CHAPTER 15.0
Commenor. 

The slicer Mrecan, who’s real name was Causi Pewy, was very easy to track down once Enothchild and Dizzy returned to the Ruby Heirloom. Giving Naressa the name and honoring her request for privacy with the computers and transceivers it only took her a minute to do what she did best. When Naressa had emerged from her room with Causi Pewy’s life story she announced that their destination was the planet Commenor, a planet only two hours away via hyperspace. Dizzy all ready had the ship warmed up and had cleared the docking bay when his need to leave hurriedly got him in trouble with Muriel. She had been taking a long, hot bath that had put her in a deep, meditative state when he retracted the ramp and did a stomach flipping, body shaking moved called a Smuggler’s Throttle Up. When they jumped to hyperspace Muriel, wearing a bath robe, drenched and slightly limping, dragged Dizzy by his ears to the back and promptly gave him a very rough bath; of course she was relieved that he was all right. When the bubbles settled the married couple returned to the bridge holding hands and got a briefing from Naressa, one that was short and substantive.

Upon arrival there was nothing special about Commenor; in fact some of Naressa’s report was unnecessary since the other three knew of the world very well. Commenor was the main trader world in the Colonies Region of the Republic; its location was all within reasonable distance of Duro, Alderaan, Corellia, Coruscant, Kuat, Tynna and at least another ten thousand worlds, thus making it the most commercially attractive location for off-the-trade-routes business. The planetary government of Humans mirrored  the Bothans, but the bureaucracy was nonexistent. In fact Commenor never imposed any of the Republic’s taxes or regulations upon its people or outsiders; a point of constant debate in the Senate, one where the Republic continuously lost since the world did not receive one credit chit of Republic payouts. 

In some ways Commenor was like Strumder, but in terms of overall attitude it was just like it’s location in the galaxy: between Coruscant and Corellia. The planet -- from the towns to the old countries --  was overpopulated from people to droids to cargo to ships. Upon their approach they all got to see the continent of Cyna; accounting for thirty percent of the planet’s total land mass and spanning evenly across two hemispheres, the continent was the largest affixed on-ground space port in the galaxy. The space traffic control towers were some of the tallest buildings in the galaxy as well; every floor of space needed to handle the high array of space traffic coming in and going out, making sure nothing goes wrong.
During the entire trip everyone remained relatively silent. Enothchild and Dizzy told their stories quickly, Naressa gave her report on Causi Pewy, and from there on lips were sealed. It more or less remained that way as the group left the Ruby Heirloom at docking bay 902,309 and found a cab to take them to a so-called private club called the Union Revolutionaries. When they got there it was private all right: many, many levels down below the upper most surface of the continent where the artificial lighting couldn’t seem to penetrate the protective lens covers of their own fixtures.
“I don’t believe it,” Dizzy commented when they all stepped out of the cab and eyed the club’s exterior. It was absolutely dirty on the outside, a magnet for whatever was sent down from the upper levels; a lot of it the Sullustan didn’t want to what it was.
“What is it?” Muriel stood beside him and looked everything over carefully. She didn’t just had her hand on her blaster, she had the blaster out. The whole place radiated trouble.
“The ass end of the universe: I think we’ve found it.”

Something dark, sludgy, and too moist looking dripped off the building and hit the pavement with a loud plop. Muriel stepped back and out of the way of the drippings that were splashed her way. She ended up beside Dizzy and said sarcastically, “How many times have I told you: appearances mean nothing, its what’s inside that counts.”

Enothchild looked over the situation as well and couldn’t blame Dizzy for his pointed observation. Although Dizzy had never seen the real and really dark underbelly of Coruscant at midnight going by a wrist chrono; when Nadja took him on those patrols as a Padawan Learner he was genuinely scared; calling it a safari would have been an insult to safaris. This place all ready was a really close second place. He got that feeling based on the struggle Naressa was having still with the cab driver; a Bothan, and both were having a rather heated exchange in the Bothan’s native language which Enothchild had to admit was impressive because the whole time Naressa had kept her composure and didn’t melt anything.

Enothchild got Naressa’s attention with a small wave of his hand. “We’re going in. We’ll met you inside.”

Naressa looked ready to have another argument about them splitting up again, even if it was for a moment. On the other hand she seemed aware of the dangers of Dizzy and Muriel actually staying outside even though it was a safe bet that the inside wasn’t going to be much safer. The perception of that changed just as quickly as the scenery once the trio got past was passed for a coat check station. The interior was very well lit and most of the walls were a clean and sterile white. The décor matched the serenity of the appearance and the classical music that filled the smoky air. Only the different assortment of patrons, ranging from seldom to sophisticated, clashed with the club’s general theme. There were ranges in class and different species aplenty. There honestly didn’t seem like any illegal activity going on, and everyone was quite civil.
“Remember what I said outside?” Muriel said to Dizzy.
“Oh like you had no doubts,” Dizzy said.

“Let’s not loose sight on why we’re here,” Enothchild reminded them. Despite the appearance of no hoodlums guarding the club the Force was telling him otherwise; they were being watched. Therefore he decided to speed up the search process. “The sooner we find Mrecan, the better off we will be.”
“You are looking for Mrecan?” The group stopped when a rather old, bushy haired man nearby heard Enothchild speak. He then pointed towards the near wall and spoke with more Coruscant tones. “He is in there. Press the wall and you will gain access to the beat room.”

“Thank you sir,” said Enothchild with a nod and lead the way.

“Beat room?” Muriel said worriedly. “Why don’t I like the sound of that?”

Dizzy just nervously mouthed out. “C’mon, Honey, it ain’t like you haven’t turned your head and coughed before.” Her glare made him shrink, and quickly the Sullustan did the honors. He pressed the wall with both hands, and it responded. He went in, popped back out, and then the whole section retracted. Immediately the three of them were struck with a wall of sound filled with bass blaring beats, blinded by rotating and changing lights, and faced with a very large amphitheater practically filled to the rafters with people in celebration.
“Cozy,” remarked Dizzy. Enothchild and Muriel looked at him as if he had devious intentions on his mind. He just looked at Enothchild, held up his hands, then parted them when he said, “You think Ol’ Pewy would mind it if you used your abilities to ‘part the waters’?”

“That’ll leave a good impression on a criminal.” Enothchild shook his head and lead the two in, triggering the wall to close up.
Before they went further and before anyone asked about Naressa three tall women in men’s business attire, hair short and oiled back, and sporting welder shades emerged from the crowd and confronted the trio. There was a brief exchange of professional measuring between the women and Muriel; without a doubt their eyes were locked in. Dizzy felt his shooting hand begin to twitch. They were three shades of dark; the darkest of them looked at Enothchild and said, “Master Jedi, you and your friends are to follow us. Mrecan is expecting you.”
Without a twitch of worry, Enothchild nodded slowly and said, “Thank you.” When the women turned and began to walk the nearby patrons took noticed and cleared the way for them. He said to Dizzy, “Sometimes gravity parts the waters for you.”

Dizzy followed right behind Enothchild with Muriel tight behind him; he knew she wasn’t in the mood for talk. Understandable; Dizzy knew professional bodyguards when he saw them and the three vixens were being paid heavily to act the part in convincing fashion. Then again he wasn’t in the mood for silence and said to Enothchild over the loud music, “Yeah, and when you don’t control gravity and the poodoo hits the cooling unit that’s when gravity can really suck.”
The group was soon approaching the far wall and the line of large sitting booths that wrapped themselves around the tables along the wall. It wasn’t as crowded as the dance floor so progress was made towards the corner rear. All three heroes laid eyes on the familiar, thin face of Causi Pewy. Pewy, according to the information Naressa had dug up on him, was born and raised on Corellia, but he didn’t look like the a-typical Corellian man some women swoon over while reading fictional romance scribes. He was sitting, but he hadn’t changed in five years. He was tall but horribly thin, his skin was pale like in the mug shot they looked at; Pewy, when he was fifteen, was arrested, charged, and convicted of digital securities fraud; the usual slicer blue badge of honor. A good wind could have easily blew this Corellian pirate of the ship’s deck. It explained why he was surrounded by women that looked confident enough to handle any situation. To that both Enothchild and Muriel had their suspicions.
Pewy flashed a cocky grin and snide, “Well is this not an honor. Enothchild Sarch. I got to admit when I looked at my security monitor here I had to roll back the data.” He looked to his surrounding females and said, “This, ladies, is a legendary detective standing before you. If you haven’t heard of him then you haven’t been trying hard enough to make a name for yourself. Please, sit.”

