CHAPTER 68.0
After hours of driving across the unfriendly wasteland of air-filled salt sand and extreme heats that intensified as the day wore long Casper had enough. Every wound on his body collected every particle of sand during his transcontinental trip, and the heat drove water out of his body and cooked his flesh and baked his insides -- it all finally defeated his will to go on. Casper barely slowed the swoop down enough to prevent serious injury when he fell out of the seat, but the jolt he took on the rocky ground that was near a series of large boulders gave the Padawan Learner more bruises. The pain, however, awakened him enough to look at the boulders to see a hole in one of the largest one. He got up and stumbled inside.
Relief came in one right after the other. First, the cave was large enough to accommodate Casper’s tall stature; he didn’t need to crawl around. Second, it was cool and dark and damp, and that lead eventually to the third and refreshingly final good piece of luck: stumbling in a few feet further Casper found a water hole. Instinct drove him to the hole, to his knees, and it took several seconds for him to realize that he had buried his weary head deep into a surprisingly deep hole of hydration; shortly he came up for breath and was immediately scooping water up in both hands to his mouth, and after a minute of repetitive motion it still wasn’t enough to satisfy his thirst. He had gotten too excited for his exhausted body to handle, and so he passed out for a few moments by the water.

The moments passed, and Casper woke up coughing; he had practically left water in his mouth when he passed out, nearly drowning him. Still dizzy and disoriented he took more careful measures of water to ingest, realizing that in his dry condition an overabundance of water may induce shock and kill him. He used the Force carefully to monitor his condition, doing so after splashing water in his face after taking three hand-cupfuls of water.
Casper’s attention was drawn to the water and all he could see in it was his shadow; the light from outside barely entered the cave; the cave faced the north, always away from the path of the suns. Yet he saw Lady Angelleia’s face in the ripples of the water replacing his shadow. Her face was so easy to see, and so beautiful not scared, and so sad. Her mouth did not move but he could hear her speak. He leaned closer to the water, and although it defied logic her voice grew louder. It was a language…a familiar language she was speaking…

A Sithian language…

The Sithian language ball began to vibrate.

Casper withdrew from the waterhole and walked quickly to the entrance of the cave. A wall of dust had eclipsed the high cliffs several kilometers slightly west of his position. It was no sand storm; the peak of the event was pointed, and the sand came from it. With it, a shadow began to form in his mind.

The language ball shook his entire leg in warning.

Casper ran back inside the cave and towards the hole. He drew in all of his connection to the Force to hold his breath and without hesitation he dove into the water hold feet first; he had left his portable breather in his left-behind robe back at the garrison. The act of using the Force from within to hold air underwater required none of the Universal Force for simple use; using the Universal Force just supplied a Jedi energy to maintain it. Using his own self in the Force limited Casper’s detection by other Force users -- not a complete detachment from the Force, but enough to fool casual ‘lookers’. To his benefit the water hole was very deep and he sunk for many meters below and into the dark. When the pressure became too great to continue downward Casper stopped and became stone still by locking his hands and feet against the sides of the water hole. From Casper’s position he could barely see the surface with its mild light, but he did not need the light or the Force to tell him that Faith had now entered the cave; the language ball, shaking violently, was enough. Luckily the vibrations were not enough to disturb the waters, and he hoped it remained that way.
Thirsty from all the running, and the heat of the day, the Sith Maiden’s senses directed her to the cave. She did not pay attention to the surrounding environment after she spent the last five kilometer slowing down enough to stop running. Dust barely covered her, but some of her clothing was torn from running so violently fast through salt-filled air; the fedarok leather cloak, on the other hand, was undamaged. She entered the cave and soon discovered her senses to be correct; a place of cooling, both in dark surroundings and shadowy water.
From below Casper looked up when Faith’s chin broke the surface of the water hole. She did nothing more than drink slowly. Casper prepared to shift his energies from shallow breathing to battle until he realized that it was not necessary. It appeared that he had successfully hid from her.

Above, Faith withdrew herself from the water and gulped down her last drink hard and loudly and thankfully. She went to stand up until she noticed through her eyeless helmet Juna’s face appear before her on the surface of the pool. A gasp of bewilderment escaped her. “Mamul? Usahsee Papul, Mamul?”
The reflection did not answer her inquiry, and in her childish confusion she reached into the water with a grasping hand. The waters disturbed and her mother had vanished! Struck with a feeling of panic Faith reached desperately into the water. She reached around, hoping to feel her mother, believing she was in the water just under the surface.
Casper shrunk down when Faith’s hand came within inches of cutting off his nose. He swallowed down the reaction and most of his breath to prevent any air bubbles from reaching the surface; his mind began to race in panic, but when Faith withdrew her hand and did not pursue him he calmed. The disturbing of the water above distorted both their views from their respected perspectives. The only one that knew better was the one that had the Sithian language ball to tell him that not all was what it appeared to be.
“Mamul?” Faith questioned the water; it did not answer back. Instead her attention was drawn back to the darkness that was far away but coming towards her now; before it was going away, but it had for a while changed direction; a darkness that had something to do with her mother. She could not read anything more into it; she was too determined to discover what it was. She was up on her feet again, charging herself with the Force, and leaving the cave…
At the opening of the cave, Faith tasted something familiar in her mouth that caused her to pause. She had not paid attention to it before, but now that she was focused on the molecules of water that remained in mouth from drinking she found an unnatural additive to it. She took a quick look around, and then she took her leave.
After a while the language ball stopped vibrating, and Casper shot himself up to the surface to draw breath. He was close to blacking out short of drowning, and for once the sandy air was a welcome relief to his starving lungs. He struggled to get himself on the rocky shore, and after some nice, deep breaths he thanked the Force and his masters for showing him the way that saved his life. He stood up…
There was a disturbance in the Force…

Faith teleported and appeared behind Casper above the pool, and upon arrival and upon his turning around she was in the process of delivering a spin kick. Connecting, with his chest Casper flew out of the backwards, barely avoided the walls and ceiling of the cave on his way out, and did not stop until he rolled on the ground and hit the boulder mounds outside the water cave some hundred feet from the cave. 
Faith had dined on Human before, but not on this Human, but this Human in particular had traces of the Twi’lek Ros Ofcheck on him that had found their way into the water; there were also traces of the Vhinphyc Jedi. Coyly she had ran towards her original destination and left her senses open behind her, and when Casper tapped the Force for strength she remembered to teleport, and she went back to attack him. Clearly, Casper was trying to trick her in order to kill her Papul and Mamul at the same time; even she could see it was no coincidence!
The kick to his chest reminded Casper too much like the forearm he received from Prophet last year on the Orpheus in both pain and effect; he couldn’t breathe and it felt like his sternum was broken again. He fought his way back up with some help from the boulders nearby. He could see his swoop across the long way near the water boulders and stumbled in walk towards them with what little breath he could get in.
Casper stopped when Faith appeared at the entrance of the cave, eyeing him. He grabbed his lightsaber and for fleeting, passing seconds of wastefulness he couldn’t turn the weapon on!

Faith walked quickly down the boulders’ hill…

In his dazed mind Casper understood. He had forgotten to secure his lightsaber for water; he left the emitter exposed to the water, and the emitter had gotten wet and once he tried to turn the weapon on it short circuited. The weapon had to dry out and the breakers in the handle reset, but even in the blistering heat of midday Tatooine he had no time…

Faith had her lightsaber out and turned it on….

