that was why Rune could keep up with her in the run.
Rune banged into the third floor wall and slumped to the floor. Her body officially ached from the impact with the wall on her back, to landing on her head, and her lightsaber having been batted into chest when she blocked Juna’s pure leverage strike. Seething but only stunned, she mused, “Of all the days I picked to fight, I picked the day to fight one lucky bitch.”
Juna was not so introspective; though genius in Invoking the Spirit at that moment it was still born from frustration. She kept tapping into the power of Prophet, squatted, and leapt effortlessly to the forth and last visible floor in the main chamber. Rune caught the movement and got up to her feet. Juna was cutting into the hardened stone floor with Prophet strength just as she arrived, cutting through with ease stone designed to handle a Hutt’s weight without supports. She cut a square and stomped on it, driving it down…

Rune was well out of the way, but the crashing piece of stone struck the third floor outcropped walkway and caused it to crumble and fall. It crumbled and fall towards the Sith Maiden on floor three. Momentarily shocked, Rune turned and ran away from the carnage chasing her. Juna gave chase on the forth floor, eagerly waiting for Rune to make the mistake of leaping for the high ground that Juna ruled over.
Darth Rune knew if she immediately leapt to the floor above Juna was going to kill her. To her dismay after resurrection she did not possess enough Dark Power to teleport either even though she had the knowledge of it. She jumped down, landing with little problem with help of the Force. Raising her hands, she used the Force to grab downed pieces of rubble and heave them one after another at the forth floor as close as she could to her intended target. It was Juna’s turn now to move out of the way or loose the floor that was under her feet as debris large and small smashed through the floor. 
The shattering stones created more debris. Rune grabbed those pieces to attack Juna from the expected angle. Juna barely dodged them; Rune was close to Naressa in the ability to chuck multiple objects, just not as many as Naressa could.
Splitting much of her focus, Rune put away her weapon and used her mind to grab whatever fell or what had fallen; she ignored the heavier objects that fell, focusing on small, head size rubble. The strategy began to work; with the floor crumbling under a befuddled Rapier she was too focused on maintaining position in fear of losing the high ground if not her life, thus she eventually could not avoid the smaller and plentiful missiles flying at her so quickly. The grazing hits caused her to stumble. She lost her footing several times as the floor fell under her, and when she recovered more stones shattered against her body.

The impacts affected her focus on Invoking the Spirit. Juna fought against Force fatigue as well as the onslaught that struck her. Her body was no longer invincible and she could no longer work up enough will to raise a Force Shield. A rock struck her head, spinning her, and before she blacked out she fell along with the rest of the crumbling floor. Like anyone else she could be overwhelmed….

“YES!” With glee Rune watched Juna fall to the third floor remnants, and then the remnants fall to the ground floor. The dust and rubble made Juna disappear, but she could sense her Granddaughter in misery in the pile as more debris fell where she lay.

Gloating, Rune bellowed, “DID YOU TRULY BELIEVE I WOULD BE SO EASY!” Her hand curled up and rose; in turn the largest piece of stone from the flooring above rose up. It floated swiftly over to where she sensed her foe.
“Unfocused! Unprepared! Unwilling!” Rune turned her hand over and threw it down; the rock smashed into the rubble pile where Juna was with thunderous results. “Dare call yourself a Sith Maiden! You are the perfect Jedi whore!”

