EPILOGUE - At What Lengths…
In the beginning of the journey, much of it had been quiet as Enothchild kept to himself and neither Muriel nor Dizzy made any attempt to disrupt that solo reflection. It was not too long before he came to them and they talked about things and interesting events and items of interests. For Enothchild there seemed to be a lot he had to get use to now, and one of them was people's reaction to him leaving the Jedi Order; the reactions from the Arnes were more than he had anticipated. However they did not pursue that discussion any further; they had no say or stake in his decision like the Council or Yoda had, but they were still in a bit of disbelief even though he assured him that he was still a Jedi in practice. Take away the titles and legal statuses, but he continued to think and believe, and therefore would behave and believe to be, himself a Jedi. It was an extension of who he was, therefore a critical part of his natural being. 
Another thing he had to get used to he shared with Muriel; her longer hair. For all the time he knew her, and for most of her life since she was five, the red head wore simple short hair styles that required nearly no maintenance with a brush after she woke up or the wind blew with messy intentions; straight banes that framed her face that barely grew below the ears and laid straight and out of the way regardless of head movement. It wasn't because she liked short hair - actually, she liked short hair's no fuss advantages - but because it took away the disadvantage of long hair getting in her eyes when having to employ Guardian fighting maneuvers. Being a Guardian was now behind her with the disbandment of her Order, and she wanted to cover up the large chunk of ear she lost on the Orpheus that couldn't be replaced. Ear unseen by a full head of shoulder blade length, curling locks she looked totally different. Perhaps that was another sign of changes in the universe.
On a related note to her former agency, she did reveal to Enothchild and even Dizzy for the first time - a fact that bothered her Sullustan husband who thought they shared everything - that she had the first and last contact with Guardian Head Master Ogwa Newhausen. She held back on revealing the knowledge as a matter of security and protection for all involved in ensuring the Vhinech's safety, especially if the Republic got curious and began to ask questions of those involved with the Battle of Sanctuary. With such investigations not looking their way and dying in the committees, and with the key figures all on the Falcon, she finally decided to reveal the contact event. 

In Dizzy's view it wasn't a whole hell of a lot as Muriel explained it. Upon agreement before arriving in Sanctuary, Oggie waited two months to pass before utilizing the HoloNet to send a private message from points unknown in the form of a solicited advertisement. The ad was for a well known travel agency, one that Dizzy been looking into to book their latest getaways. Little did he know that the day of contact that the little ad jingle phrase of 'so far, so good' was actually Oggie talking to Muriel; the phrase didn't exists in any of those advertisements before or after that. Simple, it said it all except how many Vhinech survived and more importantly where the hell they were, which kept to the strategy of leaving others out of it and Muriel in the dark where they relocated. What bothered Dizzy, though, was the extremes his wife took; a little too much cloak and vibroblade, thus it made his smuggler's paranoia come screaming back wondering if they were being watched. Enothchild assured him that it wasn't so, but that didn't make Dizzy's nervous eye stop twitching at all. If they were being watched those watching had to be extra careful; Muriel was successful in obtaining a limited carry and conceal weapons permit through the several legalized weapons-use guilds recognized by the Republic. She didn't have as must leeway as a Guardian, but she admitted she didn't need to kill someone to prevent them from hurting a single being.
Luckily, as the tripped continued and Dizzy and Muriel explained, that fact wasn't put to the test as they did the best they could to put their own personal lives in order. On Dizzy's side of it the dip in the markets wrecked havoc on their nest egg of loot that he checked in with some contacts, behind Muriel's back, about one side job….or two. They weren't that bad off, but he was overly careful. The news in the Fringe was either exciting or down right too smecking scary depending on an individuals' moral point of view. The 'great news' was that anything in the black market - or in exclusive circles better known as the void trades - was in high in demand, interests, credits, and who in power wanted it; practically a grandmother with a skipper with no smuggling experience could jump in and score good. The bad news was most of it was of the most lucrative, and therefore the most dangerous, wares, such as glitterstem, high-kill weapons to short lived colonies, and slavery. And even worse news was most of the jobs came from Yabbula the Hutt; the gangster was really putting a push on anything and everything illegal, as if other criminal organizations like Black Sun, or war proliferators like the Trade Federation just didn't exist.
Thankfully for all involved Dizzy didn't go down that road and the Sullustan was careful not to even start a rumor of interest; word was dropping hints earned you a visit from the Hutt's extended underlings; kind of like a peer pressure visit, which is unprecedented and bold for any criminal figure to do; for all they know they're talking to undercover officer of the law. Such boldness was one of the reasons that made Zorba the Hutt vanish and put Yabbula in charge in the first place, but Yabbula was one screwed up Hutt, and it was the Hutts that labeled him so before anyone else. 
For sure, in Dizzy's opinion, Zorba's son Jabba was going to handle things but for whatever unspoken reason the elusive and long time enemy of Nadja Moranna was given the mantle of control; not that anyone with real ethics really preferred one Hutt over the other. Normally even though Hutts love to bask in their own glory they prefer to stay off the attention radar of powerful nations that might just have the resources to make the Desilijic crime family, or any Hutt crime family, look only as mighty as a family. Yabbula, on the other hand, was making himself plainly obvious and daring anyone to take a chance. Why that was even made Enothchild join Dizzy in nervous eye fluttering alone. 
For all that was once involved the worries passed for they were no longer involved. The trip which was more about Juna Rapier than the state of their own lives was mute on the main subject until practically the last few minutes of the trip. The four day journey in hyperspace ended with the normal relaxation of white tunnel to streaking star lines to pinpricks of glow that gave Naboo a different backdrop than just the black void of space. Enothchild looked upon the planet as it grew, and for some strange reason he expected something different; a change in Naboo, perhaps based on the last time his eyes fell upon Naressa. Four months later, four months in which the Sith Maiden had returned to the planet with her daughter in the new ghostly like appearance of darkness and a subtle increase of strength, and nothing had really changed. The idea was right up there with Pirus Krendel still being alive; a total surprise. 
Or perhaps the 'Jedi prejudice' against anyone of a dark side nature still clung to his mind. Unfair it was for him to think such things under the circumstances, and that compounded the dread that has been building up inside him ever since he left Coruscant. To see Naressa, the woman that had carried his child. And to see Naressa once again in a very vulnerable state. The others still didn't know about that, and felt it was only fair to talk to Naressa first about the loss of the child.
Yet, there were some questions that needed to be answered. Not right away. But some like…
"So…why?"

Enothchild turned away from his thoughts and looked over at Dizzy sitting in the pilots chair while he sat in the co-pilots chair; Muriel was just getting up from a nap in their room and would be joining them shortly. Dizzy had just finished with Theed Aerospace Control and had filed their landing plans for their destination Rapier Manor when he asked the short, yet confusing question. "What?"

"You and Naressa," Dizzy clarified for the record. The question could have been either that or him quitting the Jedi Order or why Vhinphycs can eat the most disgusting stuff found rotting in the Millennium Falcon's refrigerator if they sprinkled enough battery acid flakes on it. However it was the 'the' question everyone apparently didn't want to ask until curiosity was about to give them a heart attack. This was affectionately known, at this point, the 'just between us males' discover motion. "I mean…you know…why?"
Enothchild could see his reluctance to ask, knowing full well why Dizzy was so and it had nothing to do with the red head he married; well, maybe a good part of it. The Sullustan had admitted some juvenile observations about Naressa in the past; he hated to say them, but the curiosity was just too much to stop it.
Curiously he thought he knew why only a few months ago, but the answer was eluding Enothchild now. So, he answered with a question. "Why you and Muriel?"

Dizzy didn't seem to like the question with the way his upper body danced, but then he said, "That's fair I guess. I shouldn't question another dude's motives if I can't take the same abuse. Me and Muriel?" Enothchild nodded. "I thought she was something more than an uptight broad she would have liked to be. That behind the culture and manners and all the weapons of war at her disposal was a gal who didn't want the norm. She wanted different to go with the charm and the appeal."
"But she didn't find it and therefore settled for you?" Enothchild questioned in joke.

Dizzy looked at him slyly and said, "You're damn right." He dropped his ship in the atmosphere. "Waitaparsec…..was that a joke?" Enothchild nodded. "Oh." He looked on and shrugged his shoulders while his friend just chuckled. "Well, I think she didn't like what was out there for her. No offense to the Nubians but there's some that can be tighter than a of size 5 tunic on an old fat Hutt. If they ate coal…"
"They would shit out a diamond."

"Hell no; the damn thing would still be stuck up in there." He cleared his throat before continuing. "Anyways I think she realized I was the perfect butter for her hot Alderaanian-Nubian muffins."
Enothchild smirked and said, "I see." Nothing against his friend, but the Vhinphyc wasn't going to look at muffins the same way again for a while; just a little too much substance about butter in that. 
"Naressa said its fate," mused Dizzy. "Sometimes, things happen because they do, and sometimes folks are meant to be together." He looked at Enothchild. "Sooooooooo………"

Enothchild finally realized two things; Dizzy was questioning him again and the very reason he gave Nue was brought forward from the cellar of forgetfulness. "Oh, um……I would say that may be true between us." He raised his eyebrows. "In a lot of ways we're alike."

Dizzy frowned, took one look at him, looked dead ahead, and said, "I can't see how. I mean…me and her have more in common."

"Really?" Enothchild crossed his arms over his Jedi tunic and robed chest. "You know both of us. Where do you have more in common with her?"

With an arrogant eyebrow cocked high on his big head, Dizzy looked at him and said, "Well………do you know how to speak Corellian?" Enothchild made a face, but the Sullustan shouted. "HA! Well I do." He quickly added. "And the Force don't count; just because I can't use it doesn't mean I don't have it; you said it yourself Force knows how many times." 

There was a brief silence as they passed through the clouds. Enothchild wasn't going to get into any ball busting over what was a bit of personal matter to him. Dizzy wasn't trying to be mean or anything; it was just the immaturity from a rough childhood slipping in every once in awhile. 
Actually in a sense Enothchild, Dizzy, and Muriel shared a common factor with Naressa; for most of their lives they were brought up by one parent. For Enothchild it was Anka-Dee Sura'brio; Yoda was a foster father, but he wasn't there all the time; perhaps only one or two percent of his upbringing. Dizzy's mother left him and his father high and dry on Sullust so she could plunder the galaxy, or at least the fringe. Muriel - very few people knew of this, and she didn't tell the select others that did know until very recently - was born out of wedlock between a prostitute of a mother and a nomadic assassin of a father; wouldn't know it by the way the red head behaved; the mother changed her ways and the results showed with what Muriel had become and accomplished. And Naressa apparently lost her mother on Corellia when she was born and was raised by her father on Naboo.
Dizzy took a look over his shoulder as Muriel came in, watching her gestured to Enothchild to keep his seat, and asked, "Hon, would you say Enothchild and Naressa were alike?"

Enothchild turned in his chair and gave Dizzy a look first before looking at Muriel for an answer; so much for keeping it between guys. But it was a given that the two had been talking about it ever since he told them at the Nubian Consulate so many months ago about he affair. Clearly as friends of everyone involved they were trying to come to gripes with it. Perhaps decide which side to take.

"I don't think Enothchild wants to know what I think about that," Muriel said diplomatically and with enough hint in her voice to tell her husband to drop it. Unlike Dizzy, Muriel could be to the point with matters. She was still Enothchild's friend, and it was that reason why she said what she said.

"It's been this trip and four months," said Enothchild looking her dead in her purple eyes. "I can take it."