Desperate for some kind of a break against the Sith Maiden Vhinech, Casper began to take steps backwards although Faith was still a considerable distance away, walking towards him in a methodical pace. He sucked all the breath he could muster in his bruised chest, using his eyes to look for an out…
The swoop!

The swoop was a distance away and off to Faith’s right; it was soon behind her has she continued to stalk towards him.

Casper measured the distance to it and knew he could never make it running; he did not have the wind for it, and even if he did Faith was so fast she would cut off his legs before he took step number two towards the machine. There was jumping for it, and then he remembered how badly Faith made Ros look trying to leap over her; jumping over such a distance was much slower…

Faith raised her weapon at ready, expecting Casper to ignite his weapon…

…than running.

This is where you die, Boy! You have no faith in yourself!

Seething, Casper closed his eyes and said aloud, “I won’t let you beat me. I won’t fail my friends.”
I don’t have to beat you, Boy! I never had to raise a hand against you! You beat yourself just fine! Always suggesting that you possess in you a power you can control! HA! WHERE IS THIS POWER, BOY! WHAT DO YOU CONTROL!
Casper fought himself, fought like hell not to let Grandfather Nightshade defeat him. With his eyes closed the Jedi-to-be knew Faith was closer as the Force around him began to collapse towards her. Soon her presence would draw the Force he had in him from him for her to use against him.
And then, for the first time in a long time, Casper Knightshade had an enlightening thought! His grandfather had been right all along. Curse his dark side relative he was right: Casper was beating himself!

Certain a Jedi always must be. The voice of his former master Yoda suddenly came to him through the darkness once again. Accept certainty a Jedi always must not! Not unless you choose to accept it.
Casper had thought for all this time the only way to defeat the darkness…or rather defeat Reverend Nightshade was to train and become a Jedi. He had thought his focus had been clear, but the reality was he so narrow in mind he refused to accept the reality that he was trying too hard to become a Jedi for the wrong reason. He kept using his grandfather’s dooming words for motivation to achieve, when in reality they made him fail, and whenever Casper failed the words of Reverend Nightshade were always front and center in his thoughts. The vicious cycle continued to repeat itself every single time he failed; it was to the point until this very moment that Casper’s own mind was actually using Reverend Nightshade’s voice to mentally tell him he was a failure, that he was wrong; Onus Nightshade had never said a few of the things the Padawan Learner had thought in the last few hours.

And with clarity came the wisdom of Yoda. A destiny the Will of the Force has for you. Accept it, and revealed your destiny will be.
Casper forced himself to draw in air and he found air, and he could breathe, and when he let it out he opened his eyes and found that the situation had not changed. Faith was closer to him now, and the Force was leaving him. She was too strong; he could not defeat her in combat; it was not his destiny.

Balance! Yoda’s voiced continued; it was that time months ago, when Yoda had summoned Casper to his smaller chamber; Casper could smell the burning fire and the roasted marshmallows. Without it we do not stand, either on our feet or in our hearts and minds. Find balance a focused, serious, and determined Jedi can. Not just the Code and yourself. Yourself and the demons within yourself. The struggles that define you threaten to overwhelm you. You think of them more than you think of the Force. Dangerous. You cannot have such imbalance distracting you. Any other Jedi in your place in danger of failing completely. Alas, any other Jedi does not share in your unique experiences.

You must balance yourself between what you know and what you know is to come. You must balance the known past and the known future with the here, and the now. Mindful of your feelings in the past, present, and the coming future you must be. Difficult it will be. Success will not be guaranteed. But find the balance with all that troubles you, and a Jedi you will become.
Opening his eyes the swoop once again stood out from all other objects. Connected to the Force and telling himself that he accepted the outcome, Casper reached out to the swoop, turned it, and used the last of his fleeting energy to hold the throttle open. It shot towards the two combatants….

Faith sensed the craft, turned, and was ready to strike it…

Casper let out a yell and Force Shoved her. It pushed her out of the way of the swoop, and in one motion he stuck his hand out, grabbed the handle bar, and with a hop of his legs he was in the saddle of the swoop flawlessly. He nearly wrecked the machine when the shock of his success had struck him; never did he ever felt this feeling when he had touched the Force; it was always do, and once it was done be done with it. Casper took that idea a bit too seriously since the beginning. At this moment, in this situation against impossible odds, Casper managed to breathe out a joyful chuckle of victory and appreciated what he had done.
The language ball continued to vibrate…
One moment all was clear and the mountain cliffs of the polar shelf that paralleled the barren flats Casper rode his swoop through began to look familiar. The next moment Faith teleported directly in front of the Padawan, eclipsing his path, and both swoop and rider struck the Sith Maiden. Faith’s intentions were honest and clear: stop the swoop, kill the rider. Her methods, on the other hand, revealed her woeful supply of inexperience. 

Instinctively Faith relied on the stored memories that had been passed down by her parentage and ancestry; Magus Prophet was ahead of the others because of her solo relationship with him. Prophet was a living, breathing, moving, and unforgiving mountain like any other Vhinphyc; a very large, very heavy, and very dense life form in muscle, skin, and bone. The Force augmented such living mountains like Prophet and the late Enothchild Sarch to virtually make them even more real solid objects; if the Force could make even the diminutive Yoda into an immovable dead weight, it made Prophet even more immovable.
The problem that Faith had was that she relied on the memory of her Father having stopped a fast moving object before with his body. What the memory was not fast enough to tell her was how to go about it in detail. Faith was taller, stronger, and more developed than any female although compared to Vhinphyc females at her age she was undersized; nonetheless she was impressive. However she was significantly smaller than Prophet and Enothchild, and with the lack of time to augment against her disadvantages she had defeated herself and her own instincts. Once the swoop hit her she crumpled herself, became one with the swoop, and she, the swoop, and her target became a tumbling, end over end roll die.

No time on his side either, Casper instinctively did the wrong thing as well: he locked his body to the swoop instead of jumping from it when Faith appeared before him no more than a blown-nose away.
The combined mess tumbled and jumped when it struck the ground and every mesa ground rock it came in contact with. Faith got the worst of it, but Casper did not escape persecution. What kept him from dying was the swoop’s design that was built around him and Faith’s body shielding the opening to his seat. Both combatants blacked out long before the swoop broke apart and sent them in painful directions.
Casper awoke, and in a panic tried to rise. His right leg screamed at him, and in turn he screamed with it. He was in a sorry sight with cuts and bruises, but none were more serious than his right leg; his hip and thigh laid without movement towards the right while his foot pointed permanently to his left at a insane angle; his knee cap was busted wide open. He laid back down in seer agony, his mind peppered with black dots. He couldn’t think until he opened his blue eyes.
Ships.

A handful of ships.

There was his Jedi shuttle, the Kenjji. There was a sleek, red ship that had Corellian tones to its design: the Ruby Heirloom. Before he could even piece a question in his mind through the pain he saw another Jedi shuttle not far from the collection of ships; name unknown, the shuttle was the same model as the Kenjji.
“HEY!” Casper wasted no time, shouting with a parched voice. “HEY! HEY!!!!!!!!!!!” When no one came running out of the ships, he screamed over onto his belly and began to crawl towards the ships. The nearest was the Ruby Heirloom; it was a hundred yards away realistically, but to a crawling, slowly dying man it was a hundred desperate miles away. “HELP! ANYONE!”