Finding another large piece of rubble, Rune called upon it and sent it towards the previous impact site with great force. She focused, her yellow eyes glowing and rolling towards the back of her head as the power surged through her. The rubble collectively began to raise, very, very slowly off the ground. The effort was much for Rune, but she felt it was all worth the trouble. She wanted to smash Juna into a bloody sauce; Enothchild Sarch was not going to be a problem, even if he had Casper Knightshade at his side.
The rubble was high enough for a battered Juna to see daylight again. She could barely breathe, but being pulverized brutally had one positive affect: she was thinking constructively. She was not as hurt as she should had been, but by no means was she suffering only bruises; the floating bone feelings in various parts of her body only encouraged suffering and nothing more. Hurting and weak, wanting a meal of Force energy so badly, she knew her only chance was to find time to heal, and then collect herself. Unfortunately she had such a head start on the others they couldn’t give her that time she needed.
Her mistake became more relevant when Juna realized the rubble that covered her was now dangerously dangling over her. She attempted to shift her energies, but her mind suddenly became convoluted. Instinct took over conscious thought and locked her energies, for the moment, in healing. She grunted, trying to will passed the lock, but she ran out of time. The rocks only had to fall, but Rune threw much of her will behind them to accelerate their descent….
At the last moment nearly all the rocks shifted from Darth Rune’s grasp; the rest of them were late from changing their course, defying her command and the strict laws of gravity. Some of the finer debris covered Juna, but none of it was life threatening.
Rune turned towards the usual way into the chamber. Enothchild, Casper, and Mathaniel stood there each with a respected hand lowering down. She could only smile looking at them and muttered, “The Tragic Hero is here!”
The Jedi Master’s lowering hand removed his long shafted lightsaber from his belt. Bearing a stoic, serious face people rarely saw he said, “I am here, Faradi Nimh, and not at all sorry for ruining your ‘smashing’ success.”
Upon hearing her Husband’s voice, Juna sighed deeply in relief at first. She just laid there and allowed the healing process take over. She did hope that the three could keep Rune busy long enough; after fighting her for just five minutes, Juna knew how formidable a fighter her antagonist was.
Rune knew Enothchild and knew Casper well enough to know that she should have detected their arrival. She had been preoccupied with the joy of smashing Juna to organic pulp; she would not make the mistake again. She was more than ready for the two Jedi and their styles; Casper would be obvious, while Enothchild would use speed instead of his expected strength. The young man was more exploitable; his focus was on her, but he was measuring the damage all around them from the short fight so far; Enothchild was far from impressed. She knew she had to get to Casper first before she took out Enothchild otherwise the Human was going to be a pest. The other positive was that she wasn’t alone in resurrection not granting better returns. Based on familiarity with Jedi in general Enothchild had gained nothing more in terms of power.
The third arrival -- Mathaniel -- Rune drew an absolute blank. She lost her smile when she sized him up; she couldn’t get the smile back, tipping her thoughts to Enothchild that they had something, someone, she did not like. She couldn’t sense him; there was nothing there at all! Mathaniel had his unique weapons all ready in hand since they left Jabba the Hutt’s private docking bay; turning them on told Rune not much more than he was, at the very least, trained in the Jedi arts. It finally occurred to her Mathaniel was a Vhinech; she couldn’t even begin to understand why he was here.
“You were expecting us, weren’t you?” quizzed Enothchild, igniting his lightsaber, bathing his surrounding area in white light. Even with good visual scanners he could see why there was on the surface no telling the difference between Rune, Naressa, and Juna. There were only very slight differences in the face, but even the sharpest of eyes would have trouble if all three Sith Maidens wore all black and had the same skin tones and hair -- Purity white and jet black or the slight pale-tan skin and dark brown only Rune had. “You look disappointed.”
“Looks,” she began slyly, igniting her weapon, “can be deceiving!”
“Spread,” was Enothchild’s quiet command. He took a few steps to his right; Casper more so, turning his weapon on, giving him away in a blue light; Mathaniel to the immediate left. It made no sense to them to approach her bunched up in a wide open space. They were also unwilling to give Rune the chance to wipe them out in one shot. Enothchild had no doubt that the Sith Maiden -- the once dead mother of Naressa, grandmother of Juna -- possessed those significant abilities in the Force both Juna and Naressa had, and he had no doubt she knew how to use them.
Rune sized their spreading, recognizing that they never had time to coordinate themselves to one another, to learn to fight effectively as a group; a big advantage for her. Though Jedi were trained in the same basics it was a far cry from calling it team work. Still she wearily eyed the Vhinech, taking note of his weapons, his immediate approach with them just walking in ready, and the way he held his body. At the same time she split some of her mental resources trying to ascertain if she had ever learned about such a unique fighting style anywhere. She had studied all the known ways of lightsaber combat, as well as the ways of combat with blunt and edged weapons of the ages, during her many years between leaving Dark Ridge Point and arriving at the Sithian Monastery to take over the Sith Order. Two handed fighting with knives and swords in the days of the Ancient Sith were not uncommon; the throw off was the minor lightsaber blades coming out of the other side; she couldn’t immediately see how Mathaniel could use the weapons at all without cutting himself to pieces. She could learn more by fighting him, but like all Sith Maidens Rune prided herself in knowing everything before anything occurred. It would take time, which worked against her; the more time she had to take, the more time Juna was given to heal. She weighed all of her narrowing options and proceeded accordingly.
“Once again you pretend to know what is going on and must interfere,” cursed Rune. She raised her weapon, turned it on and pointed it at Enothchild. “But it is you I am after!”
“I know,” said Enothchild. He peered past Rune and noted Juna looking at him. She was very banged up, but she nodded at him to indicate she was okay.
“You know nothing!! None of you do!!!” Rune eyed them all before she focused solely on the Tragic Hero; particularly on his face; that Mark of the Flames was just inviting her to slash her blade through it… “This is the day you will all die!!!!”
Unfazed, Enothchild only twirled his weapon around in his right hand; the giant white light blade never once striking the ground given its length…
Rune picked her target, launched towards Enothchild, ended up making contact with Casper’s weapon by diverting her direction. She traded with the Jedi Knight twice before spinning and engaging against Enothchild’s defensive tactics. Mathaniel cruised quickly behind her and double stabbed for her back…

Flipping up and away quickly from Mathaniel, Rune then Force Shoved him towards Enothchild and went after Casper again. Right, left, and right they went until Enothchild came around Casper’s fading right to miss an avoiding Rune with an over-swing. Mathaniel tried to cut in -- figuratively and literally -- but Rune sidestepped and put Casper between her and Mathaniel. She dared Mathaniel to come over the top.
“Don’t bunch!” came Enothchild’s shout. He swung his blade towards the entire group; at first glance it would appear he was about to kill all three just to get to one. In reality he broadcasted his intentions with the shout, waited a bit too long and swung horizontally. Right at the top of his swing Casper flipped backwards out of the way and Mathaniel spun aside; it was called the Blind Cradle…

Enothchild had waited a bit too long. Rune set her feet, braced herself and took the blow. Enothchild’s blow was mighty and she sailed skyward towards an area on the second level not completely destroyed. She had barely managed to take the attack with her defense, but she managed, twisted in the air, and used the Dark Side to carry her the rest of the way to the landing, landing perfectly on her feet.
Mathaniel measured the distance and knew he could make the jump. Enothchild stepped in front of him, did not look at him, and ordered, “Trail me!” The Vhinech had no time to question the more experienced Vhinphyc’s wisdom. “Don’t worry about Juna, she’s fine! Focus on the task at hand!”
“She has the high ground,” pointed Casper out loudly. It was unwise for anyone to take the fight to anyone that held a high advantage over the others. Those who met the challenger were surely going to be cut to pieces before they even went into their landing arc. Enothchild knew this very well.

He squatted and jumped anyways.

