13 DAYS (CHAPTER 89.0)
The next five minutes reminded Juna of the Mid Rim Financial Empowerment Conference on Bothawui eight years ago. Aside the fact that then eleven-year-old Queen Angelleia had in political scholar’s terms hostilely took over the conference from older males that pretended to care, Juna best remembered it for the Conference Voting Board group holo-capture shortly after she had adjourned the conference. Everyone bore some semblance of a smile and all seemed together in friendship, but any being with any sense of knowledge would have saw it as it was: a collection of few allies and many enemies, all whom had their own political agendas and kept apart in the photo op by mutual and neutral acquaintances. For example, Viceroy Nute Gunray was not going to do business with Queen Angelleia of Naboo; both, however, could do business with the recently departed Bothan Bevelis Iey'yla. 

Such a set up was put into design at moment: Juna, Muriel, and Dizzy were between Nach and new arrivals; Nowen, who knew Muriel, and Alluetia, who knew Dizzy, were the go betweens for Destiny and Mathaniel; once they reached the Medical Ward, undoubtedly Alluetia would be who was between Casper and Mathaniel and Destiny, and possibly between Juna, Muriel, and Dizzy in the form of a troublemaker, not necessarily a voice of any reason; Mathaniel relied on Nowen’s judgment, to whom Nowen relied on Muriel’s judgment, whom Muriel relied on Juna’s dark, cloudy judgment; meanwhile Dizzy tried to give Alluetia reason not to worry about the talking Vhinech-Wookiee she had hauled to Naboo, and at the same time tried to be everyone’s buddy pal to Mathaniel and Destiny so those two could get along with Juna and the very imposing old Vhinphyc who walked far from them in respect, not disgust; all agreed to go the Medical Bay, all for their own reasons; Alluetia needed to see Casper; Nowen showed his neck and Mathaniel quickly explained to Muriel what happened; all because the go-betweens essentially followed Juna.
Juna just took it all in ironic stride: life was a simple when she considered all of its complications.
Juna listened to the Study in the Path give the details of why they had come such a long way to Rapier Manor. She was slightly distracted by the small conversations and the motions of the crowd taking place all around; Dizzy explained what a Vhinech was in order for Alluetia to understand, while Alluetia kept badgering Destiny and thought about getting Casper out of Rapier Manor as quickly as possible, especially after it was revealed that Ros Ofcheck was dead; Destiny did her best to ignore Alluetia and stuck to Nowen’s side while Nowen did his best to communicate with Muriel; Nach was customarily stoic and quiet as usually.
She could tell that despite her best efforts to assure his safety, Juna could tell that Mathaniel was too leery of her. A part of her wanted to come out and explode in anger, but it never happened because of Mathaniel’s importance, his role in her visions. It was either her suppressed anger or her power that he was feeling, or perhaps it was the way she kept looking at him. Juna wasn’t too sure if it was one thing or everything in accumulation was affecting Mathaniel. She knew only one certainty: she had to do everything she could to keep the Tigra-Vhinech here!

Because of his weariness of Juna, weariness of Nach, and his exhaustion from space flight, Mathaniel took a long time explaining, and unfortunately he settled on the long version of it. Juna grew just a little impatience and thus held the group up well outside the Medical Bay as the Study came to the finish.
Nach spoke first before Juna could say anything. “Vhinphyc children being born from Vhinech Gardens of Life? Inconceivable!”

Mathaniel spoke to Juna; Nach did not like that because Mathaniel was obviously answering his challenge. “I know it’s impossible, but the Guardians confirmed it. Like I said before Ogwa Newhausen thought it was serious enough problem to jeopardize our people’s hiding place by sending Destiny out.” The young Vhinech looked at the others. “It’s possible there will be as many as four hundred Vhinphyc children born within the next eight months, at least.”
Mathaniel then looked right at Nach and said, “And it was just starting winter in New Paradasia.”

It didn’t take anyone to explain what Mathaniel meant by that; there was a lot of head nodding, in reference to the season that usually brought a whole lot of baby making moments. 
Alluetia could only think about finishing her assignment. Her job was done in Rapier Manor. She really didn’t have the luxury of mourning over Ros, who she sometimes didn’t like because she felt Ros was as unsupportive as Yoda was when Casper went on his little trips home. She just wanted to grab Casper and take him home; she never considered the irony of it. She only mused, “Right. Lovely. Where’s Casper?”
“This way,” said Dizzy, but Muriel brushed past him to open the door for Alluetia. The Sullustan looked at his wife cocked eyed, but she ignored him and followed him right in, trying not to act jealous. Nowen followed along, and Juna just caught Muriel getting his attention so she could have a look at his vocal cords.

