CHAPTER 112.0

A good share of what Rune wanted to do had worked. She had worn Juna down power wise and mentally. Her trump card to complete the Idiot’s Array was her time spent inside of Juna and having seen what Juna had saw and knowing what Juna concluded from the vision. It did not matter why Juna had thought it; Rune was astute enough to see what it truly was, every detail of it from Juna, to Casper, to Enothchild Sarch. It was important, though, that Juna believe it. Actually the only hard part was making it to the array; everything else was improvised along the way, and it all just fit nicely together because her foes had made it possible.

The odd piece, the part that did not belong in the vision Rune remembered, turned and said to her, “I FEAR NO DOOM!” He ignited both of his weapons and began to walk towards her. Casper watched him at first, but then began to follow on an angle. “THE LIKES OF YOUR EVIL HAVE NEVER PREVAILED, AND I’LL BE DAMNED TO LORE IF I ALLOW IT NOW!”

Rune let her smile fade a bit. Mathaniel was still an unexplained enigma, from why he was there, why she never saw him in Juna’s vision, and his complex fighting style. He fought her, and yet in her mind that was not his purpose for being there. It wasn’t as if he just traveled with them to bare witness to the conflict, but unexplainably Mathaniel Jarvis’ presence was for another reason; she knew it, but she didn’t know what that ‘it’ was exactly.

Undeterred by the challenge, Rune ignited her weapon and began the long walk down the slight incline towards the two light side warriors. “For interfering, you will both suffer the worse!”

“There are fates worse than death,” said Casper, igniting his weapon.

“Yes: me!” said Rune. She stopped, still far away from the approaching duo who had stopped as well. She held up her weapon and gushed, “Oh, what’s the matter, no quips about the Force? Don’t you want to say you’ll go on forever when I strike you down? Become more powerful than I could possibly imagine? Come on, Jedi, give me something that illustrates your ignorance on the subject of death and the Force hereafter!”

Casper obliged. “Okay. Its amazing that after failing to live the first time you would come back to fail again.”
Darth Rune only smiled and shook her head. “Oh ignorance is truly bliss!”

When the three moved close enough, the three all at once struck. Rune was in a precarious position of being in a wide open area, which allowed Casper and Mathaniel room to set up on either side of her. They proceeded to do that with unspoken agreement. Rune, however, rejected the idea by reverse kicking Casper in the gut to force him away. On the other hand she had rather kicked Mathaniel away to deal with the easier foe she had just kicked.

Mathaniel made Rune pay for her choice: working in front of him, he made Rune block him inside in a whirlwind of motions right after another. It gave Casper time to recover and the Jedi came into the fight. He didn’t hesitate to think of the ramifications of striking down his foe by cutting her down from her backside.

Rune, though, used the Force to push Mathaniel away upon sensing Casper’s approach and blindly whirled her weapon abound to block his crossing strike. She turned and faced him, and they traded furiously right, left, right, and left. Just as she opened up his guard Mathaniel kicked himself into the fray.
Fortunately for Rune the two fighters were on the same side of the fight, right in front of her. Mathaniel knew it, Casper knew it, but Mathaniel interjected himself in the wrong position because both knew Casper was in trouble. They had to work together, in nearly perfect rhythm, to be on either side of their foe to succeed; a miscalculation would allow Rune to temporarily, or permanently, render one of them out of the fight. They had to keep trying, if anything, in order to wear her down.

Too clever, Rune could see how too determined both fighters were when she traded with Casper once, Mathaniel four times, Casper once, Mathaniel three time, Casper twice to prevent him from moving, Mathaniel thrice to move him too much around her, Casper twice, and the end she had them orbit around her. They had started with Mathaniel left of Casper, and now he was on Casper’s right. The maneuver not only put the kibosh on their latest attempt to surround her, it took away Casper’s stronger right hand side.

Casper got Rune in a momentary lockup. Mathaniel flipped over Rune. Now both fighters were on either side.

When Rune felt parts of her long hair get cut, she struck Casper with some Force Lightening. He blocked it with his weapon, but the impact both pushed him away and blinded him. She turned quickly and dealt with Mathaniel, succeeding for the first time twisting his long arms over each other.

But Mathaniel caught her. The opposite end of his right miniature lightsaber ignited to knick Rune’s left hand when she went to hold her weapon with both hands. She backed away, actually catching Casper by surprise. The Jedi tried to grab her. Rune hooked her arm around his head and flipped over him. Landing, she just physically shoved him at Mathaniel.

Mathaniel opened his arms wide to take Casper into his embrace; otherwise any other movement or the lack thereof would have meant his weapons cutting into his ally. Unfortunately, and very uncomfortably and dangerously, that left Casper close to Mathaniel as Rune ran her blade straight at them. She meant to stab both with one jab as the two were stuck in a hugging position.

Mathaniel used the Force exclusively to block Rune the best he could. Poor Casper looked at him desperately, wanting to vocally encourage his friend but at the moment his friend’s arms movements were enough to crush his ribs. Rune began to smile at the whole thing, hoping to kill them while the two males were in such a ridiculous position. Both men concentrated heavily on their footwork as Rune pressed, trying to trip them, trying to catch Mathaniel in a confused state that may end them both.
Out of sheer luck Mathaniel spun on his left foot. When he did that, Casper’s right hand, which held his lightsaber, came around and caught Rune. She had been leaning in, ready to torture the Jedi’s back with outside swipes until Mathaniel’s maneuver caught her by total surprise.
 

Rune stumbled and fell back, actually falling to the ground. Casper felt the pressure of an impact. Immediately he and Mathaniel pulled out the faux hug and had a second to look at their unexpected success. Casper barely sported a smile…
Sitting up, Rune struck them both with a powerful Force Push, sending the two Light Side warriors scattering down the slope of the array. She tried to scream, but she couldn’t scream. The burned wound across her neck not only muted her it forced her to lay back down for the moment. She could hear the two still striking the unfriendly surface so she had time to access the damage.
“Sons of-.” She stopped when she heard nothing but gravel tones coming out of her mouth. The pain was minimal. She fought down her first instinct to heal the damage; a waste of time and a waste of her energy. She risked losing her voice the longer she held off healing the wound, however she was not going to be Juna and heal every little knick suffered in a battle. Besides all was going well and she wasn’t going to rule the galaxy with her sexy voice.
Powering herself to her feet, Rune took the hit personally as she could to empower herself. It was one thing to have Juna connect, but a Jedi to have come so close to victory was too much. She was terribly infuriated. She no longer wanted to play games.

Casper had stopped his tumble by unceremoniously plowing backwards into a metal outcropping that supported the array’s high gain focuser. Mathaniel rolled to a stop several meter below, but was slow to move, appearing very dazed; much of the old wounds suffered from Rune’s Lightening strikes had reopened on the young Magus, and his head would not stop making a rock-striking sound. Casper was dazed from the painful tumble. 
He woke up when he saw Rune fly towards him with her lightsaber coming down to cut his head off. He ducked and tried not to roll. Rune grabbed a thin pylon in passing, swung around, and connected with the unrolling Casper right in the jaw. She landed to watch Casper continue his roll down the array.

Stopping by mad flipping and landing barely balanced, Casper ignited his weapon and awaited Rune. She gave him time, little but enough, to recover by carefully running down the slope of the array. They were closer to the lip of the array; the surface was more level, nearly parallel to the ground far below them. This was her opening, her chance to take the Jedi out.
Near closure of distance Rune charged at Casper and he blocked her assaults. She prevented him from attempting to circle to her right, to jam her right handed attack by side stepping. She followed it up with a downward swing for his knees, and then a sudden uppercut as he attempted to exploit what he thought to be a disadvantage. Rune switched hands but switched back to her right hand when her left wrist complained from Casper’s previous tag. The move took away a presented opening.

Casper was having a very tough time. The bumps and bruises were not helping anymore than trying to keep up with Rune’s unusual body mechanics. He heard her bones breaks, her tendons snap, her joints pop in and out of place, and never once did she seem to suffer. She was only slowed down by the wounds he and the rest had placed upon her. Still she kept a constant pace with her movements: stab, parry, swing, STOP uppercut, down cut, wrist twist, wrist whirl, left, right, left, right, spin and right! He couldn’t fight her grounded, and he had to buy some time; Mathaniel was just getting himself together.
On the more level battlefield Casper began to emulate Master Yoda in the diminutive master’s speed techniques. Yoda utilized his size and unsuspecting strength against opponents who thought less upon seeing him. He was quicker, though, than Casper was so Casper was smart in employment. No large movements; short bursts, spins, twists to create angles but not necessarily the killing blow; that would eventually come, be created by whatever mistake Rune made. Like all things Jedi Yoda’s technique relied on great patience.
Rune watched Casper hop around like an idiot. She moved to block him, and since she was stationary she held the advantage. He bounded right, struck, moved back, struck twice with the end of his weapon against her, rotated to her left and brought his weapon around from his right, forcing her to turn and block his attack.
Casper twisted his weapon about to surrounded her with lightsaber attacks….

Rune just snapped her arm back and forth to block them….

