CHAPTER 110.0
Collectively Casper and Enothchild ran out of the Desilijic Clan Palace front entrance and did not encounter any problems until they both leapt over the primary gate. On the decrepit streets of Nal Hutta many different aliens slogged by, many of whom were slaves, or relatives of slaves long forgotten, or simply species that just could not afford the ride off the terrible world. They barely paid heed to the emergence of the two Jedi Knights. That changed when some Hutts of minor standing saw them and raised alarms.
“Oh boy, this could get interesting,” said Enothchild as he and Casper took a moment to consider the ruckus they had caused. Another shout from a Hutt from the other direction snapped their attention around; especially since the Hutt was shouting Enothchild’s last name very loudly.
“Popular,” was Casper’s dry comment. “Maybe they just want your autograph.”

The shouting Hutt, a relative of a clan lord, called upon his guards and the guards began to raise their weapons and take aim. Enothchild just said, “I don’t like the looks of those writing styluses.” The Vhinphyc ignited his weapon and blocked the incoming volleys. “MOVE!”
Casper was going to help him, but Enothchild stepped in front of him. He would have argued that even the Jedi Master did not have the time for this. Casper relented and ran the other way, hoping his contact with citizens was kept at gawking in shock. He also hoped the Hutts did not overreact; having two Jedi emerge from a very quiet clan palace did not look innocent. He was also certain that the presence of a particular Jedi of great Hutt disgust being on their home world was only going to ramp up their rage.
“VALOFA!” shouted Enothchild at the citizens, various species and Hutt minors alike. He knew a quite a bit of Hutt but could only speak a few words; one of them was “[MOVE! MOVE!]” Even with the shooting in their general direction, the people put too much faith, at first, in the henchmen’s’ aim. His warning was ignored until one of the Hutts was errantly struck. Aliens began to scatter. In the horror of their mistake the henchmen stopped firing.
Enothchild turned and used the Force to run. The guards began to fire again at him but it was too late; their aim was lousy to begin with. Still it did worry him before they had left the compound that if seen the Hutts would react violently. He hoped the rest of the planet was inept as the people that just tried to kill him.
Catching up with Casper after turning the bending towards the rear of the complex, Enothchild slowed down and caught his breath quickly. Casper said, “Well it looks like you didn’t make their dreams come true.”
At first Enothchild frowned, but then realized that Casper was really trying -- and not doing a bad job under the circumstances -- to be a Headbanger; a joke or two out of nowhere during a time of absolute non-humor. Having Enothchild Sarch dead, maybe even mounted on a wall, was on many Hutt’s holiday lists. How many Hutt’s hearts were broken when the news of his demise reached them, and how many now would grow hearing that Enothchild Sarch was alive and on their home world?
Smiling a bit, Enothchild said, “I tried to sign a breast or two.” It took Casper a moment to understand it, but he smiled. Given the Hutt’s rather plump nature and dual-sex gender, the Hutts having breasts were not farfetched. “Where are we?”
“Over here I think.” Casper lead the way, a long jog, around the lower bowl of the palace. The largeness of the palace’s exterior dwarfed the interior of the complex, hinting that the Desilijic Clan ancestry built the palace with defense against orbital bombardment in mind. The array, however, still made the beautiful structure look like a toddlers construction blocks assembly in terms of sheer size. With size distorting perception, Casper was way off on how far they had to go.
Their ‘luck’ lasted twelve Hutt city blocks, and a hovering Hutt Monolith tank entered their field of vision. Enothchild knew them all too well; the Mandalores used them during the Mid Rim Conflicts. The tank was unique because instead of being flat and horizontal they stood up tall and were more vertical; it allowed the use for ground-to-air photon torpedoes to be launched, and the upper pylon to be slammed downward to crush any barriers -- including people -- that may hamper the tank’s progress.
The tank’s high repeating cannons began to take aim. Enothchild shouted, “GO!” and he split up from Casper. Enothchild never broke stride, immediately going after the tank once he saw it, igniting his weapon halfway to it. He got close enough to it just as the cannons began to fire; the cannons could fire multiple shots in mere seconds, too many for a Jedi to block, but each cannon was mounted on either side of the Monolith’s wide mount. Though the cannons had inward tracking it was only five degrees; against a battalion line and opposing tanks it was effective; against even a Jedi of Enothchild’s size it was not. 

The tank was clearly an overkill response, and Enothchild was going to exploit that; he couldn’t allow it to function behind them. He leapt and landed hard on top of the tank; in two swipes, the repeating cannons were gone. He cut into one photon launcher before the pylon was slammed to the ground in an attempt to crush Enothchild under it. Enothchild leapt away, landed behind it, and rammed his weapon deep into the starboard repulsorlift generator. Just as the tank leaned starboard, the pylon was being raised. Without the generator the balance was off, so the pylon tipped the tank on its size.
The drive tried to get out of the tank to fight, but Enothchild decked the lid, slamming it closed on the driver’s head. His senses warned him immediately of another Monolith tank coming. He dove away as the new arrival tried to kill him and destroyed its fellow tank instead. The driver of the arriving tank lost track of the very large moving target.
A white lightsaber took the hatch off. The driver barely ducked in a tucked position when Enothchild grabbed the back of his neck and tossed him out. The driver was shaken and did his best to get up and fight, but Enothchild gave the Bith a look that featured no smile and a held still lightsaber in one hand. The Bith gave up and ran stupidly into street lamppost, and stumbled away wanting no part of the Jedi Master.
Stretching out to shake off tightness around the wounds Rune had inflicted on him, Enothchild ran on and found Casper a few blocks later with a few dead Hutt henchmen laying behind him with fresh lightsaber wounds. The young man favored the wounds Rune had given him as well, but his attention was more focused on the array. But to Enothchild’s relief Casper was not stressing over the loss of life he had to inflict. It was not easy for any Jedi to take a life, but Casper had that gloom that hanged over him since Sullust last year that worried Enothchild a bit. Clearly he had finally gotten over it, understanding the importance of their mission over any personal issues that may still exist.
“We have a problem,” said Casper. At first it appeared to be more than the guards in terms of distance; though closer to the array at their current position, there was still over a hundred meters to go in order to reach the first visible, climbable level.
“We did have a problem,” noted Enothchild, indicating the dead around them. “You took care of it well.”
“They weren’t guarding the array. They don’t need to.” With the Force Casper threw one of the guard’s weapons towards the general direction of the array, and the blaster blew up after being engulfed by a yellowish energy.