That left poor and worried Destiny to cuddle up to Mathaniel’s side for protection; the two Vhinech, all alone with the Dark Side entity and the very symbol of their many, childhood nightmares. The Vhinech-Wookiee was undoubtedly afraid of everything around her, more than likely because she knew that faith alone would never shield her. Destiny was a poor thing Juna had to admit to herself. Juna vowed to do her best to be extra nice to her, especially since Mathaniel did appear ready to defend her.
Nach still shook his head. “What you are suggesting is that the Vhinech are regressing. That cannot be so.”

“Well we don’t know what it is exactly,” said Mathaniel forcibly towards Nach. “All I know is the first official birth is going to be bad enough. Any more and-.”

“An unholy slaughter,” breathed Destiny, sadly, and frightened at the thought. She looked around and asked, “Where is the Keeper?”
Juna was nodding in thought when Destiny’s question cut into her thoughts like a very lethal vibroblade. She forgot to mention that Enothchild was dead. All she said to send the nervous Vhinech away was, “He’s in there. End of the hall.”
Destiny could only nod at Juna; Juna scared her, made her shiver. Before she went in, she pulled off her carrying case and said to Mathaniel, “Here.”

“Oh yeah, thanks, Destiny,” said Mathaniel, taking it. When she vanished behind the door he said, “We have everyone’s genetic samples here.”

“An excellent place to start,” said Juna with approval. “Given the circumstances just factoring in pregnant females would have been bad.”

“What circumstances,” said Nach with a head shake. “What he speaks cannot be so.”

Mathaniel again looked at Nach sternly. “I don’t lie, Vhinphyc.”
Juna reacted as if something was going to happen that both sides would not have regretted. She felt Mathaniel was very accomplished, and Nach was still strong enough to compact an astromech droid. She stepped between them, putting her back to Mathaniel and bringing Nach’s stare down. She said to him, “No less than eighteen hours ago you thought my Faith was impossible, yet she exists.”
That diffused a lot of Nach’s doubts. Juna, however, continued. She let him in on something she never told him. “I could bare Enothchild’s children.” The old Vhinphyc looked at her in double, doubting take. “That’s right. I am no Vhinech, and as it turns out” she gestured towards herself “I wasn’t quite Human even before I became this.” She thought about bringing up her Mother’s misfortune, but decided not to complicate the issue any further. 
But what really surprised Juna was Nach forgetting of one important fact. “I mean, come on, it was my egg that Prophet stolen, placed in another Vhinphyc, not the Vhinphyc’s egg.”

“Prophet?” Mathaniel’s voice seemed to lose some air to it. He wasn’t all too sure what Juna was talking about in regards to herself, but them mentioning of the Vhinphyc-Vhinech caused the young man to lose some of his built up confidence. Mathaniel did not know that his Pathfather was still alive. “Magus Prophet still lives?”

Juna turned to Mathaniel upon sensing his new trepidation. She said, “Yes, but you don’t need to worry about him.” She turned away, not entirely confident in her assurance she gave him. She said to Nach, putting both her hands over her stomach, and controlling her sadness, “I wanted to have Enothchild’s children so very much; many children, not just one.”
Nach’s eyes darted about, and Juna knew she had really stung him in thought. It then dawned on her: at the dinner Nach had used some of the truth about Valk and about his feelings for Enothchild to deflect her questions. Because of this revelation, Juna couldn’t help to let him have a healthy, peaceful dose of inherited Solo Smirk. His eyes stopped darting, locking in stare, and brand new tension grew. This tension, however, was to Juna’s overwhelming advantage. Sure, she did know any more than she did before dinner, but her admission about wanting to have Enothchild’s children forced Nach to re-examine his approach with her. Clearly Nach had always saw her as a threat; the revelation, the reminder of what he had learned earlier about Faith’s origins, told him that she was his son’s wife.
Nach’s only defense was, “To what end?”

Juna didn’t need Nach to explain it to her. She explained her side of it instead. “Birth them. Raise them. Love them as mother, and father and parents, should. Have a very complete family that the both of us could, as mother and father, enjoy.”

She remembered Mathaniel and turned to regard the confused Study of the Force. The conversation was lost on him, of course. Juna wasn’t going to elaborate for him. Instead, she was going to take matters in completely different route, one that abused Nach’s expertise.