Rune expected pursuit, in fact she wanted it. But she never thought that the Vhinphyc would actually jump through the ledge. The stone and mortar was old and crumbling from the previous onslaught; it was easy for the tough Vhinphyckian missile to thunder through it; by crashing the ledge, Enothchild had created a rock shield between himself and Rune’s advantage. Rune retreated, and then had to retreat some more as debris from the impact chased her through the tight corridor. The debris nearly filled the corridor, pressing Rune out into a wider chamber; the room was to the Jedi and Magus’ advantage. Rune outran the dust and debris, turned, and used the Dark Side to deflect the new coming of debris as Enothchild busted through the pile. 
Once all was clear, Casper flipped and Mathaniel somersaulted to the opening and did their best to maneuver over the pile of rubble. They could hear Enothchild engaging Rune only a few meters away.
Meanwhile Juna tried to force herself to stand up, but the Force over her body, and her body just overrode her mind. She tried again, but unfamiliar instincts took hold of her and made her stop. In deep, sighing frustration she yelled, “What’s wrong with me!” She had to wait for Prophet’s healing factor to nearly complete the repairs she even tried to move again. She was in bad shape, but it was minor compared to the major damage she suffered last year.
Juna did a kick up when she thought she was close to normal, but her legs momentarily lost strength. She stumbled and fell on her knees; the weakness was not Force related, though she was so hungry for power. Oddly it felt like blood loss, but the Spirit of Prophet had replenished what had been lost. She rubbed the front of her thighs fruitlessly as the strength naturally returned to her legs on its own.

“What in the hell?” Considerably apprehension was steadily replacing her continuous rage, confusing Juna as much as the fear of self-preservation threatened to keep her grounded and allow her friends and her Husband to die. Something kept telling her to no longer jeopardize her life. What happened was just too close of a call.
Cowardice!
Juna had known fear, had been afraid of things in her life. She possessed the fears of a child when she was younger. She had once feared Prophet, feared for her Parents, feared for Enothchild. She feared what she was capable of doing as a world leader. She feared what she was capable of doing. But this kind of fear, inaction out of selfish emotional necessity, was new to her adult self. She had never imagined herself a coward, any being that would allow others to facilitate her means to continue existence without her sacrifice. The concept was very new and disturbing for her to feel.
The staring of young eyes upon her made Juna snap around; she did so with feelings of growing panic than furious rage. Of all the places in the universe for a little girl to be this was absolutely the last place to find one. At first she thought Rose was not real; her presence in the Force was neither unique nor remotely noticeable.

The little girl dropped to her knees, bowed her head, and said in her cute little voice, “My Mistress, I am of your service.”
The entire situation made Juna lurch just a bit. She was still confused about herself, about the girl, and she fought down the idea that all would be solved by draining the girl of her very life. She could only say, “I’m sorry, but who are you?”

“I am your slave,” she said plainly. She bowed her tiny head respectively. “My life is yours.”

The repulsion came over Juna again, made all the more horrible hearing such words being spoken by such an angelic, innocent voice. The little girl knew she needed power and was offering herself! Though her flesh just puckered at the delight of the idea Juna’s very womb unrepentantly quivered to match her mental revulsion of the idea.
“I will not entertain your offer!” Forgetting the battle, Juna walked to Rose and lifted the little girl up to her feet. She made her look at her, and when she did she stopped when she thought she saw a young version of Faith looking at her. The vision shifted and a cute, but emotionally blank, face stared at her obeying. She could feel, and see, and smell, that the girl had died and had been brought back to life; there were things she could not describe in words but with them she knew what Rose had gone through.
The answers came to her. “My Faith brought you back to life.” The little girl nodded her head. “Did she name you? What is your name?”

“My name is Rose,” she said gently, and all too calmly. The little girl looked upon Juna’s healed body -- examined it actually with darting eyes -- and said, “You are starving, Mistress.” She bowed her little head again. “You may take my life to sustain you.”
If her pores could drool Juna swore she would be covered in rabid lather about now. Rose was right in her hands for the taking. Better yet, as the Dark parts of her mind attempted to convince her, the girl was more than willing to sacrifice herself; she was begging her; other victims would not, so therefore this taking had no moral issues!
But the hunger was controlled by the new emotions that threatened to absolutely dominate Juna. There was a new stirring in her insides, an added voice to her mind she on one hand could not comprehend and on the other hand she could. She never had feelings like this before, yet she did. She placed them: when she had fought Faith on Tatooine it was not the feelings of cowardice but the desire to nurture and protect the creature that was her Daughter.
Juna remembered the battle ongoing in the other part of the palace and shook her head in an attempt to clear it. She failed, but she kept telling herself she had to fight; fight her cowardice and fight Rune to save Enothchild. She placed a caring hand on Rose’s face, forced herself not to suck the life out of her, and said, “Your death is not necessary for victory.”
Closing her eyes, Juna used the Dark Side to map the way to the docking bay where Destiny was waiting with their borrowed ship. Upon seeing the Vhinech-Wookiee be startled suddenly by just her presence, Juna then planted the way to the ship in Rose’s mind. Rose was very willing -- too willingly in Juna’s opinion -- to accept the intrusion in her mind.

Juna stared gently into Rose’s eyes and said, “You are to go straight to my ship. Tell the pilot you are with me and you are to stay on board under her protection. Listen to her and obey her commands until I return.”
“Yes Mistress,” said Rose. Once Juna released her the child calmly walked away and walked the same path imprinted on her mind for the ship.

“Good girl,” whispered Juna softly. Unfortunately the anxiety did not dim as she had hoped. She had a theory that perhaps the feelings she was experiencing had to be due to Rose’s presence, perhaps eliciting instinctive motherly concerns. A little girl around a personal brawl on Nal Hutta was a horror nightmare a rational thinking adult wouldn’t want for any child to be around. A responsible adult would tend to an errant child in this situation, even for a child as unique and emotionless as Rose.
The feelings did not go away. Juna struggled past the hesitation the feelings were creating. She kept telling herself that Enothchild needed to be saved. Something else told her she was absolutely wrong.