Muriel stared at him for a few moments, and he could feel her tone down her emotions so she wouldn't sound too rude; it still came out venomously nonetheless. "You're both liars. Deceivers. The both of you are afraid to tell the truth sometimes. Tell of things that are very critical but only at the worst times. So yeah; you two a very much alike."

Dizzy made a low noise and said, "Hey, what's on the radio."

Enothchild nodded and pointed out, "You're right. But as a friend I thought you and Dizzy would have told me about Juna's feelings."

Muriel nodded in agreement, then said with a straight at him point tone, "I wasn't the one sleeping with my best friend's mother and kept that from her now was I?"
"Okaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaay, found a station," Dizzy cheered out. It was a broadcast band with tons of static, but he didn't care. He felt like static noise; something that started and continued headaches and frustrations in people because he brought it up. Besides that the immature side of his brain was cleverly constructing a very vivid fantasy visual based on Muriel's last statement, replacing 'wasn't' with 'was' for clarity. For that he listened to the noise from the speakers intently so the only noise that came out of his mouth while he slept tonight was squelch and not any adult-rated thoughts that would get him killed.
Muriel and Enothchild stared on for a few more seconds, and then she loosened up and put a hand on his arm. She said, "I have no right to be mad at you. Or at Naressa. Juna does. If she recovers she will be mad at the both of you for a very long time." She squeezed his arm a little. "She doesn't deserve such pain in her life, she is too good a person and she's been through enough. But to be fair, and fairness is cruel, she can't blame you for what Prophet did to her. She's a smart woman, she should have known better to let this corrupt her thinking. And she should have told you her feelings a long time ago; just as much as you and Naressa should have told her."
Enothchild nodded, and he nodded with relief and understandingly thankful that Muriel wasn't going to hold it against him. There were times they butted heads when it came to Juna, a combination of professional and personal views. Mutually they had the same goals and purpose and that was why they didn't kill one other outside civility and common sense when their outlooks didn't jive; recent example was the idea of Enothchild bringing Juna before the Jedi Council; Muriel believed Juna wasn't emotionally ready. Perhaps she was right, and that made Muriel at times the perfect devil's advocate; he appreciated her opinion.
"In hindsight I should have told her after she was attacked by Qualeggoes," conceded Enothchild. "Her attitude then was intolerance towards holding back the truth. Then that night she kissed me…" He played with his hands a bit nervously, and Muriel noted that. "I…I honestly couldn't stop her."
"Don't take this the wrong way, Sarch, but I've known too many old buddies of mine who used that same excuse when they're being sued for child support," pointed out Dizzy. 
"I believe you," said Muriel with a lot more compassion in her voice than her husband; real understanding based on everything they knew.

"I did try to explain, before and after the kiss," he continued on, surprised by his own sudden release of cantor. "She never gave me the chance."

Dizzy sighed aloud and said, "That's up there with the likes of 'she's a magnet and I was steel'. Or 'I slipped, I fell, she was there-.'"

"Dizzy!" Muriel barked at him in disapproval. "You're not helping!"
"Hey, I'm not saying he isn't being truly sincere here. But if I were Juna, or any woman in this situation, I wouldn't necessarily buy what he's selling." He squirmed a bit in his seat and quietly mumbled. "That is if she's awake now."
And that brought a needed silence, forcing everyone to settle back and look out the window. Their conversation was a little late in coming; for now Rapier Manor was filling the view. They found that landing was no problem whatsoever. In fact they were expected, so said the all too familiar voice on the other end of Greta Culla, the Manor's head servant.
In the docking bay, the trio emerged from the Millennium Falcon. To their surprise they were greeted by Cessa Evannava Ferngully. The last they heard collectively - Dizzy and Muriel more in the loop of that information circle than Enothchild - both she and Deannta were still getting over the trauma of their captivity that featured them being lobotomized and reprogrammed slaves of Magus Prophet. The trio's brief examination of the two four months ago after Sanctuary was one of sympathy for they both looked horrible. Enothchild was really bothered back then by the way the Force acted with them, a byproduct of the lobotomy causing intermittent stop and goes in the Force flow process. Even in this age of invention and cure such a thing was irreversible.
And yet with Cessa that wasn't the case. Gone was the hollowness of her eyes and dire appearance; before them was a complete and functional woman, glowing and healthy and sporting a conservative shades of black dress, with no signs of having been through hell let alone the lobotomy that robbed her of her free will; Enothchild knew her before then, and she was right back to normal. That made them look at one another for just a brief second, for it didn't take anyone to be a Jedi to see that Cessa was more or less cured.

"Ah…Cessa, hi," said Muriel delicately. "This is a surprise."

"Hello Muriel, Dizzy," she said with a little smile. She then gave Enothchild a little bow of her head, her still growing yellow locks only momentarily covering her face; really the only sign left of her forced slavery, having her head shaved so she could be lobotomized, and metaphorically with growth of hair such evidence fades away. "Master Enothchild, it's so nice to see you."
"Cessa," he said in return, not necessarily going to refer to her by her former titles of prime minister (of Evramora) or secretary. "I'm surprised to see you here."

"Actually I was just here to see Juna; I had just returned from Isieria." The blonde gestured towards her ship that was parked not so far from where they landed.
"Isieria?" questioned Muriel with a cocked eyebrow. "Eh…how was it there?"

"I wish I could say it was fun, but I spent most of the time there with Horatio's family." Cessa grimaced in her smile a bit, and it appeared she was going to cry a little as she was referring to her late husband's family. But to Muriel's further surprise she just sighed it away. "I had to tend to his affairs and clarify a lot of matters that developed from everyone thinking I was dead."
She smiled again, but it faded away a little as the subject changed back to here at Rapier Manor. "I was hoping Juna was awake now. Maybe celebrate her birthday; even if it's a month or so late. You know, just to get her mind off of things. Unfortunately she's still in a coma. Having just seen her…" Cessa paused for a moment and collected herself. "I can't thank her enough for doing all she could to rescue me and Deannta. Deannta is doing fine by the way. She's all ready looking for political opportunities on Corellia."
"That's great," said Dizzy. 

"So, where are you off to now?" asked Muriel, which gained her a look from Dizzy.

"Theed. I have a lot of work to do for the Rapier Clan with the term limits amendment. It's the least I can do for Juna's heroism and Naressa curing me."

"Curing you?" It was too much like a rhetorical question, and Enothchild knew it when it left his mouth. It was a question that seemed to be need an answer, and if let alone it would become a want of curiosity.

"Master Jedi," Cessa began gently, and then slipped into a form of slyness. "I think we can all privately agree that when pieces of one's brain is poked, prodded, and removed it would take more than what medical science can offer at this time." She leaned forward and mused quietly as if to share in a secret. "The Force and Naressa move in mysterious ways."
Cessa decided to leave them with that thought and headed for her small, private Stubby Boat. As she was making her way and Greta was now just entering the hanger, the three new arrivals gave each other looks and didn't bother to make haste to meet up with the much older woman that would escort them to Juna and Naressa.
"That…couldn't be Cessa," said Muriel with a shake of her head. "I mean that wasn't even Cessa ten years ago."
"And Naressa left herself open," pointed out Dizzy, clearly seeing everything that just happened there in relations to what Naressa never seemed to reveal in the past outside the circle of friendship. 

"Actually Naressa revealed her and Juna's Force abilities at Uiennar, but everyone that was practically in the room and listening at the time died," reminded Muriel. "Still…"
"She didn't blank Cessa's mind," finished Enothchild, his brow bunching up with this little bit of odd curiosity. If they didn't know for certain and just speculating it appeared that the Sith Maiden who didn't want anyone to know who she really was and spent all her life hiding herself from galactic view was now being blunt about it. Granted she wasn't going around and boasting like Yabbula the Hutt was with his blatant illegal activities, but Enothchild was so certain after Sanctuary that Naressa would be doing wholesale damage control of some kind. 
Letting Muriel's point about Cessa toy around in his mind Enothchild was prepared to use the Force to scan the young woman's mind before Cessa got too far away; her ship's repulsorlift generators were just coming on. Was there more going on then met the eye? Naressa did had the power to destroy a planet, so healing a damaged mind didn't seem all that far fetched. On the other hand the mind of individuals was a delicate matter so complex that many a Jedi Philosopher spent more than their own lives trying to map out ever detail any piece of science equipment missed; particularly the way it worked with logic and emotion and spirit more than general biological function. 

But just as he was about to do, Enothchild found a growing guilt within him and said aloud, "Wait. Why should that worry us?" Muriel and Dizzy gave him confused looks. "I admit I immediately had the thought that this was…some sort of plot. Don't tell me you two didn't."
They looked at one another, and then Dizzy scratched his head. "I…kinda see your point. I mean it's unfair, man: Naressa is our friend, and here we are…" He shook his head.

"So what changed your mind?" asked Muriel, whom seemed to have a great deal of concern and skepticism. 

"It wasn't what I thought after that, it's what I feel," said Enothchild emphatically. So bold it was the red head found herself in a position unable to challenge it further. It did bother him on some level, and it was traced to his Jedi roots and not necessarily what he felt in the Force about it; the Force showed him no danger or hidden agenda or even yet some form of mind control on Naressa's part on Cessa. "It's what I know about Naressa."

Dizzy pointed out sarcastically, "Yeah: planet killer one day, faith healer the next. If I were a Jedi I would be worried about my job."
"Master Enothchild," said Greta, her announcement breaking up the small meeting before the Vhinphyc asked the Sullustan to clarify that last point. The elderly woman looked far older than the almost two years Enothchild had last saw her; she sported more wrinkles on her face, walked more slowly, and had more of a slouch in her posture. Yet if he were a betting man judging by the strength in her voice he would bet she was still the Human and female version of Nue Cadabel but with less crankiness and a tad more compassion; no way was she as frail as she appeared.
Still, she sported worry from her compassion. "I am so glad you are here. You are so needed."
"I appreciate the sentiment, Greta." The old woman than grabbed his hand was practically trying to drag him. "Ah…what's the matter?"

"What's the matter? Oh my God it's finally happened, you have been around Captain Arnes too long it's made you daft."

"Hey!" exclaimed Dizzy.

Greta was dead serious and kept tugging at Enothchild's hand, but in all honestly they couldn't move any faster than she could go. "What's the matter!" she repeated. "You were there! That monster mutilated little Juna! You're here to help her. Heal her. Make her well." She began to stop tugging and pulling on his dark brown Jedi robe. "You…you can make her well, please."
Enothchild carefully grabbed hold of the woman, and every pretense of strength she once had was now gone. He brought her close to his body and consoled her sobbing form, and regretfully he said, "There is only so much I can do. I'm sorry. So it isn't an immediately emergency?"

Greta looked up at him in a panic, ready to spew some more emphatic facts in her view. That changed shortly before another word was spoken, and she nodded her head to affirm his current suspicion. Enothchild began to escort the woman delicately with Dizzy and Muriel trailing behind; they all knew where Juna was. And it was a good bet Naressa was there with her.
"It's so unfair," Greta mumbled. "The Misses has done so much to wake her up. She has spared nothing, and it isn't enough." She looked up at Enothchild and remarked in astonishment. "I saw what she had done for Lady Ferngully and Lady Dresser. I……I have seen her done so many things before, but nothing as miraculous as to heal those two lovely children. But what is good for her baby's friends don't seem to work on her very own child. She is doing everything else, whatever she can. It's just not enough."