“The Force is indeed with you, Study Mathaniel,” said Juna with knowing praise to get Mathaniel’s attention. “This very Vhinphyc here is an expert when it comes to Vhinech genetics.”
Mathaniel looked to Nach with confusion and a slight frown. Nach, on the other hand, snapped out of his thoughts and said, “What is this pondering?” There was much warning in Nach’s voice, for he was certain that Mathaniel, and the rest of the Vhinech like him, never knew of their true origins. For all the Vhinech knew, and Mathaniel one of them, the Vhinech just happened. Ogwa Newhausen and the Order of Guardians knew some of that truth but never revealed it. Only a handful in New Paradasia knew what the Guardians knew.
Juna positioned herself to regard both. She said to Mathaniel, “The Vhinech were originally creations of the Vhinphyc to be used as infiltrating, mind controlled, Force-using soldiers.” She didn’t even wait to let that news sink into Mathaniel’s crawl when she gestured towards Nach. “My Father-In-Law had revealed to me his involvement in this project.” Mathaniel, in total shock, looked doubtfully between Juna and Nach, but when he saw Nach frowning heavily at the Sith Maiden the Tigra-Vhinech’s horror only doubled.
Juna continued, unflinching, unapologetic, and hoping the truth punished Nach for his insubordination and instill in Mathaniel that he could trust her because of this revelation. “With my equipment and his knowledge, Nach here will make sure to uncover all the mysteries as it relates to the current problem on New Paradasia. He will do so because he loves his Daughter-In-Law.”

“I don’t believe this,” said Mathaniel to himself. He looked at Juna and wanted to curse her, wanted to curse the evil woman that she was a liar. At present Mathaniel could not! Juna looked at him with sincerity when she had spoken, and to date, in his gut, he could not see any deception. The Vhinphyc’s total lack of response to what she had said damned Nach.

Mathaniel said to Nach, “Is this true?”

Juna interrupted. “Oh it’s very true.”

Mathaniel, however, shot her a glare. She sensed that he so wished that she remain silent, perhaps even stop existing altogether. She granted him his desire of silence. He asked again, “Is it true, Vhinphyc? What she claims?”

Nach was steaming mad. The arrival of the Vhinech had completely caught him off guard, and though he knew their arrival was not planned for or by Juna he knew she was using it against him. Juna was swift with plotting, quick with planning, rapid when it came to using pawns…

It was conscious that bothered Nach most; it bothered him more than Juna revealing the truth to Mathaniel. As like Mathaniel, Nach wanted to call Juna a liar, a deceiver, and an insincere succubus. Like Mathaniel he could not. Unlike Mathaniel he had known Juna longer, had heard her pure and unedited sincerity about the love she had for Enothchild. Juna had married Enothchild out of uncompromising affection, had known him deeply and compassionately, and if they had the time Juna would have bared the evidence with Nach’s very own grandchildren. He wanted to say she was a trickster, that he based this on her affiliation with the dark side of the Force. Nothing could come to his mind to suggest that. Based on her word alone in the Hanger Bay, ironically feeling her cold assurance, Mathaniel had believed every word, no matter how unbelievable, she had said.

“It is true, Vhinech,” said Nach, slowly turning his gaze to Mathaniel. “Your ancestors and unrelated equals were fashioned in laboratories. At a much later time, the Vhinech were being born on of the Force’s own mission.”
Juna interrupted again, but this time she wasn’t smiling. “As much as this is fascinating for Mathaniel to hear, Dad, I think for right now the history lessons can be set aside.” She gestured towards Mathaniel, indicating the case of the genetic samples. “He can’t do his job if he doesn’t have those samples.”

Mathaniel looked to the case and then looked at Nach with suspicion. Again the importance of the mission and the weariness of his journey reminded him of what he had to do and what had to be done. With little reluctance he shoved the case into Nach’s hands.
“Excellent,” said Juna with mock happiness, clapping her hands together. She said to Nach, “So, what, it will take how long for analysis?”

Nach frowned at her. “It would be irrational to present a length of time.”

Juna knew that, but she had to poke Nach ‘with a stick’. She was enjoying this, perhaps enjoying it a little too much. She turned to Mathaniel and said, “You are a guest of my home. I will have my staff prepare rooms for you and your friends. Feel free to use the unrestricted facilities. Stay as long as it will take to complete the study, and don’t you worry about your presence here: you are quite safe, and you need not worry about my own troubles.”
Mathaniel sensed something wrong, not dire but imperative. He entered the Medical Bay, leaving the two alone without properly excusing himself. Nach did not care about that. His attention fell right on Juna and he showed her the case of genetic samples. “Is there a rationalization imminent?”
“Yes,” said Juna, “you are a genetics expert, and your area of expertise is in the Vhinech genome. They need your help.”
Nach looked at the samples queerly. He looked to Juna and said, “This does not aide us in our present conundrum.”
“Oh yes it does,” she said empathically, with widening eyes. She really put the emphasis of its importance to Nach in her words but she kept the reason to herself. “It most certainly does. I need them, and the only reason they will stay is with my help. My help can only happen when you get to work on those samples. Trust me…”
Juna feigned realization and mused, “Oh, that’s right: you don’t trust me. After I had shared so much with you, you do an end run around the truth. Guilt me into not pushing you for the truth about your real reasons, your full and unabridged reasons, for leaving Enothchild behind.”