Faith sat up. 
She sat up right exactly between the Ruby Heirloom and Casper. Parts of her death helmet were cracked; pieces were broken to expose some of the face underneath. The impact of the swoop was evident in her shredded black clothing; all save for the fedarok robe she wore. She sat there for a long time in contemplation, and then her head slowly turned towards Casper, who froze in complete shock over her undamaged awakening.

Casper watched a very evil, menacing grin form over the exposed parts of her face. She then was on her feet without using her hands or feet to spring her upward, lightsaber in hand and burning. He didn’t bother with trying to stand up; in a panic he grabbed his weapon and took it off his belt and was praying the damn thing was going to work!

The Sith Maiden’s progress towards Casper stopped when both heard a high pitch whine. Casper heard the sound and wanted to shout, but there was no need: the rider of the high performance Jedi scout cycle was in on their position in seconds, and leaping from its elongated seat without stopping the machine the Ithorian Jedi landed perfectly between Casper and the enemy with a bright blue blade immediately striking the Sith Maiden back. It was Nue Cadabel, and for once in his short life Casper had never, ever been so relieved to see him.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 68.1

Nue immediately put the Sith Maiden on the defensive. Tapping the Force he was no longer an old, slow Ithorian but a dedicated and strong Jedi Knight that feared no evil and believed there was no defeat; he believed he could never loose an argument, loose at cards, loose in a drinking contest, and he certainly could never loose in a fight. His longevity and his lack of scars bore witness to every single fact.
In a flurry of motion Nue kept it simple. Blade moving always in front of him, using the reach the positioning created to keep the dark side entity away from him. This prevented her from using her visible advantages such as her horns and claws, and since she was like Prophet her fanged mouth. 
Through one of his mouths Nue shouted, “CASPER, CRAWL!” There was another exchange of batting blades, and then he put distance between he and Faith with a simple gesture of his hand and the use of the Force. She stumbled, but came to a dust uplifting stop in midair. 
Nue took that break in the action to implore through both mouths, “CRAWL NOW DAMMIT!”

Casper realized the situation and it made him crawl. Ros had always told him that there were a few things in life that were certain, and one of them was not to pick a fight with Knight Cadabel. Somehow in his simple form Nue was a dirty player; not like Nadja Moranna in the clutch and grab, but his style of weapon movement made his foe believe he was going to end the fight by taking a finger or a toe off; he let the tip of blade just flick and dance enough and Faith was suddenly pulling her hands back and her feet out of position and turning her head just enough to avoid losing an ear. Her speed was saving her, but Nue kept her constantly off balance. He kept himself grounded too in order to give her little time to react. Fancy and free would give the younger opponent a full second too long to do something, and there were really so fewer options available for a Force combatant once they left their feet. The limited action also kept Nue from drying up under the hell suns sooner than expected; having a vegetable-like body that was thin and full of water was no more the right body to have than a Vhinphyc’s overheating form on Tatooine.
Casper crawled, but in his dazed he became more confused and gave the fight going away from him one more look before he continued. What was known was that the heat and old age would eventually catch up with Nue, but what befuddled him was that Nue’s Force energy was still very consistent, and Faith appeared to be not getting any stronger; in fact Casper was feeling the Force consistently and he did not feel his presence ever making its way towards the Sith Maiden like before. The only thing that remained the same was the language ball’s unending warnings of a Sith presence.

The fight itself was very even, and Nue was not thinking of the circumstances in which he had found what was left of Casper let alone why he had made his way to Tatooine in the first place. The last place he had expected to find any Jedi was here, and it was the worst case scenario. He felt in his hearts that Ros and Enothchild were dead, and that only made him more determined to save Casper’s life. Whoever this creature was clearly had Magus Prophet written all over her; he was more than happy to send her back to the Vhinech in pieces if the dark side didn’t consume her in defeat fire. To ensure that Nue had to have defeated her within a minute; it had been approaching five minutes and Casper was not getting any closer to the red ship. The victory in this fight for Nue was Casper reaching the ship; the victory for the Sith Maiden was clear and obvious. Prudence would have been to stop fighting, pick Casper up and run, but Nue’s instincts kept telling him he and the Padawan stood no chance at surviving if he did that.
There was a rapid exchange of parries and feints that would have driven sword master Mace Windu batty as they fought closer and closer to one of the Jedi shuttles. In that exchange Nue could not help to notice something that pissed him off just enough to put a flutter in his calm; the woman was smiling. 
Then Nue noticed she was leading him on and doing nothing to make an attempt to end the battle. With that he stomped on her foot and in rapid succession he flipped and landed on top of the shuttle. She did not give chase, ignoring her foot after she shook it hard only once. He was beginning to cramp and he was soaked in sweat; his eyes could barely stay open. She did not look tired, or drenched, and she was just happy to be here in her black clothing and helmeted head. The environment could not break her biologically, defying accepted logic. She was like Prophet, and Prophet was like a Vhinphyc: she should have been showing signs of wear; instead she showed signs of unyielding power. She did not give chase at first, but she silently dared him to make an escape move towards Casper and then for the ship.
After a few deep breaths Nue barked, “What’s a matter, your master only taught you how start a fight and not finish one?”

Unfortunately Casper was not helping the situation. The young man’s body condition was terrible and he could not crawl any faster. Worse Casper’s ship of choice was the Ruby Heirloom, and Nue was not that proficient in ships to fly it; that is if his opponent was suddenly just going to allow them to leave. The creature was going to have to be purely beaten; he had neither the time to do that or rest properly. Still Nue was not going to submit to anyone. Nadja had not submitted to darkness during her most desperate of days. He was not going to start today. He told himself over and over he could win this day.
“That’s funny.” The Sith Maiden gazed up and when she spoke she spoke clearly, and when she spoke clearly it was clearly startling. “Dux Gheruit said the same thing before I beat him on Myrkr.”

Nue shook his head and felt his thoughts leave him very suddenly with what she had just said. His color drained and he felt down right cold. It was worse than confusion; a revealing truth could always cripple the unexpected far quicker and easier than an injury to the spinal cord.

Before Nue could ever comprehend and go over what she had just said any further, the Sith Maiden was on the Jedi shuttle with him. She said, “And nothing gave me more pleasure than making that Jedi bastard into a maniacal, butchering machine that dismembered every, stinking member of your friend and family!”

 Nue felt his focus wane, and then upset with himself over his loss of control he gripped his lightsaber hard and swung at her. With one hand she began to fight him again. Her moves were only flawed when nether strike killed Nue. He barely kept up with her robot-like movements. He could see there was similarity to Jedi Master Count Dooku’s classic gentleman swordsman attack, but this had more joint-breaking movement to it; it should have broke her joints but didn’t; it nearly broke Nue’s trying to keep up to defend against the offensive onslaught. It betrayed the idea that a lightsaber was lethal all around its surface. With its three-hundred and sixty degrees of ultra-energized magnetic-induced light typical swordsmanship took away more than half of its surface. Her style encompassed the rest of the sword in nearly every next-step of offense, and it was always offense.
The style and her physicality was wearing Nue down physically, and mentally frustration had replaced shock as the thought string the filled his mind. In concert the handicaps wore on Ithorian. His hearts pounded but wanted to seize. He fought off cramps but he could no longer do so with the Force; the energies had to be used to keep his arms moving, to match her moves. Only courage and determination was keeping him standing and fighting, but even those things could only give him so much and for only so long against a far superior opponent.
It happened just as quickly as the thought that followed it: one step inward, she just grabbed one of his arms, locked her blade against his blade to hold off the other arm, and just held them there with her strength to spit at him. The act was a demonstration of how dominate she was. Wasting the time to hold him and spit insultingly in his face put the final fact in his doubting mind: Nue Cadabel was in deep trouble.