It was her.

She ignored herself. She leapt up to the balcony. The battle was further away than she had thought.

Enothchild had moved and forced his way through the debris to engage Rune; he found what he was looking for: trouble! Rune’s one handed style was not as easy to bat away as it should have been; especially when Rune was not on the defensive at any time. Rune’s speed was incredible, amplified by her technique. Her weakness was reach; to avoid getting hit she stayed out the length of Enothchild’s extra-long weapon; to get inside, she had to crash in with stabbing motions because swings, even with her speed, took too long at execute. She didn’t, however, give Enothchild much time to evaluate her technique. She used the Force to throw him at the arriving duo of Casper and Mathaniel. Both avoided the large Vhinphyc in their own, unique way.
Casper was charging in first, coming in on Rune’s left. Rune nearly killed Casper by simply raising her weapon late. He shuttle hopped to his immediate right, out of position to swing his weapon. Rune would have had him….
Mathaniel came straight in, forcing Rune to swing her weapon back towards him. He met her swing and sudden change counter swing with the fanning of his weapons: right, left, right, left. He nearly forced a lock up, but Rune ducking under Casper’s attack from behind, and Casper’s weapon coming close enough to make Mathaniel flinch and take a stumble back, negated the attempt. Rune snapped a kick into Casper’s exposed ribs…

Enothchild was up and throwing a chunk of rocky debris at Rune before she knew it; by using his brute strength and not the Force his intentions were better cloaked. She smartly at the last second wrapped her body around it to take the blow; she buffered herself but still felt the blow. Mathaniel cursed at Enothchild’s move because he snapped a spinning heel kick for Rune’s head and she wasn’t there. Not only did it take away Mathaniel’s opportunity, but Rune was able to put distance between herself and the three males, and more importantly draw Casper in again as planned.
Her choice of opponent of the three was consummated by the facts; a matter of psychological experiences. Enothchild had been in serious lightsaber combat and had been involved in quite a few conventional wars in his over hundred years of life. Mathaniel may not had real experience in lightsaber fights but as a Vhinech much of his life had been spent threatened by the impersonal nature of war and the environment it created away from the battlefield and years of peace since then; like Enothchild, Mathaniel was mentally calloused by living so close to death; his strength and weakness was being forced to learn how to fight. That left Casper with very little experience in lightsaber combat, and though a Jedi he hadn’t had as many of those Jedi troubles older Jedi had experienced, and based on what Rune knew Casper -- through Juna -- had not handled the situations he had experienced very well.
At the moment Casper possessed a hard, Jedi resolve, striking and deflecting Rune’s unique attacks. He made little attempts at attacking after Rune’s next three moves nearly killed him. He fought away defensively against an upward swing, but her sudden jab caught a part of his shoulder and sent him back peddling…

Mathaniel cut Rune off and whipped whirled his weapons to force Rune into a box attack. He kept the very small lightsaber blades out, the larger blades off for the moment. Wisely he felt with numbers on his side it was not prudent to reveal all of his assets and knowledge to a rather skilled and special opponent. He matched her speed, right, left, right, up and down, and right and left and right and right again, and her ability to suddenly change direction. What he currently lacked was the ability to reach her; the fundamental weakness to his style. However with allies he didn’t need to kill her; someone else could do it.
Rune took note of Enothchild’s approach and sailed over both Mathaniel and Enothchild…

Or at least she tried. Enothchild snapped his big hand up, caught her ankle and swung her downward. It wasn’t a powerful swing because he lacked positioning to transfer momentum. Still Rune bounced with a thud and barely unleashed Force Lightening from her free hand. The Force Lightening caught both Enothchild and Mathaniel, and with a flick of her fingers the Lightening threw them away.

Casper shrugged off the pain in his shoulder and moved for Rune. The Sith Mistress saw him, rolled painfully over her left shoulder and neck to get to her feet, and springing up she blocked his overhand swing. She measured and attacked for the kill: right, counterleft, wrist down, wrist up, backhand, STOP, forehand and ahead in a stab…

Casper back flipped, landed, and nearly got the same stab in the throat….

Rune chased him the same way for two more times before she blindly swung in a backhand for his waist….

Casper came down with his lightsaber along his body to block it…

Rune only lifted her blade up to clip his injured shoulder again. Casper leaned back, opened up for the kill…
As Rune went for the killing blow, she felt an invisible hand snatch her wrist. She twisted around to see Juna at the opening of the corridor, her hand raised and clawed in a way mirroring how Rune was held fast. The pressure began to increase on Rune’s wrist…

Rune quickly grabbed Casper with the Dark Side and threw him at Juna. Juna caught him but her focus on Rune’s wrist was broken…

Enothchild was up and recovered quickly from the Force Lightening. He took no note of Juna, Casper, or Mathaniel as his focus stayed on Rune. He moved as fast as he could, reveal his approach against someone as fast as his opponent, but it was all he could do. Mathaniel was just recovering and Casper was perhaps done for: it was Enothchild and Juna, for the moment. He didn’t wait for Juna to follow up.
Enothchild and Rune measured each other very carefully; Rune holding herself still; Enothchild letting his lightsaber wave around him. Neither clearly intimidated the other. He stopped his motion to let her know he was ready for her.
She ran in like a wraith swallowing light, more afraid that the light would be consumed by other shadows than her own. She slashed several times against his defensive posture before sinking into more familiar tactics. She was soon in the Vhinphyc’s guard.