“I did not-.”

“Save it!” Juna held up her hand. This was an argument for another time, but honestly she wanted Nach to stew on his so-called moral high ground. She changed subject by pointing towards the Medical Bay doors. “I saw Mathaniel, the boy you insist calling Vhinech with as much love one would show to a pile of shit, in my visions lately. Do you have any respect for Force visions, ‘Dad’?”
Nach looked to the doors as if Mathaniel was there. He was well versed in the abilities of the Jedi. The Sith Maiden was no different. “In what comprehension?”
“Helping us,” Juna elaborated, but she left it at that. She wasn’t certain what it all totally meant; Enothchild was alive in the vision, and Naressa was there… “In the coming fight we will need him. To ensure his participation, we will need to gain his complete trust.” She gestured with her head towards the case. “That there, in your hand, is that very key. So I’m asking you, the untrustworthy, can you gain his trust? Do you dare attempt to regain mine?”
Juna didn’t wait for an answer. She could feel his angry glare beating the back of her head as she entered the Medical Bay. How she enjoyed his anger, just as she enjoyed the notion that he was reconsidering his reconsiderations about her.

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

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 89.1)

The time did nothing for Casper. Muriel had did her best to console him after what Juna had done, but eventually she ran out for reasons unknown. He could have guessed what they were, but he never did give it any thought. That is until he saw the crowd of people entering the Medical Bay, and leading the way was a familiar face.

“Alluetia?” asked Casper when the older, blue-dyed hair woman entered the room, leading the way by cutting past Dizzy. Somehow Casper couldn’t believe she was there. Just as suddenly his mind went completely blank and he felt absolutely nothing. He even lost the ability to speak.
“Hiya, Kid,” remarked Alluetia with both enthusiasm and trepidation. As she made her way to the bed, Muriel was showing Nowen to the nearest med bed; both had silently agreed to have the man have his throat looked at right away. Dizzy centered himself between Nowen’s bed and Casper’s bed, splitting his interest between them.
Dizzy couldn’t quite believe Alluetia was here. They had talked a little during the walk down to the Medical Bay, and when she mentioned some things about what she did for a living and for how long, Dizzy interrupted her. “Hey, eh, so you’ve been doing this job for twenty bucks?”
Alluetia took her attention away from Casper and mused, “Ha, twenty bucks. Man, that’s an old one.”

Chuckling, Dizzy just said, “Yeah, we’re pretty old.” But he pressed on. “Twenty years doing this.” She nodded. “So, when you ran with Sade Sudafed for a year that was while you were on vacation as a tidings runner, what, just after I got the Falcon?”

Casper wasn’t paying attention to the context of the conversation, but he turned his head from one to another with passing interest. In this case from Dizzy to Alluetia, and Alluetia smiled a bit in embarrassment, ruffling her own blue-dyed hair. She said nervously, “Eh…yeah! Yeah, you could say that. Teehee.”
Dizzy crossed his arms and asked pointedly, “You weren’t snitchin’ on us, were you?” 
It was then that Casper did take it in, or his mind understood what Dizzy was implying. To the best of knowledge Alluetia had always done Yoda’s biddings since he rescued her from prison; since she had aided in retrieving Casper from Lonestar it appeared she was a law abiding citizen. Dizzy’s question was an interesting one.
“Ah,” began Alluetia. She caught Casper’s attention, turned, and saw the talking Vhinech-Wookiee Destiny walking by their room; Destiny looked all about, saw Alluetia, and decided that it was not the room she was looking for. That moment of reprieve for Alluetia was as gone as Destiny. “Well, Diz, you…that’s an interesting question.”
Dizzy snorted with a chuckle, but he wasn’t quite smiling. “Loosh” Alluetia for short “I ain’t going to shoot you down if you did. I haven’t been smuggling for twelve years. I’ve been legit every since I got married to Red here.” He nodded at Muriel. “So, you know whatever happened, happened.”
Sighing in relief, Alluetia said, “That’s good.” She then turned to Casper, and said nothing more.
Dizzy turned her right back around, slowly. “So you did snitch?!?!”