He raised her eye level by swinging high, which she blocked…

Basic turn down, she blocked his retort….

Both spun…

They came together, and Casper managed to leap over her left shoulder. Her right hand was late in taking him apart. He landed and swung low…

Rune turned away and tried to trap him on his knees….

Up and scampering low, Casper avoided the cornering. In moving low, he was able to create distance and finally mount a charging offense….

Which Rune matched strike for strike, up and down and up and down, batting right, right, right, right, left and right again….

He spun on his foot in a reversal, leaping when she bent at her knees to avoid her low reversal….

Rune stood up to strike, finding Casper’s continuation….
Casper whirled Rune’s weapon about, taking a page out of Rune’s technique manual and tried to stab her…

Rune just slapped it down, and then suddenly stopped and reversed towards his head…

Casper bent at his back to avoid the strike….

Rune followed her entire swing, but twisted herself figuratively into the ground….

Casper’s first instinct was to cover his torso on the way back up. The Force had warned him too late….

Mathaniel had just gotten up and weapons ready when he saw it. Rune’s completed her twisting down attack and cut cleanly through both of Casper’s legs around the knees. As she brought her weapon around, Casper’s scream and fall to the ground snapped the Magus out of his daze.
“NO!” Leaping, Mathaniel stopped Rune’s finishing blow before she had a chance to correct the swing to take him out. He couldn’t believe he had been so slow to recover. His speed and style chased Rune effectively away from Casper. While the two battled, the third laid on the surface of the array absolutely dumbfounded.

From his point of view, Casper was alone. He remembered standing up, facing Rune, but now he laid on the ground terribly out of breath. Some of his thoughts slowly returned to him through the billowing clouds of shock that had entered his consciousness. He could smell again, and barely could he make out the smell of burnt cloth, leather, and flesh; his flesh, he realized with a churning stomach and growing reality. His feet tingled crazily, driving him to prop himself on his elbows. Only when he looked down did he remember what had happened, and how it was impossible for his feet to be so itching when his lower left leg was ten meters ahead of him and his right leg was sight unseen. He saw it when he laid his head back and tilted his head back to see it lying a few meters away. There was no pain, but it still hurt him to the point he was in disbelief of everything. The fact that he was a Jedi and knew the Force was not in his databanks; unlike before on Tatooine and previous adventurous where he was injured Casper never felt so defeated and alone. Unbeknownst to him, he wisely stayed still and not try to move.
Meanwhile, Mathaniel’s relentlessness chased a flustered Rune back up the array. Up on the slope of the array her own legs were being threatened by the short lightsaber blades. He would block her, and with his free hand swing for her shin. He would block her, and almost impale her lingering lead foot to the array’s surface.

Growling, Rune tried to crown him but ended up flipping over him.

Mathaniel flipped after her. When she landed, he stabbed….

She bent backwards like Casper to avoid the strike, but unlike Casper she whirled her weapon forward and then backward to block the punch-like attack the Vhinech unleashed.
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Sick of it, Rune just kicked at Mathaniel to change his attack. He nearly cut open the top of her thigh, only cutting the fabric of her pants. With her free hand she had to catch his other weapon attack. They tugged and wrestled against one another, strength for strength, when they locked up; her lightsaber against his. Mathaniel was mightily impressed by her natural strength, he could feel her wrists had just as much push as his did. What he did have over her was leverage from height; taller than his pretty tall foe, he also had a slightly longer reach than he did height. He rounded his shoulders to demonstrate his push…
Rune felt it and used the Dark Side to push him away. Just as he left she swiped at him…

He swiped back….

Both missed.

Rune retreated a step, prompting Mathaniel to say, “Running away won’t save you from me.”

“Your brashness is going to cost you plenty, Boy!” Rune stabbed her weapon towards him and took a hard stance on the slope. “When I’m done with you, I’m going to enjoy gutting everyone you love, one day at a time to please me! The worse of it for them will be, as they die, the thought how the Magus of their faith failed them!”

Mathaniel shook his head and came in chopping. Rune blocked the assault, but silently cursed the Vhinech more. The ‘boy’ was good; so good she couldn’t let him live. She was determined to kill him before, but she quickly vowed to make certain of it! Mathaniel Jarvis’ fighting skills were impressive, unique, and could challenge the best weapon’s masters of the late Foiua Sithian Age. If anger was his calling, he would have had the fight won hours ago.
Mathaniel had his concerns and was shakable; he didn’t like the woman’s professions, thinking about them for a second as she spun his weapons in her face and then nearly removed her nose. She was trying to lure him into an emotional trap like he did Juna. Duty kept him grounded in focus. He could feel the tide of their battle shifting oh so little by little in his favor, and unfortunately for Rune he had all the time in the world to execute her.
Still, he had some weaknesses laid bare. Casper was still on the array; Mathaniel had to keep her busy enough to ignore him. He was out of the fight, but not out of danger. Mathaniel still an obligation to protect the Jedi even at such a critical point. Much of it was mute as their fight just carried them away from the wounded.
The two of them locked again, solely by weapons. Mathaniel crossed his weapons together to block her downward blow. Rune kicked for his gut, and again she barely escaped critical injury. Ripped pants only counted in victory if victory was scored by points.
The two parade further up the array. Mathaniel actually drew Rune onto the array’s directional targeting antennae. The base of the structure was quite large, but over a considerable distance it narrowed down to a fine point. He thought of the idea based on how poorly Rune had done on the beams on the level below, and his gut told him she was not going to be able to fly this time.
Rune humored him, only so she could negate his moving advantages. She was sure he knew it; otherwise he would not have elected to take her to a location that was at both their disadvantages. He had every reason to be confident; she still hadn’t quite figured out how to vanquish him cleanly. She was a little more worn Force wise than he was; of course, like any simpleton he had kept it simple; often the stupid are the smartest entities in the galaxy. The more he fought, the more time the rest of his friends had in coming. And she was very certain that Rapier was going to get back into the fight. She could not take her, Sarch, and the Vhinech all at once.
The two relented only to get better footing on one of the beams on top of the antennae. It was at least twice their combined width; for the moment, there was footing for dazzling maneuverability. Rune opened herself up to the prospect of bouncing around to create attack angles. Mathaniel moved in opposition of her. They were separated and not attacking for a few moments, and then in one sudden rush they came together in a loud clash.
Far below, Enothchild had felt the sudden shift in the Force involving Casper; it wasn’t good as he felt the young man’s signature in the Force dim. He had found his way to the control room level, but he wasted no time leaping powerful up into the grid work of beams. They barely held him as he powerful ran-jumped on each beam to the opening across the lower way. On his last bound he leapt his bulk easily through the opening and found himself on the interior surface of the array.
“Casper!” He found Ros’ former Padawan almost immediately. It took a run to get to him, but even from afar he could tell he was hurt. It wasn’t difficult to miss his legs just lying casually about, away from his body. “Casper, damn!”
Enothchild kneeled beside Casper and propped his head up. The young Jedi looked up at the Vhinphyc; alert, but with darting eyes of disbelief. “I’m sorry, Master.”
“Don’t be sorry,” assured Enothchild. He looked around quickly. “Where’s Mathaniel?”
“Up above.” Enothchild followed Casper’s gaze and noted the movement of lightsabers. “I did what I could…”

“You did enough.” Enothchild patted the young man’s head. “Never let anyone say Casper Knightshade let them down.”

“Your words are too kind,” said Casper, smiling a bit. “I could say more, but….I just don’t have a leg to stand on.”

Cringing, Enothchild had to ask. “Are you trying to being funny?”

“Are you trying to pull my leg now?” Casper half-laughed and half-cried. He pointed at his separated left leg. “It’s easy, have at it.”

Enothchild did not laugh at Casper’s attempts at dealing with the loss of limbs. He had seen and heard it before: lackadaisical sarcasm to deflect the reality of the situation, a clear form of shock. It was good shock so long as he didn’t pass out.
“I have to go,” said Enothchild.

“I won’t let her get past me if she gets by you,” mocked Casper. He then spoke more seriously. “Go get her. May the Force be with you when you do.”

Determined, Enothchild gave Casper’s shoulder a clap of appreciation that made Casper wince a bit. He was up and rushing his way up to the cone. Just on edge of the antennae support he sensed an approaching, but familiar, darkness….
Before Enothchild Juna appeared from her teleportation shroud, stumbled a step but looking very determined in blocking his way to the fight. Her eyes drifted briefly down the slope of the array to see Casper’s blight. She let a small sigh out, interrupting it only to look at Enothchild.

“If you’re here to stop me, Juna,” Enothchild admonished, “you will have to really stop me.”