He took the attack and was marveled briefly by Rune’s effective aggressiveness. The uniqueness of the form befuddled him; the form and not the person alone moved fast. He had rarely the time to contemplate the appropriate counter. Soon she was too close, too inside…
Enothchild did what giants always did to gnats Rune’s size. He swatted her back with a good backhand shot that caught her opened-position chest when she attempted a simple backhand swing in a forehand position. Wind knocked out, Rune left her feet, flipped around twice, and bounced up the stairway over a dozen steps until she disappeared.

“Don’t give chase!” Juna yelled out spontaneously. Casper had gathered himself to give chase and mistook Juna’s cry, stopping. Enothchild kept going, moving impossibly light of foot for someone his size for the stairwell. Casper decided to give chase, and Juna finally moved ahead. Meanwhile, Mathaniel began to recover from the Force Lightening attack; it had been a few days, but he had not recovered completely from the same but much more powerful attack Naressa had hit him with.
Rune shrugged off Enothchild’s blow just as the Vhinphyc made his presence known in the tight, dark corridor stairwell with his white lightsaber shinning. The stairs were metal as they were newer; durasteel as opposed to ore-based alloys, sand and poly-based granites for stone as in the lower levels. Lights did not exist in the narrow ascends because normally there was enough light above and below the straight corridors to show the way up and down. Illumination systems between the well-lit lower levels and main causeway to the Adamant Array were down because there had been no one to turn them on.
Though not dazed Rune was still a bit winded, and therefore she casually ascended the stairwell, only flirtatiously looking at Enothchild, her yellow eyes just noticeable in the dark, dragging her weapon behind. He only kept pace, keeping the same distance between them the first moment he saw her, his lightsaber held at ready. The corridor was too tight for him to be effective against Rune’s short attack, but since she was conceding the use of the stairway battlefield he was inclined to follow her.
Rune said, “You should listen to your cowardly mate, Vhinphyc Jedi. You should have listened to her; it could have very well meant my defeat by not coming here.”
Enothchild said, “Anything you say has no merit. Pure evil: that is all you are.”
Chuckling, Rune said, “I don’t deny that, but it does amaze me how you pick and choose which Sith you want to believe.” The glare of Enothchild’s lightsaber reached her facial features when he lowered the weapon towards her. The shadows upon her face did not fade away; they rolled back like black jelly, shimming and pooling and lumping over itself. It briefly befuddled Enothchild, but not enough to persuade him not to follow, just as Rune’s point only seconds before did not.
“How does a Jedi justify his allegiance to sworn enemies?” Rune whirled her weapon around once, striking nothing, but seemingly to Enothchild adding briefly more distortion to her features -- her face blurred and appeared to briefly stick to her own passing weapon, only to return when the lightsaber was well away. “How do you accept your evil wife in the wake of your good wife?”
“With an understanding love you refuse to accept,” said Enothchild stoutly and unaffected. “Unlike Juna and Naressa you are totally incapable of regret.”

“My only regret Jedi is baring a fool, thus making me a fool for having her! She bared her own fool!” She reached the top of the stairs and stopped. Enothchild stopped as well. “Fools will not stop me!”
“Fools can always try,” said Enothchild, “and when we defeat you, what will that make you.”
“When?” Rune worked her face around in a twisted sneer. She should have said more, but just to have the Jedi Master say what he said irked her tremendously. “WHEN!?!”
Hand outstretched, Rune unleashed Force Lightening on the opening. Enothchild rolled away before it struck him. The energy curled and snaked down the corridor stairwell, threatening a quick ascending Casper. Once again Juna tugged him back with a Force grip to save him.

“Thanks,” Casper remarked. The attack stopped. “It’s oooOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!”

Juna knew the attack was over, and once it was she reversed her energies. Casper was shot out of the corridor like a cannonball; his words echoed and trailed behind him. Enothchild had engaged Rune once he recovered and found trouble against the smaller, faster, and overly pissed off opponent. Casper tucked twice to slow his flight and come down behind Rune just as she opened enough of Enothchild’s guard.

Rune versed her attack flawlessly, as awkwardly as it looked to the Jedi, to deflect Casper’s intentional killing stroke. She was still in a bad position, surrounded by two foes near opposite of each other and her in between them. She focused on Enothchild, smacking his first strike. She held her ground against him in body, but she had the Dark Side guide her weapon overhead and down her back to block Casper’s response.
Enothchild came from the right with a swing…

Rune blocked it…

Casper came left and then stabbing….

Rune turned it away with a sudden turn of her body towards Casper…

Enothchild was blocked when Rune turned back to him, reversing her direction instead of going all the way around counterclockwise. She struck his weapon again, then had to block Casper’s blindly to prevent both her victory and demise; she wanted Enothchild dead, but not at the expense of her new life.
Rune blocked Casper enough to turn and run at him. By shifting the tactic she was going against the less experienced and less-of-reach Jedi. By running she put immediate distance between herself and Enothchild’s swings. Casper obliged her by backpedaling. She struck high, low, right, and left and attempted to stab through the weakened part of he defense. Not tired enough to make a mistake Casper wisely leapt away; if he had made a move to block the weapon, Rune with her style would have removed his arm.

Enothchild awaited Rune’s spin around, but he didn’t get it initially. Rune kept her back to him, taking away much of her ability to swing, but after two connects with Enothchild’s weapon she forced her body, her back, right up against his chest. Before Enothchild could grab her in any way she whipped her weapon down on his thigh, then up to knick his skull. Flash strikes, but the flash strikes were enough to make the Vhinphyc stumble, open himself up and allow Rune to maneuver to a killing strike…
Casper managed to strike Rune with a minute Force Shove from his position to ruin her victory. Enothchild backed off to shake the pain out of his body. Casper came back into her again and locked up with Rune. Rune slid her blade down.