Alluetia and Dizzy spent the next few minutes trading verbal jabs. Meanwhile, Muriel completed the scan on Nowen’s neck, particular the region around the voice box. A nurse droid and a surgical droid entered the room after the results were scanned in. Nowen sat up with eagerness on his face, looking to Muriel for some good news.
“I won’t lie to you,” she said somberly, “there’s some significant damage there and the wound is old.” He nodded and showed her the date of his prognosis scan he did back on Isen. Muriel winced and said, “Yeah, old. The good news is that vocal cord reattachment and replacement is still possible. You might get back some of your voice. You want to try?” Nowen nodded. “You better follow the nurse, get you cleaned up first.”
Nowen patted Muriel’s hand before he left. She knew enough about Nowen and knew him to be a good but difficult at times young man. She remembered how Oggie bragged about Nowen last year. One of his deficiencies was his biases against the Vhinech according to Oggie back then. Having watched Nowen for the last fifteen minutes with Mathaniel and Destiny told Muriel that Nowen had gotten over that. Muriel noted Mathaniel’s arrival outside Casper’s room; the Study looked, and then looked straight ahead down the hall, where he could see the word ‘morgue’ on the doors. She watched him slowly walk down, apparently realizing something wrong with his friend.
“…I didn’t screw you to screw you, Dizzy!”
All the sudden, upon that sentence from Alluetia’s mouth, Muriel snapped herself around to face the arguing former smugglers. She wasn’t aware of the growing unfriendly banter between Dizzy and Alluetia until that moment. Dizzy looked to Muriel and Alluetia followed his big eyed gaze. Muriel knew something was kinetic between the two, but they were just wifely jealousies. With one sentence that all changed, and suddenly both of Dizzy’s eyes were fluttering badly, nonstop.
Alluetia just chuckled when Muriel stood up; the Guardian’s hands cracking when she made fists.
“Eh,” began Alluetia, but stopped when she caught Muriel’s deadly serious glare. Alluetia hadn’t been in a fist fight with another woman, or a man, in a long time, but she felt she could still handle herself. Instincts, however, told her to draw her blaster first before the shorter red headed woman Dizzy was married to had gotten one hand on her. “Wow, oh, I didn’t mean ta make that sound like it sounded, sugar, really.”
Dizzy smiled…failed to smile with any real calm conviction, and insisted, “Honey, really, it was a long, long, long time ago, before I ever met you.” He then really insisted, “It was nothing! Honestly!”

This time Alluetia brought her hands to her hips. She then forgot Muriel and tapped Dizzy on the shoulder to turn him around. “It was nothin’?!?!?”

Exasperated, Dizzy turned and pleaded with her with his hands. “Oh c’mon, Loosh, like you didn’t toss your goods at Lemur Bassi the next night and Puke Eberplast later that week! I’m old, but not senile.” He then added in tongue tied mumbles, “Rop-poop onda-poop ex-poop tories-poop.”
Alluetia really put her hands on her hips and glared Dizzy down to size. When she got mad, every word was correctly pronounced. “For your information, Arness Arnes, Lemur Bassi and I never happened because before he could even drop his pants I could count the spots decorating his face that weren’t acne or freckles! He never even got to first station with me! He just bragged about notching me! And what makes you think I got it on with Puke?” She made a disgusting face. “Don’t you remember why he had that name?”
Dizzy conceded the point with a nod and a few mumbles of acknowledgement.

Alluetia continued, and now considered Muriel her long lost sister by turning towards her and explaining, “By Sa-Tan’s Lance, Puke was handsome as hell, but that guy was a spontaneous, out of nowhere vomit machine! He had no running buddies because of it! I mean, who wanted to be in the cockpit with him when he threw up in the middle of a barrel roll?” She tugged on some of her own hair; the fading blue dyed on dirty blonde locks. “Hell, one moment he tells me he likes my hair, and when he finishes saying ‘hair’ he covered me in whiskey spew!” She turned very green on the memory and looked ready to throw up.
Muriel even took a moment to offer Alluetia a bed pan to throw up in. Alluetia waved it away, swallowed down the memory literally back into her stomach where it belonged, and said, “Believe me I stopped serious drinking after that!”
Muriel had to ask. “So he just…puked?”

Dizzy answered for Alluetia. “The poor guy…who knew why? He wasn’t a vomit drunk, and he was never a coward. He was a literal chick magnet; he magnetized babes and pulled them right in without trying, and then…” The Sullustan just shook his head. “I think he never had one descent long night with any woman.”
“Yeah,” said Alluetia sadly. She asked, “Did he buy it?”
“Twelve year ago, just after I got a big payday,” said Dizzy somberly, referring to the substantial monetary reward Naressa had given him for saving Juna. “Sade told me about it. Story goes he was on a meal run” a meal run was a low paying smuggling job; enough, as some would say, to buy a lunch “when pirates hit his pick up point. He was two steps away from escape, and then…” The bane of Puke had clearly spelled his doom on that day when the Sullustan went silent. Dizzy just shook his head. “Damn, Puke.”
Alluetia quietly said, “He was a good guy.” With that the tension of misunderstanding was gone…
“So you never…”

…for three seconds. “Diz, I was never sexy enough to begin with. Do you honestly think Puke found me more sexy after being covered in…” She stopped when Dizzy was nodding after her first sentence. She put her hands on her hips and said, “Well my ugly ass didn’t stop you from diving right into my pants!”

