CHAPTER 68.0

When it was all finished, the Rough and Tumble Gang watched the holographic image fade away from the projector they were all using to view the simulation back at the Nubian Consulate. It was a very interesting turn of events in which the silence was broken when Dizzy said, “So let me get this straight. We’re possibly on the brink of utter destruction, and perhaps total annihilation, because some geek on Vhanba decided to bang mother fricking nature so Vhinphyc could have more kids?”

Everyone could sympathize with Dizzy, even though ‘utter destruction’ and ‘total annihilation’ were one of the same. Thankfully the Vhinphyc Sleeper was not with them, Enothchild had taken her to the Refugee Center, or Dizzy wouldn’t have a head after saying that. But with this information, and regardless what Helle did last night to keep Qualeggoes from killing Juna, nobody – especially Juna - trusted her. 

This whole situation was a governmental conspiracy, and like any governmental conspiracy it started with that time-honored tradition in which Muriel began to explain to her husband. “It’s the old law of funded research and cure, Dizzy; one only gets the dough if one can make it explode. Has you saw that doctor proposed a method that would have given the Vhinphyc the means to survive as a race and that was not enough to convince the government to spend one cent. Oh, but mention the warfare possibilities with it and the next thing he knows he gets a blank check.”

“And that’s how it went,” said Enothchild with an agreeing nod. Juna, sitting next to him, watched him touch a few more keys. Before the encircling group a quick moving movie of events began to play has Enothchild gave it a narrative. “The government decided to eliminate the Republic, and this was their means in doing it. After they received funding the scientist made a break through; they could alter existing DNA structures in living adults. They couldn’t change them into other beings, but what it meant was they could introduce preprogrammed DNA into their existing matrix and have it pass down to the next generation.” 

Enothchild looked around and shook his head. “I’m a fool for not seeing this sooner. My mother?” It only took a second for Ros and Juna to register it, but Casper, Dizzy, and Muriel looked a little lost. “My Father gave my Human Mother an injection that altered her body chemistry in order for her to breast feed me. At the time he told her it was a hormone, but in truth he made her half Vhinphyc.”

“Why would your father lie to her?” asked Ros bluntly. Enothchild looked at him, and folks could see some pain in the look as the thoughts of conspiracy grew tremendously. Apparently their was now a growing feeling of uncertainty among them centering around the Vhinphyc Jedi Master’s parents. Then again Magus Prophet was creating a powerfully thick atmosphere of paranoid uncertainty that demanded everyone question everything, and soon people wouldn’t be going to the bathroom because of it. 

“Perhaps for this very reason,” suggested Juna diplomatically. She looked up at Enothchild. “Your parents may have feared Anka-Dee and the others would have viewed it as a conspiracy. I’m sure some members of the Jedi Council had reservations about you being adopted by the Order given Vhinphyc-Jedi relations being sour.”

“It was a 6-5 vote in favor,” said Enothchild with a nod. “Any form of impropriety on my parents part could have radically changed the vote.”

“6-5, Master?” questioned Casper. 

“Master Yoda had to abstain from voting,” said Enothchild with no explanation why the diminutive Jedi Master didn’t vote, but further elaborated on the subject just a little more. “They didn’t have time to appoint a one time alternate because my parents had to return home in a hurry.” He sighed a little. “Qualeggoes on more than one occasion when I was young wanted to reverse the decision because of that reason. Soo-Si Gheruit came to our aide every time.”

“Well I for one believe Enothchild’s parents were sincere,” said Juna, looking at everyone. “They helped his Human mother stop the Legacy Virus back then. They didn’t want him to die either on Coruscant or Vhanba.” Enothchild and Dizzy nodded, Muriel slowly came around, but Ros and Casper were mute; they were undecided. “You can’t believe his parents would use their only child in a ruse.”

“Unfortunately I can only count on what I know,” said Ros with some regret, looking at his one time Master. “I mean no offense, but I can’t get the theory out of my head.”