She finally kicked Nue to knock him back. She twirled towards him, and after he swung to protect himself her red lightsaber punched through the swiping arm to pin the arm to his chest, and then his body to the hull of the ship.
Nue could only stare at his killer, the shock of defeat locking his body up. She leaned towards him and purred, “Defeating that powerless fool Gheruit took longer than your death, but it’s all just the same to me. The pathetic end to the waste that is a Jedi’s existence!”

The Sith Maiden ripped the weapon through Nue and the hull in an upper motion, a downward swipe separated his eye bridge from his hump. She caught the eye bridge in her hands before shoving the dead body over the side of the ship. Satisfied with dark joy, the Sith Maiden raised both her weapon and decapitated appendage over her head. A quiet, menacing chuckle escaped her lips.
Casper had made some progress, but he stopped crawling when he heard the thump of Nue’s body hitting the ground. Faith followed it by landing behind it, and has she walked over it she dragged her blade through the body to cut it cruelly apart. He was too damn far away from the Ruby Heirloom, and the Sith Maiden was making better progress walking towards him. He barely remembered that he still had his lightsaber in his right hand…
“Hey,” she suddenly said to him perfect Basic, and showed him his weapon! “Trade ya!”

But in his right hand now was Nue’s eyes stocks! 
Casper let the eye stocks fall from his hand; his own eyes were threatening to pop out of his skull in surprise, his mind didn’t know what to think anymore: Nue was dead, his weapon was in her possession, and Faith was talking! It was a crazed-filled nightmare!
“O-kay, you can have the smecking thing back!” The Sith Maiden tossed the lightsaber towards Casper. It landed short but rolled to a stop right in front of his on-fours form. “Not that you’re going to have it for much longer anyways. The least you can do is put up a better fight than the Ithorian had.” 
She again began to stalk towards him methodically. Her lightsaber dragged through the sand, leaving a slightly burnt trail in its wake.
Casper was at a loss on what do.

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

CHAPTER 68.2
The last few hours of strange feelings were nothing in comparison to what Juna saw when she drove her speeder bike back into the charred remains of Mos Essa. It was not the burnt material or the burnt flesh that caught her attention but the very, very old Anverg-gon 619 Ore Tug parked in the middle of the dead town. The Ore Tug was not an everyday flight vehicle: its sole operational purpose was to move ore cargo hulls that were several times larger than it; a craft with lots of muscle and zilch in speed, not ideal for anyone that needed to get from point A to point B in a hurry. Anverg-gon had not been in starship business for nearly a thousand years and in the past hundred years owners of the vessels were decommissioning them because there were no more spare parts for them. No one bothered to make new because better tug ships were out on the mining market. Even wannabe space travelers that often bought pieces of flying junk would never be caught dead owning something so Force awful. Juna flew on by it, and her eyes caught a hold of something else that gained her interest.
In the distance but getting closer because she was getting closer to it, Juna had spotted a very large creature running away from Mos Essa. Her keen eyes could read every detail of it…of him -- she stood corrected -- or at least his back: lots of graying hair that intermixed with what appeared to be reptile flesh for clothing. Strapped to his back was something quite large and thick with a handle, a weapon of some kind…
Juna forgot about him when her eyes saw the red flash of a lightsaber. It was just beyond the large, lumbering stranger, right where another Jedi ship had landed next to another Jedi ship and next to the Ruby Heirloom. She increased speed, past the stranger, drew out her weapon, tapped the Dark Side…
Juna nearly hit her own ship when she pulled the turn tight to avoid hitting the tall entity in black; in the blur of rage and speed she neglected to get an absolute good look at her would be opponent, but after she somersaulted off her still speeding repulsor bike and met red blade with red blade what she saw surprised her only internally but not enough to distract her from her rage. The Dark Side told her enough: this female was the one who had killed her Enothchild!

“YOU” bellowed Juna, enraged and swinging vengefully at apparent disciple of Prophet. She found a being that on the surface appeared dominate, and a once over with her senses told her that she was able to kill one Jedi and serious wound another -- in her lost mind she could not remember Casper or Nue, even as she had just saved Casper’s life and pushed her foe back away from him. Though the horned female was good there were indications from her that she was in shock; her defense consisted of a lot of batting blocks that should have had counter swings for offense, and yet the woman did not do it.
Fine by Juna!

Juna backed up and locked stares with the entity and let the end of her weapon circle a few times as her own mind tried to right itself on what attack to use next. Her opponent had become a bit of a nervous mess. Juna took this time to observe her adversary. Her adversary was slightly taller than her and wider through the shoulders, and had been through a hell of a fight before this altercation based on her appearance. Juna figured Enothchild did not make it easy for his killer; she wasn’t going to either.
“Mamul!”

When Faith spoke to her unsuspecting mother, Juna found herself halting her attack, overwhelmed by a foreign feeling from within her body, creating serious doubt and confusion. In that moment’s hesitation Juna thought the strange language directed at her, for whatever reason, was not strange; the language was alien to her, and yet she knew it. In fact she felt at this moment that galactic Basic, even her native Nubian, were foreign languages to her, and that the dark language she began to understand coming from Faith was the natural language she had always known and had spoken her entire life.
“[No, Mother]” pleaded the creature. “[Don’t fight! It’s me: your Faith].” She stuck her hand out, prompting Juna to back step and raise her weapon in defense; instinctively she was crossed up, and when Faith did not attack Juna did not attack. Instinctively….something was wrong…
Faith shut down her weapon, using her occupied hand along with her free hand to show truce. She said gently the best she could, “[Feel me, Mother. Can’t you see me as your child]?” She flexed her fingers as if to pull Juna towards her; Juna did not. “[I’m your daughter. Feel it, Mother, you must feel it]!”
Juna barely held her guard as her heart quivered from Rune’s words. She said, “I don’t know what your game is but I’m not falling for it!” After she spoke, Juna realized that she had no power in her voice to denounce such an unbelievable statement.

Was it unbelievable? If it were not true, Juna would never be having the conversation they were having so far…

Faith put her weapon completely away, held her ground, and reached out with both hands; both hands were within Juna’s amputation-production range. “[Touch me, Mother, if you have doubts about your feelings].”

Juna looked at the hands, and she began to hate herself because she knew, with just a flick of her wrists, a spin of the handle, Faith would be dismembered and then dead before the lopped-off hands reached the ground. She couldn’t make herself do such an easy task because…
“No.” Juna noticed her weapon was lowering downward and lifted back up in the guard; Faith did not flinch. Still, Juna did not use your lightsaber like she should be. “No, you…stay away from me.” She collected herself the best she could, doing her best to clear her mind of confusion; it still did not help that she had other voices in her head and whispers in the winds rubbing her ears raw.
Was it truly confusion, or was it the truth that confused her? 
Denying the truth she was slowly becoming aware of, Juna flicked her lightsaber towards Faith’s face; this time, Faith bounced back a full two strides. Juna said, “No, you’re nothing to me.” Power began to slowly come back to her. “You are nothing more than the murderer of my Husband!”
Slightly confused but overfilled with hope, Faith reached up and removed her helmet. “[You know! You know! Look at me! I am your daughter!!]”