“Thank you, Mrecan,” said Enothchild, referring to Pewy by his slicer handle; a good bet that he preferred that over Pewy. “but I must respectively decline. I couldn’t fit in the booth.” He then looked over the business attired women. He looked back at Pewy. “And the Mistryl know of me. And I assure you I am a man in good standing with the Eleven.”
Dizzy watched a few of the young women look at one another with unspoken uncertainty and concern just as he swore to himself. The Mistryl were the best known organized mercenary group in the galaxy, very well known in the fringe as efficient and effective shadow guards. They were also known to have very high standards of ethics; their reputations for turning down some very lucrative retirement offers preceded them. Beings like the Hutts never stopped making offers because there were Mistryl that did take scrupulous assignments. Then again the best were the best because they didn’t always turn down the best offers.
With the revelation it all became very interesting to the Sullustan as he put the Mistryl up against his wife, imagining a fight night poster with them and Muriel on it. There was still considerable tension between them; either a matter of them both being professionals and maintaining professional decorum, or a matter of professional pride. The Order of Guardians never considered themselves to be mercenaries; they didn’t inspire to be labeled as such except by their political opponents; they stuck exclusively to protection and teaching. In the latter some would argue that the Guardians were far more dangerous than the Mistryl for they were shaping the minds of the young, and those young would grow up and become future leaders. Dizzy didn’t believe it, but he did believe that if a fight broke out that his wife would make the brawl very interesting.
Mrecan’s confident face fell a little. He said with a small chuckle, “You assume too much, Master Jedi. I’m a man of peace unlike yourself. I know better not to mess with a Vhinphyc, let alone a Vhinphyc Jedi, let further alone a Vhinphyc Jedi that killed three hundred well armed and armored Mandalore freedom fighters by himself.” He held up his hands towards his shadow guards. “I’ve paid too much for fine service. I’m not stupid. I for one am not going to loose money to a murdering hypocrisy. Although I gotta wonder why you’re here?”
Dizzy wanted to smack the punk around. Then again that was why Enothchild was in the point slot. Enothchild said calmly, “Not to debate you on matters you pretend to know about.” Muriel, still looking over the competition, flashed a very small smile. Mrecan’s glow of superiority took a sizeable hit; he looked paler than ever. “We’re here to talk about Shooter.”

Mrecan made a small hand motion to one of the shadow guards and said, “Go get Lanim and tell her to bring my portable.” He looked back to Enothchild. “Shooter? Sounds like a poor alien’s slicer handle.”
“Your friend on Duro, Milk Dud, sent a message to Yabbula the Hutt about us and referred to you by name. I would have to assume Milk Dud had spoken to you.”

“Why don’t you go ask Milk Dud. I don’t have time for you and I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Make time, because Milk Dud’s dead.” With Enothchild’s proclamation he watched Mrecan take the news hard and sit up straighter, acting very nervous. “We just came from Duro. Someone ripped his head off his body.”
“W-well that’s a c-crying shame,” Mrecan panned nervously. He looked as if he was ready to go somewhere, but he remained seated. “Sounds like he pissed somebody strong off.”

Enothchild deflected the accusation away. “Now you are assuming too much, and you do know that.” He looked around the entire room. “Since we’re in the business of assumption here, Mrecan, I would like to assume that your slicing abilities aren’t paying the bills for this place. That is not in a self employed sense. Given that Milk Dud was a slicer for Black Sun, I would assume you may be as well. Except for the fact that Milk Dud was sending messages to Yabbula and he had told Yabbula to talk to you. Therefore, I must assume that Yabbula is paying the bills. You work for him.”
Enothchild slowly lowered himself down and put his big hands on the table, putting himself a little closer to Pewy. The shadow guards stirred a bit but made no move. Muriel was still locked in her crossed arm position. Pewy looked very nervous but he held firm in his defiance. “Okay. So I work for Yabbula. Is that a crime?”

“Actually yes,” said Muriel. “Its against the law on Commenor to work for any outside foreign entity with subversive intentions. The Hutts for years have been fueling the political angst against this world, trying to get trade barriers affixed here to spur smuggling.”

Mrecan looked at Muriel with disgust. “What are you, a lawyer? I hate lawyers.”

“She’s no lawyer,” said the nearest Mistryl, who looked older than the others. Unlike the others she looked like she had a clue. She and Muriel had locked stares the longest the entire time.
“Whatever,” said Mrecan with a wave of his hands. “So what? You can’t prove anything by my association with unidentified silent partners. Take a look around you, Master Jedi, this place is filled with more people than you can handle.”

“You’re assuming again,” said Enothchild calmly. “I’m here on different business. What I want to know is what Milk Dud told you about Shooter.”

“What’s it to you?”

“Why does that concern you?”

Again there was considerable tension in the air. Mrecan slowly smiled again, and then he let loose a nasal-filled chuckle that almost made Dizzy want to reach over and smack him. The slicer dared, “Why don’t you read my mind, you loser? Force it out of me with a wave of your hand? You won’t. Not with all these babes around me and two friends to have to worry about. This isn’t the Evramora, Sarch. You’re not by yourself.”
“Who says we ain’t alone, Pewy,” Dizzy shot out, fed up with the nerd’s pompous ass.

Mrecan became grayer and stood up; with his scrawny build he didn’t look impressive. His movement, though, caused a new stir within the Mistryl company. Muriel matched it by slowly standing on the balls of her feet. The proprietor pointed his finger at Dizzy and said, “Don’t…you…ever…call me Pewy.”
“Sure think, Stick!” Dizzy made a thumbing motion. “Drop the pretenses” meaning the Mistryl “and let’s go outside.”

Before the conversation went any further a collective chill went up everyone’s spine. A black gloved hand casually landed on Dizzy’s shoulder, causing him to jump a little. Naressa appeared around him, seemingly out of nowhere; the Mistryl were looking at each other, asking each other silently how they missed her. Enothchild was honestly asking himself that same question; he didn’t sense her until she spoke aloud over the beat thumping music. “Arness! Starting fights? I thought that was well below you.” She looked over the scene and said, “Forgive me. I would have been here sooner but the ocean of humanity was rather difficult to cross.”
Enothchild, Dizzy, and Muriel turned back towards Mrecan. He was sitting back down again, all appearance of anger gone. He blinked rapidity, seemed confused. The Mistryl seemed far more tense than ever, but for reasons they couldn’t quite explain. There were a few males close to the scene on the dance floor that couldn’t seem to pry their eyes of cloaked figure standing amongst the mere mortals.
Mrecan acted flabbergasted. “Hello, I-I don’t believe we have met. I’m Causi Pewy.” He shook his head as to clear it; it didn’t work. “Mrecan! My name…is Mrecan.”

“Borja,” said Naressa with a smile. “Unfara jeskin enbul se rusin.”
Mrecan’s eyebrows danced up. “Wow, you certainly know your Old Corellian. I haven’t met any girls back home yet that could speak it.”

“That’s because they’re girls.” Naressa stepped in front the group, opening her cloak without fear of the Mistryl mistaking the movement. “A young man with your sophistication shouldn’t play around with such immaturity. You deserve much more than that.”