“An annihilation field,” sighed Enothchild. He figured the Hutts would have used some sort of shield, and he had hoped it was a low enough powered one which his tough Vhinphyckian hide could defeat. Unfortunately Yabbula was paranoid enough to remember Vhinphycs. “I guess they had enough energy to spare from the array for it.”
“I saw no controls for it on the other side.” Casper indicated to the high wall, explaining shortly that he had scaled it to look from his high perch. “There’s got to be another way.”

Enothchild shook his head. “The longer we look, the more attention we draw from the Hutts.” He grabbed a blaster from off the ground, took some steps back, three steps forwards and threw it. His mighty strength made the blaster sail high and far and it struck the middle supporting strut of the array that stood alone in the center of other supporting struts.
“Overpowered,” remarked Enothchild. “They shortened the field energy. We have a chance.”

Casper was lost for a second. “A chance? For what?”
The sound of several landspeeders diverted their attention. From the other direction three of them filled with henchmen barely hanging on were coming. Some began to fire at them. Casper got ready to fight.

“When you fall down, use the Force to guide you to the ladder.” Enothchild’s words barely got through Casper’s concentration, but Enothchild’s large hand under his ass did.

“Wait, what are-?” Before he knew it, Enothchild had him up in the air. Enothchild reared back. Casper felt the Force pump through him to get to Enothchild’s arm, answering the Vhinphyc’s summons. The Jedi Knight finally understood what his friend was telling him. He didn’t like it, and not because it meant he was leaving his friend behind to face danger.
“WAIT!”

The experience was immediately disconcerting when lifted up. It was more so when thrown. Casper found himself yelling -- he couldn’t stop himself if he had tried -- as the wind tore at his face and the fear of Enothchild possibly miscalculating snuck past his Jedi resolve; miscalculation was a bit broad, either Enothchild’s throw was too short, or Enothchild’s throw would be too hard. At that moment it was hard to tell either as Casper just continued to sail. He slowed and began to fall on an arc, which Casper remembered Enothchild’s parting words. He noted a ladder near the central support that he easily going to pass if he didn’t act. With the Force as a guide he twisted, flipped once…
Flipped again…

Finally the Force made him shoot out his hands. Casper barely caught the ladder’s leg. He used the Force quickly to augment the strength in his hands to hold on; to kill the last affects of momentum and then keep him holding on to the ladder. Dangling from the support, he felt his heart throttle his chest finally.
Several of the hoodlums in the landspeeders actually gawked at what Enothchild had just done. Jaws or the appropriate body part responsible for eating and speaking were dropped open.

Then they remembered their original quarry.

The last thing the occupants of the lead landspeeder saw was the missile of Enothchild Sarch blasting right into them like a missile.

Meanwhile Casper managed to pull himself up and his feet found purchase on the ladder. The sound of a speeder wreck drew his attention back to where he had come from. In the distance, he saw the ending of a landspeeder flipping end over end and the occupants of it only beginning to fall from the air. The wrecked speeder itself suddenly changed direction, reversing, and struck a trailing speeder. From where the thrown speeder reversed, a large white blade of light appeared in the dusky gloom.

Still a little bewildered from being thrown such a distance, Casper only said, “I think he’ll be all right.” He remembered their mission and began to make the long climb upward. He was certain Enothchild was going to right behind him.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 110.1

The control station of the array, just under the large dish, appeared vacant but Juna knew better. Upon arrival she disguised her weakening swoon by searching the area with just purpose. She figured Rune would be watching after the stunt with the plasma duct failed and cut her off, though Rune was not thinking of escape. The way for the rest of Juna’s friends would be difficult, and practically impossible for even them to retreat. Rune ideally wanted to create that environment so no one could escape.
Other than herself, Rune had to offer one little incentive, and it had to be the control room where she ran Naressa’s program. Juna found herself in the location and took note of her environment; nothing unusual, but Rune possessed tricks powerful enough to keep Juna on her toes. She fought away the temptation of tackling the control room and proceeded to do a deep scan of the area.

Juna would soon wish she had not touched the room with her senses. All around her she could feel Faith and the process that lead to Faith’s death. In her mind she could see Faith making the wish to bring Rune back. As Rune formed from Faith, Faith just fell apart. Rune then taunted, teased, and stole more than necessary, and killed Faith…
From the replay in Juna’s mind to reality, Juna barely realized that Rune was actually coming right at her with her lightsaber. The Sith Mistress knew the area would have a deep psychological affect on Juna and used the shadows to conceal her form. The whole time she had been standing on the very spot where she had killed Faith. The plan had not worked; on the contrary, this was only the beginning of it.