Enothchild just smiled and said, “Spoken like the Padawan Learner I trained.” He looked at Juna and held a hand up to assure her of his feelings, knowing she worried. “It’s okay. In times like these, all possibilities must be considered. That’s the benefit of having minds unaffected by the circumstances; they have hindsight not to be blinded by connection.”

The Jedi all nodded, and sensing things should move along Casper said, “So that’s how they did it. They injected the Republic scientists and explorers that went to Vhanba with a similar concoction.”

“That’s correct, Casper,” said Enothchild. He pointed his finger into the holographic image, and the sensor interface detected his motion and froze the image right at the spot he wanted to look at. “In the case of the Republic explorers, they were required to be inoculated by my people personally before they were allowed to walk on Vhanba. Strange considering that Vhinphycs are practically immune to everything and, because of that fact, we’d suck at medical science.”

“The Vhinphyc were great in everything,” said Juna. “Except in medicine and health care because they didn’t need it. They heal from almost any wound, no poison can kill them, and they never get sick.” It was a sad reversal of societal evolution; normally medical science was a priority has a society grew. “It’s sad. Even with their children dying they made no efforts.”

“One of the many drawbacks in being too spiritually inclined is to think faith will heal everything and everyone,” muttered Dizzy. “Worse is when those things that can medically save your life is viewed as blasphemy. Years ago the Fednori once believed blood transfusions was a form of vampirism and soul contamination; the latter meaning if they took blood, they honestly thought the sins of the individual would be transferred over. My Ex-Wife, High Priestess Maynade, thought that way even with massive blood lost from a mortal wound 10 years ago and I gave her my blood. Not anymore, though, she learned her lesson. It seems though, excluding our lovable Bantha Head from the party, the Vhinphyc just didn’t see the light.”

“Talk about who is being ignorant,” said Casper, using Helle’s own favorite word to describe alien beings.

“Exactly my feelings,” said Enothchild somberly, not affected in anyway with the negative commentary directed towards his species. Juna knew he didn’t care, knew how Enothchild was never proud of his kind. Often times he had told her he wish he wasn’t a Vhinphyc for no matter what he did there were some folks who knew what he was, knew what terrible things his people did, and put him unfairly in that same league of evil. Sadly he had to live with it, and it didn’t help that every time he looked in the mirror he saw the problem staring back at him.

Enothchild, though, did live with it. If anything he just did what others did in the galaxy and thought of himself has a Jedi; has if Jedi were actually a whole different race of beings. Philosophically that was in some ways true, for not just anyone could move objects with their minds, read other people’s minds, see into the future, and do the things Jedi do. 

“Anyways,” he said to get past any thought anyone feeling sorry for him, “the government decided to go through the real phase of the Maternal Prophets and injected a small group of females in secret with the manipulation serum. Of course they could only have one child, but that one child in turn, if theory were correct, would have more than one child. Those manipulated children had their first child and theory was destroyed.” It showed a graphic appear of a Vhinphyc female holding a Rodian child. “The uteruses collapsed anyways, and Vhinech popped out. They killed that part of the project when all their test subjects gave birth to Vhinech. Since it was a controlled experiment, they thought it was just that simple to prevent more Vhinech births.”

“If that’s true, then why did Vhinech keep popping up?” asked Muriel skeptically.

Juna had that thought in mind too when she stopped the holographic report on a part that said, clearly and concisely and immediately, to stop the injection process. At the time 10 Vhinphyc women were injected, had offspring male and female, and those 10 children grew up, married, mated, and each couple had a Vhinech child thanks to one of the parents having the manipulated genome. Moving it a year later chronologically with a twiddle of her finger over a holographic scroll wheel, the birth of the quote official end quote First Vhinech, the one dubbed Magus Vhinech, was born. Every record showed that even the government in private was baffled has to why the child was born; that was the real reason why they did not kill Magus Vhinech. A few years later another Vhinech child was born, and only a few months after that another, and a few days after another. The trend continued it’s exponential expansion.