Juna closed her eyes; she had considered doing just that, and was considering it again. Instead, she forced herself to say, “Either we fight Faradi side by side, or neither of us fight her at all.” She opened her eyes and begged him. “Choose now.”
As much as he hated to think it, they needed Juna; Enothchild needed Juna. He rather preferred she had run with their unborn child safe and sound. Things have changed in just a short period of time, and it was not just the fact that Casper was done. Perhaps Juna saw reality, that there was no where to go, and Naressa was in fact not coming. Perhaps Juna had realized that collectively they had their foe, and the sooner Rune was destroyed, the less likely there was a chance Naressa would make an unexpected cameo appearance.
Juna indeed had thought that entire time she was down below, watching Enothchild climb up the array to meet his doom. She did not want him to fight, and she did not want him to fight alone. Perhaps he was correct, that Naressa was not coming she realized. Perhaps if she fought with him instead of against him to take Rune out quickly, like they should had the moment they entered the system, there would be no chance in hell in Enothchild dying. She could only guarantee his life and his continuation of living if she was directly involved.
“Side by side, yes,” said Enothchild with a head nod. “But let’s hurry, shall we. Come on.”

Juna was briefly elated, but stopped smiling when Enothchild hurried to get by her. She joined him in stride, but their strides ended when they noted the obstacles they had to traverse. Before them was the structure and it’s narrowing and openings along the way. Mathaniel and Rune had all ready covered considerable distance in their struggle, both a hundred meters out from the array; below it all was part of the lower bowl of the array and figurative imagination. It did surprise Enothchild that Mathaniel had did so well, lasting so long. Juna on the other hand knew Mathaniel had the skills to give Rune fits.
What Mathaniel lacked, however, was the environment to finish. In just a few minutes of trading blows that opened very little opportunities both he and Rune had put themselves in positions were fighting was very limited. The footing was becoming too precarious for the both of them, but Rune kept extending the distance between them to get him to over swing. Either he over does his strike in which she attacks the opening he leaves for her to exploit, or he misses completely and falls, which she may assist him in falling by Force or by physical shove. Out and away from the dish portion of the array both were exposed to the wind currents so high above the planet’s surface.
He chanced leaping to his right to force Rune further out on the antennae. He landed and fought for balance, regaining it after having felt the wind nearly take him over the side. Mathaniel stabbed quickly at Rune and Rune did as he wanted her to do, but she just leapt further than he expected. She had to catch herself before falling over as well. Behind her was a long stretch of flat beam; very smooth surface, but accommodating to two fighters. She leapt blindly backwards to it and wiped her weapon about to encourage Mathaniel to follow.
“I think we are well rested enough to continue,” pointed Rune out. Indeed both did not want the break in the fight, but each gave the other the chance to recover based on their own strategies.
Mathaniel only agreed, jumping over to the platform and immediately engaging Rune. As they did, both Enothchild and Juna picked up their pace to get to them, using the Force to guide them effectively on the footfalls. Based on the current scheme they had Rune perfectly surrounded.

At that particular moment, locking up, Rune was turned around by Mathaniel and he saw his friends coming up the rear; Rune felt them. He said, “It’s over for you!”

“You think so little of me now?” She disengaged from him and struck him with a Force Push. Mathaniel flew backwards. Quickly he twisted and used his own abilities to draw him back towards the edge. He landed on his feet, a little unbalanced….
Rune only gestured towards him again. Mathaniel was shoved right off…

Juna empowered herself and locked on Mathaniel with her mind; immediately the Tig-Vhinech stopped falling fast; his descent was pulsing and slow. He fell, but not in such a way he would die from the fall so long as Juna could hold him. She was unable to continue movement, which prompted Enothchild to take the lead with his lightsaber ready.

Rune noted Enothchild’s approach and used the Force on him to push him. Enothchild noted it’s coming, and though he was caught momentarily in the air he just used his own power to split her hold. He landed on the beams and fought for balance instantly.

“So clever the both of you,” scoffed Rune at both Enothchild and Juna. Her eyes blazed yellow as she called upon much of her resources. “Allow me to test your wits!” She raised her free hand. Enothchild expected Force Lightening, but instead the antennae buckled.
Juna let her powerful eyes gaze upon the energy Rune unleashed, followed the energy quickly snaking around the structure they were on just behind her. It grabbed hold quickly and broke much of the supporting beams apart; enough of the supporting apparatus was ruined. The weight of the structure acted accordingly, and the massive section of antennae they were on bent down.
In her panic, Juna nearly let go of Mathaniel who was still slowly hovering downward. She worried for Enothchild as the structure continued to bend downward. The Vhinphyc leaned back towards the structure as it continued down, giving her some relief.

Once the laws of physics took over, Rune drew her energies back in and readied herself. One hand found the structure while the other held her weapon. More than determined she tossed caution aside and walked-climbed towards Enothchild.
Juna saw what Rune was doing and nearly acted; but what to do exactly crossed her mind just as badly as the thought of letting Mathaniel fall to his death. Rune was forcing her to make a choice. She bit her bottom lip to think what to do. All the while, in the back of her mind, she kept thinking her Mother was coming.
Enothchild noted Rune’s approach. He just held on as the structure inclined ever slowly, waiting for her to climb up to him. High ground here, however, was even money. From Rune’s position she could take his lower body. From Enothchild’s position, near the top of the angle, he had to stretch to bend over to attack her, or let himself dangle a bit to block any of her attacks. But he recognized the ploy immediately; it wasn’t just to put him in a situation, it was to force Juna to make a choice.
“You know,” started Enothchild, suddenly out of the blue to Rune, “your daughter is just like you!” 
Rune stopped her advanced and frowned more than before. Using the knowledge Juna shared with him in the escape pod about the ghost that had taunted her, how she was related to the Rapier women, who had set all the horrors into motion, gave him even more enlightenment. “I see where Naressa got her genius from!”
Rune slashed at Enothchild’s foot in response, but she was just too far below to be any real threat. She tried again, only to be surprised by Enothchild’s leap over her. Juna about screamed until he landed right below her Grandmother some several dozen meters. He utilized the angularity of the situation, leaping out knowing the structure was going to be there for him to land. From his position he was safe from Rune, for the moment, and quickly he used the Force to grab Mathaniel and draw him to the end of the antennae. Realizing what Enothchild was doing Mathaniel got ready and grabbed the structure, resting there to rest and get over the unnecessary thrill ride.

Juna had let go of Mathaniel as soon as she felt Enothchild grab hold of her catch. She sighed in relief for both her Husband and her friend. Her relief ended; Rune’s attention was too transfixed on Enothchild. She could tell Rune was formulating her attack…

Juna let go of her handhold, leapt, and slid down the strip of metal that had acted as Mathaniel’s and Rune’s fighting platform earlier. The noise her pants made rubbing against the surface stirred Rune enough to look up and receive a face full of Juna’s size seven booted left foot. Her target wasn’t Rune’s nose; through the knowledge she had taken from Muriel the nose offered terribly odd for killing someone; granted, sending the bridge of the nose into the brain was a good kill it required upward thrust and even then it was not guaranteed to kill. As she fell, Juna wanted to stomp the crown of Rune’s head, causing certain ‘this way-that way’ shifting in the Sith Maiden’s neck vertebrae, cutting the spinal cord, instant death with no chance for Rune to use the Dark Side to heal. But Rune looked up; Juna’s last best hope was Rune’s forehead; a simple neck snapper by violently jarring the skull backwards in its all ready strained, looking up position. Rune, however, pulled away from the structure; a bit slow, she meant to raise her weapon to catch Juna on the way down. Dazed, Rune let go, nearly let go of her weapon….
And landed right into Enothchild’s right arm with a jolt; he honestly did not expect Juna’s maneuver; if so, he would had rather preferred his lightsaber catching Rune.
Juna let out a gasp after she caught an opening for a hand hold a few meters above her Husband. The very last thing she ever wanted to happen was to put Rune so close to Enothchild. It was the very worst that could happen….
Enothchild couldn’t stab Rune, but before she could do anything he wrapped his massive arm around her body; not a difficult feat to do, trying both her arms. He had enough room created by his reach and length to pull her towards him and squeeze her. The pressure from the hold brought Rune around from being stunned from the combination of kick and landing. She did her best to work her lightsaber around with her wrist, but her own body was between the weapon and Enothchild. Her right arm only needed to dip just a few more inches below his grip around her body….
The pressure greatly around Rune’s torso; her own arms were beginning to help the Vhinphyc crack her ribs, causing her to force out a sound of pain with whatever air she still had in her chest. She gritted her teeth and fought with all her might to hold onto her weapon. Above and below, Juna and Mathaniel began to think that the fight was finally over.
Rune looked over her shoulder and spat her words out. Her threat sounded a bit unusual given the damage down to her nasal cavity. “You don’t have it in you to kill me like this, Jedi!”

“Where you give me no other choice,” began Enothchild, “you’ll find I have very little regret in doing what must be done!” He quickly adjusted his arm to finish her off with one final squeeze….
That little movement allowed Rune to slip down just enough for her right arm to bend properly. Just as the pressure began to crush her again, she squeaked out, “I….regreat….NOTHING!” She flicked her wrist, and her lightsaber came up, cutting into Enothchild’s arm…
“Enothchild!” cried out Juna. There was a sudden shower of sparks and both he and Rune fell. 