“I do!” Mrecan was so enthused with Naressa he acted as if the others were not there; not even his body guards. “I do! I mean….this galaxy already panders down to the least common fraction if you know what I mean. It’s the system! Do this. Do that. Obey the law written by the overlords. Not me. I say screw the rules. I don’t follow the herd. I want to have my own herd.”
“A born leader: I like that in a man,” Naressa gushed with that high class sophistication in her voice. Mrecan’s pale face was filling with some color and he shifted around a lot, covering up his lap with both his hands. When she glanced down at his hands he locked up like a nuna that just saw the beheading butcher’s knife coming down to loft of it’s neck. She looked up and gave him a full blast burst of her smirk. “Are you happy to see me, Causi?”

“Yeah, yeah-no!” Mrecan didn’t seem to mind now that someone was calling him by his real name. He shook his head again and asked, “I mean…what do you want?” There was a hope in his eyes…

“You.” When Naressa said that Mrecan suddenly gave a body shaking shoulder. They were figuratively miles apart, but he was acting as if she had been touching his malehood the entire time. His cheeks were even more flushed now, the veins in his skinny neck popping out has the blood from his brain went down to his penis. She then finished her statement. “To tell me what you know about the Shooter.”
“Sure!” Mrecan leapt to his feet in a rush, looking very eager to please Naressa anyway he could.

“Moron!” A shout from their right, Mrecan’s left, forced people to look towards the shout. Coming towards them was the Mistryl he had sent away earlier to go get the woman she was escorting to the table now. The tall, Corellian brunette named Lanim forced herself into the booth and dragged Mrecan down so they could sit together. She shoved his portable computer in his hands and said, “I was busy, you know! Dragging me away to bring you your computer. You could have just asked one of these suit bunnies to do your dirty work.”

Naressa closed her eyes and sighed quietly, “Shit.” She had him, and Enothchild and the others knew she had Mrecan; she had recognized the sour problem quickly and acted both quickly and painlessly. The Sith Maiden had been using her highly potent Force pheromone influence to slowly seduce him into a talkative stupor. She produced the pheromones and gave them off naturally, but she could channel more of the dark side into them and unleash higher, climatic causing levels; she had to be careful, though, for too much with a room full of men could have catastrophically violent consequences. It worked on every being of every species, but those of the Force persuasion could shield themselves from it, and men with committed feelings were often immune to the affects. Mrecan was still under Naressa’s spell because he wasn’t a saint in his relationship with his girl, but with her around it was a sound bet she wasn’t going to let him talk.
“Who are these idiots?” said the woman.

“T-They’re…they’re asking about that gal I told you about, Lanim.” Mrecan was trying to shake things off, making very small progress. “You know, Shooter?”

Lanim looked all four of them over, but she gave Naressa a rude glare. She said, “I hope you didn’t tell them. They don’t look like the paying type.”
“Actually,” said Naressa diplomatically, taking the lead again “I am willing to offer anything for the information.”

Lanim shook her head, slapped the back of Mrecan’s head, and snorted out with contempt, “We ain’t selling you a damn thing, bitch! Why don’t you get your goth ass out of here before I have these bitches around you smoke your ass.”
Enothchild put a firm hand on Naressa’s shoulder and said, “We did not come here for trouble. We’re not making any.” He said to Naressa, “Right?”

“The desperate don’t make trouble, Enothchild,” said Naressa with a new round of bitterness in her voice. “They solve matters indiscriminately.”
“Maybe my gal’s right,” said Mrecan. “There’s nothing I want to give any of you.”

Naressa eyed everyone with her glowing eyes; low in glow but cutting through the dance club darkness with ease; her prey eyes cutting through their mystique of everyone before her. Enothchild’s hand reminded her that she had made a promise. A promise she promised she would keep this time. Although it was so very tempting to break it; matters in the galaxy were turning for the worse. She wanted Juna out of it now.

She sighed and said, “I’m sorry to hear that. We were making such good conversation.”

Lanim stood up and seemed to challenge Naressa. “You can get those contact lenses of yours off my man and get the hell out if you’re so sorry.”

“I didn’t mean to offend you.” Naressa removed the glove off her right hand and extended it towards her. “We’ll be on our way.”

“Then get!” Lanim smacked Naressa’s hand with her hand with a hard swipe. “Go on!”

Disappointed, Naressa put her glove back on and said, “Very well. Enothchild, Dizzy, Muriel.” She gave each one of them a look of knowing. “Let’s go.” They all turned at different paces; Enothchild quickly, Dizzy hesitantly, and Muriel last with her eyes locked on the Mistryl who were preparing to escort them to the door.

Naressa took two steps, stopped, turned, and said to the ‘loving couple’, “Oh by the way. Congratulations.”
“For what? Sparing your life. You’re welcome.” Lanim spouted out as she massaged Mrecan’s head.

“No.” Naressa thought for a second in silence, and finally she just kept it to herself and left with the others.

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

CHAPTER 15.1

Outside, Naressa lead the others towards the cab with a happy smirk on her face: that was so easy. Once again she couldn’t understand how little peons like Causi Pewy  could still be alive. Then again she had to wonder what kind of hatred had to exist for his mother to call him Causi when he was born. In Old Corellian folklore a man named Causi took the old kingdoms over, killed his king father, and made his queen mother marry him and bare his children. And on the other hand completely free of subject no Corellian could dare live with a name like Causi Pewy. It sounded weak, and it belonged properly to a weak man. A weak man that thought he had won like the Causi of legend. 
“Well that went smooth,” blurted Dizzy out. “If that broad didn’t pop up we would have had what we wanted! Speaking of pop: was I the only one that wanted to pop that no-balls wonder back there? He had no right to preach, man” He was telling that to Enothchild. “But you put him in his place, though I wished you did it with your foot. It wouldn’t have been too hard; he was a scarecrow. And you had his wimpy little butt, Naressa! Ah man, why did that chick have to show up!!!” 

Done ranting his anger out, Dizzy sighed as he wrapped his arm around Muriel’s waist. He laid his head on her shoulder and pouted. “Where do we go from here?”

Naressa wanted some classical drama in her life and turned around to face the others when the moment had come. “Maradest.” She watched Dizzy exchange looks with Muriel. “We’re now only five days behind Juna. She will be with Belt Besirmesserresuron and Rooney Tufuse; Tufuse’s gang of smugglers turned down Yabbula’s demands and are regrouping with several other smuggling groups there.  Maradest is far, so the sooner you leave the better.”

Before Dizzy could ask, Enothchild picked his head up in understanding, rubbed his fingers in front of him. “But that’s not all you got from the woman when she smacked your hand away?”

Naressa smirked at him as she walked around the front of the cab to the driver’s side. She fluttered her eyelids at him and said, “Oh Enothchild, you know me too well.” She got in and started the cab up.

“Ah, Naressa, where’s the cab driver?” asked Muriel when she got in the front seat with her. Dizzy and Enothchild jumped in the back.

“He couldn’t stay so I bought the cab from him; save us the trouble of walking.” Naressa put the cab in gear and drove the vehicle upward. “I took him home and came right back.”
Everyone expressed different forms of laughing. Dizzy let out the long string of laughing, stopped, and asked, “So how did you find out?”

“Touching, Sweetie,” said Muriel in realization. “Remember?”
Naressa heard a small noise of realization come from Dizzy directly behind her. She couldn’t fault him for not remembering that all she needed to do was touch someone with her asilamorphic skin to know their thoughts and memories; an ability that has increased in potency when she ascended to Dark Purity. All she needed was a simple, glancing blow. She had to be careful with the ability for it was tied in part to her Force Draining ability. Opening up and making contact with a living, thinking, Force generating entity was a very dangerous for her. The acquisition of more power was a driving growth principal in the Dark Side of the Force in which one found motivation; a black shroud that covered morals and ethics and humanity, giving those who embraced it the ability to do the unthinkable in order to achieve their Dark desires. It was still a conscious decision and not a mental illness or peer pressure, thus whatever actions followed were the true definitions of evil.
Naressa had been down that road. The pleasures outweighed the risks. It meant she would have to give up everything for it. Including the love for her Daughter.