When she saw Faith’s true face behind the mask Juna’s hate returned, filling her with the broad stroke of remembrance. She didn’t wait; she charged quickly and violently at Faith.

Faith vanished….

When Juna spun around she met Faith’s weapon; Faith’s helmet was back down and the female tried to speak in between the twenty clashes and movements that followed, one on top of another one without a hiccup. Juna ignored the pleas she could understand and the feelings she was getting from her Husband’s murderess and charged at her with a yell. She struck high, low, high, spun, and flipped over her opponent and drove Faith towards one of the Jedi ships. She ascended into Enothchild’s way of attack with wide broadsides that utilized both of her hands for she was going against a much stronger physical opponent, but at no time did Juna give up on her speed advantage.

Faith held her own as she blocked Juna and refused to become offensive….

Juna stepped inward and around Faith, performing a standing switch maneuver, and nearly took Faith’s head off with a backhand that made the Vhinech female duck. The blade struck the landing strut of the ship’s landing gear, but both combatants kept going at it. Faith had to bend down in order to move about under the belly of the shuttle; she lost quite a bit of her size advantage. Juna did all she could to capitalize, pushing and punishing Faith backwards with every swipe, swipe, swipe, quick uppercut with the blade, stab, stab, and to add a little to the fight she gestured towards her foe and sent her hard into the other landing gear.
In a blur, Juna attacked and swung…

Faith vanished in a faster blur.

Juna cut through the landing gear with relative ease. The ship began to teeter on its lone remaining landing strut in the front.

“[Mother, please!!!]” Faith begged with weapon off on the other side of the vessel. “[I do not want to fight]!”
With every step exhaling a slowly growing loud snarl of fury, Juna called on all her power to move her towards Faith. She raised her weapon, and with accelerated speed in her legs the hull of the ship could not keep her from raising her weapon and charging at her target; it cut a bright white line that cut half way through the outer hull during the pursuit…

Faith’s weapon came alive again and blocked the attack, and in the next flash of the moment Juna was flying; she did not see the spin kick to her stomach. The wind was driven from Juna, and she barely registered more than that. Her blade cut through the first damaged landing strut, and just as she bounced for several yards after the cut and away from the ship, the Jedi shuttle collapsed when the good strut could no longer hold the weight. There was no explosion, but the impact kicked up eons of dust that caked everyone within its kick up radius.

The struggle for air put Juna in a coughing fit that lasted just as long as the dust cloud. She sat on the ground with her weapon off in her lap, her hands propping her up, and she understood why her Husband and his friends had stood no chance against Faith. She was strong and too incredibly fast. If Juna could not be seen by others when she moved at full speed, and when she didn’t see her foe move at her full speed, then it was no contest for anyone against her. Wherever Magus Prophet had found this Vhinech girl, and his presence was all over her, he had shown her his aggressive style all too well. But the girl kept holding back, crying over and over again about her mother; Juna had no clue what that was about.
But she did know what it was about. Faith was telling Juna over and over she was her daughter. And it was the truth.

“No,” coldly Juna said. “It’s not true.” She leapt up and began to say, “That’s imposs-.”

An old pain struck Juna toned stomach when she attempted to stand up, almost making her sit down; her legs buckled and then she doubled over in pain. Flashes of some horrible event in her life began to play out in her confused, hate filled mind: being drugged…being strapped to a table…begging for mercy but her tormentors ignoring her. The Dark Side began to fade away from her, weakening her more, forcing herself to use more of her will to force herself to stand up.
The Jedi shuttle began to move. First to the left, and then to the right.

Teeth grinding together, Juna chose to ignore her internal plight and prepare for battle. She readied her weapon, but when the lightsaber came on the Force was gone!

All around Juna she watched shadows and dust get pulled from the ground towards the crippled, vibrating ship. She felt herself going towards the ship, but at the same time her body was remaining behind. Juna fought like hell against the tug, against Faith’s demands on the Force. There were echoes in Juna’s mind, of voices from the planet itself: Tatooine was struggling to stop this strange creature from killing it in order to do what she wanted to do.

Juna gathered her anger and began to draw whatever power was available to her, and she suddenly found herself fully back in her body. She could feel the Force again; the Dark Side coursed through her unchecked but it was being challenged by her rival. She readied herself, strategies and ideas filling her mind, too many of them from too many sources, from all the Force she had taken from so many others for most of the past twelve hours. It began to create confusion again has she failed to gain control over herself.
There was a deep, feminine shout that shook the planet violently right down to its core, and the ship flew off of Faith extremely fast at Juna; the Vhinech used her mind to throw it off of her towards her opponent in anger, both her hands raised high in gesture…

Juna saw it, shut down and pocketed her weapon, raised her hands, found herself imagining that she was a log splitter, the shadow of the ship upon her splicing itself in to interfere with the fantasy…

The ship struck Force energy mere inches in front of Juna’s finger tips; the blinding glare of her eyes reflected off the surface of the vessel just before it hit her projected energy. The ship tore apart against the mentally created barrier and began to split against the point made by Juna’s projected wedge. The field shrunk around Juna, and her efforts to maintain it were extremely daunting; the bulk of the ship and the speed at which Faith had thrown it at her were tremendous; she knew what it felt like to be a deflector shield generator going against a solid body projectile. 
Like a power generator with limited resources Juna was quickly beginning to fail as the onslaught against her field began to falter and wane against the consistent pounding it was taking in the one full second of time that had passed in reality.
Before the next second could begin, Juna drew upon every erg of dark energy she had accumulated to maintain the protective field. Pieces of the ship zipped loudly by her ear; parts of the ship were penetrating the field. Her fingers began to be scratched by the ship’s ever opening maw. More parts of her body began to ache with pain from the effort she was unleashing. 
In her strained mind, Juna saw the engine section coming towards her, and the destabilizing reactor core that was once on standby; it was cool, but there would be an explosion once her field made contact with it.

Remembering Tragonforth Juna only had that hope. She turned her energies inward, felt the ship hit her…

All went black…

…and to her amazement she found herself fully clothed and standing only a mere few yards behind a standing up Faith.
Stunned by their collective efforts, both held their ground save for Faith who had to turn around to face Juna. Juna unclipped her weapon, ignited it, and shaking with a fatigue that was either light or heavy based on her breathing, she said, “That’s all you got!”
They both forgot about the ship and its reactor. The explosion was mild but effective enough to slam both Sith Maidens into the ground after the shockwave picked them up.

Juna never lost consciousness but still felt stunned by the all that had happened in the last half of a minute. The gnawing pains in her lower insides kept spiking her like nails repeatedly driven in. Her hold over the Dark Side faded in and out of her consciousness even with her anger still peaking. The power within her was fading and she was beginning to feel depleted; she had used a great amount of taken energy to fight, to shield her from the ship, and teleport from danger; all on a mind that had failed to regulate all that power, losing more power now that she was taking in, and letting most of herself go with the waste.
But Juna was lost in her anger and did not believe she was losing power. She struggled back up to her feet to find Faith quickly up and ready to fight.

Faith said, “[You’re defeated! I wish only to take you alive, my Mother, please]!”

Juna ignited her weapon again and held it at ready. She said, “The day I lose to the likes of you is the day I draw my last breath! COME ON!”

Faith held her weapon up as if declaring victory. Juna sensed great stirrings in the Force all around her and felt a great danger brewing before her, but Faith’s lack of movement and the strangeness of everything around her prevented her from attacking; it seemed wise to take a Jedi approach and have the danger reveal itself.