'There is even a limit to what Naressa can do as well," noted Enothchild with pure sincerity. "No matter the fortune or knowledge, chance and circumstance can be a greater power. The Force especially, as you know she can use, is affected by it as well. She's got to be careful in touching Juna." He looked over at Muriel and she nodded; no one had heard whether or not the Force coma had been downgraded to a normal coma, hence why Naressa couldn't use her abilities to heal Juna.
"No, no, you're wrong Master Enothchild. In the beginning that may have been so, but recently Lady Naressa has been holding Juna dearly every night, praying silently for her to awake." Greta mumbled quietly, "Sometimes I don't know what she's saying when I overhear. Often…it sounds like black witchery. She scares me when she speaks so devilishly."
Dizzy shook his head and had to say something while being insulted by Greta earlier was fresh in the air. "For crying out loud, Greta, Naressa is speaking Old Corellian! They curl their annunciations." He just didn't like what she was saying period; writing it off as an old woman whose childhood by the cold, cold lake was just filled with end of the week campfire stories told by smelly seamen all ready waaaaay past their fifth shot of whiskey. "Superstitious hocus pocus don't help anyone here."
"I may not know Old Corellian, Captain Arnes," she barked at him furiously, "but I know my Lady and that is not some native language she is speaking!" Greta wavered a bit. "Or at least I thought I did. It is her, but she looks so…strange to me." A tear dribbled from her eye when she looked up at Enothchild and said with regret. "Evil. She is…so white. Often the rooms are chilly in which she occupies and it is far colder than any feeling of death. And her eyes! Her eyes are curses when she looks at you, and for your information Captain Arnes I'm not the only one that feels like a mouse out in the hay fields ready to be eaten by the predator when she looks at someone.

"Yet despite all that, it is still my Lady Naressa, and she is still Lady Juna's mother." Greta sighed, calming herself from her slow growing terror in retelling matters that have clearly spooked her. No longer did she tremble in Enothchild's touch, and both Dizzy and Muriel could see she wasn't as afraid as before. "In spite of her words being strange and appearance unusual, her love and devotion to her child is stronger than before. I fear, though, what would happen if she lost her all together."
She finally stopped and removed herself from Enothchild's grasp when they reached the Walls of Vision, the central location of the massive mansion decorated with portraits and statues of Rapiers of old. "My loyalty to this family was once without question. Now, as every day passes, I find weaker and less convincing reasons to stay." Greta turned and strolled away from them, whispering, "God forgive me" to no one in particular. 
It was clear to the three new arrivals that the old woman had been wrestling with her conscious for quite a while since Naressa's 'resurrection'; she couldn't take it anymore for the questions were too hard for her to answer or comprehend. She wasn't alone, but they were to the infirmary; only a short walk to the east of the rose garden monument honoring the late Bendian Rapier.
The medical ward in Rapier Manor was one of the rooms one could count on one hand that was not oversized excluding closets and other maintenance areas; the ceilings were low and the rooms not as spacious as Naressa's old room for example, but it was three times as well protected as all the other rooms and those other rooms weren't lax in its defenses. It was, like any hospital or sick bay, a collection of separate suites for independent stays; each suite shaped similarly to a sliced pie hard connected to a large rotunda and within the walls rotunda was several fully equipped emergency operation suites, various treatment and extraneous rehabilitation centers and large scale bacta tanks prepped and ready to inject only the best in bacta solutions; Enothchild ought to know he spent time here after Rapier Manor Battle ten years ago. He just wished this was only a visit down memory lane.
In the inner observatory ring anyone can look into any of the rooms through the transformable observation glass when the privacy mode was not on; when on the plates darkened to black and hence became a blocking wall. It was not very long for the group to reach the room in which Juna occupied, and of course she wasn't alone. They stopped for a moment, taking the time to think about going in and interrupting what they were seeing; in a very large bed were the two Rapier women, with Juna lying on her back while Naressa laid on her side next to her, draping an arm and some of her black cloak across her daughter's body in a weak, only in grip not in emotion, hug.
Complicating the decision was the telling object that encompassed all of Juna's head from the neck up. It was practically a tank-like device similar to a rebreather helmet ocean bottom explorers would use in the Nubian Seas. Tubes of various capabilities linked to and from it, supplying air for the least part but the rest were a mystery. Enothchild garnered that it had something to do with the damage to Juna's face and skull, and if so it told the severity of the damage Magus Prophet had done to her even four months after the fact. 

Enothchild glanced up, and he could see the continuous feed of Juna's vitals as well as the status of each injury Juna incurred; the list was long, numerous, and would cause question of anyone how Juna could have survived. Most read in green letters 'normal' while others were gray, which meant although for the most part the injuries were healed there were complications that ranged from limited range in motion physically to appearance disfigurement; it meant that there could be no further medical treatment, for all that could be done was done; with her unconscious, Juna's ability to heal with the Force was impossible, but even then with so much damage there was even doubt that the Force could do anything if not a little. There was irreparable damage done to her hips and lower spine, her neck was broken and was in the latter stages of post operative fusion, and she completely lost her right eye. 
Treatments were listed and the mystery of the head tank was solved; it was being used with a special bacta-like formulate to actually reconstruct Juna's face molecularly; something never done before. The set up was similar to the bacta cast Muriel wore after she broke her arm at Uiennar save for the specialized solution; to maximize treatment without having to dunk an entire body in a bacta tank for long periods of time. Also her body was undergoing a form of physical treatments via an exoskeleton suit hidden under her bed gown that continuously fired nerve impulses and stimulated muscles in conjuncture with a running simulated environment program; kind of like teasing the muscles into thinking Juna was moving. Unlike other similar set ups this one worked directly into every facet of the muscular environment and reduced the atrophy ratio considerably; theoretically reducing the time for muscle rehabilitation and would aide her in movement until she was to a point physically where she didn't need it; in short she could walk and use her arms immediately after waking up, eliminating the confining need for a repulsor chair.
Her overall status read too plainly to curb down any optimism: Stable (comatose - disassociate brain activity). With that note Enothchild reached up and touched the screen, highlighting the words to view the evidence of such conclusion. It showed a recorded scan of the right side of Juna's skull, and based on the scans a round, curved, and large object had entered her right orbital socket and carved a cavity upward through the brain pan; it indeed with a rounded point just within the realms of Juna's brain and too damn close to the region of the brain known only as the Jedi's Harmony region. If the impact was great enough - and there was enough consensus unspoken among them on who exactly was responsible for the wound and how it was inflicted to not make it even a guess - the stresses alone could cause damage throughout the brain. 
Taking in all considerations, Enothchild looked at Dizzy and Muriel. Both without head movement or sound approved of him going in alone. They had seen Juna like this, and given the circumstances that they knew of they were going to allow him to make the first move. 
It had been too long. It was long enough.
Enothchild entered the room quietly by pushing open one of the double glass doors; his choice of action was based on Naressa's sleeping appearance. Given what Greta had said and what he assumed since his arrival in the Nubian System was proven when he entered the room. He figured, as he approached the side of the bed opposite of Naressa, that the matriarch was drawing in every spare erg of her greater omnipresence whenever she was around or touching Juna. Did she do it, though, to prevent her Gessa from being infected or seduced by her darkness? Or did she do it because she feared that Juna still hated her, and by rejecting her mother's presence she would remain asleep to punish her for all she had done?
Pulling up a wheeled seat, Enothchild sat down and quietly observed both mother and daughter together. A piece of him shattered as the previous thoughts fell upon himself in all this: was Juna punishing him as well as her mother? Could she sense them both instinctively? If so they couldn't sense that. Then again he had some doubts that Juna would be able to use the Force again given the head injury she suffered even if she woke up now and spent the rest of her life in recovery.
He took one look at Naressa and reminded himself of two things: never underestimate the Force, and never take any Rapier woman for granted on anything; especially in both cases when it came to the expected and unexpected.
He sighed, hung his head in regret, and said…

"Not even a Vhinphyc can hold up the heavy weights of guilt and regret for so long." Enothchild looked up after hearing Naressa's calm, collected voice resonated from her cool, black lips. The hand that held Juna moved to repeatedly rub her shoulder, and very slowly Naressa opened her eyes. They were the familiar dark brown he knew as she stared at Juna; friendly and kind hues that were in contrast to what they had seen on the Orpheus four months ago. "Such weight has held you in place."
"For far too long," Enothchild said finally. "I couldn't just stay away."

"Nor would I have wanted you to," came her reply. "You dropped the weights, but like me you're still exhausted by the load." She closed her eyes and gripped Juna tighter. "Rest won't come until my Gessa awakes….and we find forgiveness in her presence. It's unfair for you to bare any burden here. She is not your child."

Enothchild leaned in and said with a lot of emphasis in the phrase, "I know."

Naressa held on to Juna silently, clearly there was a subtle change of tenor and atmosphere in the room. It bore sadness, but featured a new territory of truth to it. After a few moments of tension Naressa opened her eyes again, and this time there was the new eyes glaring back at him with slow movement; yellow and ominous, but they dealt out no chill or gave off any glow. The black disks of her pupils dominated the eyes, and it was there they held Enothchild's attention with him not so far from them now. It was in this notice he realized two unbelievable things. One was the lack of the surrounding light and surroundings as one would expect to see; the reflections of what individuals were seeing. The other was that despite that it wasn't absolutely true when it came to Juna; with his slightly opening mouth, he wondered in awe as the only image that reflected in her dark side eyes was Juna sans the helmet, all healed, and glowing like an angel. When all else was black in her eyes Naressa found her Gessa there within it to light her way, and it told a story as clear as the image that shined in those black holes where no other light could escape that the brightest Light of them all was the Light in which the Sith Maiden guided her ship with through the universe.
As he gawked, Naressa took note of Enothchild's on shaggy appearance, raising her head up with interest at his shaggy appearance. The Dark Side enhanced the shadow that was permanently added to his facial feature on the left side of his face. Highlighted, not even his growing beard could hide it from her Sithian sight. At first it had no real shape or subject matter and was localized in one spot, and the next moment it gained shape and prominence and gained more in definition and depth. It became a hand imprint, and finally it took the shape of a silhouetted flame.
She didn't like that; it said too much. She reached over and touched his face, whispering as she caressed his cheek, "Your face?" When she made contact, the dark energy that created it could now be felt; it faintly whispered anger in the air, tickling the lobes of her Sith Maiden ears. The Dark Side spoke of other grave things, and echoes of the far past began to resonate louder and louder in her mind; they were still far away, but coming closer with every nanosecond that past as she looked at the omen affixed on her former lover's face.
Unsettled by the touch, both in the sudden cold feel and the timing of it, Enothchild grabbed her white hand and move it away. He held on to it though to keep her focus on the upcoming issues he wanted to discuss. He felt it was the best time now; there would be more time ahead for him to be by Juna's side. It was best to get it all over with.
"We do need to talk, Naressa," Enothchild said quietly. "Not about my face. About us. You know what. You know why."

Ten years ago, maybe shorter than that, Naressa could have easily objected to such a minor demand. She couldn't anymore. Not to a man that meant so much to her family. His clout was tremendous because he proved his worth so many times, and yes they held together by a personal thread that could not be undone. 
Yet she feared leaving Juna for any length of time in spite of the increase presence of friends. Another examination of the room would tell any being that Naressa ate here, did all her work here for Rapier Technologies, and of course slept in the same bed as her ailing Daughter. If any being were to ask those of the house they would tell of her short, decisive trips from Juna's room to wherever in Rapier Manor to deal with any problem regardless who or what it was; if it required a painful solution, then she took it - not that anyone died or went through torture; there was other forms of pain such as firings, layoffs, and unfunded mandates. The temptation was there at times to levirate the problems with the most effective end solution, and such a solution would have sent the message to everyone else that had some minute, minuscule, or ridiculous problem and so ending such interruptions. If they all wanted an example of the lengths she was willing to go Naressa could just point in the sky, in the direction where Sanctuary once was, and emphasized the word 'was'.
Then she would think of her Gessa, and such dark solutions were found to be wrong again and therefore left unused. It was somewhat a shame that she couldn't bring her Gessa with her, simply for the calming influence. Not because she was going to get angry. Upset, yes, but surely not out of rage.
She looked down at Juna and said, "Not here. Not for long."
"Of course," said Enothchild, letting go of Naressa's hand. He watched her take the freed hand, grip Juna with it, and gave her a deeply loving hug; as if she did it to defy the blanket of darkness her daughter was under, to make her daughter feel anything but numbness. How it must pain the mother who was afraid to channel more of herself into her only child; she was holding so much back of her presence, he thought for sure Naressa should have popped like an over-inflated balloon, or show the signs of one under heavy strain.
It peaked his curiosity a little.