Mathaniel was right below the two. He moved as quickly as he could to his right. When he did, Rune missed him with both her body and her blade; she purposely took a swipe at him in passing. Her body suddenly jerked towards the antennae several meters below and she found a hand hold. Enothchild bounced off the antennae and sailed away from it, vanishing in the darkening gloom….
Furious Juna dived head first at Rune with her weapon raised to strike her foe down. Mathaniel reached out to grab her, thinking she had been shaken off the rigging.  His action didn’t save Juna, but it did create a visual blockade. Rune didn’t see Juna coming until Juna was right in her face. Both collided and tumbled end over end down the incline, barely hanging on to each other and their weapons. Both suddenly snatched and each grabbed another section of the dipping antennae. In close proximity they took swipes at each other with their lightsabers. Mathaniel eased his way down; he had a long descent below him.

The antennae bent enough to draw Casper’s notice. The structure was long enough to reach the lower dish section. As it continued to dip and pieces of the structure fell around him he did his best to crawl away; there was no telling if the massive structure would fall completely and destroy everything, killing everyone on it and around the destruction. Furthest from his mind were his lost legs and the fact the damage the array was taking could make it impossible for any of them to turn the Republic back on. Instincts drove him to find any way to survive.
Juna and Rune’s options were very limited as they continued to trade one-handed strikes while desperately hanging on to the tipping structure. Juna was striking with her weak hand, the left hand. Rune was right favored, but with proximity to the antennae came limitation to combat movement. But both did not care; the hatred for each other burned very clearly; all that was missing was the flames and the heat. They just kept at it, bashing away, stalemated.
The stalemate between Juna and Rune ended when Enothchild’s long, white lightsaber struck above Rune’s head like a spear. The weapon strike startled Rune into letting go of the antennae and fall. It also startled Juna enough to not continue her assault.
Rune spun half way down and landed on the tilted end of the structure; she fought hard not to continue downward. She sidestepped Enothchild’s falling lightsaber. She nearly forgot about Mathaniel.

The Tig-Vhinech was five meters just below her when Rune landed. He too had to avoid Enothchild’s falling weapon. If it hadn’t been for the weapon, his quick leap upward would have been smoother and far more lethal. It took him longer to propel himself upward and on a slight angle away from the structure -- too much of angle -- and with both of his weapons coming on at the same time at the apex of his leap, right in front of Rune, he attacked….

Rune remembered Mathaniel when she saw more than felt his rise. She swung in blind defense, striking his weapons. He flipped back and away from her to avoid a surprise attack. He fell for over twenty meters before finding the structure again.
Close to the surface of the dish Enothchild’s voice reached everyone on it. “DON’T LET HER OFF! KEEP HER TRAPPED!”

Enothchild’s voice gave Juna some comfort, but it resonated with her intellect. Rune was at her most vulnerable; she could do little stuck in her position; too high to survive a fall, too bruised up and spent to fly, and incapable of attacking two fronts from above and below. Rune knew, letting her face screw up as she took a look between Juna and Mathaniel. Mathaniel had the edge if he moved up and Juna held her ground.
Instead Juna moved downward while Mathaniel held position in a crouch. Nearing the end of the antennae it wobbled terribly. Its current condition of instability caused the structure to bounce when heavy force was applied; teetered often but only slightly with body movement. With Juna moving, the wobble was not too much. Strategy wise it was foolish. Mathaniel held all the advantages from below; him advancing would have caused more wobble and instability, but it was about positioning and movement and Darth Rune would have had nowhere to go if he moved and Juna stayed.
Juna got close enough and Rune acted as if ready to climb down. She instead did a simple leap up and caught hold of Juna’s foot with her free hand. Juna caught herself quickly but dropped her weapon as she desperately sought to control with both hands. Rune worked fast, flicked her weapon about…
Mathaniel locked his right hand weapon and threw it at Rune….

Rune’s weapon went from striking Juna to blocking the thrown weapon….
Mathaniel called for the weapon; he didn’t want to throw the other; it took it’s time getting back to him….

Juna tried to shake Rune off her leg. Rune found purchase just under Juna on the incline and grabbed hold of Juna’s right foot again. She pulled Juna out and readied to run her foe through….
From far below Enothchild squatted and with all he could muster launched himself into the air. He had his weapon but it was stored away; he needed to propel himself upward upon impact with the tip of the antennae. That was the easy part; the rest, for the first time in a very long time due to a significant development, was going to be much more difficult….
Impacting the antennae caused it to sway terribly, momentarily perturbing Rune’s victory as she had to let go to catch herself from being thrown off the structure during it’s rebound. Juna and Mathaniel hung on tight as it began to retract….

The next moment Enothchild let out a yell and landed on Rune, crushing her against the swaying structure, causing her to lose her weapon. Her wind was driven right out of her. She nearly lost her grip.
Juna’s elation of seeing Enothchild passed quickly. Her Husband’s right forearm and right horn had been cut off by Rune’s strike; his right eye was flash swollen closed. He had enough of his arm remaining to wrap around Rune’s waist and with a loud grunt he tore his prey away from the structure and fell. During the fall, Enothchild got his good arm around Rune and turned his body, trying to position Rune under him. They tumbled end over end; he did what he could to make certain the much smaller female was right under him when they hit the dish; physics would do the rest….
Rune knew it; Juna did as well, which was why she fought herself not to save Enothchild; the Vhinphyc would survive the fall but the soft flesh of Sith would not contrary to whatever Rune believed. She fought for focus as they both continued to tumble. She found it, and just as the surface became visible….
Casper ducked his head upon Enothchild and Rune’s impact; he had thought, on mere instinct, the antennae had fallen. The impact was enough to stir Casper to some form of thinking sense, and for the first time since discovering he had lost his legs he could think clearly; he had forgotten his short conversation with Enothchild entirely -- the mind often worked strangely for living beings when traumatized. He pulled himself around and propped himself up on his hands, extending his arms as much as possible to look around. He looked above at the dangling antennae and noted Mathaniel, and further up Juna, hurriedly climbing down.

Rune’s lightsaber flew past Casper’s eyes. He followed it with his eyes and noted the battered Sith Maiden calling for it with her hand out. She had turned Enothchild around at the last moment, causing him to land on his back while she took a pounding, but much softer landing, on his chest. He shouted loudly, “LOOK OUT, SHE’S UP!”
“You’re still breathing?” sneered Rune, seeing Casper. Her body was incredibly sore; the fight was catching up with her, and the fall with Enothchild caused her sciatic nerve to be pinched. She was so tempted to kill him, but Enothchild slowly moving to get up caught her attention.
Enothchild staggered up, nearly falling when he tried to use his right hand forgetting in his stunned state that he had lost it. His right eye had fully closed; his left eye blinked rapidly as he cleared his head.
“You are mine, Hero,” slurred Rune. She leapt towards him; her leap was terrible as a shot of pain down her damaged nerve affected her physically, but Enothchild was not prepared to meet Rune’s attack….
Mathaniel saw the predicament and fell the last ten meters. The landing jarred him, but he managed to intercept Rune and gave Enothchild time to back away. To the Vhinech’s shock after locking weapons against Rune he noted Enothchild’s condition finally, and to further his shock noted the Jedi Master was pulling out his lightsaber.
“No, Master!” Mathaniel managed to get out before Rune whipped around him and nearly took his head off with an improvised back swing in passing. He turned quickly to meet her slow approach, blocking inside, ducking to avoid her sudden shift in attack again; stabbing for her legs to make her bounce back. Rune grimaced in pain whenever she twisted; she twisted to turn both his weapons aside. He retreated. She took that moment in….
Juna bounded the rest of the way down the antennae and accelerated her descent on purpose to catch Rune by surprise. She did!!!!!
But all Juna took from Rune was the clasp that held the fedarok leather cloak.

Mathaniel caught part of the cloak in his swings and found his weapons were not penetrating the material at first. It took him a few moments to get his hands untangled from the material….
Juna drew Rune’s attention; while Mathaniel was occupied momentarily by the cloak, Enothchild with one arm and Casper with no legs that left Juna as the physical threat. She went at Juna, calling upon her valuable resources of knowledge. Juna blocked the initial attacks and kept pace. The two circled around.
Mathaniel got loose and came to attack Rune’s six o’clock. Rune blindly blocked his attack; batted Juna away; dipped to block Mathaniel twice, blocked Juna once, and then quickly drew them tight by twirling herself -- in pain -- out of her predicament. It put the other two in front of Enothchild.