The emotions Juna experienced as she recalled the horrors that occurred there were great and ranging, but upon seeing Rune her anger, her sadness, her fear doubled, and it collectively doubled her aggression. Great power surged through her body and Rune did everything she could to beat it back.

Juna cut right…

Left…

High….

High…

Ri…

L….

LOW!

Rune barely kept up and barely realized she had back flipped, and she barely realized where she had back flipped to, and she barely blocked Juna again. Juna overswung and Rune cut her leg…

Juna screamed horribly and just fought through the cut, nearly taking Rune’s head off. The cut healed just as Rune clipped Juna’s shoulder. She went for Juna’ head…

A slash and another slash followed Juna’s scream and prevented Rune’s victory strike. Dark Side energy emitted slightly from Juna’s wounds but nothing else stopped Juna. Rune moved quickly to avoid Juna’s furious swings, retreating, letting her opponent take a good share of the adjoining access corridor apart both figuratively and literally. Large, thick parts of the corridor withstood the many slashing impacts, but the minor parts such as the lighting fixtures, controls, grated floor, ceiling and thinner sections of walls -- by openings -- fell when struck.
Sparks from a computer panel separated the two combatants momentarily. Juna only stopped fighting because she lost sight of Rune. Rune had not gone too far; she did not want the run. It was all part of her plan. 
It appeared that Juna was never going to retreat either. Juna desired no rest; she wanted Rune’s still beating heart in her hands. She wanted to hold it until it beat whatever life and blood was left in it. The fragile string that had barely held her mind together had flayed to the snapping point; one tiny piece of rationale hung on; an absolute breakdown would have seen Nal Hutta engulfed in flames.
The torment Juna was experiencing emerged with every crippling blow that missed Rune and Rune’s lightsaber. Pieces of metal, whole sections of floor, wall, and ceiling burned, cracked, or just fell from her many wild, fast, enraged strikes. Rune barely made it up a set of erector stairs, having to back flip twice, and on the second flip used the Dark Side to carry her high enough to reach the next landing, because Juna ruined the stairs with two swipes through the thin structure.
The Sith Maiden relentless followed the Sith Mistress, leaping and landing on the other landing before the next set of stairs, cutting Rune off from them. Rune pressed this time, only because it was necessary. Their exchange collectively destroyed the landing, causing both to leap for the stairway. Rune had gone first, cutting the hand rail just before Juna had grabbed it. Juna struggled for a moment to get on. Rune swung for the loose hand rail and it fell, but Juna had let go after gaining her footing and leapt for the next landing above.
Rune leapt and was met by Juna’s miss, and then a sudden reverse that caught Rune barely on the hip. It was enough to elicit a response, causing Rune to retreat during her moan of pain. It also caused Juna to momentarily stop. Without much breath to chuckle, all Juna could do was smile.

It was Rune’s turn to snap. Gone was her rock solid plan she had for her Granddaughter, replaced by the most compulsive-driven sneer. The very idea of Juna smiling over something minor as a flesh wound was too much for the Sith Mistress. It was not about small victories, about a piece here and there taken. It was the principal of a lesser doing it.

“SOUR COW!” Rune forced herself up on both her feet more solidly. “I AM NOT ONE YOUR COWARDLY FATHER’S ADULTEROUS CONQUESTS!” The smile came off of Juna’s face in a hurry. Rune charged, damned focused on making sure Juna never smiled again.
When the lightsabers came together they picked up where they had only left off seconds ago. Unlike Juna Darth Rune’s training, her focus and her original purpose, kicked in even as she became very aggressive, no longer passive. It caused much quicker destruction of the catwalk, forcing both to take to the next catwalk above. After a furious exchange that featured Juna spinning in one direction to attack, and then reversing her spin to defend they leapt for the next catwalk as the other fell.

On the next set of stairs that barely held on to the next landing above, Rune quickly reversed her landing, applied her energies, and caught Juna during her leap. She quickly sent her Granddaughter flying away, which would have brought about her doom….

Juna twisted about, turned, appeared to try to aim for a structural strut she would have never caught…

Vanished….

Rune was turning with a double handed swing the moment Juna teleported. Her swing, however, was too violent and too fast; her timing was just off. No sooner had Rune sliced through gathering shadows Juna appeared and kicked her in the chin. She fell, and fell end over end down the stairwell. Rune was on her feet after the last roll back, but was clearly dazed and unbalanced. She struggled to maintain her footing…
Juna leapt at Rune quickly and slashed downward. She missed, but Rune fell…

But Rune did not fall very far. She was off the stairs, floating easily high above the ground. It took Juna a second too long to realize it. That allowed Rune to chuck her lightsaber at the top of the stairs, whirling it in a spin so the blade could chop through the metal like a saw. The construction fell with pure shock registered on Juna’s face as she went along with it. Rune lost sight of Juna and the rest of the construction as it fell into the gloom below.
The sting returned to her wounded hip, which caused Rune’s body to dip as her mind wandered on the pain. Focused, the Sith Mistress quickly gained composure, called her weapon back to her hand before it fell too far, and guided herself upward, flying for the most solid structure under the array’s massive dish. To call what Rune was doing ‘flying’ was at least appropriate but at best not an absolute truth. The knowledge of Advanced Force Levitation was discovered and employed by Rune’s mother, Nebula Nimh. Technique wise it was not that much different than floating rocks and moving a body through the air further than their strength originally intended. It was about using the body as a focuser of the Universal Force energies that was constantly surrounding everyone, and in asilamorphs like Sith Maidens it was very easy.
Once Rune landed she swayed on the vibration chamber and caught herself against a direction rod. Again easy for Sith Maidens, which was hard for all other Force users, was only an applied term because they could do it, but just because they could do it did not mean there were no drawbacks. Like Force Teleportation, Advanced Force Levitation, or Force Flight to generalize it quickly in description, did require a significant amount of one’s mental concentration and individual Force to channel the energies properly. A great deal of Universal energy was being allowed to course through her body; the slightest error in controlling the energy could have easily blown Rune up like a high yield explosive.
“Whew,” was Rune’s immediate response, followed by, “thank you, Mother, for the teaspoon of knowledge.” It was not praise at all even if she had attempted to make it sound that way to anyone who would have listened. Rune thanked her matriarch very little; being born was the only grateful sentiment she had for Nebula Nimh.
Collecting herself, Rune inched herself closer to the edge to look down. She said, “I doubt that stopped-.”