Dizzy sighed while Muriel mildly smiled. Muriel found it funny on some level, yet there was still a little fire burning that the thought that Alluetia was standing too close to her Sullustan. Dizzy turned to Muriel and said again, “It was nothing, it was before you and I knew each other…”

Alluetia could tell this was never going to end. She pulled away from the married couple before Dizzy insulted what little womanly pride she ever did possess any more. Casper had listened on with mild interest, and Alluetia could see that in his young, blue eyes. She just shook her head and said, “Never do what I’ve done, Kid. It’s too complicated.”
Casper knew a lot about Alluetia’s fallacies from their long conversations during his last trip to Lonestar; she called them memories, but Casper couldn’t see what was so memorable about them. Memories, it was said, were precious gifts of the mind. To date Casper had not any such precious gifts he would want to keep. By Alluetia’s own words he just assumed Alluetia hadn’t any good memories either, at least by his standards.
“Sorry ta hear about Ros,” said Alluetia with slight sincerity. Casper could only look at her, still unable to say anything since Juna had tormented him. “Well, can’t be helped.” She looked around and found Casper’s clothes. She walked over to the dresser, grabbed them, and brought them over to his bed. She never once considered his medical condition, even though his leg was visibly up in harness. “Ya got five minutes.”

Dizzy and Muriel had been talking privately to one another during that brief time and just caught the last part of Alluetia’s commandment. Muriel looked to Alluetia as the Tiding Runner returned to Casper’s bed with Casper’s boots. “Excuse me, but what are you doing?”
“Where’s your light stick?” questioned Alluetia. Then she realized Muriel was talking. She said, “Taking him home.” She looked to a confused, unmoving Knightshade. “C’mon, Boy, five minutes and we gone.” She then frowned at Casper’s pants because they were slowly moving, and something was vibrating in one of his deep pouches. “What in de hell do you got there?!?!”
Ignoring Casper’s pants, Muriel said to Alluetia, “You can’t take him to Coruscant.” She was thinking fast for a reason. “He just had serious surgery on his ankle.”

Alluetia took a look at Casper’s cast and snorted. “He’ll put himself ina healing coma once I get ‘em on my ship.”
For reasons unknown it took so long for Casper to realize why Alluetia was here. It was time for him to go home, to Lonestar, to face his Grandfather again. His sat there, staring hard at his Jedi clothes as the contradictory thoughts ravaged his brain. This was his chance to escape Rapier Manor and contact the Jedi Council. This was also his immediate ticket to Lonestar, to the needle upon his flesh, and that thought alone made his left eyebrow, where his Mark of Forgiveness started, feel cold and twitchy. No mattered if he contacted the Jedi Order or not he was required by mandate to go to Lonestar. What he was suddenly afraid of the most was that return home; he felt that if he did go, he was done as a Jedi forever!
“Loosh, just a sec,” butted in Dizzy to support his wife, “Casper can’t go, uh, she’s right. He got in a nasty pound-fest with the bad guy that had killed Ros. I saw his foot: Alluetia, his foot bent around like the foot of a gramblin.”
Alluetia winced and shook her head. “That’s plum awful.” She then turned to Casper and flushed with anxiety over the duty that she had to do she said loudly, “Get your stuff on now!”

The doors to the room opened and Juna stepped in. Everyone looked to her, and Casper then looked to his pants when he noted that the Sithian Language Ball in his carry pouch vibrated more with her appearance. It vibrated even more with her approach. Juna took one look at the situation and said directly to Alluetia, “Is there a problem here?”

“I needa med bed or a float chair to get Casper on my ship,” said Alluetia directly. “Thanks for your hospitality. I’ll pass a good word about ya to Yoda when I see him again.”
This time Juna pressed herself passed everyone to put herself between Casper and Alluetia. Before Mathaniel Jarvis, Juna could have cared less if Casper left or died. The arrival of Mathaniel had changed everything. Juna was not sure what her visions really meant, but under the circumstances there had to be no coincidences. Casper must stay!

Juna said unthreateningly, “Casper is not going anywhere. He is injured, and until he is healed he is under my protective custody.”

Alluetia shook her head and her frustration over her duty got the best of her. She said in vehement tone that was too over the top, “Look, goth metal chick, you better back the smeck up! The kid’s coming with me!” 
Dizzy this time was making the throat slashing gesture, borrowing it from Muriel who was busy trying to get Alluetia’s attention. Alluetia ignored them both. “And I’m not goin’ to let some tall, black, death loving, cold feeling, special effects laden, goofy rich bitch tell me what to do!”
“Fine,” said Juna coldly, and her eyes began to evilly glow. “I won’t tell you what to do! I’ll save you the trouble!”
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 89.2)

Destiny had seen the end of the hall once she realized that the Keeper of Sanctuary was not in the infirmary of the massive household. She knew Basic, knew the word etched on the door. She told herself that perhaps Enothchild Sarch was only in there, being the detective that he was, going over the body of the one called Ros Ofcheck who had ended. Her thoughts were just as jumbled as her emotions, and therefore she did not hold out for any hope once she pushed through the old style doors.