It was why Darth Sidious was going to rule this galaxy. It was why Darth Rune still existed and could challenge Sidious. It was why Naressa didn’t give in.
She had absorbed the energies of beings before. During the Dark Purity transformation she drained half a dozen Vhinech in a fight for survival. In the draining, she drained everything: flesh, blood, muscle and bone; where the Force existed to them she ‘tasted’ it. Although mortally wounded and fighting to save her unborn child the Dark Side was relentless in its pursuit to sway her into completely living that kind of life; she had thought before the Dark Side had been relentless and persuasive, but all those other times they failed in comparison to that moment. A moment she didn’t revisit again until the rescue operation on the Orpheus. It was there that Naressa had tricked Sidious into taking her and foiled his double cross. She kissed him to weaken him, but it was more of a struggle to stop herself from killing him than it was to fight her way to his lips.
“So.”

Enothchild’s voice cut through the short silence. It amazed Naressa sometimes how much she could think in such a short time. “So?”

“So what else did you learn?” His question honestly put her in a pickle for a moment; Enothchild had that uncanny ability to subliminal put someone in a meditative track of mind; focus on something else, somehow make it relate or have more meaning than it actually did. When he said that, Naressa right away thought of her Grandmother, Nebula Nimh Ryder. It was Nebula who got her through the desires of Darkness when her mind wasn’t right. Something in the question Enothchild spoke reminded Naressa of everything Nebula had done for her. Again it was strange because Nebula, though wise and loving and thoughtful, did not possess this vocal foresight. It was a rare gift even for a Jedi Master, and in her heart Naressa doubted that even the most heralded of the E’oqerst E’sithropians possessed such a powerful gift. Funny how she never noticed it before…”Naressa?”
“Hifubbae was working a double cross against Black Sun: Yabbula bought him: contact was Mister Pewy,” said Naressa, getting back on track. “Lanim, the girl back there that interrupted us, actually had been monitoring the whole deal. She was also busy reading his messages between the Hutts and Black Sun.”
“So Pewy is working the scheme too?” asked Muriel.

Naressa nodded and said, “There’s more. This guy is taking money from both sides and an unknown third player. Old friends of ours.” She gave Muriel a look and said, “The Trade Federation.” The red head shook her head because she believed it. “The Trade Federation are working with, for, and against the Hutts at the same time for their own gain. They want the taxation of trade routes to stick.”
“Why?” asked Dizzy before Muriel did. “I mean don’t smuggling hurt the Trade Feds bottom line? And what about the markets?”

Naressa gripped the steering yoke tightly to keep her mouth close; she had a pretty good damn idea why, and who was actually behind the push. She shook her head and said off hand, “I don’t know. It’s a long term deal that has to play itself out. Beside the point, Arness, your predictions are coming to pass. Congratulations, you’re officially all seeing like the rest of us.”

She heard Dizzy sit back and gripe, “Great, do I get balloons with the award?”

“No, what you get is a lot more,” said Naressa dryly. “Small market gangsters are pushing in; they recognize that a war between two major underworld players are going to open up some profitable avenues. Where the Hutts and Black Sun die off, a new gang will move in to replace it. The question then becomes who is worse: the enemy you know all too well, or the enemy you don’t know?”

Enothchild leaned closer and said, “Anything more on Tufuse? Like where is his other hideouts?”
“He’s rim born,” said Naressa, referring to a term often used to describe those who were born in the Outer Rim regions of the galaxy. Sometimes it was used to describe a being not easily found in any record, harking the fact that they are not part of the system of civility found the closer one got to Coruscant. “He has no known set patterns to his madness. He’s never been arrested or talked to. People are just as curious about him as they are about Juna.”
“Anything else?” asked Enothchild.

Naressa thought through her mind and said, “No, that’s it. OH, and Lanim is going to have Pewy’s baby in six months. In their dust high the both of them forgot contraception.”

Dizzy let out a hoot and said, “Oh man! There is justice in the galaxy! I would hate to be their kid.”

“Understatement of the year, Arness,” said Naressa coolly. It drew a look from Muriel, who knew she didn’t talk like that to Dizzy. “He was conceived three days ago. He’ll be born three months short of his due date because of spice abuse from both sides of the helix. He’ll die three days later from undeveloped organs.”
The silence in the cab ended when Naressa hit the brakes slowly and brought the cab to a stop in front of docking bay 902,309. She turned in her seat and looked at Dizzy, who was quiet when he realized where she was going with what she had saw in that touch. She said, “Yes, Arness, I do know about justice in this galaxy. I know about justice like that all too well.”

To keep herself from saying something, or doing something, she was going to regret, Naressa forced her way out of the cab and found herself sitting on hood of the cab in little time. She had heard Dizzy’s plea of sorry, but she didn’t have the heart at the moment to accept it. Muriel had sensed that and was quick to grab Dizzy and encourage him gently and politely to the ship. It wasn’t that Muriel was afraid for her husband’s life, or that he was going to make the situation worse. It was just one of those feminine deals that men just didn’t have a clue about: the need to be held, but the desire to be alone.
She wasn’t alone.

“You know he didn’t mean it,” said Enothchild, the sound of his feet pounding the metal softly beneath him as he approached her from the other side of the cab. “He was still frustrated by what was happening back there.”
“I know,” Naressa assured him. She watched Enothchild sit next to her, felt the cab sink closer to the ground because of his weight. “Its easy for him to forget. It isn’t because of old age; it was how he was brought up.” She let her eyebrows dance. “I can relate. From time to time beings like Arness and I have to be corrected.”
“You also have the right to exist,” said Enothchild.

She snickered a little and said, “Don’t make it bigger than it really was, Enothchild. Like you said, he just smecked up.”

Enothchild’s large hand reached around to the left side of her face and gently encouraged her to turn her head to look at him. Naressa did without fighting it, staring into his amber eyes. They were sad, but not tearful. It was the answer all ready in his eyes, but the question came from him. “’The sooner you leave’, you said. You’re leaving us?”

Giving him a small smile Naressa reached up and took his hand gently off her face; she held it in both her hands in front of her. She stood up, breathed in and out slowly, and said, “Yes.”

“Why?”

Naressa peered down at his large hands for a few moments, examining her thoughts again. She had been thinking about this for the last few hours now, ever since she and Muriel had finished their talk. It wasn’t because Enothchild was going to know the truth; she would leave it up to Muriel to tell him. It had to do with what she had been hearing through the Force. Primarily there was another reason, and it was the main reason.
“I love my Gessa, and I love you.” Naressa rubbed his hands. “So I can’t be around if you two are to have a chance with one another. Of love and sharing.”

Standing up, Enothchild spoke with a uncomfortable voice. “I don’t want to talk about this.”

“Then don’t talk.” Naressa held on to his hand and held tight, causing Enothchild to stop or he would have to pull her along. “Just listen. Please.” He reluctantly turned back towards, still looking terribly uncomfortable knowing what the subject matter was about. “I know how you look at Juna. You look at her as a daughter. Its understandable. She was a girl after all. She’s not a girl anymore. She’s a woman. A woman with feelings.”
Naturally trying to deflect the subject, he joked, “The most dangerous creature of them all.”

Naressa chuckled. “Indeed. You know this, but funny how you’re afraid of that. Not in the terms of what you and I did and how she reacted, but because she expressed her feelings to you. You feared her true feelings for you. You still do.”

“And you don’t fear it? Then why run away?”

“I’ll admit that I am afraid. I am afraid to confront her. I, unlike you, have more stake in worrying since I am her mother. You? What are you afraid of?” He was looking more reluctant to be standing there to talk about it or answer her. Naressa used the same tactic he used before to get her attention, drawing his head around to look her in the eye. “The only thing you have to lose here is the best thing that has ever happened to you. Juna gave you purpose again, she gave you a reason to live. She can give you more than that. You just don’t want to take the chance.”
Enothchild eyed her hand on his face, looked back at her, and pointed out, “Is that a guess, or are you just reading me through your hand?”

“I don’t need the Dark Side to tell me anything more with what I all ready know.”

Pulling away, Enothchild again deflected the subject. “So that’s it. You’re leaving.”