The sound barrier being shattered startled Rune more than the flying form of Juna Rapier nearly taking her head off with her lightsaber during the pass. Having seen Rune pulled her Force Flight stunt caused the knowledge to suddenly appear in Juna’s jumbled up mind. Before she crashed into the ground she found her center and levitated; from there it was academically easy.

Still, upon missing Rune, Juna became Force weary and slowly lowered herself to the anti-shock plate. The action drained her some more, but her mind was aflame when she saw Rune rising from the deck; her thoughts and emotions rolled over and gave way to simple rage. Her first strike against Rune’s weapon was tremendous, but the follow up blows were not so thunderous.
On the other side, Rune’s initial blocks were just barely blocking whatever Juna tossed her way. Then she found her speed and matched perfectly with Juna stroke for stroke. There was a telling difference; whereas Rune did a bit more waiting and took more of Juna’s attack and kept up with Juna and hurt Juna with technique in the beginning, she had a much easier time dealing with her Granddaughter at the current moment. She had banked on Juna being emotionally spent prior to her arrival, and though Juna’s emotions were genuine it was not translating into new or at least sustainable power. The mind had an affect on many things, the Force as well as the body. Indeed anger was powerful, but anger misplaced and anger misspent was anger misused. A Sith could get away with such misuse against the lesser, but not against one of their own that knew better!
Juna was gassed and was slowly realizing it, apparent when Rune got away with a leaping flip and a kick to the back on even ground. She stumbled, and her stumble continued for too damn long, and she forced herself around to block her foes overhand single arm swing. Mentally her mind was foggy, more tired than her body. The catch was apparent: if she released her hold on the Force she was either going to collapse in exhaustion or collapse after being cut in half by Darth Rune. She had fought Magus Prophet longer than this battle, but in such a short period of time she did so much more through the Force. Some of the new worries that shortened her attacks only a short while ago began to return. She backed away for protection, cursing silently at her fear for only herself.
Darth Rune only smiled with greedy intentions. She was only to slop up every opportunity she had created. She charged in, exploding with unorthodox, bone-breaking motion, swinging with her right hand right, back left suddenly, up, down, up, stab which clipped Juna, and left to barely miss Juna’s chin.

Retreating, Juna added a spin move to cut Rune off. She blocked Rune’s next series of moves. She then leapt for safety above, landing on the thin beams of metal that acted as the array’s cradle. The beams were many, but they were not very wide. In the haze of her mind, Juna was formulating her own plan.
Rune swayed her weapon around before she jumped up and joined Juna on the same series of beams. She measured the situation and smiled. “You’re getting smarter, little girl! These narrows take away the footing I need to deploy my technique effectively!”
Pulling away from a support, Rune walked without a wobble or a hint of losing balance on the three inch wide beam; one foot after the other at a normal walking pace. “But only a little smarter; at this point an intelligent entity would have turned and ran!”
“An intelligent entity faces her enemies; not hides behind a computer program!” Juna’s retort was rather weak vocally, but stating it made Juna step uncertainly away from the support she was hanging onto with her left hand while she held her weapon before her in her right hand. “You couldn’t conquer the Republic if you stood face to face with it! You a warrior clearly beaten by your own fears!”
“Political talk only wins debates and votes!”

Juna then really pissed off Rune with her inherited smirk. She said, “Then you should really stop talking if words aren’t all you got!”
Rune sliced towards Juna from right to left, but still was able to reverse her movement. Juna blocked, wiggled, but blocked again. Both understood that the fight had slowed. The conditions of the battle did hamper both. Juna had little room to run. Rune had little room to execute. Both, on the other hand, did not want to take the fight to a level battlefield in the near future.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 110.2
The climb was a physical workout, yet Casper felt much of the excitement that motivated his body during the fight with Rune ebb a little bit with every ladder rung he conquered. It wasn’t a new experience for him, and Master Ros had told him long ago that though physical and mental efforts were the same, contrary to what Master Yoda preached. Adrenaline pumped through his body, but it felt so much different even though biologically there was no more than one form. In hindsight he understood what Master Yoda was teaching him that in order to function as a Jedi, in the state of the Jedi mindset, a Jedi must approach each situation the same, and do so by judging them so, thinking them so throughout the process of dealing with it. Given the past few weeks, however, Casper was wondering how right Master Yoda was versus what Ros had taught him.
His thoughts changed when he heard the loud sounds above him. Casper had not been looking up lately, and with his blue eyes upward he noticed the falling catwalks and structures from the battle between Rune and Juna coming down on top of him. The structures’ descent were slowed down by the surrounding pylons, pillars, support lines, and other expected engineering feats, but it caused more unpredictability as smaller pieces continued on, and other pieces began flipping and bouncing off sturdier objects.
On cue, that unique form of adrenaline Casper was lacking returned. He looked around quickly for help and saw nothing remotely close. The louder it got above him, the faster his heart pumped and his mind raced. In what little remains of his calm he found that the Force was the answer, or to be more specific Master Yoda, and put his full trust in the power. On his leap of faith, Casper jumped up…

After landing on a large piece of metal he jumped to his right just before it turned…

Momentum caused the piece he clung onto to spin. He rode it once, leapt back to the ladder. He was lower than he started…

When the ladder was struck he caught hold, one right after another, of twisted catwalk and essentially climbed in one spot, jumped again….