Naressa gave Juna's shoulder a little kiss, followed by some words Enothchild barely picked up. She let go, stood up, and shut down the bacta helmet which began the removal cycle; even with the circulation and continuous air processing the helmet had to be removed every sixteen hours to allow the individual's facial pores to breathe and ensure unnecessary pressure buildup within Juna's brain. She adjusted her very expensive and stylish cloak, drawing up her hood to give her intentions of going outside in the open air. She took note of Enothchild's limp and said, "Oh. I forgot."
"It's nothing," he assured her. "We both need some air anyways. You look like you could use some."

"Contrary to what anyone may have told you I don't spend every moment down here," she assured him back. "Sometimes I'm away as much as a half hour." Enothchild smirked just a little at that only because despite how fruitless that sounded it was admirable of her not to leave Juna's side. Naressa smirked back, her smirk more profound than his of course, and said, "I know for a fact you have me beat in the hand holding department."

The two exited the room and was immediately greeted by Dizzy and Muriel. The two seemed just a tiny bit uncomfortable with Naressa and Enothchild exiting together, but the other two expected such feelings even from there friends, even under the circumstances. Enothchild couldn't really say nor do anything that could persuade them to alter that first thought; obviously Naressa has tried, or had tried, for the last four months. What Enothchild missed, however, was the glare Naressa gave Muriel, and in some ways after a few moments the red head didn't dare return it.
"Thank you for bringing Enothchild here," Naressa said to the married couple. "I'm in your debt again. You both are taking up so much of your personal time, I'm embarrassed."

"Nothing to it, Naressa," assured Dizzy friendly in words and spirit. "We know the big lug here couldn't stay away, and we know you would have wanted him here."
"Added to all that has accumulated I don't think I have a credit amount in mind to repay you, Arness." Naressa thought for a moment, then suggested, "I know you two are looking into adoption. Perhaps I can help you in that endeavor tremendously. Speed up the process. Give you land and home to raise the family."

Dizzy smiled a little, but Muriel cut him off and said, "Thanks, Naressa, but we couldn't let you do that."

"Surely the rest of your life is more important, Muriel," said Naressa. This time there was no mistaking the exchange of glares between the two women. Dizzy just turned away a little, but Enothchild looked at it with an analytical frown. "This here is not your cross to bare. You have plans and a husband to help carry them out. All I offer is the means to ensure success in that regard. You shouldn't pass them up."
"Sometimes the first good thing to come down the road in a long time isn't," replied Muriel smoothly.

Naressa closed her eyes for a second and shook her head twice. Before she left she said, "Say that after gaining something meaningful for once in your life, preferably after you have had a child of your own. Stop pretending you’re my Gessa's mother; you suck at it."

If that wasn't a woman's version of kicking another woman in the balls metaphorically Enothchild and Dizzy didn't know what was; the Sullustan noticeably winced like he just got hammered in the crotch by a Magus Prophet foot in response. It had its affect because Muriel paled and a bit of fury swelled in her stomach. Naressa didn't see it because she was well on her way out of the ward, not even registering hidden anger or joy over what she said; she wasn't proud in what she said either.
Enothchild looked at Muriel and asked, "What was that all about?"

"Ask her," she sniffed, cradling her arms. Dizzy grabbed hold of her from behind to console her. "We won't be around."

Obviously he missed something, and he could see Dizzy wasn't thrilled that his wife and Naressa were not getting along. Why that was eluded both males to an extent; as far as they knew they were past the old problems of ten years ago, where Naressa thought that Muriel was stepping on her motherly toes. Clearly the angst between them was great enough to test the friendship they had built over the years, and therefore Enothchild could see why there wasn't much of a need for them to stay. In truth in regards to Juna's condition nothing much had changed.
But damn it why and how did things get so impersonal. 

"I'll talk to her. Stay. Please. As long as you can." Enothchild didn't want this to go on any further.

"We will for a little while," assured Dizzy. "For Juna anyways." He said that, but it was clear he wanted to throw Naressa's name in there somewhere, but Muriel's hurt feelings circumvented that line of sentencing. Clearly there was only one side he could be on.

Enothchild gave a nod of gratefulness and said, "If you do go, I will understand. But stay. I may have much to talk about to you both."

He turned and left, and he found quickly that Naressa hadn't waited for him. Then again he knew where to go find her, and what they were going to talk about she didn't want to echo in the halls or linger in the enclosed air of the massive mansion. 
The moons of Naboo were out and all were full in the late autumn season night. The Tower Maze in the Garden of Mazes would be the perfect talking place. Enothchild walked, cutting through the Grand Library and its mass of book shelves, long wood tables with glassy sheens and its moonlit powered light guiding his way to the exit to the collection of mazes located in the rear of the grounds. From the rear steps his eyes saw the black silhouette of the Tower Maze standing above all that was around, and very slowly one by one from its portal windows clean, bluish illumination shined forth as the embedded sensors detected the presence of someone climbing the steps to the top. He moved without haste, opening the iron gates and closing them behind him, taking the central route that connected all the entrance points of the other mazes together to the tower at the very center, and with focus and memory as an ally he followed the correct path upward. The Tower Maze was a three dimension maze after all, and what it did to disorient its challengers was illuminate all lights at the most highest achieved level and left them all on until it sensed no one scurrying about; it also threw off on purpose those who tried to follow and cheat. Like any maze it demanded honesty; ironic given the reasons for coming out to such an isolated monolith.
Reaching the top and exiting the open slot imbedded in the hard stone roof, Enothchild drew up his hood as the wind whipped its anger through his long hair and actually chilled his unprepared skin for a few moments; it would subside eventually as his body would instinctively heat up in response. The roof lighting was the same as the interior, but localized more in the center of the roof above the exit; not very powerful except during very dark nights thanks to the embedded sensors measuring the surrounding light field and providing the proper illumination; with the moons of Naboo there were nights where one wondered if the sun had set at all; paths were shown amongst the darkness, and the shadows defined everything with subtle clarity for those willing to look.
It didn't take him very long to see Naressa's hooded form standing close to the stone railed edge, looking out and away if Enothchild could judge expertly. Hobbling over, he took up a spot just to her right. It was difficult to judge her emotions beforehand; even outside she kept her presence tightly wrapped around her, as tight as the hug she gave Juna.

"I was too harsh on her," said Naressa, taking cue with his finally arrival, referring to Muriel. "But sometimes her judgments aren't treated with any wisdom."

"What about the truth?" questioned Enothchild. Granted, Muriel sometimes spoke before thinking, but sometimes - more than not - it’s the truth.

"It may be true, but does it make it right?" Naressa turned her head just enough to see him. "Whether she speaks it or thinks it, if she can't look at herself first in thought before she has a vocal or mental utterance then she has no business dispensing a pearl of thought as she sits over me or others in judgment." She worked her mouth around, trying to get the taste of that tongue lashing of sorts out of her mouth. "Sometimes I wonder why I hired her as Juna's Guardian in the first place. But…when I do I have to wonder too if any decision surrounding Juna was the correct one."
Enothchild heard this all before two years ago and pointed out, "We're never too old to learn from our mistakes."

Naressa peered downward and said, "Then why haven't I applied what I have learned all ready? Why do I when the very worst has happened? I'm smarter than this."

He looked down at her and then contemplated what she had said; deciding on what was the next course of action was here. What exactly could he tell her in response to what she said? Conversationally the circumstances smelled like a stank, and it multiplied with counterpoints to every point he could make. To be honest he had the same feelings, so he decided that a circulating conversation was what it was: talking in a circle, getting no where fast.
With that, Enothchild put his left hand on her right shoulder, not across to her left shoulder because he wasn't sure if that was prudent, and said, "Well…Muriel will get over it. So will you. Whatever the animosity the years you have known each other can overwhelm it."

She kept her attention away from him and said, "I hope so. But I'm certain she and Arness will be leaving shortly. For friends I can't have any better than them, but they are not blood. Not direct family. Their emotions have a limit, and for Juna it's been above that line for too long now. If they're not careful, it will splinter them." She shook her head. "I won't have them break up because they care too much for my Gessa. I won't."

Naressa stewed on that and added, "I won't have them break up because of me either. They mean too much for one another."

He agreed with that with a head nod, and he seized the opening. "And you and I?" That made her frown a little, and she didn't necessarily look at him fully when she did look at him so far. She was afraid to emotionally. 
"I'm grateful that you're here," Naressa said. "I don't know how much longer I can hold out. I fear what I may do to bring Juna alive again. And I'm terrified of what she will say to me for all that has happened." The memory of her Grandmother's parting words echoed in her mind and she said, "All because I did nothing to stop myself from hurting her."

Enothchild tugged Naressa to turn and face him, and she did. He said, "I did my part in that as well." She shook her head but he continued. "Don't. I know I was blind to her hints. I didn't acknowledge them because I was afraid of them."
"You would have realized it if I weren't in the way," she countered, and after she said that she bit on her lower black lip. She made no attempt to back away from that lousy point of view. "And in time you would have grown to embrace what she had to offer as a young woman. I got in the way of that. It was I who blinded you."
"Now that's the dumbest thing I ever heard you say," said Enothchild in annoyed tones. He reached up with his free hand and encouraged her head upward; a gentle touch and kind push, so they could finally look each other in the eyes. Naressa's yellow eyes held there own unique glow that barely shone in the dark; evidence she was holding back her power. Again, mysteriously and unsettling the black pupils held neither reflection of Enothchild nor the available light that was around. 
That is until her eyelids wavered from his stare, reflecting the pain she was going through looking him straight in the eyes. It was followed by glossy layer that slowly encompassed the surface of her eyes, drenching her eyelashes with wetness. The tears were revealed now by the light of the moon and betrayed all the strain she was putting herself through to keep from crying; all this by looking into his kind, sad eyes.
"If you and I must blame ourselves, or each other, for anything, it's that we weren't there for Juna and for each other. All of us." Enothchild sighed heavily and he could barely keep his eyes focused on hers now; so hauntingly hypnotic and full of sorrow. In some way it aggravated him, bringing up bitter questions he asked himself on Coruscant while in the jail cell so many months ago after failing to tell the Senate where Sanctuary was. If he didn't get the questions out of the way it would just hurt them both.

"Why didn't you tell me about our unborn child," he asked, and his voice cracked and betrayed his Vhinphyckian youthfulness. He stroked her head affectionately and asked calmly, "Where were you?" 