Naressa smirked and said, “I want to find my Gessa. I need to find her. But…I can’t get in the way of you finding her.” Enothchild put his hands on his hips, expecting to hear something far more explanative than that. Very well. “If I go on, I will be there, inadvertently stuck between you two as a reminder of why you didn’t choose her.” She held up her hand to stop him from blowing up; and he was going to yell. “This isn’t about fault; its about circumstance and never letting it happen again. It hurts me, but I have to make the sacrifice here, now. Because even though when we catch up to her, we won’t have her. You, Enothchild, won’t have her.
“She is your destiny, Enothchild. Promised to you by the Force.”

Enothchild shook his head and said, “I…don’t think that way. I never have.”

“I know. But now she’s grown up. Its time to think that way. If you want to save her, and yourself, you must do this.”

He gave her a steely eye look, sighed, and said, “Myself? As in death curses again. As in this Mark of the Flames business?”

“No,” said Naressa honestly. “Although it should give you more of reason to embrace what my Gessa was offering. Your time is much shorter than you fear.” She stepped up to him, looking up at him from her perspective down below. “You must find Juna’s heart, Enothchild. You must find your way back into it. Once it is done, all then will be all right.”
Enothchild looked away from her for a moment, but he wasn’t looking at anything important. Naressa knew he was afraid of a stigma, of how others may perceive this. But the others would be people that didn’t know him and didn’t know Juna even though they have around them both together or separately for years. He had always been a reluctant Vhinphyc, carrying around the burden of being who he was and where he had come from. He had to act in a way that would gain favor with others, including those in the Jedi Order. In some ways it made him a far better man than those he was trying to please. In other ways it had weakened him. Conclusively only very few had shed tears when he had left the Order and in Naressa’s opinion it was for both stated reasons. Once again she found no reason to love or respect the Jedi Order: it’s one good thing -- Enothchild -- was too easily swept aside.
Naressa stepped back a few steps when he didn’t speak of it anymore. She said, “I got my some of my things all ready from the ship. I packed on the way back through on the ship I just bought.” He looked at her neutrally. She chuckled a bit. “It’s no Heirloom, but it’ll work.”
“Where will you be going?” Enothchild’s question really wasn’t filled with concern. She understood.

“Out there…somewhere,” she said politely. “I still have a lot to manage in terms of business ownership. And I’m not completely out of the search for my Gessa. There’s a few avenues I haven’t tried yet, but I can’t expose them to you. If I locate her, I’ll notify you three immediately.” She nodded with her head towards the docking bay. “On board you’ll find credit chits with your names on them and access codes to the hard currency safe boxes on board; they’re filled with tons of credit value, but if you need more notify me on my personal frequencies.”
Enothchild sighed loudly and threw his hands up. “That’s it then. Leaving us, here’s your supplies, there you go?” Naressa gave him three quick nods and opened up the driver’s side door. “Wait! Wait a damn minute!” She stopped as he stomped his way to her. “Naressa, we can’t go on without you. We need you.”

“Why?” she asked honestly. “Because the reason why you all haven’t given up on Juna is because I haven’t?” She shook her head. “I haven’t. My way in trying to find her has changed.”

“If you mean the promise-,” began Enothchild. He was referring to the conditions he made her promise to obey.

She cut him off. “It isn’t why I’m leaving. I already told you why.”

“Because you love me and Juna.”

“Yes. And I will keep the promise.” Naressa switched back to their previous subject. “Soon, though, it will only be you going after Juna. Myself, Dizzy, and Muriel: eventually we would have been worked out of the search equation. I just decided to do so early. Don’t be surprised if the others go as well. Don’t be hard on them if they do leave.”

Leaning against the door of the cab, Naressa locked her eyes with his again because she was going to reach him. She was going to make him see it her way. “Two and a half years ago I was at the end of my life. I wanted to die. A man then came back into my life and wanted me to live. He wouldn’t give up where others had. No one would dare have done what he had did. He didn’t want me to give up. He believed I had so much to give living as I did dead, and he showed me. I need that man again, only this time I need him to go find my Gessa, find her heart, and stop her from giving up. That man is you, Enothchild Sarch. And only you.”
Naressa stepped in the cab and hesitated to close the door; a part of her wanted him to stop her, even though the right thing to do was close the door and leave without saying another word. Enothchild made no move to stop her, probably because he had done so he would be admitting that what she had said would be right. She looked at him, and wiped the only tear that fell from her right eye. “Listen to Juna’s heart, Enothchild. When you meet up with her, listen to her heart.”
Bringing the cab up to full power, Naressa gave him a big, bright smile and closed the door. She carefully pulled away from the docking bay, looking at Enothchild with a brave face. Driving away her face finally fell as she drove for the docking bay that held her new ship. There were so many questions that had to be answered, and out of the four she was the only one with the ability to answer them. For the sake of her Gessa’s future she had to go. What she told Enothchild was the truth, and main reason for leaving. And yes she used it as an opportunity to investigate all of these Sithian loose ends that just couldn’t tie themselves together on their own.
She quietly wept to herself as she drove now, realizing that she didn’t say goodbye to Enothchild; that perhaps this was the last day she would ever talk to him. That last time she was to see him alive.

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

CHAPTER 15.2

Watching Naressa drive away and watching her cab vanish, Enothchild monolithically held his ground, staring on and for the longest time his mind was blank. He had never expected Naressa to leave them. Even if she did have a good reason, or a pressing issue, he would have never expected her to leave when they were so close to catching up with Juna; he expected the opposite; he had expected Naressa would ignore all of her responsibilities and perhaps even the safety of himself and the others just to reach Juna. Something was not right. Something had to be incredibly not right at all. Never mind all that nonsense about he needing to listen to Juna’s heart. Why in the hell did he just let her go?
As Enothchild waited for an answer, droplets of water began to cascade downward from above through a opening in the superstructure. In little time the rain was paramount, by no means was it a mere water main break or someone in a ship above clearing their bilge tanks. There was a scent in the rain, one that opened Enothchild’s nostrils and opened his mind to the reality around him, soaking him with familiarity. He lifted his large head and looked through the opening, where the light of Commenor’s moon shined down on him with a bright, full moon face. It was as if the moon was crying true tears, filled with salt and warmth and sorrow and life. It was not the moon from which the rain of tears had come from, nor was it from the stars that blanketed the cloudless sky. It was Naressa in despair and in regret. It was her tears.
Enothchild had bared witness to this phenomenon featuring Naressa before, the environment of an entire world responding to her emotions and broadcasting them in some way; to date he had only experienced the rain. She never could truly control it unless she controlled herself; otherwise she couldn’t explain to him why when she cried sometimes the world cried with her. He wondered, as his emotions and thoughts mixed together from the conversation he just had, if the heavy rain that fell on Coruscant in spite of the weather control arrays was Juna’s doing, during the night Qualeggoes had tried to kill her; just before then but after she had read the letter Magus Prophet had sent her. Arguably, it was a measure of how far Juna had come as she related to the Force.
He shook his head and then run his hands frustratingly through his long hair. With Naressa urging him to seek her daughter’s heart that made it two women he had loved telling him that it was required of him to fall in love with Juna. Nadja presented the idea to him eight months ago while he figuratively rotted time away with injuries on Helle'anglotov'vesil Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute’s Vhinphyckian ship. Actually she was revisiting a moment in the Force with him that occurred between himself and Juna when she was little. A premonition…after she had kissed him innocently on the cheek….

Enothchild tilted his head back again and let the rain drench his face again. Getting Naressa’s approval didn’t make the idea any more entertaining. In fact it was upsetting him. Juna Rapier was…IS…HIS…BEST FRIEND! They were close friends, always had been since Alderaan. In the beginning, he took it upon himself to help her because of who she was in terms of the Force and its destiny as well as her own destiny. He went on doing it only because she asked him to silently as a friend in need. They appreciated each other for being there. 
Perhaps they were soul mates.