When he landed, Casper began to run up a flight of falling catwalk stairs. It would have comical if the circumstances were not so dire. From the end he jumped and cleared the broken section of ladder and ended up higher than his starting point.

Casper’s rest was short lived as another section of stairwell crashed straight down and whole. The damaging onslaught of the first wave of falling debris had cleared much of the structure that had slowed it down. As a bigger piece not slowed down, the size and speed of it would crush the Jedi upon impact. Worse, the far away outcroppings he tried to get to before were gone.
By the Force, Casper let his feet dangle off the ladder and he strictly used his arms and hands to climb up. Just as the structure was nearing him he finally used his legs and with all his appendages he leapt away from the ladder. He quickly spread his body out to create whatever drag he could to slow his leap. Just as the structure missed him he grabbed it….
He was on it….

He ran three steps, focused, and with a grunt he leapt for the ladder again…

The ladder was undamaged, but Casper barely managed to grab a rung by one hand. He was quick to move up the ladder again, but had to stop and hug it as a stairwell screamed by him from above. He remembered to breathe and really let go a held breath.
“Any longer on this ladder and I’ll be dodging Hutts with my luck,” Casper said to himself. He scrambled quickly up the ladder, using his arms and legs, hands and feet in a machine-like manner. He covered considerable height, more so before the crashing down of the array.
And then a simple beam nearly clocked him over the head. Casper barely sensed its approach and hugged the ladder. The small beam just tugged at the back of his tunic as it twirled and passed. Another small beam caught a run high above the ladder and tumbled end over end down the ladder, destroying much of the ladder with every hit. This time the Jedi was in a pickle; either he risked staying on the ladder and hope for the beam to miss him, or try some more tricks and hope the ladder is still in shape to hold him.
The third option occurred to him before the Force told him to remove his lightsaber. It was on and swing just as the beam approached, cutting the thin steel easy and scurrying the sections around him. The ladder swayed and he nearly dropped his weapon. Casper shut it off, stowed it, and quickly ascended further up the broken ladder with still no apparent way to get off of it, no other way to reach the top.
The ladder broke off from the structure far and high up, higher than Casper could see it. Nonetheless he felt the ladder twisting and bending slowly under his weight. Without hesitation Casper swung himself around the ladder to now be on top of it. He noted quickly that the ladder was not long enough to reach the near base of the superstructure, but if he acted fast…
Using the Force, Casper ran and his striding feet found rung after rung after rung his footfalls found. With every step the ladder became more wobbly and dropped lower and lower. At the end of the line he was essentially running ‘down hill’ when he leapt for hope. On his leap, he realized he was going to be too short…

The sound of a steel cable whistling through the air caught Casper’s attention before Mathaniel Jarvis caught him by the arm. The cable had been loosened enough at its mooring by the previous fall of debris, and after seeing Casper’s run for safety Mathaniel knew he had to act. The Vhinech just recovered from the previous Force Lightening attack, he managed to gain control of the cable, swing, use the Force to guide him to his ally, and both began to the suicidal swing upward towards the darkness above.

Casper slipped down to the cable just as it neared the apex of the swing. Both saw the lower deck just below the control room. Both let go and caught the grated deck and quickly got themselves on the safe side. They were on the other side -- the proper side -- of the plasma leak, which was still coming out of the conduit in a trickle.
The two men took a moment to catch themselves. Mathaniel only said, “You were extraordinary there until the end.”
“The end?” Casper shook his head. “You’re the one with the nice catch.” He took Mathaniel’s offered hand and both helped each other up. He then produced the Vhinech Magus’ weapons. “Yours, I believe?”

Mathaniel took them with a grateful sigh. “Thank you.” A freshly sliced beam fell by them, forcing them to look up. “Obviously there is a battle still going on. Where’s Master Enothchild?”

“He ran into some old friends,” offered Casper sarcastically. “He’ll be all right. Come on.” He found the short ladder to the next level, and the two were up it quickly. There were other ladders, many now as the two got closer to the top. Each took one and worked their way up, and in no time they could see red lightsabers glowing in the dark above, acting tentatively against one another.
Mathaniel was rested and scaled his ladder much quicker than Casper could scale his. The climb was still daunting and demanding, yet the Tig-Vhinech reached the goal first. He found Juna and Rune facing off against each other, standing precariously on the thin beams that were less stable after they had collectively destroyed the surrounding beams meant to connect to one another for support for the vibration plate below them.
Taking to his weapons, he felt them for a moment for Mathaniel never wanted to lose them again. He leapt from the ladder, reaching a beam opposite of Rune’s position. The Sith Mistress had not sensed his arrival until he turned on both his weapons, one blade each.

Rune slashed at Juna, turned, and sneered at the Vhinech. She leapt away to avoid the danger. Juna silently was thanking the Force that Mathaniel had returned; she was tiring, and finding it harder to fight Rune by herself because of the nagging feeling within her to save herself.