Casper twisted his weapon to kill the movement.

Rune slid the blade up and out and then slapped her weapon down to knock Casper’s weapon downward. He was exposed….
Juna emerged from the opening and stopped the moment she saw Enothchild stagger about. Again the emotions of not wanting to fight conflicted with the emotions of saving Enothchild at all costs. She barely noted Casper’s trouble at the last moment. She used a Force shove on him, but Rune managed to cut the young Jedi’s lower abdomen. Casper was not hurt badly, the incision was not deep, but he stayed down for the moment every time he breathed because it felt like his guts were going to spill out.
Rune ignored Juna -- for the moment -- and danced across the wide expanse to engage Enothchild, leaping on each step towards him…

Juna was over in front of Enothchild before either he or Rune knew it. He was going to be just late in defending himself. He had to hold up his strike or take both Juna and Rune out at the same time.
Juna’s press against Rune was fairly weak but Rune allowed to be bullied. Dealing with individuals than with groups of people was the preferred method of victory. She noticed between offense and defense that Juna’s form was worse than their initial engagement. Juna was tentative and unwilling to gamble; strikes were short, body movement tight, and strategy was based on the immediate outcome of a strike, not three steps ahead. Rune’s foe was not thinking, not feeling, just reacting.
Back and forth they exchanged with Rune remaining silent, not giving Juna any more reason to remember why she was fighting. Right, left, right, left, right, Rune let Juna push her and push her until Rune started to steer the fight; being the captain of the ship from a whipped-sailors position. Juna’s reactions as high and as low and as wide as they were was still quick to the response. Rune had to wait for Juna to make a very big mistake.

Enothchild, however, noted Rune’s tactic and joined the fight immediately. Juna, however, responded by being less aggressive against Rune and more protective of Enothchild by defending him off to his right, then his left; high, low, and whatever the direction Rune took at him. Juna’s movements and tactics, however, short changed Enothchild’s attempts at getting an effective strike against Rune. He was matching Rune, but Juna was always in his way. It made sense to do the tactic if they were fighting Rune with eight arms and four lightsabers per set. It would have worked if Juna was more aggressive. It would have been perfect if Enothchild was in Juna’s position as the defender.
“Juna, you have to move!” barked Enothchild. Juna looked at him…

Rune grabbed Enothchild in a Force Grip and yanked him forward. His body clobbered Juna. Rune sidestepped him, but missed him completely on her intended overhand cut as he flew by. She had pulled him a little too hard…
Rune cut Juna’s right shoulder on a sudden snap back swing. Juna hopped a considerably distance backwards and eyed Rune very wearily. Rune nearly followed, but she couldn’t help to notice how tender Juna had become.

“My goodness, have we lost our nerve?” questioned Rune. She sensed Casper nearby and did a cartwheel towards him to kill him…

Mathaniel matched her cartwheel and was in front of Casper right at that moment. He recovered enough and forced his way up the stairs. Seeing the moment he reacted in kind. He didn’t wait; he continuously stabbed at her in thrusts, right, left, right, left, right, left, right, left, just chasing her away from his downed ally, chasing her towards Enothchild’s recovering form….

Enothchild swung…
Rune bent backwards; Enothchild’s lightsaber nearly took off Mathaniel’s head. Mathaniel squatted down beforehand.

It appeared that Rune tried to kick Enothchild; the blow had no affect against the much larger creature. She did so only to use him as a spring board to leap around Mathaniel. For the moment, she eluded the surprisingly quick Enothchild….
The Vhinech was on the Sith Mistress with a simple twist of his trunk, followed by a twirling leg kick. Mathaniel did not connect, but again Rune was backing off and became very tentative against the Magus. Her best defense -- dared Rune think the word in this situation -- against Mathaniel was to keep his feet on the ground and his hands in front of him.

Juna forced herself towards the group of combatants when she saw Enothchild pushing his way towards Rune. The fear of losing him replaced the fear she had for her own well being for the moment. Recklessly she cut in front of Enothchild, and then Mathaniel, in an attack that nearly had the two males nearly kill her instead of Rune. There was no time to complain.
The two women engaged each other in a furious exchange that only moved when Rune forced Juna’s weapon away to create space. By moving, it gave Rune ample opportunity to fight Enothchild and change the location of the fight. Just as she created an opening to engage him, Juna would appear again to draw Rune’s attack away. Mathaniel leapt to Rune’s outer right side and whirl winded his way past Juna. Rune was distracted by both Juna and Mathaniel, and Enothchild waiting for the two to finish their attack…
Mathaniel’s timing was perfect. He unleashed a reverse spinning kick to Rune’s left side abdomen  just after she blocked both of his lightsaber attacks and then had to blindly block Juna’s overhand lightsaber chop. Wind out of her for the moment she backed up in retreat. She nearly backed into Enothchild’s closing grasp….
Juna panicked, moved past Mathaniel to strike, which stopped Enothchild from grabbing Rune in confusion; clearly he had Rune, Juna had to see it. The move alerted Rune to swing back, part of her weapon scratching Enothchild across his pelvis. Enothchild backpedaled. Rune realized him and swung…
Juna tackled into Rune before she could complete the swing, which negated Mathaniel’s engagement. Mathaniel came in after Rune managed to backhand Juna with a slap, but the opening was gone as soon as Rune blocked his right and then his left lightsabers.
Meanwhile, Casper staggered up to his feet when he felt confident enough that he was not gutted. He was careful to Enothchild’s side, keeping his eyes on the pulling away fight that was quickly moving to another upper level. Juna was lackadaisical in her fight pattern, stealing glances over her shoulder to see on Enothchild, barely at the last moment saving Mathaniel from Rune’s Force usage.
“She’s not fighting!” Casper admonished, actually speaking the very thought Enothchild had.