At that moment the Vhinphyc had his weapon out….but he did not turn it on when he observed the situation. After sizing up what was faced before him, what the others had to face, he understood at that moment he could not fight. If one of the two fighters fell he would step in. It was suicide if he went at alone, and tactically a third person, even with both their arms, at this particular moment joining Mathaniel and Juna was not wise. Enothchild could speak of experience about the advantages of being the lone adversary against a couple of opponents or an army of Mandalore warriors; though there was strength in numbers and though allies were unified the drawback was one’s anticipation levels are altered to accommodate their friends as well as their foe or foes. Even standard living soldiers who trained together and programmed battle droids in battles had the problem, a sudden slip in concentration and aggression, a missed calculation, because of the belief someone or something else will fill the void.
In this case, at this very critical moment because instinctively Enothchild could feel it, two individuals were least likely to make the error than three or more. He did not like it, but he had no choice. He could not even interfere with using the Force directly against Rune in fear it would counter accidentally whatever Juna and Mathaniel try to do. He had all ready seen that Mathaniel gave Rune problems, and if Juna could get herself absolutely together the two of them could pull off the victory.
Rune could just see her Glory just beyond the Freak and the Fool in front of her. She could read him, and she knew what he thought, and she knew he was absolutely right. His involvement served no one, and if she went directly after him or even Casper she would lose very quickly with only one of the four killed before she died. In her mind, on her assessment, she knew one of the four was going to die whether she died or not. She truly did not like that fact, but no matter how she thought that conclusion became the future; beyond that future it was unknown to her.
Rune cursed her own intelligence and actually said aloud, “CURSE YOU, I MAKE MY OWN DESTINY!”
She charged in, focused, determined, and fighting through every pain she inflicted upon herself to execute moves. She remembered much, remembered what she had to do to win, what her original base strategy was and ultimate accomplishment that had to be achieved. Rune danced, and danced she did and purposely putting herself in that position that did not favor her. She blocked Juna’s attack…

Turned, blocked Mathaniel’s double response….

Blocked Juna twice while looking at Mathaniel….

Moved aside quickly when Mathaniel attacked….

Jumped back in the middle and went after Juna….

Managed a flip over Mathaniel when he stabbed….

Juna moved out of the way of Mathaniel….

Rune positioned herself quickly between them again and rushed Mathaniel: right, left, right, right, right, right…..

Juna was on her in a rush….

Rune Force Pushed Mathaniel away and both she and Juna traded two handed attacks….

Juna cartwheeled to Rune’s outside….

Mathaniel brought up the new opening….

Rune nearly killed Mathaniel…..

Turning, all three settled down for a moment. They had moved quite a bit away from Enothchild and Casper; both Jedi held their positions, looking on with hope. Enothchild kept himself ready to go; his lightsaber was in his good hand, trying not to reach over to comfort his right nub. Casper couldn’t blame Enothchild; he really wanted to scratch the itches he was feeling in feet that were no longer connected to him.
The three came together; Rune darted towards Juna…
Hopped suddenly towards Mathaniel…

But her lightsaber ran towards Juna and knocked her back and away….

Mathaniel attempted to use his straight attack to knock Rune down: right, left, right, left, right, right, right, right, right, double right with both weapons, left, follow up from the left with the left weapon, right, left, left, right, KICK…

Rune was shaken but was able to catch Juna’s lightsaber with her own. She slid the blade down to take the hilt, but Juna backed away….

Mathaniel came in, took two swings alternatively and then missed….

Juna was in his place before Rune could stab him with a reverse stab movement….

Rune physically gave Juna a small shove and turned her attention fully around to Mathaniel. She kept the attack against him as casual as she could….
Juna turned on her toes perfectly. She was turned around and approaching Rune. She and Mathaniel had their foe right in between them.

Rune took two more swipes at Mathaniel. She let him come forward, she attacked, and then she purposely missed….

Enothchild suddenly realized it too late…

Juna swung….

Rune dropped to her right knee, whirled her weapon around as to bait Mathaniel into holding her down. Her lightsaber found and cut open Juna’s stomach perfectly. So perfect she kept her weapon going and continued to fight Mathaniel, but with a lot more speed and aggression, pushing the young man around. She knew; she always knew that the Vhinphyc was not going to fight with Juna down!
The cut was deep, and Juna fell down on her knees trying to keep herself together. Unlike before with the rocks Juna felt her Dark power leave her; it was there, but it wanted to exit through her stomach, through the cut. Enothchild moved quickly around the battle that was taking place and got to Juna in no time; all his pain was gone, all gone; so was his desire to do what had to be done for the sake of victory.

“No, no, no,” was Enothchild’s quiet response as he collected Juna in his grasp. He picked her up carefully and moved her away from harm. “Hold on, Juna, hold on.”

“Master, no, the battle!” screamed Casper. He had seen what had happened, and though his heart panged for Juna they still had to beat Rune. The Jedi suddenly cursed himself and began to look around, did his best to use the Force….

Meanwhile Rune gushed at Mathaniel when they pulled apart, “Your turn now, Boy, to spill your guts!”
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 112.1

Away from the diversion known as battle, Juna felt herself grow dangerously light in the body as well as the head. She couldn’t understand why she couldn’t get herself to heal as before. The power of the Dark Side wanted to do one of two options: spill out of her open wound along with her colon, or use every fiber of her very existence to protect the unborn life struggling to survive in her compromised uterus. Either way she was losing power, losing the ability to survive. But she refused to die, and she refused to lay down, forcing her legs under to tell Enothchild silently she wasn’t going down. She feared the moment her back touched the surface of the dish she would never stand up again.
Enothchild said to her gently, “Juna, please lie down.” The need to fight had left him; he could tell she could see it in his eyes. He wasn’t thinking of the battle, of what needed to be done. He really was concern with his own needs at that moment; his Wife was dying, and so was their unborn child. “Use the Force.”
“I…can’t,” said Juna wearily. The pain was too much, but she had enough resolve to keep her standing. However, she doubted her ability to do so much longer, not without Enothchild holding her. “I’m powerless.”
“You just need to relax,” insisted Enothchild, although he did not fight Juna down to the ground. He really did not encourage her to take his advice. He was just beginning to understand why.

Meanwhile Mathaniel turned Rune around aggressively with a series of stabs meant to flummox Rune. She kept her block in front of her, deflecting the series but not taking advantage of anything. Rune hoped to get him into a false sense of security; she had time because Enothchild wasn’t involved to save the Vhinech’s pathetic life.

Juna shook her head in hopelessness; wincing again as Enothchild’s mere touch alone tortured her. But she ignored that pain, she had to ignore it because she loved him too much to let some unexplained Force phenomenon separate them. Another jolt nearly dropped her, but she gritted her teeth and held on to him.
Rune somersaulted from Mathaniel’s attempt at a spinning heel kick behind a slashing of both his weapons. He followed through in his motion, however, and stopped her whirlwind strike. He spun himself and let the Force take him towards her in a Tornado Front; with weapons out he spun rapidly and charged. Rune blocked, blocked, blocked, blocked, blocked, blocked, changed her angles the whole time to compensate against him, and then she BACKFLIPPED quickly to avoid his sudden drop to his knees.

A noise brought both their attentions towards the battle. Casper had found what he was looking for, and the legless Jedi valiantly, if not foolishly, tried to cut Rune’s own legs off when Mathaniel accidentally backed her towards him. Mathaniel kept pressure on Rune, but he was having more trouble with her than before. Casper tried one more attempt at helping him, actually using the Force to launch his whole body at Rune. She sidestepped his attempt, but could not follow through as the Magus blocked her. After that, Casper rolled away spent. Mathaniel pushed Rune away from the rest.

“Any….moment now,” whispered Juna weakly, swallowing a dry throat, “Mama comes into the picture and takes you from me.” She rolled her head back, but only to look at Enothchild the best she could. “Any moment now. I….won’t live long enough….to stop her.”

After a second, Enothchild turned his attention away and examined the entire scene. It was not just the chaos the battle caused it was the carnage left behind. They all had their chance at defeating Rune and it just seemed as if it was not meant to be. Finite was the lives of all; this appeared to be all their ends. Yet reality, what he was starting to believe, was right there on the edge of his mind but he never accepted it until he tried to reach up with right hand to touch the hairs of his beloved Nadja Moranna on his right horn. When he felt no hairs he turned his head so his good eye could see and remind him he had lost his hand at the forearm, and that his horn had been cut off. His left eye looked past his stump, and he could not believe what he saw; in line of his sight, at the moment, was his missing horn. Nadja’s old hairs, having last all the years he had them and after he had fused them to his horns, shimmered with the light of life in his perceptions. How long ago it was that she had asked him to take her high atop Cylon Tower on Alderaan, the supposedly impossible to climb cliff rock, so she may die in peace, and where she had asked him to take some of hair and tie it to his horns. 
For luck…. 
For love….
 Reality settled in his mind. He had seen such things before and had ignored them at the expense of himself. He could no longer deny what was the truth. When it did, when reality took hold and he firmly believed in the Force, Enothchild Sarch found peace with what had to be done.
Rune locked Mathaniel up by pushing her blade down against his X guard. He pushed her off, ignited the other sides of his weapons with his pinky fingers and did an inverted circular slash. Rune folded out of the way barely. She telegraphed her uppercut swing reverse, but she just about cut through Mathaniel’s chin. It forced him to back off. She came at him with a sudden leap, and then a driven downward landing followed by a one handed cross-slash.

“Juna,” he began bravely, slowly and unexpectedly becoming stronger, “it is you who takes me.”
The universe stopped to Juna. Her turmoil momentarily ceased. The battle not far from them was distant. Their reason for going to Nal Hutta was a thing in the past. The vision she had before, the various repeats of it, appeared before her again. Only this time it was not a vision, not a repeat of it. This time it was real.
“No,” she whispered quietly with new tears beginning to dribble from her yellow, but calm eyes. She blinked her eyes, but through the blurriness she still saw the vision, complete with the environment and the players. Mathaniel danced around seemingly a black shadow of death; Casper did all he had could but it was hopeless now for him. Naressa stood before Enothchild….no, SHE stood before Enothchild, and…

“No, no, no, no, no, no….” Juna repeated over and over again even as another jolt from the Force buckled her knees and her open wound began to bleed. The bleed, slow in trickling, was seeping past the cauterization created by Rune’s weapon. “I can’t kill you, Enothchild. I love you.”
Enothchild raised Juna’s face up by her chin using his left hand. He said to her, “You are seeing your destiny, Juna, unfold before your very eyes. You cannot deny it.”