Juna answered the question before Enothchild or the holographic presentation did. “Because whenever anyone taps into the Powers of Creation, in its biological, energy or philosophical forms, there is no means to stop the process. It’s like a wild fire; you think you put it out, when in actually there is a stump burning from the inside and if left alone the fire erupts again.

“It was true when civilizations harnessed lightening. It was true when the atom was split, and then later fused. It was true when the light speed threshold was reached.” Juna gestured towards Enothchild, then Ros, and then finally Casper. “It was true when on Ossus the first Jedi used the Force for the very first time. It’s true in this case; once something transcending and defining in reality starts there is no real end to it.”

Juna pointed at the exponential rate figures increasing in size in both the Sleeper Vhinech spread and the Vhanba Vhinech birthrate. “If my Mama were here, she would say this is what happens when you screw with something you’re not suppose to screw with. Before this the Vhinphyc has a race had a 100,000 years of life in them. Their violation of natural law expedited the process. In essence, they committed suicide.” 

Enothchild said, “In the long run this data not only proves the Vhinphyc involvement, but also has valuable data that describes the process. From there we stand a good chance in developing a way to detect Sleeping Vhinech before they’re activated. Nue and every other Jedi scientist and several researchers at the University of Coruscant are sifting through the data right now.”

“You think they’ll find a way to detect them or a cure in time?” asked Ros.

“Detection: Probably after the vote. Cure: there wasn’t even a mention of it in the files anywhere so we don’t really know where to begin there.”

“You can also send the information to Napolis BioTech on Sefereis,” said Juna to remain helpful. “Rapier Technologies is working with them on a Mon Calamarian contract featuring organic alternatives of small mechanical devices. I can make the arraignments.”

“Any little bit helps,” said Enothchild. Juna walked over to a little transmitter array and began composing a typed request to send to Napolis BioTech, all the while keeping an ear to the conversation. “The Senate is now in the final phase of debates before they vote later tonight, and I struck out on that ship.”

“Don’t say that, Enothchild,” said Ros, doing all he could to keep his Master’s spirits up. “What we have could be something. Cripes, how many times did things turn out well in the very last second for us in the past?”

“Too many times,” chuckled the Vhinphyc. Juna could feel some resignation in his voice. “We’re long over due for some suffering here.”

Juna turned around and said with hope, “Don’t be so negative, Enothchild. There is time. Have faith.”

He smiled a little, but it faded away with every word he spoke next. “I do, but even you can feel it in the Force that something bad is going to happen.”


Juna thought for a few seconds and shook her head. “No, I don’t feel that’s true.” He frowned a little, and then she noted that both Ros and Casper did as well. “I mean I feel the darkness growing all around, but nothing bad is going to happen.”

Muriel was next to join the slightly confused Jedi in the room. “Am I missing something here? Look, what’s keep thinking of solutions here.”

Juna sent the message off to Napolis BioTech and said, “Okay, how about I trust a Hutt more than I trust Helle.”

“That’s no doubt.”

“She’s holding back for sure,” said Enothchild with a grimace. “I couldn’t get even a slight grasp of what it was on the ship. I gave her tons of opportunity to reveal herself and she didn’t bite.”

“Holding her sabacc hand close to her breasts as it were,” said Dizzy smartly. 

“She made me an ambassador if you can believe that,” Enothchild said dryly. “I had tremendous access to her computer memory resources. I found nothing out of sorts.”

Enothchild shrugged his shoulders, and Juna offered, “Didn’t you say Master Yoda wanted me to go to the ship and touch the keyboard?”

“To read the impressions of the keys, but thank the Force we didn’t do that. The keys had imbedded sensors in the keys that confirms the user’s identity and the user’s species. I could feel the energy from them, and the traps associated with them. My guess is if you’re not a Vhinphyc…” He shook his head and let the thought tail off. “I also felt I was being watched, but I couldn’t determine that with certainty.”

Casper raised a hand and said something truly interesting. “Master Sarch, how does Magus Prophet figure into this? I mean, if he is the one that is sending the Legacy Virus and not Helle, then…well, how does he fit in? He’s a Vhinech.”