However, wincing as he spoke, Enothchild asked, “Do you want me to ask her to bow out?” He didn’t give Casper enough time to consider the option. “Suck it up!” He gave Casper a shoving encouragement to run after the fight, and soon the giant was right behind him, igniting his weapon.
The fight had put considerable distance between the previous levels. Rune had managed to escape out of Mathaniel’s and Juna’s attacks. She would engage them one at a time, which was easy to do with Juna’s sudden lack of balls out aggression. Whenever Rune needed to get away from Mathaniel she would attack at Juna and force her way pass her. Before they collectively knew it they had covered three floors, heading upward and on the secondary lower roof that was connected to the Adamant Array by an unfinished complex of walkways and high power conduits that stretched the considerable distance between the ancient palace of the Hutts and state of the art technology that dwarfed it.
Rune flipped out of the exit hole of the roof, ran, and jumped kicked Mathaniel just as he was leaping out of the hole, sending him across the roof. Juna was up and out of the hole before Rune was able to take her head off with a leaping, sprawling swipe. Mathaniel was up and ran to the fight only just after Juna flipped backwards to avoid being killed by a costly error on her part.
Mathaniel rotated his weapons inward and immediately got Rune’s attention. Left, right, high right, high down left he twirled, marveling at her ability to maintain the frantic pace…
Rune backed Mathaniel up with a stabbing attempt dead center for his face, made him duck when she forced her arms to move left, and made him roll away to safety when she forced her arms down, almost cutting him in half…

Juna found herself being Sithy and tried to stab Rune in the back, but Rune flipped and twisted over her own weapon. Juna used the Force against herself to fight against her overextension upon her miss, taking away Rune’s easy victory swing. Rune was overextended for a fraction of a second; long enough for a competent Sith Maiden of quicker reflexes to take full lethal advantage of.
Juna did not do it; she backed out and prepared a right swinging defense. Mathaniel nearly said something upon seeing that, but he was stopped by Rune’s need to go after him. Rune battled him hard, striking in concise circles one handed to force him to reveal more of his capabilities.

Knowing she screwed up again, Juna willed herself into the fight and used the Force to throw Rune towards the unfinished walkway; she finally saw what Rune was doing against Mathaniel and had to save the Vhinech from exposing his edged patterns. Mathaniel had the skill, the technique to overcome Rune in a lightsaber fight. She flirted with the idea of just letting him go at Rune alone…

“Damn it!” Mathaniel brushed past Juna and hurled himself upon the walkway. He couldn’t understand why Juna took away their opponent. Rune stood ready on the walkway, weapon ready…

The Force Lightening was the reason why Juna could not let Mathaniel take Darth Rune alone. It hit him once Rune stretched out with her free hand, freezing his body with convulsions. He dropped his weapons and his body rose up, and Rune threw him off the side…
Juna had an opening to take Rune, but she immediately went right after Mathaniel, leaping powerfully from her spot with the Dark Side. She caught him in mid air…
Rune noted her advantages well before she hit Mathaniel with lightening. Juna took the bait, jumping for the Vhinech, putting herself right in perfect position. Just as Juna leapt, Rune crushed one of the heavily shielded liquid plasma conduits that fueled the working bowels of the array. The metal fatigued under the crush and against the heavy and heated nature of the ionized plasma. The conduit pipe exploded from weight, heat, and pressure. Rune had to run away as some of it went after her.
Enothchild and Casper had just arrived on the level and the conduit went. Enothchild ducked, knowing the plasma would incinerate his nearly invulnerable body. Casper noted Mathaniel’s weapons and called them to his awaiting hands, and at the very last instant dove down the stairwell in a suicidal dive as plasma melted the opening and stairwell.

The two were retreating quickly as the plasma continued to burn through the durasteel and much of the surrounding ancient structure. Enothchild grabbed Casper by the back of his tunic and leapt with all his might for the corridor opening that lead to a hall that ran parallel to the previous room. He turned his body to take the wall brutally and save his Human friend from any lethal impact.
Recovering, the two looked at the slag in front of them that glowed white hot. Casper spat “No way around that.”

Enothchild offered, “Outside! Let’s go!” The two had to do a quick survey of the surrounding area for a few moments to find a way back downstairs. Eventually they did and proceeded as accepted.

Meanwhile, Rune continued her retreat, desperately trying to see if the plasma had hit her intended targets, but every time she stopped the catwalk would dip and melt before her from the plasma. She gave up when the radiation became too much, and the heat chased her more towards the array’s lower complex. With both Juna and the Vhinech out of the way she knew Casper and Enothchild would be no problem.
Safely situated, Rune attempted to use the Dark Side again to sense where her foes were. There was too much radiation between her and below, scrambling all the energies, including using the Force in the traditional sense. She shifted the energies to her eyes.

“Oh where oh where oh where are you, precious?” Other than the radiant heat her Sith Maiden eyes were not deterred. The dark arena below was little more than faint shadow, like thin cloud layers passing over a sun at high noon to her enhanced sight. She looked about, straining occasionally from the glow of plasma energy, finding no one so far.
Rune smiled just for a second; it went away. “Oh no!” She purposely spat, as to disapprove her sudden feeling of elation. “Not for one nanosecond will I just believe I won!”

Some moments passed with still no sign of Juna and her saved companion. Juna revealed her alive status by sending most of the leaked plasma back towards Rune. The Sith Mistress barely had enough warning, moving just as she sensed the faux eruption of radioactive material. The projected, heated liquid goop sprayed and flopped right on Rune’s heels at every point she jumped from and landed. The ruptured line, with remnants of the plasma still spilling out of it, turned roughly and pulled from it’s moorings and angled it’s damaged opening above Rune’s scaling position. The emergency valve that choked off the plasma reopened against the power system’s protocol and sent as much of the plasma that remained in the catch pool. Rune danced and bounded and leapt in every direction except down to escape….bounding….jumping….running…..flipping……..