She eyed him sternly as blood began to drip from her nose. “I can….deny anything. You…said….”
Enothchild had Juna lean against his chest because she was just too weak to struggle, but he really had no time to lay her down. They had no more time to argue the matter; his offered solution was the only solution, the only way to victory. “Destiny is what we make of it, but we cannot deny it once that destiny we create for ourselves is before us. We must complete it.”

The pain of touching was no longer painful to Juna, and it was not because her body had gotten very numb and cold because of the loss of blood or the exposure of her insides the outside. The very thought of taking Enothchild’s life was just too much for her, far too much to handle. She shook her head, winced from the touch, her body craved his power, her body craved for help, her baby begged her to do something….

Swooning, Juna found herself being hugged deeply in Enothchild’s embrace. Her ear found his chest. Under his muscular chest beat that wonderful heart. Such a heart….it was more than just what it did physically; she really could not explain why his heart had such a power over her. She never even considered the possibility that because he was the son of a deity perhaps he had inherited the good spirit of his own mother deep in his own soul. She could not live without that heart beating in his chest. She would let go; Enothchild was sure to follow her in death. She was certain his heart would go on in the next realm; they would be together; the suffering would all be over.
“It is no longer just our destiny, Juna,” said Enothchild with great, spiritual strength and passion in his voice. He held his tenor in a tender but firm tone as he laid a careful hand upon her wounded stomach. “It is about our child’s destiny. The moment the life inside of you began the sands of the hourglass of its life began to fall. It’s fate…” Enothchild stopped for a moment, smiled, and corrected himself. “Her fate…is at this moment tied to ours.

“It is not our child’s time to die. Our child is the culmination of our love for one another. You would not let our love die. Not here, not now.”

Juna heard that and whimpered as the choice became clearer and difficult to bare. She had no time left. She fought for more time. The hunger and desperate need for her to take life was beginning to step ahead of all else. She was only a step away from absolute insanity. She could not talk anymore because of it. She could only weakly shake her head.
“Juna,” he said so peacefully to her that she looked up at him, finding strength in his words. Enothchild smiled just a little at her and caressed her face; his touch jolted her again, but she shook it off. “You will not let our love die.”

“What you ask of me,” responded Juna, hesitating at first. But gone was the desire to survive, the fear, the pain, the anguish, the guilt, and all that came before this very moment. She felt dead, perhaps she was dead, but death waited for her answer just as much as Enothchild did. There was that certainty in his eyes that said he would always love her no matter what she had done, and what she was about to do; be it no or be it yes. He had forgiven her, in this life and the next. With his sacrifice to save them, to save her, save their child, and in there save the galaxy, she was cleansed of all sins she had done. She had to live with only this one because what it meant not just for her, but for their child.
“What you ask,” Juna said weakily, reaching up with her right hand and placing it right on the Mark of the Flames upon Enothchild’s left cheek. “I….know I must do.” No sooner had she said it she felt herself so alive and she unleashed an unending stream of tears. She buried her face in his chest, hoping that was all there needed to be to stop her.

Enothchild calmly lifted her head up with his hand and said, with a voice that was benevolent and loud enough to hear, “I love you, nearest and dearest of my heart. Remember, we shall meet again.”

Finally, Juna felt her resolve not to kill him get beaten to the last breath that escaped her lungs. She looked up at him, at his handsome, calm face. The peace in his face!!!!!!!!

Both Juna Rapier and Enothchild Sarch came together for the last time, meeting each other upon the lips. As she kissed him, the touch was so cruel to her. It hurt, oh did it hurt her so much. But she told herself to take him. She told herself not to take him cruelly but take him, be done with him! It was so, so difficult. Her flesh opened and his power became hers.
Though her eyes were closed she saw what Casper saw, and it shocked the young Jedi speechless. Enothchild erupted into a brilliant white flame that seemingly enlightened the universe. Juna’s form was consumed by a thick, black smoke that hid her from the sight of all, a smoke that drifted out to the cosmos. Yet both forms still held one another, as the Jedi Master was clearing burning the Sith Maiden away, and they were still clearly kissing deeply and passionately in love and in spirit. Enothchild was not in pain, unlike the others who have fallen victim to Force Stealing under the touch of the Pure Maidens of the Sith. 
The pain Juna felt was too much, but she persisted as Enothchild’s wishes became the lexicon in her conscious mind. Juna could tell he was in no more pain, that she was not inflicting great harm to him. She could feel him deeply in her own eternity, empowering the might within her, granted her all that she needed to survive, save the child, and save the galaxy. The fire burned her greatly, but not her flesh, it burned her deeply in spirit, charring all that was Dark, that was black and cold and evil, incinerating all that had corrupted her, to ashes was the anguish of living the horrors of her existence.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 112.2

The event echoed through the Force, immediately getting Darth Rune’s undivided attention when she and Mathaniel locked weapons again. Mathaniel felt and saw as well, and both mutually fell away from one another as the fire of Enothchild burned so bright and the smoke from Juna choked the life out of any with working lungs. It was truly something none of them had ever seen before, so brilliant and inspiring and horrible all. Casper could barely comprehend why it had to happen. Poor Mathaniel had thought Juna lost her mind. Both would understand later on.

Rune’s mouth went completely dry before it fell open in complete shock; genuine, full fledge shock. She mumbled incoherently, “No.” Once she regained what little sane composure she had left she augmented her denial. “No. No! He’s mine! Sarch’s life is mine!”

Mathaniel heard her last sentence. Rune totally ignored him and went to attack the scene unfolding before them both. Despite what was happening and who was involved something in the Force told the young Magus to stop her! The urge was so great he couldn’t ignore it. He shouted, “NO!” He did not mean to give himself away, remind Rune he was still there. His hands were guided by the Force just as mouth and body was. Rune turned sharply and blocked him. The two tore into one another with a zeal no one would have thought they had left in them.

As the two ran away from the strange event, Casper watched the fire slowly fade. It was like watching Master Yoda’s little fire burn down to where only the smoke was left. The smoke proceeded to take up the space of the flame. Neither the fire nor the smoke had left any trace of their existences on the surface.
Crawling towards it, Casper felt strange stirrings within the black plume. As much as it stank badly and made him weary in spirit he was compelled to go. He had to bare witness to it all. It was not because it was his duty as a Jedi. He felt he had to see it all in order to tell anyone that would listen that Juna and Enothchild did this one thing for so many good reasons. It was now his only burden. It got testy when a great stream of Force Lightening from a cloudless sky struck the very spot. He covered himself up for protection that should have been worthless. When he looked from his position, Casper noted that the black smoke rolled off a humanoid, feminine form like any smoke from a chimney or from the windows of a burning house. The form, Juna, dropped to her knees and fell forward. The blackness still rolled off of her; Casper could not see her under the bellowing smoke that came out of her body; no hair, no skin, no clothing; absolutely nothing. 

Beyond the pale of it the young Jedi Knight saw a familiar individual. She was staring at the smoke in absolute awe. Casper said, “Destiny, what are you doing here?”
The Vhinech-Wookiee had sensed too much a long time ago. When Rose came to her ship and told her who had sent her something gnawed on Destiny’s conscious like the late Wobble ‘gumming’ tough to chew food. She had told the little girl to remain on the ship -- and Rose did so -- and she went to the array. She had no Vhanbaly idea why she had decided. The climb was not too difficult for her; the trying part was bypassing the leaking plasma vent. Before her, however, was too much to comprehend. She was on automatic pilot, reacting to what she saw, and when she saw Casper she ran over to him; she took a wide berth around the smoke, not a straight and quicker path to the young Human.
“Oh no, you good man,” Destiny whimpered. She turned Casper easily around and examined his wounded legs. “I must get you out of here.”
“No!” Casper’s mind was running a hundred light years a second. “No, I have to stay here. I have to help!”
“Help who? How will you do it?” Then Destiny looked around and began to panic. “Mathaniel! Where is Mathaniel!”

On cue, the Tig-Vhinech caught Rune with a kick and follow up kick in succession to her stomach. The Sith Maiden flipped haphazardly over broken debris, head over heels. She landed on her knees and was on her feet before Mathaniel took any full advantage.
“He’s all alone,” mewed Destiny, her big blue eyes surrounded by chestnut hair watery with worry.
Casper said to her to assure, “The Force and Presence is with him. I do believe it will be enough.” He most certainly hoped so; Mathaniel was far from being unskilled and fought as if tested long before. If Mathaniel fell, they had no one else for victory.
He looked at the smoke that continued to billow from where Juna laid. He wasn’t sure, but he was beginning to believe the black smoke was starting to let up.