It was not accusatory, and he gave off the feeling to Naressa that if she didn't answer that last question it wouldn't matter to him. The other, however, was unavoidable. No matter what now there was no turning back. The truth would just as effectively hurt as lying. "I…I wanted to surprise you. I was….I was surprised by being pregnant. I swear I didn't know…..I didn't know I could be, not until you left did I found out."
"Shhhhhh, it's all right, I believe you," Enothchild said with calm assurance. As he assured her, he could feel the environment around them magically respond to her sorrow. He had bared witness to it before, for whatever reason this planet, at least, had climate changes that reflected her mood; the most obvious of them was heavy clouds when she was in despair and rain when she cried. The cool air turned frosty with the stronger winds as her tears seemingly increased the moisture content in the evening air. Impossible that her tears did it alone, but that still didn't quite explain why it was occurring in the first place. It wasn't something she directly controlled for her powers didn't extend themselves any further than they have in the past hour.
But it didn't matter why now.
"It's not all right," Naressa mewed quietly at first, and then she bit out. "It was foolish! Some immature, prank like idea my womanly sensibilities would have normally thrown up on. How…with what has happened….how can you say it's all right?"
"Because you had a reason more than the obvious," Enothchild said, injecting some of his reasoning into the mix.

"That's true," Naressa said, blinking the small tears away and finding some calm within the reasonable question. "You're mind was needed to hunt down the assassins at the time; locate Prophet and his loyalists. It wasn't needed on me." She squeezed her eyes shut as she stopped the thought. 

Or on our child they both thought collectively, convenient since they were holding each other now. Not too close, but still it seemed like no more a coincidence.
Naressa pulled herself away from Enothchild, only so she could speak without looking into his eyes any further. It was the only way for her to get through what she had to talk about for the next few moments. "I let my anger get the best of me. To go after Krendel like that was utterly stupid of me. I should have encouraged Juna to have restraint, but I craved to rip that man's throat out. I let the worst of me…" She curled her hands and fingers, physically shaping the form of Pirus Krendel's throat. As the thoughts entered they just as quickly left, and with a sigh she dropped her hands. "It’s the very part of me you hate. You should hate it. A Jedi should hate someone like me; a Dark Side creature that only acts and reacts, whose very actions ruin life in one way or another."

"That's acceptable on a debatable level," Enothchild said, but clarified, "that is if a Jedi were just that: a being called Jedi. A species called Jedi, solely dedicated to one aspect of the Force with no independent, objective will of their own to view and determine the facts. But that isn't true. A Jedi is the extension of a thoughtful idea. I for one only embrace the idea. What I am a thinking being of free will that chooses what I feel is right or wrong. If I can't have that ability, then I don't think I should live."

"But as man you have wished so much. There must be some part of you that detests what I have done."

"Only if you were to solely blame for what happened. You're blameless in this." He looked at her turn away, and for the light of him he just couldn't understand her. What in the hell was she expecting from him? "You have done nothing wrong, Naressa! Force, I can't even begin to imagine what you went through. I mean…look at you. You don't become this entirely different being in appearance because you chose to. I have no desire to be angry with you. If I did…………it wouldn't bring our child back."
Her body still turned, Naressa's hooded head turned back towards him just a little, her face still hidden in shyness. "You don't hate me?"

Enothchild finally let out a frustrated sigh. "No. I don't." He settled back down and continued. "Knowing what I know from Uiennar, from Sanctuary, from right here on Naboo I know you wouldn't intentionally harm anyone without good reason. Our child is no exception to that. Like with Juna, I can only imagine you fighting with every erg of your strength and will to save that life that was inside of you. That meant you had to embrace that darkness within you, but I don't blame that for your failure; even the Light has its limits. The Force in whole can be colder than the dark side itself and it had to be so very apparent here. I look at it this way: you didn't fail Naressa. Fate brought us together, it gave you the power to carry my offspring, and it was there to test us both by taking away at least one of two things we cherished the most even if I didn't know at the time.
"Failure would have been you and I not racing to Sanctuary to save Juna, the other of the two things. What this is, it's painfully tragic. However, I see it as a victory. We could have let it defeat us. It almost did, but we both came back. Light and dark, together as the Force meant it to be, as one success."

There was a few seconds of silence in which Naressa thought about that, which Enothchild spent that time telling himself over and over in his mind that what he said was the truth only because he didn't want pain and dread to push past it. There was just so much more to cover, things missing he couldn't fill in himself. He hoped that she could just turn around and fill in those blanks.

"She…forgave me." When she said that she could feel Enothchild shutter in shock after she paused to let those words sink in. Naressa turned towards him, her sad but beautiful face clear for him to see; younger than it ever had been before in his memories. "I have had this long settled in fear that rivals my fear of spacecraft, you know? That no matter what I do I will hurt someone and I will never be forgiven."
Enothchild inhaled deeply to clear his mind a little. Then he said, "Your father instilled in you a broader sense of compassion. It's evident when you care."
Naressa wiped at her face again and thought about that. "Yes. Although I have kept that broad compassion within a small group; a loving minority of people. Perhaps that was born from being alone with my Father. Isolated I had learned never to extend myself beyond those I know and care about." Her hands came together, and she softly rubbed them; light strokes of her right set of fingers on her left hand; wishing she was touching something delicate and needing of her. "I find those boundaries never going beyond my children."
She turned around to face Enothchild and it was still a bit difficult to look at him, but it wasn't as hard as before. "I finally realized that before I came to Sanctuary…that…my love and caring and compassion ends with Juna and…with our Little One. To keep that, as it is with all parents with their children, no wrong should come to them from where they have come from. The only personal matter between parents and child should only be those roles of clear destiny.

"She forgave me, our Little One did. She knew what I had done wasn't why she died, but it took her words of forgiveness to make me realize that. Juna…" She started to sob a little, and then she swallowed hard and spoke with a shaken voice. "Juna will be a much more difficult task." 
Naressa stewed on that in silence because she wasn't sure what to tell Enothchild next and that hurt her. There was the unsaid problem of Faradi Nimh to contend with, the horrible possibility that her Mother's dark spirit had accomplished what she had planned along with the other dark spirits - a fact that the other Daughters of the Dark Side was actively involved at Sanctuary did not escape her notice; in fact she discovered the plot somewhere between Korriban and Sanctuary because of her Little One, who was among them before hand and therefore brought what knowledge that haunted the resting grounds along with her in spirit. After four long months, starting back at the very moment Juna was safely aboard the Millennium Falcon, Naressa had gone back over every little detail, every event, every measurable occurrence and what she knew personal and what she read from the E'oqerst comada and could almost see everything they were apart of. They had to be, for Faradi alone couldn't pull what she had planned off. Faradi needed the other Sith Maidens just as much as she needed the most powerful of Dark Force users in one central location. Because of that and what she knew Naressa had to be extraordinarily careful with Juna; there were too many damning plot possibilities that could occur in which all there was needed for a trigger was some form of Dark Side interjection on her behalf. That killed Naressa on the inside; she could use her 'evil' powers to heal Cessa and Deannta, even Enothchild right now if he only asked, but she didn't dare take a chance to let Juna sense her presence subconsciously, or allow her powers to somehow cause the bonding of Darth Rune to her Gessa's body to become complete.
Then there was a very interesting, doubly tragic thought that every time Naressa Rapier ran it through her mind it literally almost really - REALLY, as in it did - killed her: what if this entire scene that was actually organized by Rune and the Sith Maidens was just to cause Juna to finally fall? What if the possession plot was just a plot of disruption that the whole idea wasn't for Faradi to take over at all, but to push Juna fully down the Dark Path and embrace her Dark Hope destiny. The cause would be all too simple: Juna deeply and truly loved Enothchild ever since she was a little girl; a girl willing to wait a hundred years let alone in reality ten years to be with him; a young woman that was going to step down as a world leader, give up on perhaps becoming the political savior of the Republic somewhere down the unknown highway towards the future; a young woman that never, ever wavered from that goal, the very thing, an idea, in her life that was hers and hers alone. No one was telling her to do this, try that when it came to her eventually seeking Enothchild Sarch's heart, for Juna firmly believed in concrete that only she alone could hold his heart.
It only takes a layperson to see what a tryst between Naressa and Enothchild would do to that wonderful dream of Juna's. The betrayal of trust for Naressa knew Juna wanted him long before she slept with him; honestly for that one night she had forgotten. Juna was sensitive emotionally, which was both her strength when applied with wisdom and a mindset Naressa raised her on so she too was a compassionate being, and such beings were vulnerable when it came to their heart. Above all else there was the sexists but true fact that Juna was a woman and she was a woman scorned by these actions. Anyone could argue that if she were mature enough she would be bigger than this, that she would understand it, get over it and move on.
Funny: the very females that say that don't always follow their own advice when they themselves are scorned. Naressa's case in point was much closer to home; when she discovered Bendian was screwing around, never mind that it was Sith agents poisoning his mind, she didn't wait too long to screw with his freedom and political career; one she helped created with passed along ideas. Protect herself? Sure. Get back at him for having a weak will? Cold, but absolutely true.
And in Sith Maidens powers, ideas, thoughts and passions are handed down through the genes….

Her thoughts were actually short in real time, and it wasn't long that Enothchild lumbered over to her and placed a kind hand over both her rubbing together hands, letting his other hand fall upon her left shoulder, breaking her thoughts.
"I had thought you kept the pregnancy a secret out of fear," said Enothchild, rolling back to a previous point. "Fear of Prophet. Fear of the Jedi Order finding out."
She sucked in a breath because for the first time she never contemplated how Enothchild knew she had been pregnant, or how he knew she wasn't carrying the child any longer. She turned around with clear worry on her face, worried more about him being in great trouble than anything else. There was also something left unheard in the air, but she didn't listen with her Sith Maiden ears.

Enothchild saw her worry, felt it actually, saw it also in her eyes. He said, "It's all right they don't know. They'll never know. It's none of their concern, nor am I." Naressa frowned a little, and therefore he had a feeling she wasn't going to like what he was going to say next. "I couldn't come here without leaving the Order, Naressa. I did just that."
"You-you left the Jedi???" Naressa pulled away from him in disbelief. "You left them because of Juna?"

"Well-."

"Wait a minute, you left the Jedi Order? For Juna?" She held up her hands for a moment, then emphasized with them when she said, "Did…I miss Prophet knocking the rodent on the exercise wheel in your brain out of your head?"
Blinking in confusion, Enothchild pointed out, "I don't know why you would have a problem with it. It was my choice." He put his hands to his chest. "Just because I've left doesn't mean I've changed as a man. The Jedi helped me become who I am, but like every single one of us in this galaxy it was up to me to become who I am now and who I will always will be whether I'm a Jedi or a mail man." He strolled up to her, facing her, putting his hands on both her shoulders. "I'm a Jedi in heart and spirit, but first and foremost I am Enothchild Sarch: someone you know you can trust. Someone you know that will never, ever hurt you."
Naressa smiled just a little and she blinked away another tear. He caught her sigh of relief and he said, "You feared that I would hate you." She nodded a little. "Naressa…it took a lot of time and thought for me to like you and understand you. It would have to take a lot more of opposite measure to ever hate you. Losing our child wasn't your fault or mine, so therefore hating you isn't even a thought worth measuring; it doesn't exist with me." 

 It was a different way of saying what he said before, but these words had more power over Naressa; so much more that she began to break down with more tears. Enothchild rubbed her shoulders in assurance, feeling a few raindrops hitting his bare hands and hood; seeing the water drops starting to wet her black, Sithian cloak hood. He was not ashamed of his emotions either, and she could see that her pain and relief moved him to small, welling tears filling his amber eyes; clear tears right now, but she knew if he got too distraught they would become bloody, but she doubted that because she knew in her heart he had all ready shed those kind of tears. Good thing because she did want him to be stronger than she was emotionally right now; one of those 'women are weak' points of life where she needed a man emotionally; she didn't mind embracing that line of thought right now

"If anything I'm sad for you; you've lost so much," he said to her gently. With that he pulled her to him and gave her a stronger, caring hug; the kind of hug any being would give another when it was needed. "You're going through so much. I'm here to help you with Juna anyway I can."
That was such a relief for Naressa to hear those words and to be held by Enothchild. In return Enothchild appreciated that she accepted what he had to offer in grateful silence. It was a positive sign. A clear understanding between them that needed no more discussion. It was more than the feelings of truce between them before.