The Morgue was the smallest place officially classified as a room in Rapier Manor. Destiny could have extended an arm overhead and had the palm of her hand lay flat on the ceiling, and ten of her steps from the door could have had her reach the opposite wall; it was a bit longer in room width, enough to accommodate walking and performing the grim, honorable duty of proper death care. There were various devices above three tables, two very large and one quite small; the small table made Destiny think of the late Blessed’s newborn child, the innocent baby whose horrible murder set into motion the desperate mission Destiny was on.
The wall situated across from the head of the tables contained ten, four by four foot shiny and sterilely cold doors. On each door was a content screen; nine were black, one was lit with red, digital lettering and numbering. The active screen told of who was inside the silo chamber behind the door, a body awaiting final preparation for burial under a stasis field to prevent rotting.
Destiny bit her lower lip as the reality of it all squeezed at her heart. Her finger touched the OPEN bottom. The door opened and the tray extended out with a familiar, large body surrounded by a purplish energy haze. Just seeing Enothchild, so very still, was enough to make the Vhinech-Wookiee’s powerful body collapse. Her legs have felt so useless before in her life, on the death of her family, on the death of her husband. She caught herself on the edge of the tray that held Enothchild’s body with her hands and she barely managed to hold herself up to look at him in tearful silence.
Those who did not know her sorrow would have never understood Destiny’s reaction to seeing the dead body. Destiny knew Enothchild was not the real Keeper of Sanctuary that was described in the Path bible; he used the character, the protector of Sanctuary, the place many repenting sinners go to prove their change of ways before they entered the Lands of Plenty, as a ruse in mind alteration. The truth discovered with Magus Prophet’s attack last year many Vhinech were upset that they were so tricked even though they had originally agreed to the mind alteration under the Vhinphyc Jedi Master’s discretion. Destiny knew the truth as well, but she held no animosity towards Enothchild for what he had done. To her, he had done more for her than anyone could have ever done. 
Enothchild sought her out, fearing for her safety as Helle went about the galaxy butchering Vhinech large and small, to save her from the cruelty of the galaxy. She had feared him so in the beginning because he was a Vhinphyc Jedi Master and not just a Vhinphyc. After some time with him, she began to understand his intentions and had determined him to be a goodly male. He was so kind and understanding, never pushy, and never judgmental of her, of who she was, of what her people had done in the past. There was so much more to Enothchild that she could not explain, but she knew it to be special, and good, and she sometimes said his name during her prayers, always and forever calling him the Keeper of Sanctuary. He was, in her heart, the Sanctuary’s Keeper, and she went so far to claim Enothchild Sarch as one of Presence’s Most Blessed Sons.
He was so still.

Destiny couldn’t bare to look at him being so still. She stood up and turned away from Enothchild’s body and wept. She fought around herself and finally found her Path charm and held it so tightly in her hands and whispered a rambling prayer that was going to last as long as her grief.
Mathaniel had seen the end of the hall once he realized that Enothchild Sarch was not in the infirmary of the mansion. He had felt Destiny’s sudden turn to great, crippling sorrow and felt compelled to console her. He entered the Morgue and took in the situation quickly. His feet, however, never moved as fast. He took a wide birth, and he had kept his eyes on the body. He never had a clear view of Enothchild until Destiny was more in his view. With Nach Mathaniel was inspired to be overly protective; seeing Enothchild, the one who had slain his Mother, stirred more hateful emotions.
A teary wet Wookiee-Vhinech mess, Destiny looked up at him and could only sob, “Why do the brave good people end so?”

Having Destiny put Enothchild in a favorable light actually rocked Mathaniel back on his heels; his anger was just as rocked. The question was asked before, but worded differently by Mathaniel years ago as it related to Magus Parable. His Mother had been killed by the very Jedi that rested on the slab. She never got a proper burial because Vhanba was dying and everyone had to escape quickly. Mathaniel and the rest of his family were far away in safety, had been for months before she had died. They had gotten the news no sooner than before the Vhinech defeat at Evramora. Alouka was heartbroken, and Maddie, his dear younger Sister Maddie, stopped talking. All because of the Vhinphyc, the Vhinphyc who laid dead!
Destiny sensed his lack of response and marked it well. She frowned up at him and said, “No!” She struggled to get up; Mathaniel didn’t help her, too transfixed he was on the cursed Vhinphyc. Towering over the tall Tigra-Vhinech, she said, “You were over this hate you had for him! Over and done with it! Alouka told me that he was sorry! Oh, if he had some other way he would have taken it! He cared enough over your mother to save her family; that is how much he had regretted such actions!”