Juna mused, “The idea was called Project of the Maternal Prophets. Prophets…Prophet. You think there’s a connection?”

“It’s seems too obvious, but between obvious and unreal why not?” Casper walked over to Enothchild and Juna and asked the Jedi Master, “Is there a file on Helle’s ship on Magus Prophet? Some form of military intelligence gathered by the Vhinphyckian military?”

Enothchild smiled at Casper and said, “That is interesting, Padawan Knightshade. One second.” 

Just has Enothchild checked the wrist computer for such a file to be uploaded to their location, Napolis BioTech sent an acknowledgment back to Juna. She stuck to Teletype transmission after identifying herself with a business security encrypt and asked for their help. When they said yes, Juna sent what information they had to them along with a wire transfer of five million credits for their services, her offer not theirs, and a follow up message: Time is of the essence. She finished just in time to turn around and look into the holographic eyes of the bane of her existence. Before her in a scaled down six foot tall image was the Vhinech in question. 

In the image Prophet was younger, smaller in body mass, and no scars. His face was too familiar; always a constant frown, but in this case the brow lines were not so pointed downward has if totally pissed off; in this case slightly pissed off. She knew it was his bone structure that caused such a evil face, but Juna couldn’t help to think if it wasn’t his bone structure he would look that way anyways, in a constant state of rage, of hate, and unrelenting desire.

The text that appeared next to his image, however, caught her a bit off guard when she read the Vhinphyckian language; Juna had a grasp of it thanks to Enothchild’s Son disk; she read the alphabet off the disk 10 years ago. She couldn’t speak the language because of the painful throat action involved to get the words out, but she translated it. “Reverend Prophet?”

“Yes, I recall Magus Nautilus telling me about that during the Sanctuary discussions,” said Enothchild has he had the ship translate the rest of the text into Basic for all to read. “The story he told me is a bit more detailed than this file, but even that was vague. According to Nautilus, Prophet was orphaned has a child and his father, a Path minister and Vhinech sympathizer, adopted him. He was raised by his new father and mother along with a younger Vhinphyc sibling, and Prophet was a regular stone thumper.” Everyone looked at him oddly. “Not many stumps existed on Vhanba, so one stood on stones to speak to large crowds.” They got it, and he continued. “Believe it or not, and it says it here in the file, Prophet was a crusader for peaceful Vhinech-Vhinphyc relations.”

“You’re kidding,” joked Dizzy. “That guy is as peaceful as a stank; all is well until you cross it and it sprays you with stink juice.”

“I agree, but apparently he was following his adopted parent’s lead at the time.”

Juna looked at the rest of the cryptic file and shook her head in disbelief. She wanted to think this file was absolutely false, but there was nothing to suggest otherwise. She rubbed her arms with all that was suggested here. “I shutter to even think this monster even having an adopted family. I can’t image it. I will never image it. Nothing as evil as he can never know such love to turn out the way he did. Nothing.”

“War changes anyone,” said Casper somberly.

“Anyone but born certified monsters,” said Enothchild to totally retort that claim. “I will never see Prophet has a victim of war. He is a legitimately evil son of a bitch that doesn’t need therapy or put out of his misery, just put out period. That’s not even a joke, Casper.”

“The boy just misspoke, Enothchild,” said Ros in defense, coming to his dispirited Padawan Learner’s aide. “He doesn’t know Prophet like you do.”

Enothchild looked at the Padawan and could see how desperately he wanted to help and make amends. Juna could see he didn’t mean to speak so mean to him, but even she couldn’t help to think or speak that way either. Prophet was evil, and if the file would have given them his place of birth she was sure it would be Hell. However no apology came from Enothchild, and they continued on looking at the file, and in short time they found nothing that connected Prophet to the Project of the Maternal Prophets except his obvious Vhinech heritage. After being talked down to Casper didn’t want to lose here. Unfortunately he and everyone else struck out again.

He looked defeated, but Enothchild put a hand on the Padawan’s shoulder and said to him, “It’s still a question that needed to be raised, Casper. It’s a good one because how does someone like him get his hands on the Legacy Virus this late in the game if he is not involved?”