Time passed, and they continued to hold one another while the Naressa-influenced rain began to taper off. Enothchild looked off to his right just in time to see off in the distance the white strip of the Millennium Falcon's engines cutting through the night sky as it emerged from underground hanger, followed half a second later by roar of its engines, the noise quickly fading away as it ascended skyward. He thought it to be a shame that Dizzy and Muriel didn't stay; he was sure if they did things between Muriel and Naressa could be worked out.
As this happened, Naressa had been spending the time relishing in the hug, but realizing more and more with air tight certainty the truth. She could feel through their contact with one another that Enothchild's mind was on the matter ahead and not completely here in the moment. With some left over sadness, she said, "It's over between us." 
It was not a question. It was fact.
Enothchild brought his attention back to Naressa when he heard it, and although the news was compelling it actually came to him as no surprise. What she said was normally reserved for one lover telling another lover off in anger, in disagreement, or to begin a violent end. That wasn't the case here because it was the truth. It was over between them as lovers. It was officially over at Sanctuary where although he went through the shock and relief of her being alive there was nothing more to it. Unofficially it began with the horrible end at Uiennar, and Naressa had been alive all that time. Before Uiennar he could practically feel her with him everywhere - oddly enough it made him think of Nadja as well during positively good times. At Sanctuary, even now, it was the old and reliable friendship feel before the night they slept together almost two years ago now. The only difference with it was that the friendship bond was even more of a friendship.
It occurred to him, obviously to her some time ago, that what kept them together was what their short time love had created; the Little One. That was it! That was why he could feel Naressa from afar; it was because, literally more than figuratively, a little piece of him was with her. It made him wonder: did Nadja's father Soo-Si Gheruit feel all eight of his children? Was it why he continued to have them after one; to feel that bond of life between himself and Nadja's mother Ajdan? Was it beneficial for Soo-Si and Ajdan to have that link? Well obviously that last question was self answering outside of the fact, based on Nadja's recollections, that there were times Ajdan Morann was ready to kill Soo-Si because he was an eternal smartass.
Nonetheless the questions in this regard were answered, but sadly it took considerable, unspoken pain to answer it.

To seal the end of it, Enothchild bent down and kissed Naressa's forehead affectionately, causing her to close her eyes as he left his cheek against her head. He said, "As lovers, but not as friends. Even with the changes and challenges in our lives."

Naressa chuckled a little, and she felt him look at her in wonder. She said, "We have changed, and yet we have not. It’s funny: the more we change, the more we stay the same."
Enothchild finally got the irony; he left the Jedi Order and Naressa had a radically permanent change of appearance and feel in the Force, and yet they were still the same people. They were now more than ever, and hence have come full circle in their relationship that began with Juna in trouble. Indeed, after all these years, nothing has changed.

They held each other for a few more quiet moments, and as Naressa relaxed the rain began to cease. However they were getting wet, and standing so close caused her nose to wrinkle as the dampness uncovered and amplified his alien, masculine scent locked in his clothing. She politely said, "No offense, Enothchild, but I can't stand the smell of a wet Vhinphyc."
He couldn't blame her really, smiled a little, and said, "I can't either." He thought about it, and then teased, "It's your fault."
"My fault?"

"Yes. Every time you cry the rain comes. Just another Sith conspiracy."

"Smart ass," she spat out with a smirk as he chuckled, pulling herself a way a little to remove herself fully from his grasp. His hold didn't cease, though. "What?"

"A gentleman should escort a lady down," he insisted, hooking his large arm through her conveniently positioned arms ready to clasp down and accepted the escort. 

As one Enothchild and Naressa stepped through the narrow opening, he was leading the way like a perfect chaperone arm and arm with the belle to the ball down the wide steps. During the long descent they could hear the rain let up slowly, the sounds of reputation echoing off the windowsill when they drew near to the walls giving them perfect measure of events outside. Yet the air was still filed with plenty of sorrow. Juna still needed to be tended to, but with them on the same page there was also something else in the air: hope. To save Juna, perhaps it would take a Jedi. 

Perhaps, Naressa felt, it was time to tell him everything. All of it. Even if he still had been with the Jedi Order Enothchild deserved to know what they were possibly going up against, and since it was the Dark Side anything to aide in the light side perspective was going to be a winning advantage.
They exited the Tower Maze, under the glow of the moonlight as the cloud cover began to break, giving Naressa's white skin a much brighter glow when the shadows drifted away. She didn't see why she had to wait any further, and stopped. "Enothchild, wait."
"What is it," he asked, and he did sense some apprehension from her. But also need. Something important. 

Naressa let go of his arm and turned her body to face him, and in this position the moons were behind her. "I have something to tell you." He nodded in understanding as the clouds really broke and all was just about lighted for all to see. She went to speak, and his eyes suddenly darted from hers. Enothchild was now looking behind her with his mouth slightly open. "What?"
"Whoa," was all Enothchild could say. "Look! It's incredible!"

Naressa suddenly felt something physical move through her, a shifting of physiology that momentarily went up and then down; a very alien concept, yet not necessarily unnatural. Still she did not like it, and such feelings begin to spell the word of the doom down her back, causing her to turn slowly and stiffly. Before the two of them, actually before all of Naboo, they watched the most central of the three moons move upward uncharacteristically from its lower path in the sky relative to the planet and the other two celestial bodies. It explained the shifting feeling; gravitational forces from the larger moon were pulling on everything from Naboo's water based planetary core to the liquids in their very own bodies. It was a strange personal feeling for sure, perhaps waking millions from their slumber. However it was nothing compared to the fact that something so large in the galactic sky was moving after having been a constant in movement, a reliable figure of time, and at one time a visionary objective for those who lived on the ground to reach. 
"It's been happening like this all over the galaxy," said Enothchild as he stared on. This was a first for him, though. HoloVids and news feeds of such titanic movements that had been transmitted from all over the galaxy at random times the last four months, the Jedi Temple viewing it all of course with great interest. "To think one pebble out of place on the sand changed the patterns of the waves coming in." He was metaphorically describing the affects of Sanctuary being destroyed, for which was causing this galaxy wide shift of even the most stingiest of stars. Of course it was also a delicate way to describe that event; for Naressa to had used the Force to destroy a planet still chilled Enothchild's bones although she did it to save them and protect the galaxy from the rogue Vhinech and the Trade Federation hell bent on killing everyone in the system. Here he bore witness to a Nadja point of fact: what affects one affects all. 
His thoughts were suddenly interrupted, for the first time since his arrival Naressa had expanded her dark side presence. He looked at her, and he could only see her back, her head hidden by the hood of her cloak. "Naressa?"

While he had spoken about awe and astonishment, Naressa watched this great event with a knot getting tight in her stomach. No, it wasn't from Little One; that painful aftermath was no more since they rejoined. As the moon pulled, she watched all around them with her ever seeing Sith Maiden eyes the collective energy that was Naboo's - the very planet's - Dark Side signature; the gravity forces were expanded the once contracted field of negative energy.
Enothchild was unaware of any of the happenings in the dark side, but since it caused some disturbances in the Force at that moment he could feel now he wasn't excluded. Granted the event was triggering alarms in his senses before but it was obvious with such a large body connected with the Force. It was now different, and he only lacked the capability to understand what it purely was. Still he was now leery and asking, "Naressa?"

Both of them watched the moon collectively, and both watched all three moons loose their bright luster. The pollution on Naboo was minimal, and at its most natural of levels it was not enough to haze the upper atmosphere at any given time; a haze would be best to describe how and why the moons suddenly lost their shine. Even the clouds that remained in the sky thanks to Naressa's crying were not enough to cause transparent obscurity. It didn't go completely dark, but by Naboo's three full moon standards it came close; in comparison, the light level at that moment was found normally on planets with one full moon.
It all made sense to Naressa now. This was an omen. A great and catastrophic omen she should have felt before if she were alert. Her Grandmother Nebula Nimh Ryder was right: never ignore the Dark Voices in the wind. Still, she should have heard something, anything before…

Then it hit her: Enothchild!!! Enothchild, with his light side presence around her, wrapped around her body only minutes ago in embrace! Unbeknownst to him the former Jedi Master had effectively blocked her ability to hear the Wind of the Force!

She was scared, and without waiting she opened herself to the Dark Side. Sure enough the wind was screaming her worse fears, and therefore Naressa looked at the house and screamed, "JUNA!" Her eyes flashed a blinding yellow light, and when it faded she was gone.

Enothchild uncovered his eyes, blinked, and realizing two things - that Naressa had teleported without him, and clearly something was wrong with Juna - he ran for the mansion. Immediately the first step reminded him of his limitations, but then the spikes of power and the agony of emotion was suddenly very heavy and not difficult to sense and it motivated him to punish himself. He pushed himself and began to hobble run, slowly at first but he got faster and faster as the entrance gave way to stairs and finally to flat floor surfaces. He used the Force first to open the large doors telekinetically, and then he focused on his legs and shunt the pain; he opted out of enhancing his running speed, knowing that would just shatter his still healing leg with the increase pressure. He didn't have full motion of his leg but he managed to run at least at half his normal speed. 

He picked up on Naressa right where he was heading: the infirmary. Before he got there he felt another surge of energy and she vanished. To replace the Sith Maiden Matriarch's presence was the struggling and suffering arrival of Muriel Thahada Arnes staggering through the entrance grabbing her head.
"MURIEL!" Enothchild's shout brought her to look up, revealing her bloodied up forehead and concussion-glazed eyes. He grabbed hold of her as she started to fall, and like the stubborn warrior she was she wasn't giving up, clawing her way back up to her unsteady feet. However she was no shape to even walk let alone fight, and quickly with the Force and kind words and with gentle applied physical strength he got her to sit down. "No, no, you sit down. What happened? Can you tell me what happened?"
"J-Ju-," Muriel mumbled out. She wiped at her eyes in slow frustration, and then pointed rigorously ahead of her. "Standing! She…was standing!"

Enothchild finally realized something very bad: the Millennium Falcon…

It was then the whole world shook. 

"NNNNNNNNNNNNOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!"

Quickly Enothchild steadied himself as he almost lost his balance from the vibration, throwing part of his cloak and his body over Muriel as Rapier Manor made some unnerving sounds. When it passed he abandoned Muriel, encouraged by her to go two seconds after he left, and he ran as hard and as fast as he could, ignoring the pain this time by sheer will. And in his hand was his lightsaber ready to be ignited. He wasn't sure what to expect, but as he approached the hanger the sinking feeling of a conclusion having long passed was more and more a reality. 
Sweating, in pain, eyes alert the Jedi Master was ready for any possibility nonetheless as he entered the hanger bay. Those same eyes noted the obvious; the Millennium Falcon was gone. In its place was not another ship, but a familiar cloaked figure. The reaction by him was not tempered by wisdom of any kind, and he reacted prematurely. "NARESSA!" He thought the worst, not thinking clearly as he ran over and practically leapt to the ground landing in pain on his knees, thinking too that she was attacked like Muriel was.
That wasn't the case. Naressa had teleported to Juna's room from the Garden of Mazes to bare witness to what she had all ready known. Leaving Muriel and a partially destroyed room, she teleported in futile to the hanger bay. There was an inconceivable thought in her mind that what she saw not so long ago on the Tower Maze was not the Millennium Falcon. It was not a ship that came from Rapier Manor's hanger bay. What that was she saw was nothing more than a sorrow filled illusion that played on her worse fears. Going to the hanger bay was going to prove that fact and put all her fears and anguish to rest.