Darth Rune couldn’t contend with two fighters without the use of her legs. She jumped through the superstructure for the ladder away from the others. Reaching it she climbed up it hurriedly to gain higher ground on them, and perhaps even set a trap. She did not realize Casper Knightshade was using the same ladder, noting her form from below. He stopped and focused on her.

Rune felt the tug on her body and held on tightly to the ladder.

Mathaniel pounced with every step towards his prey. Juna followed behind him.
Casper met his foe’s eyes when she looked down on him. He held firm on her, arm stretched towards her.

Sneering, she let go of the ladder, turned her weapon back on and pointed it right at Casper. Either the tip of her lightsaber or her feet was going to hit him. He raised his weapon and braced himself. Seeing his response, Rune flew away and sailed skyward, vanishing completely from there sight towards the outer edge of the array’s large dish.

“Damn it,” said Juna in disgust, cursing herself. “Too damn slow!”

“We’re together on this,” noted Mathaniel, keeping an eye out as Casper made his way up.  “I should have thrown one of my weapons at her.” He shook his head and realized, “She…did fly, didn’t she?”
“Yes,” said an astonished Jedi Knight, now arriving. He thought for sure Rune was going to fall, or maybe try for the beams around the ladder if not to kill him. He looked to Juna and said, “Just when I’m used to the impossible being done something like that tops it!”
Someone important dawned on Juna. “Where’s my Husband?”

“Below, fighting the Hutts, but he’s coming.” Casper could see Juna’s change of posture, and there was a hint in the Force from her suggesting she was going to go to him. “We can’t let the Sith Lord rally.”

“Come on.” Mathaniel drew the others towards the ladder by quickly ascending it. The other two followed him to a gang plank that lead to an elevator. “Either we take the elevator, or take forever climbing up the ladder?”

“Teleportation,” suggested Casper.

Juna shook her head. “Too risky now. Every time I use it for myself it’s too much.” Though her stomach was knotted, there was an empty feeling of hunger slowly emerging from the mess. The two men’s Force signatures were sooooooooooooooooooooooo tantalizing…………
She pushed past them and entered the elevator car without another thought about it. Casper and Mathaniel followed suit and took note of her literally hugging a corner of the car, keeping herself far away from them. Casper studied the panel while Mathaniel kept a cautious eye on their ally.
Juna knew her friends were very worried about her; her hunger for their power was overly obvious. The Dark Side gave her excuses for taking their lives. Casper had a Jedi’s center while Mathaniel was courageous to the end; with both taken, she would find focus and the bravery to achieve victory!
The rising of the elevator shook Juna back to her senses. She suddenly realized taking the elevator was a mistake. Rune had them…

But then it stopped. The door opened to reveal they had reached the main attribute of the Adamant Array. The elevator itself was separate from the large parabolic dish, but while the dish was in the ‘affixed’ position the hardware was aligned for passage and the software allowed the car to stop on the dish’s interior surface. The three occupants of the vehicle exited. One them sucked in a breath.
The landscape was as clear as reality was going to make it in the growing late hours of the day. Before them all, a barren wasteland of durasteel and refined quasidrum; the quasidrum, the basic material used for the conduction of sensor energy, was shaped octagonally to fit the rounded structural terrain, packed together five meters apart. The heavens above, drenched in the red light of an approaching sunset, hovered over the bowl in a threatening leer. Though up very high, it felt colder than it should.
It was the first time any of them had been on Nal Hutta, let alone on the dish. To Juna, however, this place was a little all too familiar. Right out of her visions, the vision that had haunted her for such a long time until Naressa decided to leave them. She had little, certain confidence that her mother wasn’t coming; that Enothchild would survive the encounter with Darth Rune. Lone had she forgotten the confidence during the fight. Seeing destiny right before her very eyes, and the gnawing fears that had surfaced during the struggle against Rune, made certain the confidence would never exist again.
Casper and Mathaniel heard her sucking in her breath and regarded her. The became concerned with her darting eyes and frightened face. They were careful not to touch her, reaching out vocally.
“Juna, what’s wrong?” asked Casper. Mathaniel split his attention between Juna and their surroundings, but truth be told he was like the Jedi. Both could feel a great weight shifting in their dark side friend.

She shook her head and whispered, “He…he can’t come up here.” Juna shook her head more adamantly. “He can’t be here. My mother is coming.”

“What?” Mathaniel drew his attention fully around. “What’s she saying?”

“It makes no sense. Juna,” begged Casper, “the enemy is up here! Work with us, defeat Rune!”

Juna looked at Casper, still shaking her head. “He can’t be here!” The Dark Side flowed in and charged her up. “He can’t be! Not here! I…I have to take him away from here!”

“We’re too close to ending this!” Casper was beside himself with some anger, and it was not a Jedi anger. “Enothchild’s all right. I can feel him. He’s coming, Juna, stay here and fight!”

An echoing whistle split into their minds, drawing their attention towards its source. At the base of the modulating tower in the center of the dish, under the flood lights illuminate the base, was Darth Rune. She waved her hand and yelled, “JUNA, I KNOW OF THIS PLACE! IT’S WHERE YOUR MOTHER MURDERS YOUR LOVER!!”