Enothchild shook his head again, but not because he needed to get the rain out of his eyes and hair. He snorted out in contempt, turning and heading for the ship. He had to tell Dizzy and Muriel the news and leave it up to them whether or not it was good or bad. Personally he wanted to meditate. He needed very, very badly to meditate. He had to get his mind back in the game of finding Juna.
Then what? He asked himself.

What do you mean then what? He asked himself. His thinking was suddenly two sided.

You find her. Then what?

At a lost, the rational side of him countered back. I’ll have to meditate on that. I am not thinking that far ahead.
The realist side of him let his rational side have a full blast raspberry. You’re afraid to. Admit it!

Why is it important to you!

Exactly! Why is it important to you! Why is it so damn important to go track down a woman that legally hates you! So she can yell at you some more? Let you have another slap: perhaps giving you a matching death mark on the other cheek?
You’re not being rational!

Duh! You’re supposedly the rational one, remember?
I am going after her…

Wait! Don’t tell me: because you’re sorry. You tried that all ready. Did that work? Noooooo.

You won’t let me finish!

Because I all ready know all the answers! You’re going after her because deep down inside you love her.
I do love her.

Oh you love her, but -- quote -- not in that way -- end quote. Wake up you big idiot: she isn’t a little girl anymore. She wasn’t  your little girl either. You’re afraid. That’s what it is: you’re afraid of being compared to Prophet. The Force showed you your destiny and you mistook it. You saw a glimpse of your future and you thought yourself as one of those sick, twisted bastards you spent a good share of your career putting away or destroying. Not once, Mister Rational, not once did you ever ponder the possibility that it was merely the future. Turns out it was.

You don’t know that!

What? Do you mean to say that Nadja was lying!

Nadja wasn’t lying! She just…she…she doesn’t know what she is talking about.
You’re afraid. Admit it! All these years have been spent on making sure that no one was offended. Toe the line. Set an example. Be extraordinary. And still after all that you and I still were shit on.

They just don’t understand me.

Newsflash, Bantha Head: they never will. They refuse to accept you. You are what you are: a Vhinphyc, and worse a Vhinphyc who can use the Force. For the love of the Force, that moron Mrecan is a fine example of someone that don’t understand you. Yet you placated him. The best you could do was just intellectually best him.
I’m a Jedi. Doing more than that would have solved nothing.

Turned out it didn’t matter what you did. I am not saying that you give in to your hate: I’m just saying things are what they are, and people will be what they will be. Screw them if they can’t accept you! You are a living, breathing, thinking being for crying out loud! You have the right to love anyone, and to accept that love if given! And you know what I mean by that. You are a man because you don’t go out there and take what is so called ‘rightfully yours’. You don’t plunder and don’t rape the passing women who knew never to venture alone like your distant, animalistic, punk ancestors. YOU know who YOU are.
Leave me alone! Enothchild really was getting a headache. I’m not afraid of anyone’s opinion. Just leave me be!
The realist snickered. Wish I could, Pal. But in case you haven’t noticed we occupy the same space.

Nearly to the ship, Enothchild actually stopped, hauled up his britches and straightened his shoulders, and said aloud, “I can fix that!”

“Fix what?” Enothchild turned and finally noted Dizzy standing next to the front landing gear, his tool belt hanging from his waist; he was fixing something. The Sullustan looked around and asked, “Where’s Naressa?”

Regaining his composure, Enothchild felt he couldn’t sugar coat it. “She’s left.”

“What! Why?” A few seconds after Dizzy spoke he was struck with a thought. He began to fume when he approached Enothchild. He was shaking the hydrospanner threateningly. “You talked to her about that Faradi thing, did you? I told you!”
“Dizzy, I never talked to her about Faradi: I never had the chance.” He held up a hand to halt his friend’s progress. “I wanted to after I stuck up for you for what you said tonight.” The Sullustan momentarily forgot his anger and made a face of realization. “She dropped the bomb on me.”
There was quiet between them that didn’t last too long. Dizzy relaxed and threw his head back towards the landing gear. He didn’t need to ask whether or not if the mission was still on. It was still on. “There was a small leak in the hydraulics casing. If I don’t get to it now there’s a chance the ship will fall on its nose the next time we land. Won’t take long.”

Enothchild nodded somberly; he really needed to lighten up; he honestly thought Dizzy was going to clock him with the hydrospanner. Reviewing the matter he realized that his disgust over himself was still in his voice when he spoke. Any reasonable man would mistake it. It had nothing to do with no death curse.

The disturbance in the Force was minute until the very last second…
Turning sharply towards the entrance of the docking bay, Enothchild spotted two landspeeders racing towards them, filled to the brim with Mrecan’s Mistryl shadow guards; five in each speeder he counted once they came to a stop and began to pile out.
“Dizzy, get in the ship,” Enothchild ordered after he took off his robe and tossed it to his friend. “Close the hatch. We can’t let them board.”

“Right,” said Dizzy, noting that five of them had blasters out while the other five had metal fighting staffs they were showing off with. His hand drifted to his blaster, hidden inadvertently by his tool pouch. One of the Mistryl took aim quickly…

The kill bolt was stopped with the long blade of white light that came from Enothchild’s lightsaber, but Dizzy still fell backwards.

“GET IN THE SHIP NOW!” yelled Enothchild and stepped in front of the Dizzy’s line of retreat as the five blaster women opened fire. Dropping all past pretenses, he let the Force fill him, blocked the shots, and in one gestured motion towards them yanked the blasters from their hands; the hardware sailed across the docking bay, far away; a time consuming run the aggressor thought to partake in.

“NO! There will be no death here!” Enothchild stepped in their general direction, forcing them to stop. The other five Mistryl held firm with their staff weapons. He had their attention; he doubted he didn’t need to do anything further to obtain it. And still while it was going on Dizzy didn’t raise the ramp. He had to stall a few moments. “This attack is without provocation. The Eleven will frown upon this when I tell them.”
“If you do.” It was the older Mistryl from the club. She stepped forward with her metal staff; it was actually a force pike; the kind with a high voltage electrode at the end usually used to prod unruly large herd animals along; like, ironically, banthas. What got Enothchild’s attention most was her and the others’ vibe through the Force; their signatures had compellingly changed compared to how he perceived them less than a half hour ago; they sported a much cooler hue. “They will understand. Our employer considers you a threat and does not want you and your friends alive. I take my paid duties seriously.”

Enothchild smirked and raised his lightsaber in a ready stance. “Sounds personal.”

“No.” She twirled her weapon. “Nothing personal. Just business.”
The riddle of why the ramp didn’t go up right away was answered when Muriel Thahada Arnes stomped down the ramp in a quick walk without a weapon in sight. Once her feet hit the tarmac the ramp went up. She bore a steel look of pure contempt even as she passed Enothchild. Before he could say anything to stop her -- and he knew the Mistryl were going to do their job regardless what he was going to say -- she walked right up to the nearest Mistryl and managed to knock the caught-by-surprise mercenary out with a uncontested, telegraphed overhand right. Maybe it was her abrupt entrance; perhaps the Mistryl knew that Muriel was a Guardian or a warrior of note and was giving her professional courtesy; like many fighters they regarded one another and allowed moments of preparedness. Whatever it was none of the Mistryl actually suspected it; at least not the first victim.
Nor the second when Muriel just continued to add to the ‘discussion’ with a well placed thrust side kick to the nearest Mistryl’s solar plexus. The rest of the Mistryl wised up finally when the third engaged Muriel with a chopping left; it gave her second victim to recover a little before she was kicked in the face by Muriel. The forth and fifth swarmed in on her, and there was a lot of punches and kicks thrown.
Enothchild whirled his lightsaber around towards those with force pike staffs and cut the pike end off one staff before moving to his right and trapping another pike under his arm -- he grimaced in pain as his bad leg gave him a strong indication that it didn’t like what he just did. The Force was really no help: he had his choice of either shunting the pain in his leg or allocate the energies towards his reflexes to stay ahead of five very physically honed, deadly professionals. Add to it the additional worry of Muriel, who was highly skilled but could easily be overwhelmed by the numbers; especially since she was missing her Saberhide body armor, which was still on the Millennium Falcon; they had no time to replace it. The elimination of the force pikes along with their handlers was imperative. Given the Mistryl’s known intentions he had little problem ending their lives in order to protect himself, Dizzy and Muriel, and given the circumstances they were under Juna was included. Of course that would be the last option; currently he was in the second option: disarmament and disable. The third option was always available.
Enothchild slashed again to force the Mistryl back, discovering very quick why they were feared. They anticipated the counter thrust and counter attacked with a distance creating poking jabs with their staffs. However they didn’t over do their commitment; doing so would have left all the staffs vulnerable; they were down to four pikes; the fifth bearer of the force pikes became a gnat to distract Enothchild. On their third try it worked. She had struck him just behind the left ear; the pike came from outside on his right, hitting his shoulder. The contact from the prod locked Enothchild’s arm up and caused him to seize all over; instinctively he used the Force and leapt to his left. He landed and stumbled; a combination of his bad leg and the effectiveness of the electrocution attack. His lightsaber shut off when the energy overloaded the circuit breaker.
“Ambreen, lu gavnea,” said the elder, speaking in the Mistryl’s language. She lead them towards the Vhinphyc, barking commands. “Ya duve. Bes smay.”
Three rushed in with pikes either jabbing, stabbing, or swinging. Enothchild stepped towards them, trapped two of the staffs under his arm and grabbed the third with his left hand. He gave the third a jerk, the Mistryl held on as he pulled her towards him in one violent action, lifted his left leg and let her torso wrap around his size seventeen boot.