“Well why wait so long to use it?” asked Muriel logically. “Why isn’t he using it now somewhere else if not here? From what you told us the Vhinech that Helle had taken down at Obroa-skai came from Sullust; he probably had them deliver the virus. If that’s so…” She finally pinched the bridge of her nose in exhaustion and frustration, and that sort of summed up the entire evening for the group who had been awake for more than a day and a half; a day and a half filled with physical and emotional lows.

Normally a fretting Muriel turned Dizzy Arnes on; certain things moved in a ‘good way’ on her body. This time his concern has a husband overrode his juvenile tendencies. He put hands on her shoulders and said calmly, “I think we’ve kept our eyes open for too damn long now. Let’s get something to eat and get some sleep.”

“But the vote, Dizzy-,” she began.

“Smeck it,” he said flatly. “We’re not going to stop it and you know it, Red. Those knuckleheads wouldn’t listen even if they knew we were right. We can only go on and do what’s needed after the fact because the galaxy is filled with people that will benefit later from us getting some sleep. Please?”

Enothchild didn’t object to the idea. “I think we all need a break.”

“Yeah, of the thinking and lucky kind,” grumbled Ros, motioning to Casper to follow him. Enothchild followed them over to the open doorway to follow them out, and without the others looking Ros put his hand out to stop his former Master. “We know the way out.”

“I thought you two would be staying.” Enothchild looked at the two again and said, “If it’s because what I just said-.”

“It was,” said Ros, but he held up a hand and said, “But that’s okay. Really, we need to take a full step back here and give each other space or nothing will get done.” Sighing, he finished the conversation by saying, “We have gone as far as we can go with this investigation. We were about to go over what we all ready knew, and guess the hows and whys, for probably the hundredth time. Dizzy is right in there; it’s not going to stop the vote. We got the important data gathered and the science is going over it. Let’s take a breath, get some rest, and start working on another aspect of this.”

Enothchild nodded and said, “I’m sorry.”

“I know,” said Ros, and both Knight-Master and Padawan left together.

CHAPTER 68.1

With Casper and Ros leaving, Enothchild momentarily gone, and Dizzy and Muriel vanishing, that left Juna all alone. To pass the time she ran through the data again, starting at the beginning and by doing so she experienced a kind of joy in it; in an immature but assuring herself way, she made Magus Prophet disappear. She had such similar thoughts before; close the eyes and wish, say he was gone. She concluded every single time that it just was not that easy. Last night was a different story; despite the chaos and the near death experiences, Juna found that it could be that easy. If she really wanted him dead, if she really wanted him to suffer for all that he had done, all she had to do was go after him.

Juna realized that she was entering that little universe Magus Prophet believed only he and her existed in. The one universe where obsession was actually love, taking someone by force was known has loving embracement, that sexually molesting her while she was unconscious was her wish for him to ‘take her’, and murdering her parents was clearing the obstacles in her way. In Prophet’s perverted universe, or Perverse, she was always thinking about him in a positive light. That by somehow by thinking of him she gave him dreams, and in those dreams she helped him become the ‘man’ that he was now in order for her to love him, and he waited for her to catch up after murdering her mother. In his Perverse, they were the same and meant to be together because of it, and it was all affirmed with her thinking of him every night.

In Juna’s opinion, and she decided to project the feelings through the Force in an attempt to let him know that she was ‘thinking’ of him, the only ‘positive light’ she saw Prophet in was the red kill box that ‘lights’ up during a torpedo target lock from the instruments of her N-One starfighter. That for now on the only ‘dreams’ she was going to give him were of ones in which he died by Enothchild’s hands, and if he would like to truly wait for her to catch up to him, then she would be happy to oblige so long has Bravo Squadron, the Trade Federation, and the Republic Combined-Navy were allowed to come along too. That was the universe she resided in!