Alas Naressa had found herself where the ship should have been if it were still there. Immediately she used her senses to zero in on the ship, but all she got was a fading direction; it was too far away for to teleport, and it jumped to hyperspace thus now it outran her powers. She had her limits, and right now she cursed them and cursed herself for not using her abilities; for letting the fear of using them fail her.
The shock was too much, which prompted Naressa to shout out one last Dark Side enhanced plea for Juna to come back, or for whoever was piloting the ship. At the end of her scream she had no strength in her legs and had been lying on the cold, concrete floor ever since. Enothchild's hands found her shoulders ready to turn her over. She let out a whelping sound that stopped him; he could feel there wasn't a need to check on her. Emotionally it was where Naressa was in pain. She cried, her cheek pressed against the floor, and she sobbed out quietly, "Gessa. Gessa." Her hands and fingers clawed at the floor repeatedly. "My Gessa. Moi erna Gessa." She repeated in Corellian over and over.
Enothchild sighed heavily and laid his forehead against her back, pissed off at himself. When he heard the repetitive noise, his emotions quickly translated into action. Flawlessly, pain a thing of the past, he flipped backwards and away from Naressa and ignited his long white lightsaber. He now faced the source of the noise; a good size cargo case; something was banging on the sides from within.
Someone…

Waving his hand, the cargo case lock keys unlocked with his Force influence and out of the case came several e-mag disks followed by the source of the sound making Dizzy Arnes. The Sullustan staggered to his feet and was panting for air; luckily Enothchild came in time to save him from suffocating. "Sha…Sha…Shit! Wha…" He watched Enothchild shut off his lightsaber. "What happened?" 

"It appears that Juna's left," was all Enothchild could say as the dismay began to take over again. "It appears she took your ship."

Dizzy shouted, "WHAT!" She looked where his ship used to be, but saw Naressa instead. "Ah man, Naressa!"

"How did you get stuck in there?" questioned Enothchild. He had to get his mind back in the game, and starting with a simple question was a start. Especially when there were growing concerns began to enter his clearing mind. 

Dizzy stopped, thought, and did his best to explain in his flustered state. "I…I was getting rid of some stuff………and-and I opened the damn case…..someone pushed me."

"Was it Juna?" When he didn't answer right away Enothchild grabbed Dizzy hard by the arms and shook him from his exploration of the hanger bay. "Was it Juna?!? Dizzy, we got to know!"
"Hell I dunno, ouch! Lay off, Sarch!" Enothchild let go and Dizzy worked his arms up and down. "Where's Muriel?" He didn't wait another breathe. "WHERE'S MURIEL!"

"Infirmary. She was attacked," said Enothchild. Dizzy sidestepped the Vhinphyc and ran hard for the infirmary. He watched him leave and realized that his words may have been premature. He didn't even know for sure that Muriel was attacked. Actually it was a matter of who attacked her. 

Did Juna?

Or did someone else?

"She couldn't have attacked Muriel, not like that," he said aloud to no one in particular. "How could she physically move?" Even through the Force Juna would have been weak. Then again Juna always had this thing about doing the impossible that rewrote the book on the Force and individuals collectively. Then there was the obvious question: why would she attack Muriel? 
From the floor, Naressa brought it back to his first pondering, speaking louder than she was before, but not much, "She's wearing a rehabilitation exo-suit. It's designed to help her move physically and keep muscle tissue loss to a minimum." She clinched her fists tight in frustration. "I thought it up and had it made especially for her."
"That explains little," Enothchild thumped back. "It's not how she moved but why she would attack Muriel. It makes no sense. So that leaves us with someone else had done it." He looked back at Naressa, casting away some of the remorse that filled him as she continued to lay on the floor is disbelief. "You didn't sense anything?"

Naressa raised her head and looked at him with her sad eyes. "No, I didn't sense anything." She then frowned and bit out, "Damn it, you know why!"

Enothchild chewed the inside of his lower lip; yeah, he did know why: Naressa wasn't tapping into the Force at all, or if she was it was at miniscule amounts; she didn't want any of the Dark Side near her daughter.
She forced herself up and said, "And if she learned anything from the Force from you or anyone else it’s the art of deception." Getting to her feet, she was clearly getting madder with the glow in her eyes and the growing darkness around them. "Force Hiding! Placement Misperception! I never taught her those things!" The angry bitterness came to an end and she spent the moment starting to sob again. "I never wanted her to use the Force…damn it."

Enothchild watched Naressa turn away in both sorrow and regret for what she had said; she was indicting him again for being who he was and for what he had done to save Juna. He couldn't avoid the criticism though and it hung around his neck; although the misperception technique was an ability Master Yoda alone had mastered it was clear Juna learned of it from him through contact and the only way such contact would had occurred is if she was on Coruscant, in the Jedi Temple, in a situation in which the both of them were in the same room and in close contact. Obviously the only way that happened was through Enothchild taking Juna to Coruscant in the first place.

The thought brought on just more possibilities; perhaps Juna wasn't kidnapped as Enothchild first thought and still believed heavily. He should have felt something in the way of intruders, or one particular intruder. There should have been the tension of a diabolical plot hanging in the air; it being carried out, the nervous feelings of such acts and the feelings of successful capture if it were anyone else. The particular intruder theory was much weaker than the 'somebody else' theory. Magus Prophet was dead. The only probability of him doing this is that he survived his death and came to Rapier Manor surrounded by ysalamiri to avoid detection. And if it was Prophet why did he leave people alive? Especially those he knew would give him considerable grief if left alive, apparent when he had allowed Dizzy to escape his wraith long ago on Corellia and he didn't follow up on ridding young Juna of her Guardian protector and thus baring witness to Muriel's version of wraith on Alderaan. Back then and the years to follow up to four months ago they gave Prophet as much grief as Enothchild and Naressa did.

And if it were someone else why leave witnesses alive?

If it was someone else: who?

Why?

"She left us," said Naressa, causing Enothchild to look towards her. She had moved from her previous position, had moved down the hanger a bit and was staring down towards the unseen opening where vessels went in and out. "She chose to leave us. She has plenty of reason to after all." She turned back around to look at him. "With will there is a way. Determined no coma will keep her down. And with the Force it's not about muscle it's about the mind." 
Enothchild, on the other hand, kept his mind open. Perhaps Juna did leave, motivated to leave because she assumed she was brought home by her mother or by him; he couldn't see how she could sense them with the Force without alerting her two caretakers in return. Again were the facts before them that made that scenario only a possibility. Muriel was attacked: why would Juna attack her? Dizzy was blindsided: why would Juna do that? Lastly she stole Dizzy's and Muriel's ship: for Juna the pilot that embraced other pilots with respect and followed the traditions shared among all others, wasn't stealing the Millennium Falcon an unheard of and indefensible crime? If she did take it, it was out of convenience; the modified smuggler's vessel had engines hot after four days of hyperspace travel compared to all the other ships in the hanger bay that was better equipped, a difference between taking off pronto and having to let the reactors build up in power between five to fifteen minutes. With that said, if it wasn't Juna, if it was someone else, then they were observing Rapier Manor they knew all ready the Millennium Falcon was ready to go.
If it was somebody else. Naressa didn't seem to think it was. Was she too certain? Was she right? Muriel had told Enothchild that Juna was standing before she was attacked.

Or was he right? Perhaps it was a ploy by someone else to use an illusion to distract Muriel and then attack her. She did have a head injury, so her recollection was going to be rough and hit or miss.

It wasn't long before Naressa finally noted that Enothchild stood by her side and looked towards the same direction she was. Her thoughts were more centralized on what she knew. Was it Juna that left, or was it Rune that left? It would explain the attacks on Dizzy and Muriel to some degree, but it was amazing that her Mother let them live; she knew her Mother deep in her soul, and when it came to potential troublemakers Darth Rune was a firm believer in the encompassing preemptive strike; Faradi Nimh killed a child once, only because she was going to kill the child's father and didn't want the child to come looking for her or tell others that had the power at the time to hunt her down and kill her. That was Rune; she made damn sure no one she liked confronted her a second time. And with Rune in charge it explained why even the hints of her awaken weren't detected.
However, Naressa couldn't accept that without acknowledging the Sith Maiden's victory and the loss of her Gessa. There was a chance it was Juna that left, leaving because she could conclude Magus Prophet wasn't the one that brought her here. Perhaps she remembered her mother before slipping into unconsciousness on board the Orpheus. One and one made Juna being in Rapier Manor one big point of fact. Would she attack Muriel? She didn't know of anything the red head had told Enothchild, however if she were attacked then it was an attack capable of putting her down convincingly; a heavy blow or knockout damage to the head to prevent pursuit; doubt existed that she gave Enothchild coherent explanation. And to gain access to the Falcon and runaway with it stood to reason why she tossed Dizzy into the cargo case; someone that could reason with her, another person who could alert others of her awakened presence, and a pilot of near caliber that could give pursuit.
Collectively they knew this much. There was no one in the flight control tower of Rapier Manor so there was no outbound tracking done. Theed tracking could have been asleep at the scopes because of the familiar signature of the Millennium Falcon coming and going, and Juna - or Rune in Naressa's mind, or someone else in Enothchild's mind - knew how to fool those sensors; anyone with military flight tactical training and a savvy mind knew how to hide a space fairing battleship in a wading pool of water when it came to mechanical sensors and plain wear optics. And what Naressa knew and Enothchild was just beginning to realize was the timing of this, when the Sith Maiden held her powers deep within her and his presence acted as a null field to prevent any of the dark side of the Force reaching her. That also went both ways since he wasn't emotionally in the best frame of mind at the time. It was because they assumed that Juna was never going to awaken soon, and because of that they were now as the old saying about assumptions went: they were foolish asses.
The both of them sensed the arrival of Dizzy and Muriel. The Sullustan held up his Human wife with his arm under her shoulders and her left arm draped across his shoulders; she held a heavy white cloth to her head that added extra emphasis on her head injury to go along with her over dilated eyes. It was clear though Dizzy lost the argument again and thus why he brought her along to the anger, or rather she insisted she go where Enothchild and Naressa were. Perhaps she wasn't all there, but her reaction to the ship not being in the hanger was evident with the dropping of her head.

In any event they were there, just in time as Enothchild sighed heavily and said what was clearly heavy on all their hearts. "Well, we won't know anything until we find Juna." 
Naressa agreed a hundred percent, but there were…complications now. Before this all happened she wanted to tell Enothchild everything. About the Sith, about Rune being within Juna and the consequences of that, and even about Sidious: who he was in the public eye and in relation to Juna in particular. However, the Dark Side was telling her to hold her cards; empathically so, and not because Enothchild was a light side being, the enemy of the Sith. She said, "Wait. Juna's my responsibility. I appreciate your help, but I can't ask you to sacrifice any more of yourself." She looked at Dizzy and Muriel. "All of you. I will find Juna alone."
"I left the Order for Juna," Enothchild said, reminding Naressa of the words she used before. "It is the primary reason for my departure among all the other reasons. It was destiny that has crossed our paths repeatedly. The entire purpose of which is not clear. But this I do know: together, we all can come up with the answer." He laid his large hand on her shoulder and said, "Your Gessa has saved my soul more than once. Forever I am in her debt. It would be wrong of me to turn away from this now, especially when I could be partially to blame for this. I have to make amends. I'm prepared to do this alone, but together we can't go wrong."
Naressa smiled a little and grabbed his forearm with his one hand, rubbing it as a sign of appreciation. She was still apprehensive, but she couldn't help to feel a bit elated that he would do this. Muriel on the other hand didn't like the situation let alone the hand rub on Enothchild's forearm; she and Dizzy didn't know they had settled on being just friends. This made her point out grumpily, "Ah yeah. The sources of Juna's anger going to get her. That will make her give up and wait for you."
"If you have a better idea, my dear, let's hear it," noted Naressa with a neutral in tone but obviously moody voice. It was clear she wasn't going to tolerate any of Muriel's crap. "I'm sure as hell sympathetic to your opinion since someone may have knocked some conscionable sense into you, brutally as it were. Lets hope the impact made it stick."