The elder Mistryl took advantage of the opportunity and stabbed down her force pike into Enothchild’s right foot; at that same moment the other two Mistryl let go of their pikes. The tip was sharp, her muscles strong, it punched through the boot leather to get to his hard skin. The point couldn’t break the skin. It made contact and sent another blistering jolt of high voltage energy into him. Enothchild desperately swung his left leg around just to knock the attack away, and he fell to the ground on his back.
The retreat was short lived. The pike-less, staff wielding Mistryl came right in and smacked him in the face with the remains of her pole. It stung, but she missed the nose. Enothchild grabbed her staff quickly and rolled, lifting her off the ground and propelling her head hard into the Ruby Heirloom’s underbelly. He didn’t let go of the staff until he bent it and rendered it useless. He kept rolling until the ship’s hull came down enough to halt the other’s attack. The raced around the ship, trying to catch up with him.

Meanwhile Muriel was having her ass handed to her even though she was holding her own against four Mistryl. She managed a punch, a kick or a little of both once she either blocked or took the same in equal measure; that was not good, considering that she could easily tire versus so many well coordinated foes. She had to attack them one by one, one after the other, for they were not going to give her the satisfaction of a one on one fight. She took a punch, stumbled back, felt the foe behind her try and grab her, and threw a elbow. From the elbow she went to her right and threw two quick forearms at her nearest opponent and was greeted with a leg numbing quick to her kidneys, causing her to stumble past the opponent in front of her. She turned, caught her foe by the throat, attempting to break her neck…
The Mistryl forced Muriel to roll backwards to fling her out of her grasp. Muriel sensed her disadvantage coming, rolled, tossed her opponent over her, and quickly did a head spring. She was greeted with a kick to the face, but it was a kick that had to be accepted; on the ground Muriel would have been finished. That was her one big problem. Muriel, like all Guardians, was trained to finish enemies in hand to hand situations with almost the full use of her body by grappling. Fine if they came one at a time, but the Mistryl were not overconfident louses like that Vhinech were when she fought ten of them and done so armed with a weapon and they were foolish enough to face her singularly. She didn’t give them time or chance to think about a group attack. The Mistryl came in with a gang-together mentality and had to in order to take on Enothchild: a strong and tough as hell Vhinphyc, a Jedi Master, and a proven time and again warrior. It would have been foolish for them to defer from that strategic mindset against Muriel, someone they knew was just as lethal as they were.
But Muriel didn’t give up.

The blow to the back of her head was an attempt to persuade her to rethink her position, or mute her for good; the Mistryl’s way of saying that Muriel had no opinion to give. However Muriel just stepped forward as to stumble, held firm, and snapped her leg back hard without looking, planting her heel perfectly; indicated by the muffled CRACK and the loud, girlish scream followed by whimpers of agony.
For the first time since the fighting started Muriel was able to take two deep breaths. She turned and readied for an attack, but found her previous blind kick had collateral effectiveness. The remaining three Mistryl had stopped to gawk at their comrade for a few breaths. Her hands and arms over her pelvis and between her legs, protecting her freshly separated hips.

Muriel savior every second of stall thanks to her lucky kick; wiping her bloodied nose; spitting out more blood from her sore mouth; taking in another breath to clear the cobwebs in her head. If the first Mistryl she took out stayed down then that left her with only three; that is if Enothchild could take care of the other Mistryl and last she checked he wasn’t faring all that good. She wasn’t until now, but that could change fast.

Spitting blood out again when the three Mistryl looked at her, Muriel cleared her throat, raised her fists in front of her, and began to deploy warfare psychology. She did it to create indecisiveness. “Take her out of here or I will kill her! Take her and I won’t attack any of you! Don’t, and I will kill her! You have three seconds!”

The three Mistryl looked at one another…

“One!”

The two closes to Muriel turned quickly back at Muriel, readied themselves….

“Two!”

The third Mistryl forgot her fallen comrade and leapt between the other two to get to Muriel…
Instantly Muriel dove downward, caught the leaping Mistryl by her ankles, and pushed her through the rest of her motions, causing her to crash into the floor hard. Muriel threw a hard right at the Mistryl on her left, which was block, snapped a left cross to the Mistryl on the right that caught her target on the chest and pushed her back. The left side foe kneed Muriel in the gut….

Muriel hung onto the leg and swept the other leg out from underneath the Mistryl. She tried to break her opponents’ ankle…

The Mistryl she tagged in the chest caught her attention. Muriel let go of the ankle and cross-blocked her foe’s chop….

At the last moment, Muriel leapt up to avoid her fallen foes’ own leg sweep. It was enough for the foe in front of her to snap a hard chop to the next. Muriel fell hard on the deck, rolled away from her foe’s stomping feet….

Muriel stopped, caught the foot before it hit the chest, pushed up in an attempt to break the Mistryl’s ankle…

Cleverly her foe leapt backwards, spring boarding off her hands, doing a back flip handspring. Muriel rolled away again as the other two Mistryl came scampering her way, one of them pulling out a knife; obviously not amused with fighting hand to hand anymore.

Enothchild saw Muriel’s predicament once he rolled out from underneath the Ruby Heirloom recovered enough to continue the fight. Immediately a horde of force pikes came gunning for his carcass. It was bad news for the Mistryl. With the circuit breakers reset, Enothchild ignited his lightsaber and cut through the first force pike he saw, shot out his hand, and struck the owner hard with a Force shove that made her strike the landing gear rather awkwardly. He moved away from the ship, but struck it to create sparks behind him, showering his pursuers with blinding sparks.
Fighting the pain in his leg and knee, Enothchild pounced back through the sparks with his lightsaber off, and like a large projectile he bowled over the Mistryl violently hard. He rolled, came up limping again…

Where the Mistryl had come from was unknown, but she had a force pike and was going for Enothchild’s exposed face…

Enothchild caught the pike at it’s end and took the energy discharge. Immediately he reached behind him and grabbed the nearest Mistryl recovering behind him. His body naturally conducting the energy, the Mistryl locked up and bared her teeth. Enothchild’s tormentor tried to pull the pike away. Enothchild didn’t let go, forcing her to shut the pike off…

In one smooth in speed but rough in results motion, Enothchild pulled the pike holder towards him and clothes lined her out of her business shoes, folding her like clothing she laid down as such….
The elder Mistryl came up behind him with her pike at maximum burst and shoved her force pike into the back of Enothchild’s neck. Enothchild large body locked up immediately. He barely struggled to stand…
Muriel rolled away one more time from her knife wielding attacker, came to a stop, came up with one of the Mistryl’s blasters and fired a kill shot right into the attackers chest. The nearest Mistryl kicked the blaster hard out of Muriel’s hands, and the other Mistryl kicked Muriel hard in the head, causing her to see spots. The other Mistryl kicked her, and then the other Mistryl took her turn….