Unlike the others who were rational in their decision to pick up where they left off tomorrow after a meal and some rest, Juna pushed onward with the energy of her former 8 year old self and with the same exact alert intensity she reserved for a clawbat fight. She continued on, not at all upset or even slightly annoyed that the others called it a night. Personally she had more at stake than anyone else in the universe; it may have been selfish of her to think that way, but given she was the source of Prophet’s motivations she couldn’t deny the fact if she wasn’t just a bit responsible. In short whatever Prophet does in the future Juna felt it was partially, or in whole, her fault. Thus, she was going to nail him, destroy him with his own plans, and she was going to find it if it took her the entire night to do it.

I know you are thinking of me. You have been thinking of me for a very long time. You cannot help to think about me. The question you ask yourself before you retire to rest every night, when you think of me, is do you truly fear me? I take it one step further and I demand that you ask yourself do I really hate you, Magus Prophet?
Juna heard that replay in her mind and she closed her eyes to keep her rage from frothing over again. The impressions left behind on the letter he wrote to her were still there on her mind and with meditation she was able to suppress it. Things like the problems facing them all kept bringing Prophet back up in her mind. She hated that; in effect, like it was stated in the letter, she couldn’t help to think about him.

When she opened her dark brown eyes, Juna found herself staring back at the image of a young Magus Prophet before her; without even a single thought she had recalled the image with a few keystrokes. She stared at the image and felt the bile from her stomach reach the bottom of her throat, causing her to swallow. Focused on the digital optical orbs that stared unloving, she sneered coldly in shallow tones, “I hate you.”

“Juna?” Enothchild’s words had snapped her out of her angered-influenced tunnel vision, but she didn’t acknowledge him immediately. When he entered her line of sight on the other side of the transparent holoimage, the Jedi Master looked more ready for a vacation than for the field of battle; gone was his tunic and robe and a tight fitting undershirt that read on the front in big white letters ‘My Tunic Is At the Cleaners’ adorn his upper body. It brought a small smile to her face, but it faded away. It faded away because she could see his face, his handsome, kind face, and understand it. “Juna, why don’t you get some rest too?”

“Can’t sleep,” she said gently; a far cry from what she sounded and felt like just a few seconds ago. Then again a visual of any kind of Enothchild Sarch would cool her down even if she was a star on the verge of going nova. “Besides I wouldn’t want you to hog all the glory.”

He knew her well, and not just the more obvious of things. “You worry too much about me trying to gain information out of Helle. You shouldn’t you know; I’ve played the game she’s playing a few times myself.”

“But it’s more dangerous than ever,” she reasoned. 

Enothchild smiled and said, “Sounds like a catch phrase you see used to promote a lousy action holo-flick sequel.”

For a moment Juna was mad at him for making the situation and subject a joke. She let out a “Ha.” And finally she couldn’t help to snicker; it did sound like some real bad ad line she would find on the HoloNet. She tried to hide it because, damn it, it wasn’t supposed to be funny, by dropping her head down and letting her long hair hide her face. She knew what he was trying to do. The lovable Enothchild was trying to tone down her seriousness need to be serious. She liked that about him, always have.

Enothchild just said, “Is that your belly jiggling as if you are laughing at something serious?”

Juna quickly brought up her red face, watery eyes thanks to laughter and lied. “No. It’s my allergies.”

“Oh really?” He moved around the holoimage and got closer to her. “You must have inhaled giggle pollen and snicker dander, eh?” 

“Now stop that,” she demanded sternly, but couldn’t help to hide her smile. “Stop teasing me!”

“Or perhaps it’s the rib cage hugging parasite humorous gratuitous. Hmmmmm, could be. I’ll guess I’ll have to see.” With that both his large hands reached out and with his fingers he tickled her ribs, causing her to recoil upward and giggle. “Oh yeah, you have them.”

“Oh…ahahahahha…you meanie, stopppaahhhh.”

“No, no, don’t struggle. To get them out you have to ‘massage’ them out.”