Casper and Mathaniel felt the energies first and both yelled, “NO!” It was too late; Juna teleported away!
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 110.3

“Yeah, you better run,” Enothchild proclaimed loudly as a late arriving Hutt Monolith tank saw what remained of the initial strike force, turned around, and left the area immediately. He let others that wanted nothing more from him to run too; the examples of those who had sought his horned head were laying very still on the ground, their equipment not functioning. If the hordes of underlings had came at him at once Enothchild would had been finished. If they had any real leaders, not Hutts who hid safely behind their walls expecting a great Jedi march against their door, they could have rallied after such a rag tag, discombobulated start.
Still, Enothchild had to concede eventually the Hutts would find bravery out of cowardice. There would be a counterattack; it was only a matter of when and where exactly. If the Hutts discovered that Team Nal Hutta’s focus was on Jabba’s family palace, then they would be inclined to simply bomb it to ashes just to be certain the Jedi threat was dead. The defeat of Darth Rune was essential, but afterwards nothing was more important than turning the Republic back on. The array had to be intact and operational. He had to move quickly….
Juna’s presence preceded her arrival only a second later. She stumbled and collapsed in Enothchild’s arms. He was in shock to see her. “Juna!”

“We have to go.” Juna knew what she was saying, and it literally made her sick. Never did she ever dream doing this. Her flight instincts were working overtime, overwhelming her. It was worse than when she was a child, and back then so small and tiny and young at least she had excuses for being afraid. But she feared the vision coming true.
The words and tone of voice that spoke the words caused Enothchild to take a step back. Juna followed him, but Enothchild kept her an arm’s length away from him. “Go! Are you nuts! Where’s Casper and Mathaniel?”
“They’re fighting Faradi. We can’t win. We have to go.”

Enothchild fought away the buckling in his knees. It all gave away to the intensity very few ever saw from him; intensity normally reserved for the likes of Magus Prophet; Naressa got a dose of it a few years ago to start her on the road towards healing her broken heart; Helle got brief hints of it after their escape from Uiennar; King Veruna nearly got a percentage of it when he was being an absolute shit. It was the short of reaction that worried the many Jedi that never really knew the Vhinphyc Jedi Master, but they imagined Nadja Moranna at seven feet tall and weighing nearly four hundred pounds more than they saw the typical, tyrannical Vhinphyc. It was going to be Juna’s real first time experiencing it against her directly.

“I don’t believe you,” stressed Enothchild, unblinking, unwavering. “After all you have faced and suffered and sacrificed, you would leave two men up there to die!” He sounded more like the leader of men than the compassionate Master of the Force she and so many others have known. But when the time came, and he was always right when it came time to show it, he was no different from the generals, admirals, and other lines of leaders in the greatest books of Republic history. “No one is sacrificed on your whim! No one!”
“Enothchild, its hopeless…we’re not going to-.”
“I won’t hear it!” Enothchild grasped both her shoulders and shook her very hard. He wasn’t sorry for doing it; not one bit. “I won’t hear the bravest girl I have ever known throw two of her friends away because she can’t face her own fears! You never leave men behind! Never!”

“You’re going to die!” cried Juna. “You can’t go up there!” She reached up and grasped his face, pleading and begging with her eyes; eyes that only shined with tears, not with any power. “Mama’s going to kill you up there!”
Enothchild stretched out with his senses briefly. “Naressa’s not here!” He frowned deeply at her. “She’s not coming!” He shook her hard again. “Don’t let the dark side fool you, Juna! You control yourself; don’t let the power control you!”

“You can’t go up there! She’ll kill you! I’ve seen it!” Juna drew herself close to Enothchild and said, “You let her. You let her take your life for Force knows why. I can’t…I can’t let you let her touch you.”

“You’re not making sense!” He pulled her to his side and he pointed sternly up at the array. His touch was having the extreme jolts of shock again, at the levels before Juna had absorbed Prophet. “The only place I am going to is up there.” Juna began shaking her head. “I won’t let them die, Juna, not for some foolish excuse the dark side has cursed upon you!”
“Please, no!” Juna locked her body around his arm as he strode towards the compound. She got a poke again and let go in frustration. “You’ll die! You’ll die up there!”

“I can’t live if Rune succeeds in ruining our lives,” said Enothchild adamantly. He managed to his arm free from Juna’s grasp. “Either teleport me up there or leave me be!” He turned around when she had gasped at the thought. “You have no reasons to stop me from going up there! Search your feelings and give me your answer! Are you with us or not! NOW!”

Juna gulped under his hard glare, but his words of wisdom at the end made her think. The confusion subsided, much of the fear faded away. It was that Jedi mumbo jumbo she had grown tired of hearing Enothchild speak before. She could not avoid the words now, not with him forcing the words into her ears, giving her an ultimatum. Her energies went inward, searching her feelings, trying to discover the real root cause for her self-importance fear, trying to find her courage.
The thoughts of selfishness only returned. Many ideas flooded Juna’s conscious, all of them not good for the Republic, and not particularly good for Casper and Mathaniel. She had enough in her to teleport her and Enothchild back to the ship and, if need be, subdue him; Destiny would not be a problem. For once she would like Enothchild to agree with her Dark Reasoning; if he didn’t agree freely, since he was so blind to the pleadings of his wife, then as her spouse she saw no other choice. In a bizarre play on the role of married people taking care of one another, Juna felt she knew what was best.
Enothchild grabbed Juna by the shoulders, rubbed them, and said calmly but directly, “Well?”

The jolting power of his touch was more than the jolting power through the Force that hurt her. She wanted so much to leave, but his touch made her think again. She closed her eyes and tried very hard…

“Say something, Juna, time is short!” demanded Enothchild. He felt her energies coalescing within her. At first, he thought she was going to teleport them away; an idea that hit him pretty fast. He had thought to let her go. He did not; he held onto her firmly, hoping like hell that his heart, a heart that according to Juna and Naressa both swayed them off their feet, would convince her to refocus, regroup, and together they could go up there and win.
Enothchild’s heart did have an affect on Juna. She wanted to lay her head against his chest to hear it, to feel it, to give her more solace than it was with her at arm’s length from it. The pain jolts from his touch she could ignore when focused on the Heart; nothing bothered her as herself became much clear for her to see. She found the source of all her problems….
It wasn’t Rune.
It wasn’t the Dark Side.