Darth Rune bashed her way into Mathaniel’s defensive posture, sensing the young man was aiming for a breather. Instead he was not; Mathaniel looped his weapons, activated the other weapons, and began tiny movements that could have taken Rune’s fingers off if she had left her weapon up high much longer. Rune, though, drove down through the movements. He moved and thought he had a back way opening, but Rune was cutting low again and forcing him to retreat with a back flip. He landed with weapons whirl winding before him to perturb his foe.
Mathaniel began to circle to his left, Rune’s right; she repeated his movement as they kept eyes locked on one another. He gave his weapons each a twirl just to demonstrate how very flexible each finger and each thumb on each hand were. He demonstrated how the weapons came on under the pressures of his finger’s commands; he left both blades on the right, but retracted the inner blade on the left. With the left he swung…
Rune avoided the attack and countered. She found Mathaniel’s right weapon set. She could not stab forward as he could have twirled the weapon flawless and take her wrist off; the advantage of not having a long blade like a lightsaber. She stepped backed and continued the circle.
Mathaniel stepped inward in engaged her in a tight series of movements aimed at opening her defensive posture; inside high right, outside low left, inside stab, inside stab, spin right high, stab left low. They would shuffle together to try and take the space not occupied.

Rune let her right hand waver about with her weapon in hand. She was enticing him, like any good woman with a lightsaber would do when facing a man. Her attempt was to get him to buy into her supposedly sudden weakness, that there was no way she could snap the weapon back in time to block him.
Yet, Mathaniel was not stupid. Rune had showed him very little but it was enough to let him be weary of her skills. She was very quick, quicker than he was but was hampered by her singular weapon against him. She wanted him to come up the middle to fight her inside.
Mathaniel attacked, moving right, suddenly shifting to his left, hopping back right, and then he was outside her guard. Rune had to spin her body around to her right to block him, but the purpose was done. He showed he could negate her.
When Rune spun back, she flashed the most briefest of smiles of knowing….

It was replaced by a face of anger very quickly and very easily as she danced up into the air and came down with the strikes that Mathaniel blocked. She could not have been more infuriated with what had happened. Juna had taken away her destiny. However there was nothing that suggested the Dark Hope of the Sith actually survived after she had taken the Tragic Hero. Enforcing her rage further was the feeling that all of ultimate victory was forever gone. She made herself believe she could still have it and not just framing Naressa for a crime she didn’t commit. She had to believe it; she must believe it! She had to kill Juna, the only way to ensure it would be so!
Rune had to get through Mathaniel first and the Vhinech continued to make it difficult. He defended her, catching her ever sporadically changing weapon direction that should have been physically impossible. He fought inside her guard again….
She then whipped her lightsaber backward, and then brought it up…

Mathaniel blocked it.

Rune spun in place, but she dragged her weapon in a circle to where it came down at the end of her spin….

Mathaniel blocked it again, bringing both of his weapons together. He activated each hand’s respected outer blades and tried a slash…

Rune backed away, switched to her left hand, and repeated what she had down with her right hand prior. It drew Mathaniel’s weapons together back on the inside. She attacked him furious with both hands over the top. He anticipated her next move, bending to block her knee dip down…

She spun but up to her feet, bringing her weapon around late with her right hand, showing Mathaniel her left hand….

Mathaniel raised his weapons together to block what he thought was coming Force Lightening….

Instead, Rune gave him the slightest Force Push on the lower stomach. It caused Mathaniel’s lower body to bend back, but it pushed his hands forward.
Very quickly Rune finished the trailing swing of her weapon. The very end of her red lightsaber sliced through Mathaniel’s exposed fingers and the tip of his left thumb. The precision of the cut was so precise it never once touched the handles of the weapons, and Mathaniel did not immediately realize it until he moved his hands, and fingers and weapons went their separate ways.
There was no time for shock. Mathaniel was struck by terrible pain and was using that pain as a motivator to retreat with fast pumping feet. He lost his hold on the Force, just as he lost his hold on his weapons, upon Rune’s stroke. Rune was after him, trailing her weapon across the surface of the array. He hated to retreat, but there was nothing he could do!
The two came to a stop near the lift. Mathaniel managed to put the lift between himself and Rune. He was constantly trying to flex the fingers that were no longer there; the tendons were coiling in his hands around the bones. He fretted on what to do next as he kept moving every time he caught sight of his foe.
Rune flipped over the entire corral structure and landed behind Mathaniel. Before he could move she gestured with her left hand to pin him hard against the car housing of the lift. Mathaniel struggled and could feel he was slipping out of her grip. However her weapon was ready.
“I see you are just all thumbs now,” she mocked at him between heavy breaths. “You have such tremendous skill. That only makes me want to kill you all the more!”
Rune moved in to stab him through….

The grip she had on him slipped enough for the Vhinech to duck and move. Rune drove her weapon clean through the simple, weak metal. She ripped her weapon about to get him….

Destiny had seen and felt what had happened and went to investigate. After some running on her behalf she found Mathaniel just avoiding Darth Rune’s attack. Not thinking for one moment she reached for one of the retractable knives that used to belong to her friend. She had the blade locked and her arm pumped it as if it were one of the Rapier Manor darts. The blade was thrown with such force it pierced Rune’s trailing left hand, back of the hand through the palm, and into the cart housing metal, pinning the Sith Maiden for the moment.
“Damn it, I missed,” chided Destiny, only slowly realizing what she had just done. She was aiming for Rune’s chest; it always seemed as if she was better at throwing when drunk. She had the other knife ready to throw, but held herself as the element of surprise was no longer her advantage. Rune glared at her wickedly and the Vhinech-Wookiee’s resolve ceased to be.

Mathaniel was up and running towards Destiny as Rune fought to free herself; Rune’s only movements only caused the strong blade of mythium to hold fast. “Come on, we have no time!”
Destiny and Mathaniel ran for Casper. As they approached the scene where he was last left, Rune finally used the Force to pull the weapon out. She collapsed as the rest of the battle past caught up with her wounded left hand. Favoring her left hand she cursed under the breath, “I only need one hand to kill you all!” She proceeded down the array.
The dangerous run down the array for all made it impossible for any of them to truly run full tilt. Destiny’s agility gave her an edge over Mathaniel barely at that moment; unusual to truly think it, he found it a strange to run without his fingers on his hands. They needed to be extended as he ran. Right now he had a desire to move the fingers that were not there. The wounds also burned and had that dreaded ‘fingers -whacked-by-the-door-and-jam’ feeling. It was a great pain he couldn’t suppress, even when he thought of his own life and the lives of friends being threatened.
They reached Casper, to which Destiny was going to pick him up and carry him and if she had to she would fight through the smoke to get to Juna. But she and Mathaniel paused just as Casper held very still as he looked on; the smoke was tapering, and the body under it was moving, becoming visible to their eyes.

Despite the fire, nothing was burned. Enothchild’s clothing and his lightsaber were intact. Juna laid on most of the clothing, stirring as the smoke tapered and revealed more of her untouched, non-scorched form. They noted nothing else peculiar until Juna looked at them. The trio looked on a mixed emotions on the spot, a lot of dealing with a sudden sinking feeling in their respected stomachs that all their hopes were now lost.
Juna looked past them to see Rune coming with her lightsaber giving her away. She stood up instantly without thinking, without taking in the others, and said, “Go, just go. I’ll take her.” She suddenly measured their conditions, but only because the looks they were giving her made her uneasy. “What is it? What are you waiting for?”
“I have a bad feeling about this,” muttered Casper from Destiny’s back.
Panicking, Juna stretched her hand out towards her own weapon lying about a few meters away. That’s when she finally realized what the others were seeing. Her hand, the skin on the hand, was normal; natural tanned flesh instead of the snow white lethal shell she had loathed and became accustomed to. Her long hair came into view; it was brown, not black. She just could guess the rest of it; she was back to being the Juna Rapier that looked normal to everyone else.
Juna tried to call her krayt dragon head lightsaber to her hand again. It did not move. It did not budge a centimeter no matter how hard she focused. It dawned on her; at the time they all needed one of them to use the Force, Juna found herself as Forceless as Bendian Rapier.
Juna Rapier no longer felt the Force.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 112.3

“Run.”

Casper, Destiny, and Mathaniel looked at Juna as if she was putting a blaster to her head and pulling the trigger when she spoke. Juna couldn’t blame them; if they did not think she had lost her mind after the Hard Fall, she really had lost it after absorbing Enothchild and becoming plain Juna Rapier, suicidal Human woman idiot. She couldn’t explain it to them what had happened; for the moment, she couldn’t explain it to herself. It really wasn’t the time or the place for such a constructive look at why things had happened. Rune was roughly a hundred meters away and closing.

“Just go, damn it!” Juna walked briskly over to her weapon and checked it; power readings were still green, a clear indication the weapon could still work. “Get to the control room. Check and see if you can turn the Republic back on. I’ll hold her off.”

“You are mad!” barked Destiny. “I can no longer sense you as before!”

“She’ll tear you to pieces!” mauled Mathaniel critically. “You stand no chance!”