Faith’s red blade glowed brighter, bigger, and wider, humming loudly and strangely as more power seemed to run through it.

Juna’s lightsaber faded out due to a loss of power! 
Faith had drawn the energy from her weapon…
Faith lunged at her and swung her weapon towards Juna’s legs…

Juna barely leapt over Faith’s attack. She landed and had to flip again to avoid another leg removal. The lightsaber barely missed her, but unlike previous engagements with the light weapons before in Juna’s life Faith’s blade trailed flames that were hot enough to make Juna’s white flesh cringe long after the meat of the blade had passed by. She flipped, she jumped, and she gave Faith no target to strike and Faith gave Juna no reason to stop. She cart wheeled over Faith’s low swing. She did a one handed handstand to avoid an upper cut after Faith’s short swing from before missed.
Back on her feet with her back to Faith, Juna blindly did the splits when she sensed another spinning attack heading for her legs. She bent at the waist…

Something Muriel had done once flashed in Juna’s mind…

Faith went to reach for Juna instead of attack. Juna flipped back, holding her v-form, keeping her buttocks attached to the ground, and once on her back she snapped her arms and legs tightly around Faith’s right arm; the one holding the weapon. Juna reared back both halves of her body to break the arm at the elbow…

Faith lifted her arm up with Juna still on it; in this position, her arm straight up in the air as possible, Juna was now upside down. She left her feet, driving her arm and Juna downward into the ground, forcing Juna to let go on impact. The force of impact kicked the lightsaber from Faith’s hand, but it flew perfectly back to her and into her calling left hand.
Juna was quick to roll away and created distance. The action moved back towards the wreckage of the Jedi shuttle Nue had once used. Juna drew Faith there because Faith continued to try to only cripple her. After a flip, a tuck, and a roll behind some heavy hull shielding she called upon a two meter long piece of ship to strike Faith from behind. Faith turned and cut the attack to knock it away. Juna quickly turned to the heavy metal in front of her, struggled, but finally got the large piece to fly off the ground towards the attacker. Faith spun and sheered it in half, but her supercharged lightsaber was reduced back to its original state; Juna had broken Faith’s hold on the stolen energy.
Faith came to Juna, and this time Juna waited. Faith was a blur, but the lightsaber was a dead give away. Juna ducked and came up, and her body got between Faith’s muscular arms. She changed her energies to project them outward, causing Faith’s hold on her weapon to loosen by spreading the Vhinech’s arms apart.

It was a foolish maneuver based on all of the known circumstances. Juna had lost her train of thought -- the idea was to begin a comprehensive hand to hand attack using what she had ‘borrowed’ from Muriel, but that memory slipped her mind.
Faith was a weapon that could never be weaponless, proving so by snapping her arms close around her prey. Quickly the arms were around Juna and the Dark Purity Sith Maiden felt a lot of the fight leave her along with the air in her lungs. On instinct Juna dug deep inside of her and called upon the Dark Side in order to separate herself from Faith. She attempted to separate the arms again…
Faith squeezed harder…

Juna attempted to push her body away…

Faith just squeezed…

Juna tried to launch herself into standard parcel payload pickup orbit…

Faith just grunted, growled, and squeezed….

Feeling her eyes wanting to leap out of her skull due to the pressure of the hold her foe had on her, Juna diverted her concentration on just keeping pressure on Faith’s arms. It had some affect; the squeezing pressure around her ribs and particular on her lower back ebbed and she managed to get in a good, deep breath in the process to revitalize her. Her mood was still volatile but for a different reason: Juna knew she had the power to defeat this particular creature but her mind could not wrap around the concept and therefore the power was not at her command.

And she kept losing power while Faith maintained her levels. It was the affects of the Dark Purity transformation catching up to a Juna Rapier who was not centered and not in control of her power. She had used all of the souls she had taken all day, the last of those energies protecting her from the starship that was thrown at her just moments ago. All she had in reserve was herself, and not even her anger was enough. She needed time and peace to regroup and remember herself; Faith wasn’t going to give her that.

Her first instinct was to survive, so Juna attempted to use her Dark Purity ability to drain the vast amounts of energy from Faith. She managed to slip her arms from the vice grip around her body and with quick skill she reached into the helmet, touched Faith’s face, smiled, and went to feast….

Juna was not the only one screaming; Faith joined her when all Juna was able to absorb was the truth and over two hundred years worth of memories. In turn such memories rebounded and struck Faith hard mentally. Completing a circuit through the Force they were in the process of mentally electrocuting one another. Faith refused to let go, and Juna couldn’t move her hands away as her mind was filled with hordes and hordes of memories that repeated themselves over and over, on top of one another until most of them did not make sense.
She felt herself….going….going….going…..

Going………..

There was a loud WHACK and suddenly Juna found herself in the sand. Above her all went slow and darkening, and before she passed out she saw a familiar form over her. She said the first name that came to her mind that made any sense before she passed out. 

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

CHAPTER 68.3
At first, Casper thought he was seeing things. And when it passed, he continued to see things that defied what he knew. It was a cycle that kept repeating itself.
Shock was taking Casper down into the darkness of unconsciousness when Faith was coming to kill him. It all changed, to the best of Casper’s perception of events, when Naressa Rapier flew in on a speeder bike and started fighting Faith off. The combatants faded from his sight, and when they did he could no longer keep himself awake. His body was traumatized and begged of him to drift into a Force healing coma. He refused out of stubbornness and the fact that he couldn’t believe Naressa Rapier was here. His mind was not working right; he couldn’t put it together that the Ruby Heirloom was Juna’s ship, and that it was Juna he had seen.

The stranger Juna had passed arrived just in time to bare witness to the explosion of the Jedi shuttle. He sweated and breathed heavily; he was not born to exist in such a hot environment much less run what amounted to a marathon. His days of running in short sprints were long behind him, but the events and circumstances pushed him to move as swiftly as he could.

Casper’s moan caught his attention and drove him to the Human’s side. Out of everything that defined Casper, from species to the Jedi clothing and the Padawan braid, he took note of the Mark of Forgiveness on his face first. His giant hand caressed the young man’s face while the other cradled him.

“Nue?” Dazed, Casper spoke the first name that came to him without opening his eyes. “Nue, you alive?”

“Nue!” Casper opened his eyes and once again nothing made sense to him. Holding him was an old male Vhinphyc, tired and dripping with heavy sweat. “You know of Nue Cadabel!” Casper blinked rapidly in trying to clear his eyes, and for his troubles the Vhinphyc shook him. “Where is he? Who are you!”

“Nue’s…dead,” Casper remembered.

The Vhinphyc looked around and noted the Jedi clothing not far from where one of the ships used to be until the ship was used like a paperweight. He let out a deep sigh of regret, cutting it short when two female screams seemingly blistered the male’s ears. The young man doubled over in pain and clutched at his ears just as badly as his giant counterpart did, but unlike Casper the Vhinphyc could get on both his feet and do something about the stereophonic Banshee Scream.
But the Vhinphyc’s progress seriously slowed when he felt his old bones threatening to break under the sonic onslaught. He watched the harden environment around the two females alter; the metal remains of the ship closest to the pair were melting as if solidified cream under the desert planet’s suns; the rocks big and small crumbled, and then they crumbled some more; the earth around them shook; the ships still on their landing gear wobbled.