Within the epicenter of her existence there was a life that was not her very own. She was responsible for said life, by the matters of circumstance and the matters of natural law. There, amongst all the injuries she had suffered and damages she had healed laid peaceful and alive, suddenly a reason to be alive.

Jolted again by pain, Juna took one of Enothchild’s hands and laid it against her stomach. Enothchild could barely, just barely, sense the life form within Juna that existed under the dark clouds of her existence, a tiny candle light of their combined hopes. The Force from his hands reached inside and touched the life, and the life signaled back to him.
“If you will not run for me,” Juna begged quietly, “then will you run for me and our baby?”

For a brief moment that felt very and unhealthy long, Enothchild Sarch found no reason to say no. He had no heart to go to the Adamant Array. He had no will to fight. He had no presumption to continue to admonish Juna Rapier for her lack of bravery and leaving friends behind. All he felt was the baby that now resided inside of his Wife’s womb. He thought of the fetus as nothing else. He saw it as life he helped created, life that would bring growth to the Force. A child, a real child of his own, so close to danger and so far away from drawing a breath. For a moment, he reconsidered Juna’s offer as legitimate.
Enothchild sighed loudly and stroked Juna’s bare stomach. There was no hint of what was going on under the toned stomach, except under his touch. He blinked a lot because the very thought that he was going to have a baby touched him and made him proud. He said quietly, “Our baby.”

Juna smiled at him sadly. She explained, “I’m…protecting it the best I can. I didn’t know, I swear I didn’t know I was pregnant until just now. It explains my need to be defensive. I came into this, ready to sacrifice all that I was to win.” She shook her head. “I can’t. I won’t let myself. Not with a baby on board.”

“Our baby,” repeated Enothchild contemplatively. He gave Juna’s tummy one more stroke and slowly took his hand off.

Looking at him with shiny eyes, Juna said, “I….I rather you run with me than fight one more war for the sake of galaxy that will never appreciate it. I don’t want to raise our baby without you. We have had that history in both our lives, where our full parentage isn’t there to see us grow up. I don’t want that trend to continue.”
She grabbed his hand and squeezed it. “I will regret this day with a heavy heart. But I will regret worse the day you die before our child ever gets to know you. There is still time, Enothchild. Please, come with me. Come with us!”

Enothchild returned the squeeze to her hand, and let go just as another jolt was going to get Juna. He stared at her with a true heavy heart of sympathy. He understood her point. Her reason made sense to him. He could not argue against it. She was right, they had to leave.
Then again, it was only a moment.

“I’m sorry, Juna,” said Enothchild with some regret that quickly faded with every point he was going to make. “But our child is not going to be born in this galaxy.” Juna couldn’t believe what she just heard from him. “Faradi will never let it happen. A child of our making will be too powerful for her to face.”
“But together,” began Juna to counter his point, “we can defeat her.”

“Then why not now?”

All the sudden Juna was tripped by her own logic. “But…my Mother….”

Enothchild waved her off with a shake of his massive head. He thought a little bit and said to her, “A woman once said to her people that ‘if now was not the time to strike against all that threatens to ruin what we had, what we have, and what we will be, then there will be no time to strike. For it will be too late, that in our incompetence to act, to accept what we have, to choose to ignore when many suffer in our place, our foes great and far, figurative and literal, will have all ready destroyed us’.”

Juna frowned at him and said, “My words on that were for another day!”

“And they ring so solidly sound to me on this very day!” Enothchild stood tall and proud in remembering those words Juna had spoke as Queen Angelleia. “They came from a woman who understood the reality of life better than any leader, any other politician, and even the stoutest of Jedi Masters. Evil such as the likes that threatens us up there begins the negotiations with the starting point being our deaths. We can never placate the likes of her, of this Faradi Rune that has done everything in her power to ruin us. She will not rest with our retreat, for wherever our eastern shore will be once we stop running she will be that black cloud that prevents our new dawn! We will never see it, and you a disciple of the wisdom and bravery of Nadja Moranna, knows true peace will never be achieved unless we have absolute victory here, now!
“Now is not the time for the greed of selfish self-importance. Our future will be determined by the sacrifices made right here, and I pity us if we forfeit this, our only chance for victory. In your heart, you know what I say is true!”
Enothchild turned away with proud, determined steps. Juna was quickly trying to follow him, begging, “No! Don’t go up there!! DON’T!”

“Either we finish this fight together, or you run!” Enothchild stopped, turned around and said to Juna, “And if you run, Juna, I beg that you run as far away as possible. The longer it takes Faradi to find you then perhaps our child will be strong enough to side with you and fight her.”

“NO! DON’T YOU GO!!!” She grabbed him, but touching him really burned her and made her let go. Enothchild didn’t bother to console her. “ENOTHCHILD!”
Enothchild jogged a few steps, and then with the Force augmented his incredible strength he leapt skyward and high with all of his might. He was somewhat conflicted: he hoped his jumping away would motivate Juna into positive action and get her to fight Rune; he hoped she would run away, and take their unborn child to safety. All that assaulted his mind only made him much more determined to win the fight. There was no future for them all if Rune won. It was why Rune must lose!