Laughing, Juna squealed out of his reach and ran into the next room, all her seriousness and worry pushed to the back of her mind. The next room was an observatory that overlooked the bright-lighted evening of Coruscant. It was a room that favored her pursuer for it was small, had very little places to hide, and had no other exits. Turning around to regard him in the doorway she held up a finger and trying to sound as if she had any authority she said, “All right, that’s enough you! Don’t you dare touch me again or I’ll have a dozen guards up here in a flash!”

“Only an elitist would cry for help,” he mused. 

Juna never liked that tag and her open mouth shock had to be priceless because Enothchild began to laugh; a controlled laugh because when he really laughed the whole planet would have heard it. Beside herself in humorous anger she grabbed a couch cushion and tagged him with it, slapping the cloned leather padding in his unsuspecting face when he was finished laughing with his head thrown back.

When the cushion came down, Juna realized her error; that cushion was heavy and she had to really swing it to have an effect. It had an effect all right; Enothchild was giving her an evil eye once the cushion came down. But it was a goofy evil eye, one that only raised terror to the person on the receiving in because it meant something funny, not something painfully serious, was going to happen and usually it was what the victim was trying to avoid in the first place.

“Oh I am so sorry,” she muttered with a shaking head of mock concern, laughing between her words.

“Oh not as sorry as you are going to be,” he mused seriously, but not malevolently. “Come here!”

“No!” She tried to get away, but he grabbed her by the arm and threw her over his right shoulder. She kicked and playfully slapped his back but he ignored it. Trying not to laugh or even be loud to awaken anyone unnecessarily, she said, “You put me down you overgrown walking head mount!”

Enothchild did put her down, but he playfully forced her to sit down on the couch. Juna tried to get up as he sat next to her, but he just grabbed her and pulled her back down on the couch. With his arm wrapped tightly around her shoulders and her body forced close to his he showed her his left hand and deliberately very slowly proceeded to direct it towards her unprotected stomach. A slow, realization squeal escaped her lips and she tried to stop the hand with both her hands. When she made her move he moved quicker and Juna was spastic when his hand made contact to tickle her. She laughed and kicked and squirmed around but it was no use; Juna had always been a victim of tickle torture and she never could get use to it. 

Her only saving grace was to ride the storm out the best she could and finally when she couldn’t take it anymore she squeaked out between the laughter, “No…haahahahaha…stop or I’ll wet myself…hahahahaha.”

When Enothchild stopped he released the lock on her but Juna was too spent physically and was depleted of breath to move. She settled on letting her head and body lay against his to rest and collect herself, weakly wiping her tears of joy from her flushed face in the process. Her hand then brushed inadvertently brushed across his very large, hard pectoral muscle on his chest, and she thanked the Force once she moved her hand away that her face was all ready red with exertion. Her waning adrenaline surge picked back up again, supplied by the titillation of what just occurred.

Juna wondered if he noticed and looked up at him; oh how she hoped that he noticed. Her heart was thundering with yearning, with the feel of his arm across her shoulders and his hand holding her shoulder, and her body so very close to his. She trembled a little at the thoughts that swam through her head because they were good, deep, loving, and gender influenced wanting thoughts. She pleaded silently that he noticed, and therefore she wouldn’t need to tell him her feelings. Gone was her need to keep her true feelings for him a secret, but she couldn’t get the words formed in her mind or spoken from out of her panting, gasping for air mouth. The body language would tell him, it would convey to him her needs, and all he would have to do to affirm that he knew was lean downward and kiss her fully on her opened lips.

Instead Enothchild just ran a hand over her head and said, “There, don’t you feel better?”

She kept her disappointment off her face but her discouragement was not held in check mentally: BETTER? BETTER! By the forces that made me, I want to you, DAMN IT! Juna couldn’t understand it; forget the fact he looked at her as a daughter. She had to be putting out the biggest signs of TAKE ME DAMN YOU that any female put out for any man in the history of the galaxy and lone and behold she had managed is totally be enthralled with the one guy in the universe that don’t read such big, well lit, loud, and obvious billboards. 

It wasn’t as if she was a nymphomaniac, but it just felt right at this very moment to throw manners, concerns, and perhaps even clothing aside and…and…and…

“I love you.”