Based on what he could access from the scene the Vhinphyc had only one option after he understood which target to take out. He decided against the high tech weapon on his belt and pulled from the seethe on his back by its handle a jaw of a kurantarus; half of the creature’s lower jaw bone that was as long as the Vhinphyc’s torso, shaven sharp on one side, the kurantarus’ long teeth on the other. Both hands on the grip, he swung the old style weapon overhead and threw it with all of his Vhinphyckian strength and leverage behind it at the black horned one’s exposed back. It struck, the horned one let go of her white skinned prey, and both bodies sailed for several dozen yards until the momentum of the death blow ended.
When the bodies stopped rolling the noise ended. Relief washed over the Vhinphyc and Casper instantly; their ears still rang; for a few moments they could not hear. The Vhinphyc had trouble with balance at first, but like his hearing it improved little by little has he approached the small, white skinned female humanoid lying on her back. She was strange to him; Vhinphycs did not like the strange and the unusual. He recalled that it was her that had passed him back in the destroyed town known as Mos Essa.
However, in the Vhinphyc’s view, she was in league with the injured Jedi and the late Nue Cadabel for she was in a fight with one from the Caladente Cexpoian aalu Prophecnas -- the Vhinech was from the Project of the Dark Prophets. A scary version of such a model and for the moment shut down by the jawbone stuck in her back.
“E-.” Juna started to say. The Vhinphyc turned his attention back to her. Her eyes were open, and he saw brown eyes looking up at him at first. A few seconds later her eyes glowed a bright, sickly yellow; dim and weary from weakness. “E-Enothchild?”

The Vhinphyc bent to one knee and said to her, “Did you say Enothchild?” He grabbed her by the shoulders and lifted her up to meet his stern, amber eyes. “Answer me! Did you just say Enothchild?”

Juna could only mumbled and wobble in the Vhinphyc’s grip. He let her slump back to the ground in frustration and stomped his way over to Faith. He grabbed his jawbone and gave it a hard yank to free it. No sooner than he removed it that Faith’s wounds began to close. Her blood pooled into the wounds and began to solidify into tissue. Bones in her back snapped back into place, loud cracks.
“Shit!” The Vhinphyc turned quickly, grabbed Juna by her pants and began to run for the Ruby Heirloom since Casper was still there, alive, and close to that ship. He grabbed the badly injured Jedi by his pants, lifted him up easily, and took a look back and wished he had not done so; Faith was standing up.
“Impossible! You should not be healing so quickly!” The Vhinphyc noted her struggle to gain her bearings and got up the Ruby Heirloom’s ramp. He dropped his living cargo right beside the entrance and after a few moments of searching he found the controls to retract the ramp and seal the hatch. Both were closing agonizingly slow.
Faith found her feet. Her weapon flew to her calling hand. She began to run towards the ship…

The hull sealed closed.
Without any relief from him the Vhinphyc stormed towards the front of the ship. He found the cockpit and found to what amounted to a super puzzle of controls. He rushed back to the others and said, “Who is alive?”
Juna stirred enough to draw his attention towards her. The Vhinphyc went to her, picked her off the deck by her clothing again and said, “Can you fly this ship?”

Blinking awake, Juna looked at him and saw the Vhinphyc clearly for the first time. Confused, she said, “I know you. Where do I know you from?”

“We need to get this ship…”

The Vhinphyc talked but his voice trailed off in Juna’s mind. In her mind, she was only interested in the Force energy he had in his body. It was minute; pathetic; like any ordinary Vhinphyc, he was merely a blank slate, one with no power. She was hungry, she hungered for power, and her body ached and shook as he dangled himself before her, literally begging her to take what was RIGHTFULLY HERS!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

Before she acted, Juna sensed an approaching from outside and found herself yelling, “DUCK!”

The Vhinphyc did as ordered. Faith teleported into the ship and took an immediate swipe at the Vhinphyc’s head with her deadly thin nails. On an adrenaline high Juna woke up enough and willed a strong Force Push at Faith. The Vhinech hit the interior wall and left a sizeable, deep dent on impact. She was briefly stunned…
Juna collapsed; her strength was gone again; she eyed the rising Vhinphyc and on impulse lunged at him to steal his life…

The Vhinphyc paid no attention to Juna’s attempts at killing him; he was quick to end Faith’s life, charging towards her, throwing a heavy overhand right meant to crush her head against the bulkhead; he only found the bulkhead.

Faith ducked the blow and rammed her fingernails in each side of the Vhinphyc’s torso. They went deep enough to cause hurt and pain…
The Vhinphyc snatched Faith by her horns and drove his knee into her helmeted face. She flew back and ripped her nails out of him. It was significant enough damage to make him drop to a knee, but it was not fatale.

Meanwhile, after she missed the large alien, Juna’s eyes fell on Casper; he appeared unconscious, and he appeared completely vulnerable. Sensing the Force in him and around him she totally ignored who he was: the fulfillment of hunger was more important than the need to remember and to associate herself with a fallen ally. She got on her hands and knees and quickly went for him, eyes wide and greedy; her flesh burning with the desire to touch the young Jedi’s skin. She reached him and went to collect his life when she went to take him up by his face…

The Vhinphyc was wounded, and Faith responded quickly with a kick to his face that bounced him into Juna and he stopped when he struck the inner hull hard. Juna was only grazed by the Vhinphyc’s bulk, but it was enough to snap her attention back to Faith and remember that there was a deadly problem still at hand. It became more so when Faith reached for her lightsaber. Juna’s weapon was powerless; Casper had his on his belt, but the tight confines of the ship made a lightsaber duel in it not only detrimental to their collective fighting styles but not prudent given the ship was all ready in terrible shape from Juna running it hard to reach Tatooine; one tiny bit of damage could just as easily rendered the ship inoperable as if it taken a broadside strike from a battle cruiser.
Remembering earlier and witnessing what Faith did to get on board Juna called on her remaining strength, lunged at Faith just as the Vhinech got her lightsaber cleared from her hiding place, wrapped herself around her, focused…

When the darkness cleared both Sith Maidens were just outside and below the ship’s main hatch. Juna rolled away and….and she still had no weapon!
However Faith did not attack. Her weapon was still in hand but not lit; with her other hand she reached out to Juna in plea. Faith said to her, “[Why do you hurt me? Why do you hurt us all?]”

Juna could think in her response in the language Faith was speaking, but chose instead to go with Basic in her anger. “YOU KILLED MY HUSBAND!” Her fingers clawed for her blaster, but the blaster had long since been lost in the carnage. Infuriated she grabbed her lightsaber, momentarily forgetting that it had no power; realizing it when it never came on; Faith didn’t act on her movements.

Frustrated, Juna nearly threw her powerless weapon at Faith and shouted, “AND I SWEAR WHATEVER I HAVE TO DO TO YOU KILL YOU I WILL DO IT!”
Faith took one step towards Juna and plead “[Please, mother, I was only saving you from him!]”