Muriel's head rang too much for her to come back on that one, but Dizzy was there to follow up………well, sort of. "Well I'm going. Bantha Head can't fly a ship to save the galaxy and…and…" He stumbled and sputtered. "And Juna's my friend too."

But finally the fringe in him just came screaming out. "But that Nubian Banshee stole my ship! I can't believe it! She-she took it! No offense Naressa but this is not cool what she did! There are two things I love in this galaxy: my ship and my wife."
Muriel seemed to realize clearly what he said and asked, "In that order?"

"Yes!"

"So," she did her best to stand up taller, to stand on her own two feet. "I'm second to our ship."

Dizzy's eyelids began to flutter nervously. "Ah….no, no. That's not what I meant. I mean….oh damn it, that's not what I meant. Ah Red…..I just lost…you know."

"All I know is in my heavily concussion mind is that whatever ship we take to go after your first love it has a couch with your name on it!" Muriel looked away from her biting lip husband and said to the two Force users with all the energy she had left. "We're in, but only because of the two of you potentially screwing it up. Juna's an angry young woman and the both of you are to blame for all of this. She's an adult now, but in her mindset it's not safe or healthy for her to be by herself let alone others that may end up being around her. Being a trained psychologist I can't even begin to access the mental, emotional damage. It has nothing to do with the Force, if she falls or not. That's a secondary aspect, something that will reflect her state of mind. The two of you after her? Not a friendly pursuit as far as I'm concern if I'm Juna."
"Assuming Juna left on her own free will," Enothchild said for clarification. That prompted Dizzy and Muriel to look at one another with uncertainty; again, they didn't know who attacked them, and if Naressa and Enothchild didn't know then this made the hunt all the more interesting. "This is why we should all have an open mind on this. If we have unfounded certainties, we will never find Juna. Our resources need to available and that only occurs with openness and willingness. Otherwise I'll leave you all behind."

Naressa cocked an eyebrow and said, "You will leave us behind?"

Enothchild regard her, and then said bravely, "Yes."

Her frown lifted, and she gave him a Solo smirk of amusement. "Well, if you put it that way, what choice do I have." 

There it was a consensus among friends who had some strain in their relationship. They all agreed that nothing was going to come to peace and understanding until Juna was safely back and in their good graces.
"She'll be in hyperspace obviously," noted Dizzy. "But I was low on fuel. She can't be going too far. Ten systems over in any direction."

"She'll stay off the beaten path," Enothchild added. "The unknown ports. Perhaps the Outer Rim."

"Oh yeah, I told her enough about those places," added Dizzy with reluctance, kicking himself mentally for having told her all those stories of his 'great, terrific, and starving' past.

"She also knows a few other places based on intelligence reports," threw in Muriel. "Perhaps…I can get on the horn. Pull a few strings. Call on a few favors. There's still a system patrol, they may have an idea where she went."

"If not," said Naressa cautiously but still with certainty, "we're not absolutely helpless in tracking her. It will only take longer, but I will find her." She looked at the others after she said that, then added, "We will find her."

Enothchild nodded, looked everyone over, and said, "The time it will take to prepare is perfect. If Juna's upset she will need this time to cool off. Instant pursuit may push her, cause an accident."

"But…what if she was kidnapped?" questioned Dizzy. "What if it was somebody? What if…you know, it's Prophet?"

"I seriously doubt it was him if this is the situation."

"Okay, but what about getting other folks involved? The Nubians, the Jedi-."

Before Naressa said anything in rejection Enothchild said, "All we know is Juna left. She wasn't kidnapped. And given matters it's both time consuming and not a good idea to bring the Jedi into this." That last sentence was weird because he referred the Jedi Order as if not a part of his life. "With what I know I think it wouldn't be prudent to involve anyone else except us. The less involved the less of chance things go sour."

 "I agree with Enothchild," said Naressa after she considered it. "I sense no one else involved in this. The less minds, or people, involved in this, the better the chance of hiding. Juna by herself; it's all ready making the search that much harder."
"So you can track Juna," said Muriel.

"Not precisely at this moment; she's doing a bang up job concealing herself. But she has limitations, and I know them." Naressa was very insistent on that. "And there is very few people in the universe that can trick me, and they would all have to be on board that ship." She looked at Enothchild and emphasized, "As far as I know, the Jedi Order is still on Coruscant and wouldn't resort to kidnapping."

"No," Enothchild agreed emphatically. He held up a hand and said, "Patience will win the day here. It's starts with the attacks on Muriel and Dizzy." He looked at Naressa. "I'm sure you won't object to using your abilities to investigate the scenes."

"Not at all. In fact," Naressa strolled around them in thought, ready to say something until…until the Dark Side momentarily made everything black and not there save for something that appeared bright and shiny in her eyes. Her pause was soon quickly passed. "You and Dizzy should get Muriel down to the infirmary to have her head looked at; use the comprehensive scans just in case."
"You or Sarch could use the Force," wondered Dizzy.

"Not on a head injury, it's tricky and painful," noted Enothchild. "Especially for a Force sensitive on the receiving end of one."

"You have that right," moaned Muriel. "Besides, I wouldn't want the company."

That was a shot at Naressa, but the Sith Maiden didn't care. "I also have to make arraignments. My departure without them could see vital matters be greatly affected."

That was a good point: a multibillionaire in charge with an iron fist with handling a profit making corporation and responsible for thousands of decisions and employees couldn't just drop everything and just go. Naressa could before Juna used resources to go to Sanctuary, so now she didn't trust the people she even kept on after that. But Enothchild knew Naressa could get it done; there was a way to do and solve everything, which given her dark side status it would dumbfound his former Brothers and Sisters of the Brown who thought such beings were one or two dimensional max in their thinking. They also thought of them being unloving or uncaring; at least Naressa destroys that perception in Enothchild's mind. Naressa wasn't unique save for that fact that she was a Sith; if such a being like a Sith Maiden and a Vhinphyc can be good for the people around them, then there was more hope for the universe.
"Okay, we have a plan," said Enothchild with a nod. "I'll take Muriel to the infirmary. Naressa you make whatever arrangements we need to get us going. Dizzy get one of the ships here ready to go."

Enothchild took Muriel from Dizzy, cradling her in his large arms. Naressa pointed Dizzy in the direction of one of the many ships in the hanger, and by in far the largest of the bunch. It also made the Sullustan's mouth water just a little. The vessel was a glossy red Corellian 20-03 model Yetal space yacht, a high price, high performance and well armed spaceship with two rounded large Centerline 100 engines and ten retractable stabilizers that come out when tight escape maneuvers have to be made. Actually it was the perfect escape vessel for the rich and powerful; a few gangsters Dizzy knew used such ships.
"We'll take the Ruby Heirloom, it’s the best ship in the hanger," said Naressa. "It's stocked up, and if there is anything else we need we'll get it now or while in space. The hatch is all ready open."
Dizzy quickly ran over and got inside the ship, and Enothchild said, "We'll be waiting for you in the infirmary."

"I'll be there shortly," assured Naressa, and then she looked at both Enothchild and Muriel and smiled; yes, she smiled gratefully at Muriel. "Thank you."

"Let's just get this done," said Muriel. With that, Enothchild carried Muriel out of the hanger.

Naressa watched intently, and just as they vanished she squinted her eyes just slightly in disdain. "Just which side are you on, Muriel?" She said it because……for the past four months as the red head had returned there was something about her in the Force. The Dark Side was whispering things about her, confusing things; a mumbling of words she couldn't decipher, which told her instinctively that something was up. There was a deception under way; an indefinable one at that, but in truth it's been going on for a very, very long time. It was deep, a forgotten thought in Muriel's mind which required a deep but very obvious mind probe. Could she do that without anyone noticing? No. Should she do it? That was it; Muriel was a friend. They butt heads but there is an understanding that keeps it on a level they both won't go after each other with. However now in Dark Purity form, at the apex of her Sith Maiden being, she could now sense something deep in Muriel's heart and it isn't resentment.
It tasted too much like deception. It was why Naressa was so cold with her.

However it wasn't the reason why she held herself in the hanger bay.

Naressa took a look around, using her higher form of senses to scan the surroundings undetected by Enothchild; her abilities in some areas were above the detectable range of regular Force users; on a different frequency that made her immune to ysalamiri. She was searching for more clues, and when she found no more she zeroed in on the lone clue her eyes detected only a few moments ago. The object was small, nondescript, and looked like litter. It suddenly flew off the floor in a violent rush towards Naressa, and at the last moment she caught the object in her right hand. And in her hand, through her assilamorphic pores, the history and identification of said object was channeled to her mind, detailing pictures.

Once finished, she opened her eyes and her hand at the same time. She looked at the object.

It was a lightsaber belt ring. It was used to attach the end of a lightsaber to one's belt.
And it was not from Enothchild's lightsaber.

This changed things a lot, and Naressa closed her hand tightly on it. Her anger was simmering and not loudly spoken through the Force, but it became clear as her black nails punctured the flesh in the palm of her hand the more and more she squeezed, her blood dripping from her hand along with the liquefied metal that was once the ring. Clearly this was meant to keep her from going after Juna. To actually keep anyone from going by making Naressa, though means of blackmail, keep them from going; using her and her powers to their advantage.

She blew her anger out through her nose and spoke as if the person who had at one time very recently had owned that belt ring was still there, "This will not save you." She wiped her hand off on her robe and gave the hanger one more once over. There was still no one else, which could mean the worst or even the more worst given what she has discovered. "This time you die."

Naressa Rapier drew her hood back up and looked over her shoulder. "I warned you, Lord Sidious. I warned you."

As she walked away, Naressa wasn't all too sure if indeed Darth Sidious was the man who attacked Dizzy and Muriel and had successfully squirreled Juna away. If there was anyone in the galaxy that had the balls it would be her father, now the top of the evil chain. Or so he thinks. Apparently he had forgotten what she had done to Magus Prophet and everyone else that had threaten to take her Light away from her, the very being in the entire universe that kept her grounded. She possessed her own Mother's ambitious passion, but the love of her Father had kept it quenched, followed by her Husband, and finally by her precious Gessa; the last of which held her more in check than all the others. 
And if he took her, if this wasn't Rune awakening in her new body, did he honestly believe she would not follow? She would fear him? She would fear the Jedi, her friends, and all others who would frown upon her Dark Nature? Did he think with Juna she could control her?

To answer that was to discover if her suspicions were so. She was patient, and revenge rewarded such vengeance heartily. The prize will be her Gessa. No matter how long it takes. No matter what lengths she will go to get her Gessa back.

And if it required Naressa Rapier to rule the galaxy in order to get her Juna back……then so be it with malice for she will spare no one, whoever it was, any mercy. If she cannot have her Light, then all Darth Sidious or Darth Rune will rule is a smoldering cinder. 

It was still early yet. No matter how long it took, forever if need be, she will have her Daughter back.

This was far from over, and as of now the galaxy held its breath. The only sound that could be heard through the Force was the evil sounds of laughter, and only one knew the punch line.
                                                THE END