Finally Juna let go of the valve cutoffs in her mind and her attack stopped. From her location deeply behind the damaged plasma pipe she could not see or sense Rune, and like Rune before she doubted very much that she got her target. She just assumed had chased Rune to higher ground.

“Did you get her?” asked Mathaniel, bracing himself directly in front of Juna with a little help from his Sith Maiden ally. Her arm was wrapped around his chest, wrapped under both his arms the best she could, while her other hand was outstretched to help her guide the plasma.

“Close,” was Juna’s exhausted and frustrated understatement. Sighing, she helped Mathaniel sit down in the large cubbyhole she had teleported them to when Rune unleashed the plasma attack. The Tig-Vhinech was hurt; the Force Lightening had put holes in him, near vital locations, and he suffered from internal burns; the kind of burns associated with internal combustion. At best he was not bleeding and needed time to recover. At worst he could no longer fight.
Juna assured him, “But we got her on the run. She won’t be getting away from us.” She winced when the smell of burnt tissue reached her nose; she smelled burned organics before, but this particular smell reminded her of Vhanba; the smell from the falling ash of cremated Vhinphyc remains.
She braced herself with her hands as another wave of tiredness passed through her body. Following it was the hunger, the need to feed on those who used the Force. Mathaniel was only inches away….
Juna locked her teeth tight and her hands together and inched back towards the opening. Her body quivered with pangs, telling her she needed to feed. Thoughts entered her head that it was the only way to win. She was not strong enough to kill Darth Rune.
“My weapons!” Mathaniel’s exclamation brought Juna back to her senses, or back at least to her senses regarding fear. She took fear over hunger. “Where?”
“I feel that Casper’s got them,” said Juna breathlessly. She eyed him over her left shoulder. “Not that it matters further. You’re done, Magus. You can’t take another hit like that.”
“The Lore I’m done!” Mathaniel pressed himself up with only his legs and the wall as a guide, but stopped half way up to let out a pain-induced sigh. “I just…need a few minutes.”

The first thought that came to her was expressed, “Very well. I stand with you until you’re ready. We can wait for the others.”
Mathaniel frowned the entire time he slid back down to sit. He said, “Pardon me from ending, my Lady, but we can’t let that…that creature recover. You go on; don’t let her breathe. I’ll wait for the others.”
Juna shook her head. “I was stupid for taking her on alone in the beginning. We should go at her as a whole.”
“You were wrong before, but not now,” stressed Mathaniel. “The longer the two of us stay here, the easier for her it is to take the two of together out.”

Scoffing, Juna said, “And if I leave you, she will just ignore you and the others?”

The response to that would have been logical, but Mathaniel tossed the logical response out the window. Instead he thought of what had crossed his mind before the Force Lightening. “You, a once leader of billions and fighter pilot, one who fought Magus Prophet and survived, could not have been a coward before this.” Juna eyed him disapprovingly. “Or did Master Enothchild truly slay my Pathfather?”
“If you’re trying to guilt me into action, pal, you’re going about it the wrong way.”
Mathaniel raised his eyebrows and said, “So I should just call you a coward instead and save the rhetori-.”

He didn’t complete the sentence because Juna snatched him by the throat and lifted him up to his feet. Something just, for the moment, snapped in her that was different from the two dominate notions that threatened to rule her decisions. She seethed in his face, “Would a coward snap your pathetic little neck so easily, Vhinech!”

Not for him to correct her on the ‘little’ aspect, Mathaniel only said, “Given my condition…..a coward would.”

Realizing his point, Juna let him go and let more thoughts than she needed to think roll through her head. She scrunched her eyes tight shut and turned away from Mathaniel to think and try to sort it all out. Only Mathaniel’s point made sense. Rune could attack at any time and take the two of them out, or she could easily wait for them all to get together collectively to smite them from a superior position. One of them had to take Rune on to keep her preoccupied until reinforcements came. Mathaniel was not in the best condition to do it; the remainder of the two made the most sense.
But that soul clinching feeling in Juna crept around her insides and threatened to dominate her ability to fight. Without Enothchild around, she thought of her own preservation exclusively; never once did such self-preservation dominate her like this in anything else she had done. She could not believe that Rune had psyched her out that badly, but it was fighting Rune that had brought it out, nothing Rune had said or had done. Something internally had changed her fighting spirit.

Mathaniel said, “You have saved us many times so far in this. Our foe is good. Very good.” He wasn’t lying; Rune may have had her troubles with him, but he was hard pressed to open her guard enough just to spoke her. “Without you, I don’t think the rest of us make it this long. Whatever has a grip on you it doesn’t deny your need to protect those less than you.”
Juna turned to him and said, “You’re making some assumptions there.”

“I believe in you,” he said plainly. Juna let her shoulders sag on that. Mathaniel smiled just a little when it came to her reaction. “Well if that melts your black disposition perhaps I should have tried it on our foe.”

Sighing, Juna just joked back, “You could be putting too much faith in me.”

“No more than you did for me.”

Hearing that, Juna found little fault with his point. None actually; he was correct. She looked back at him and told herself that he was going to be a great religious leader for his people. The only way she was going to find that out was to make certain he lived beyond this. The only way the others could attack Rune at the same time was to get her sorry ass up there, find her, fight her, and fight her long enough for the rest to get there.

Fighting the instincts not to do it, Juna said, “Stay here.” She closed her eyes and fought with herself, trying to find Rune in the chaos. For them all, she could not fail them.