“Juna, listen to reason!” implored Casper.

Although she had changed, some things remained constant throughout her many ordeals: the fact she was a leader. “None of you are healthy enough or skilled enough to cover for anyone.”

“And you can take her on, alone, powerless! Get real!” exasperated Mathaniel.

Juna just pushed past them and ordered again, “Get to that control room. This is between me and Rune.”

Casper grip on Destiny’s shoulders told the Vhinech-Wookiee enough about how terrible he felt. But he said quietly, “Hurry.” The three began to move. When Mathaniel trailed a bit for the lower access ladder, Casper yelled, “Hurry!” The Magus, knowing he would be the first guard against Rune, turned and ran after his friends.

Juna did not look back. She kept her brown eyes locked right on target. There was going to be a time to grieve, to mourn loss, to access the lasting damage. It was not that time. This, though personal, was like any sortie she ran, like all the gunfights she had in the fringe. She knew the odds, and she just couldn’t back down from the push no matter what her status was physically, mentally, and spiritually. What to do, her options, were few and far; she could only hope that Rune would get overly assuming; Juna knew that was very unlikely to happen, but none of the other options buzzing in her head were going to happen either.

She took note of Rune’s demeanor and clearly Juna had, honestly, finally really pissed her off. Rune was so big on killing Enothchild, as if the absolute destruction of Coruscant and the billions of people on it were not enough to satisfy her evil. Consolation prizes were not something the Sith Mistress relished. Juna couldn’t blame her: second place only meant Rune was the first loser.

“So,” sneered Rune, “you have stolen my destiny.” She took full note of Juna. “And it’s going to cost you dearly in more ways than one.”

Juna knew before she had Force Taken Enothchild she would have collapsed right there at Rune’s taunt. Not anymore, not when it felt as if Enothchild’s heart was still alive, still beating, within her. Not when it felt she had no dreaded fear and terrible anger dictating her thoughts. She knew her child, for the most part, was safe even though she did not feel the unborn baby in the Force.

“Pray tell you,” sneered Rune again, raising her lightsaber in mock salute, “when I am through with you, you will have lost more.”

Juna turned on her own lightsaber and all she felt was bravery; perhaps she had lost her mind; after all what she was about to do would be considered insane. In her own heart she spoke the very truth she knew. “Faradi, you may strike me down, and you might just stop my friends, but in the end…”

Unable to contain it, Juna expressed the truth with her inherited Solo smirk. “You lost.”

That smirk that had infuriated Darth Rune for as long as she had known it had finally snapped her. Juna barely could see her, experiencing what it was like to go against someone inhumanly fast from the point of view of the Forceless. She blocked Rune’s attack, barely blocked the next one, and then totally and wisely and painfully rolled down the array to avoid the third slash that was only betrayed by the lightsaber’s glow.

Before Juna could stop herself from the tumble she saw Rune jump over and down. Rune waited for her, and gestured with her wounded left hand. Juna felt her body be grabbed and tossed back up the slope. She shut down her weapon and tucked her body tight, but her elbows and knees still found the surface to give her jolts of unwanted pain.

Juna came up, slowly, and found Rune; her foe was swinging….

Lightsaber on, Juna moved aside quickly and trailed the weapon, knowing Rune was going to reverse and she did so. That was all Juna had going for her, the knowing of lightsaber techniques and Rune’s tendencies in particular. Still, Juna couldn’t strike back against such a superior foe; she could only hope to defend against her, hold her off long enough for Casper to figure out and reverse the Shut Down. However, if Rune decided to use more of the Force just for kicks….

But Rune was just a blanket of fury that chased Juna right down the array; one stop, and Juna was avoiding any engagement with Rune after that with a blind back pedaling effort back down the array. Her foe just seethed with anger, with a passion no other sore loser could match. Plain Juna did not want to try.

Her feet found Enothchild’s missing right horn. Juna’s foot rolled on it and she lost her footing. Rune chastised, “How ironic!”

Juna got her weapon up to block Rune’s downward swipe and forced herself to roll backwards. She found her feet and forced herself to roll forward to avoid the attack Rune unleashed in timing. Juna had to keep moving to just barely avoid being critically injured.

“ENOUGH OF THIS!” Rune’s commandment was followed by unleashed Force Lightening from her left hand. Juna had just bounded up when it struck her. Her thoughts froze right with her body. Rune tossed Juna from one side of her to the other very hard with the Lightening. The impacts jarred Juna significantly, and upon landing the second time she lost her lightsaber, rolling briefly into unconsciousness.

A weird feeling and lying on top of Enothchild’s decapitated horn pulled Juna out of dazed land. Moving just hurt; every nerve told her brain to feel their pain, and she felt it. There was a cramping in her pelvis and she knew her unborn was feeling the peril upon them. The weird feeling was in her left hand. She had thought she had just scrapped it. Moving her hand into the view of her eyes she paused at the strange sight of Human brown and gray head hairs sunk into skin. It did not hurt; it just felt like a burning scrap. She followed the hairs, finding them connected to Enothchild’s horn.

Nadja Moranna’s hairs.

Nadja hairs brisling from her right hand had finally gotten Juna’s notice; only a quarter of an inch, coming out of the back of her hand. She recalled her hand coming off of Enothchild’s left cheek, it drifting to his left horn. She could not understand it; if she did not feel the Force then how was what was happening possible?

The feeling that Rune was going to kill her suddenly occurred to Juna and she rolled; as she did, Rune’s lightsaber stabbed into the array surface in Juna’s sight line. In response Juna swung her left hand, with hairs and horn still attached. The hard chunk of Vhinphyckian cartilage struck Rune dead and violently in the face. Rune fell back in shock.

Juna was up and grabbed hold of the horn fully in her hand. She stumbled on top of Rune and barbarically attempted to stab her with the pointed end of the horn. Juna opened herself up to a Force Push that sent her end over end. They were both still sluggish from respected poundings, but Juna was much slower to recover first.

Hearing a lightsaber scrap across the metallic surface of the array, Juna followed the sound to Rune. Rune spoke with a terrible voice even with throat damaged and her nose broken. “You may have been destined to kill Sarch, but you are most certainly not destined to kill me.”

Something in Rune’s words finally made Juna think and everything just clicked. She couldn’t take credit for the thought; she firmly believed Enothchild had more to do with it; somehow Magus Prophet did as well by proxy. She had no time to argue the illogic. She got up and performed a suicidal dive down the array to give her more time. She mustered all the normal physical might she could and just jumped. She surprised herself by sailing away from her position quite a ways before falling and falling hard to the surface. She took the tumble and did all she could from not being knocked out, aiming for Enothchild’s clothing.

Rune blew blood out of her crushed nostrils and spat out piece of front teeth. She leapt from one foot to the other to get to Juna….

Juna did all she could to get her bearings at the end. She went to the focusing techniques Enothchild had taught her, closed her eyes, and began speaking….

Rune had to actually jump over Juna to stop. Just as Juna stopped herself, she sat up and took a brutal kick to the chest that floored her. Rune was on top of Juna with a black book sunk right down on the young woman’s throat. In response Juna grabbed Rune’s ankle desperately with both hands but it was useless; she was too beaten and now too weak to fight her foe off. But she did what she had to do, and she finished it.

To that end Rune brought the tip of her weapon close to Juna’s perfect little nose. She said, “Have you finished saying your prayers, Granddaughter?”

Juna’s brown eyes reverted to the familiar Sith Maiden yellow as she talked. “You bet your ass I did.” She chuckled very briefly, but then her eyes stopped glowing and she passed out. She was all alone, helpless, and only a miracle could save her.

Rune only whipped her weapon about to take Juna’s head off. She stopped, however, when a stirring in the Force occurred in Juna that was too familiar. Hesitating, she attempted to isolate the Spiritual Force energy that left Juna’s form, but she couldn’t because she did not possess the amplitude in her current state. But she knew the energies of a Force Wish. When nothing happened for a considerable amount of seconds, Rune took in the Universal Force and had found nothing had changed.

“Perhaps you wished not to feel the end. Very well.” Rune raised her weapon to strike, but stopped when she sensed someone behind her, and the sound of a lightsaber scrapping across the array a short distance. She sensed the light of the creature, chuckled, and said, “If you want to die much sooner all I can do is oblige.” She spun and was predictably blocked by someone possessing Enothchild’s white lightsaber.

Only it wasn’t Casper.

Or Mathaniel.

Or Destiny.

Rune had to look down, and she looked right into the eyes of someone she knew all too well although she had never met or dealt with in her life. A lump rose through her injured throat that came out as, “You.”

The much shorter female wearing Enothchild’s tunic like a dress met Rune’s glowing yellow eyes with deep green orbs of righteous contempt. The much older woman sported a stern face that defied any notation that she had been a Jedi Master, and in fact her reputation had defied that logic. She was supposed to be dead, but to Darth Rune’s sudden horror Nadja Moranna was very much alive.

A Knight is Reborn.

“Oh, I’m sorry, were you expecting Yoda,” asked Nadja of Rune; able to ask the question because the Sith Mistress was still in shock, “because if you were, bitch, you were asking for a much easier fight.”