Enothchild dropped to his knee when the pike ran out power, plumes of smoke just rolling off his body, his clothes partially charred from the discharge. The Mistryl didn’t waste time. She whipped her steel pike around and hit him hard on the nose, blinding him instantly. She swung again…

Not needing his eyes Enothchild caught the pike with both hands, his hands over her hands. She couldn’t out muscle him and she knew it as she tried to get her hands free. She wisely kicked at his elbows, trying for dislocation what was probably a Vhinphyc’s shared weak spot with other beings. In response Enothchild just squeezed with his hands. She began to scream in agony and dropped to her knees as his immense strength broke her fingers first, and then her right hand….

The Mistryl managed to fold her body around and locked her feet around his neck and throat, desperately squeezing. It was actually effective: with his large neck completely weakened by the electricity attack Enothchild couldn’t flex to counteract the pressure on his arteries and windpipe. It didn’t help that he wasn’t thinking very well at the moment, also thanks to the trauma of being a lightening rod: he had heard of the Force but golly how did it work?

Soon his grip on her hands was loosening…
“Damn it, die,” she exhaled out in both pain and determination.

Enothchild didn’t like the sound of that and did the best he could to recollect his thoughts and get himself centered. He wasn’t going to lose: not when he was so close to reaching Juna.

It was in the darkening euphoria of his mind that he heard Dizzy. Or rather his thoughts. Drop! DROP! DROP BACKWARDS YOU DUMB SON OF A BITCH! The idea flashed brightly in Enothchild’s mind and quickly he acted. Enothchild stiffened his aching arms in front of him, tightened his grip again, and slowly lowered his back to the floor. This in turn teeter-tottered his antagonist upward in a standing position that gave her even more of a choking advantage. An advantage she had no problem in relishing in.
A trap door opened in above and in front of both combatants and from within the Ruby Heirloom’s ventral hull a large, repeating, telescoping blaster cannon unfurled. It turned towards the raised Mistryl target, and before she could acknowledge her coming death it opened fire. Enothchild closed his eyes and flinched in pain when the louder-than-opera cannon fire blared loudly into his all ready partially cooked eardrums. He felt some wetness, smelt some burnt meat, and the burden on his neck and arms had significantly grown lighter. He opened his eyes to find only her arms still glued to the pike shaft under his grip, ends smoking.
The blaster cannon fire caused the last two fighting Mistryl to stop beating on Muriel, looking towards the ship on instinct. Muriel, who was held by one of them up by the hair bleeding and bruised badly around the face area, yelled and yanked herself forward, loosing some of her long hair. She rolled away from her now alerted aggressors, snapped on her feet, and in a great fit of rage jumped straight up and snapped a two legged spread eagle kick, one for each one. The power of the kicks were tremendous as the Guardian had reached deep inside of her to unleash them, calling upon what little strength she had in the Force to do what needed to be done. She landed with her feet spread apart wide and her two beaters lying out flat cold on the deck in front of her.

Enothchild lumbered towards Muriel. The red head held her ground, body beaten, tired but taunt, in a fighting ready stance. He doubted, though, that she was ready to come out of that position; she was too much in pain and her body was throbbing, not because she felt the fight was over.

The ramp lowered down from the ship and Dizzy came out limping, favoring his right foot considerably. He did a lot of hopping than he did walking to reach his wife and throw an assuring hug around her. Muriel held her pose for a few more seconds, and then moaned and returned the hug.

“Ah gee whiz, why in the hell?” asked Dizzy. He looked at Enothchild and noted the smoke coming off him. “Holy shit! You’re on fire!”

“Microwaved actually,” said Enothchild weakly. “To be honest these Mistryl did their homework. This was too damn close.” He looked at his friend and nodded. “Good shooting.”

“How could I miss,” said Dizzy, grimacing. “Wouldn’t you know it? They didn’t lay a lick on me and I still twisted up my ankle bad. Happened when they tossed that shot at me. I fell down all wrong.”

Muriel, shaking from the affects of adrenaline, pulled away from Dizzy for a moment and asked, “Who was it that shot at you?”

Dizzy looked around and noted the movement beyond her shoulder, back towards the ship. The Mistryl that was Muriel’s first victim, the one that got that telegraphed over hand right to the face, was stirring and slowly standing up. “Actually you got her good all ready, Hon.”

After following his sight line, Muriel pulled herself away from Dizzy, walked past Enothchild, and stomped her way quickly towards the young woman. Enothchild was too slow at the moment to catch her, so all he could do was yell. “No! Stop! Muriel!”
Before the Mistryl could turn around to see Muriel had managed a sudden spurt of speed, left her feet, and drove her right foot right in the middle of her still turned back. There was a loud CRACK, and the woman let out a gasp of shock, and her body fell forward and rather unnaturally. Muriel was on top of her in a flash, wrapping her right arm under the Mistryl’s arm pit, across her chest towards her left shoulder, grabbed hold of the hand with the other, and finally sat down on the woman’s lower back; the momentum of the move bending the woman unnaturally like a bow. The woman screamed as Muriel kept the hold on and did everything she could to add more pressure to the submission hold; using her legs, she pushed down to create more leverage.

Enothchild’s hands were suddenly clamped down on Muriel’s deltoid muscles, and when he squeezed she found herself totally numb and letting go of her prey. He hauled her up and gave her a polite shove away. He put himself between the barely standing woman and the one on the ground barely conscious. “There’s no need for that! You broke her back with that kick! It was over long before you had to do that!”

“Stay out of my business!” shouted Muriel, shoving a finger in Enothchild’s face. She directed the finger towards the whimpering woman. “She tried to kill my Husband! She tried to kill us! She failed! She dies!”

“Muriel, he’s right!” She snapped around, totally surprised by Dizzy’s pronouncement. He leaned against the landing gear to help him balance. “Killing them in the heat of the fight is one thing, but after its over? We’re sinking down to their shitty level. Don’t. The authorities would be just another obstacle.”

Dizzy was plaintively right and it cut through Muriel’s angry haze. Aside that she knew it was wrong -- although her combat mind told her it was right -- killing this Mistryl would be one dead body too many. It would be murder if the authorities were ever involved and there was a good chance of that happening if Pewy was inclined to involve them to recover dues owed on a ‘lost investment’. Having the authorities track them down for questions and answers would slow them down. Worst case would be if they arrested them in order to sort out all the mess: how would that help Juna if that happened.

“Okay,” said Muriel in a relaxing mumble. She looked at Enothchild. “You all right?”

“I will be once we get far away from here,” he said. Enothchild looked back towards Muriel, but found her skipping past him, flopping down on the deck in front of the injured Mistryl. “Muriel!”

“Quiet!” Muriel grabbed the woman by the hair and pulled her head up, getting her attention. “I swear on my Mother if I ever see you, the others, or your boss Pewy ever again you will all fricking die. I don’t care where. Do you receive me? Do you!”

The Mistryl sputtered out, “I receive.”

Muriel let go and slowly got up. Walking towards the ship to help Dizzy, she turned to Enothchild and asked, “Where is she?”
That meant Naressa. “She’s left us.”

Biting her mouth closed, Muriel lifted Dizzy off his feet and carried him into the ship. Enothchild looked the scene over once more, ready and willing to leave, stopping when his wobbly senses alerted him towards one of the Mistryl’s land speeders. He limped over towards the speeder and his eyes locked on an active sensor unit that had recorded and transmitted what had happened for someone’s viewing pleasure. The tiny red light indicating that it was active winked off as a poor man’s way of trying to hide.

Taking the hint, Enothchild turned and limped quickly back towards the Ruby Heirloom. Before long they were gone.