“SHUT UP!” Juna did her best to focus and bring more power to her; little by little it trickled in like water drops from an eye dropper. Her confused mind was hampered by a nuance that was created from Faith’s pleas. Whenever the Vhinech pleaded with her in words Juna’s heart would figuratively break. She was struck by feelings that were contradictory to how in her mind she had emotionally felt; there was need to ‘feel’ from Faith, to connect with her…
Juna shook her head in rage and ‘connected’ by pumping all the power she could muster from within into a spinning heel kick. Faith caught the foot before it could connect on her chin. She threw the foot away in the direction from where it came, and when Juna came around Faith floored her silly with a short arm clothesline. Lying dazed, Juna coughed blood out of her mouth. Faith let out a slight gasp and bent down to help her mother…

The Ruby Heirloom’s ramp quickly lowered and caught the Sith Maiden, landing on her back and forcing her nearly on top of Juna. Faith was on all fours, straddling over Juna, keeping the ramp from crushing them both.

The Vhinphyc took one look out in puzzlement and noted the Vhinech’s horns sticking out from under the right side of the ramp. He had not count on Faith being there. He took advantage of it by walking out on the ramp right over and repeatedly stomping down on it; he was unaware that Juna was under there as well. He switched from stomping to jumping up and down, making the ramp complain and Faith whelp out in frustration. His weight and strength behind the stomping had begun to do damage to the entire ramping system.
The jarring Faith was taking was angering her more, but she was at a loss on what to do. She had her Mother right in front of her, and she wanted to hug her tight to stop their fighting, take her away, and get her to love her. In order to protect her Mother she had to hold up the ramp and prevent it from going down.
“[Mother],” said Faith. Juna crossed and blinked her eyes in response, trying her best to clear the cobwebs from her mind. “[Mother help!]” Juna only stirred so much in response. Incensed, Faith gritted her long teeth together and began to fight off her knees; she had to be on her feet in order to press the ramp off of her, and then get her powerful hands off the ground in order to grab and gain full control of the ramp. She fought against the heavy steel, the pneumatic hydraulics, and the Vhinphyc that pushed the ramp down. “[MOTHER]!”

The Vhinphyc ran and rolled off the ramp and found Juna under Faith. Quickly he went to grab Juna, but Faith tried to bite him; the act caused Faith to buckle under the ramp. He tried a second time and she took another bite at him. The male understood his error and went a little towards the front of the ship, ducked under the bottom of it and grabbing Juna by her long hair he pulled her away from Faith.

Faith bit into her own mouth and shouted, “[NO]!” With the proclamation she struggled, and the pistons forcing the ramp down snapped violently in half when she forced herself to stand upright, her hands pushing the ramp back up closed.
That was her mistake; the Vhinphyc drew out his high tech weapon during the time Faith fought to stand up. He fired it; an ion pulse from the blaster cannon’s power source strapped hidden on his back hit her. Faith shook and convulsed, covered in blue waves of energy that conducted violently all over her body thanks to the metals she wore, including her helmet. When the energy died off she fell twitching and was rendered, for the moment, unconscious.

The Vhinphyc holstered his blaster, grabbed Juna again by the front of her belt and carried her back into the ship. He let her fall with a thump once inside and closed the interior bulk head; the ramp could not be recalled up, but with the bulk heads closed the ship would operate. He still felt he had no time to fiddle around with learning how to fly the ship and threw his focus back on Juna, nudging her with his large foot. She was nearly aware of her surroundings when he began to stir her.
“You need to awaken to pilot the ship,” he said in a hurry.

Juna blinked a few times and said through a very swollen jaw, “Seff phome coorfinate anf runf.”

“I do not comprehend.” The Vhinphyc frowned.

Juna tapped into whatever she had left to tap into and focused herself straight into the Vhinphyc’s mind. Her yellow eyes blazed with power that set the Vhinphyc back on heels with a raised hand ready to throw at her if attacked. In his mind her intentions were made quite clear. I said set home coordinate and run!
In a flash the steps on how to do just that entered the Vhinphyc’s mind. He stood up blinking in astonishment, but he understood. He quickly made his way to the cockpit and found that only the steps were in his mind; all other considerations were never contemplated. When he completed the task the mental fog in his mind cleared enough to allow him to see that the ship was on fast warm up and ready to go to the planet Naboo on automatic pilot.

Putting what happened to him in prospective the Vhinphyc got up and moved towards the back in a quickened huff. Juna was just getting up when he grabbed her by the tunic collar with one hand and forced her into the interior hull wall. It nearly jarred Juna’s brain loose. 
He bellowed mere inches from her face, “If you ever force your will upon me again, Jedi, I will remove your brain through your mouth!”

Juna just stared a hole in him and worked her mouth around when he let her down. She fought out through her bruised jaw, “Youf wanfed toof getf off fhis rock.” The urge to drain him was overwhelming.

“Not at the expense of my freedom,” admonished the Vhinphyc. “How do you know Enothchild? I will not quiz you furthermore!” The cravings subsided in Juna when he spoke to her on hearing Enothchild’s name. He became more pressing. “You said his name outside as if you know of him.” She blinked and looked around, and for the first time she realized that the Padawan Learner that lay unconscious across the corridor was Casper. The Vhinphyc slammed a closed fist right by her left ear. “HEAR WHAT I SPEAK OF, JEDI! It is imperative that I speak to my Son!”

It was more than that he had spoke Enothchild’s name. Juna barely recognized him; it was a combination of factors from his facial features that were familiar to her even with the wrinkles and white aged hair that obscured them to blurry memories she had obtained from Enothchild long ago through contact and based on Enothchild’s own descriptive recollections of his infancy, of the brief time he had spent with his natural parents.
Suddenly as the ship struggled to lift off on its worn out drives, the whole situation finally caught up Juna; enough to fight past the confusion of her mind. Her eyes began to tear up and she quietly, and clearly, said to him, “My Humfund, youf son, is in duf thir room dom duf secant starfford corfdor, Nach'cht'musik Allegro'con'brio.”
Nach confirmed her identification of him with his sidelong look. The news that she revealed was overwhelmingly telling, and he judged her message by her emotional state; he had seen such sadness too many times, and he himself had experienced the loss. He followed her directions again, this time of his own free will, and he saw for himself the reality that she had silently expressed in her voice and in her teary eyes. His Son laid quietly and still, just as unmoving as Nach was at that very moment.
Juna fought the urge to run after Nach and join the father in his grief, and when she saw Casper again she fought down the urge to kill him by taking away that which made the young man a Jedi. She was so hungry and so tired and so worn down from everything. She felt so powerless and she hated it, but it overwhelmed all of her senses and body. She looked down, and realized with some relief that Enothchild’s weapon was still on her belt, but she was confused why she had not grabbed it when she had confronted Faith outside the ship only moments ago; she honestly didn’t know how it got there. She lost his robe to the speeder bike she left behind; how much she wanted to curl up in the robe; she could only close her eyes and wish she had it.
An added weight of cloth was on her, followed by Enothchild’s smell, and lastly followed by a great deal of dizziness and more loss of power. Juna lifted her head and opened her eyes but she still found darkness before her. She reached up, pulled the cloth off, and to her genuine surprise Enothchild’s Jedi robe was in her hands. She found herself looking around, wondering if Nach had returned from viewing his son and had tossed the robe on her -- maybe the father had seen it sticking out of the speeder bike’s storage compartment. Did he know what it was when he saw it? What prompted him to fetch it in the first place if he did not know that his son was all ready dead? What was Nach doing alive and doing on Tatooine? Why did Prophet’s pet project keep calling her mother? What was that strange language she was speaking that she could understand so clearly? Why did she feel for her enemy?
The questions just wore Juna completely out. She slumped against the wall and let Enothchild’s robe comfort her and quiet her mind. In mere seconds she was unconscious; for the rest of her life she was alone.