She was right, Mathaniel knew. This was the same Vhinphyc who later saved them from fast approaching slavers when their protection left them stranded and poor. His Father months ago had set him straight about his Mother, about how she had slowly became one of the many reasons why the old Vhinech cause was extremely wrong.
Destiny snapped at him tearfully, “Slave of Ryax!”

Mathaniel snapped an angry glare at Destiny; there was no greater insult to a Vhinech than to be called someone’s slave, except to be called a dead being’s slave. The fact Mathaniel had killed Ryax just made the insult doubly crude. He felt like striking her for a few moments, and then he remembered how Ryax had indeed tried to play him against his whole family. He softened and turned away, not wanting to face either Destiny or Enothchild.
“Pardon me from ending,” wept Destiny to Mathaniel. “The miles have been so long and wrought with so much peril it has questioned my soul day and night.”

Mathaniel shook his head. “You had every right to insult me. I was over this. At least I thought I was.”

A thought occurred to her and she begged to him, “Oh please forgive him!” Mathaniel turned to her, puzzled. Destiny pointed to the table and said, “Good Wobble, Presence bless him, was given such a tribute when he saved us and you promised him that you would protect me.” She was referring to Wobble’s body disappearing before the terrible lands of Fortal Coal set his body under eternal gray flames; Presence, in her view, taking the Quermian-Vhinech away, to the safety of the Lands of Plenty. “He will never find peace because you have not forgiven him. Please, oh please, say you forgive him! He had done so much for all of us!”
Mathaniel wanted to tell her that Wobble vanishing was not Presence, that it was the Force’s doing, but he found himself unable to get those words out. It was not because he desired to shatter Destiny’s fragile perceptions of the Path faith. He knew better as a Study of the Force, and yet he just couldn’t say it, and he couldn’t say it not because he respected Destiny. He couldn’t say not because it would have tainted Wobble’s unselfish act of heroism.
Sighing in submission, Mathaniel walked past Destiny to stand over Enothchild. He looked down upon and saw evidence that his antagonist had died in battle; the hole in his chest, going clearly through, marked the death blow well; clearly a lightsaber, Mathaniel had seen such damage before in his youth. He did, briefly, recalled where he had seen such a wound.
Mathaniel was still in the morgue but he felt he was somewhere else. There was so much snow around him, around his tiny body. It was cold back then, on the later end of Vhanba’s last forty year winter. He did not understand why he was so alone then; he was no older than a toddler baby, trying to walk with stubby legs, and so unaware of the world but instinctively cried when his progress never improved, such as it was any baby. His cries lasted considerably, his mother not answering them.

His little body was picked up gently, carefully, and he was turned over to see a female Vhinphyc holding him. Scared, the baby could only cry as six more Vhinphyc gathered around them; all female, three of them very small compared to the other four; mere children, but just starting adolescence. They bore clothing of hunters, just plain hunting folk who rarely tasted battle and was far removed from the war between their kind and the Vhinech. Each one of them showed great concern for baby Mathaniel, none ever showing one hint of hate for the non-Vhinphyc. The one that held him cuddled him for a few moments to calm him, to shush him.
The snow exploded between the seven females, but not by an explosive. Before the snow began its descent four short blades of blue light appeared in the frosty haze and whirled about. Screams of agonizing terror than shouts of surprise followed the loud sounds of mini-lightsabers whirling and cutting through flesh. The girl screeching was by far the most terrible sound anyone could have ever heard.

Mathaniel felt his little body fall, but the female Vhinphyc that had him still held him. But there was little life in her eyes. She was stunned, bewildered, and had never turned to look to see what had happened. There was a hole in her chest, an exit wound, small but lethally accurate in destroying the powerful entity’s heart. The stench of the wound puzzled the toddler at first, and so did the female Vhinphyc’s face when they locked stare with one another. It appeared to him that she trying so hard to stay alive in order to not drop him. To her end, the female did not want him hurt.
A crying shriek unseen came to an abrupt end before the vibrating sound of energy filled the air noisily soon after. There was no more screaming, and the female Vhinphyc began to fall over in death. Mathaniel fell over with her, but then he was snatched from the dead one’s grip.
Before he knew it, Mathaniel found his head against very familiar breasts, and he slowly began to stop crying. A familiar voice, slightly breathless in both exertion and exhilaration, said, “Shhh, it is over, it is all over.” 

It was a long time before he calmed, and it was just as long before Magus Parable held baby Mathaniel out before her. She looked so motherly to him, and as a toddler he never would ever question where she had been, or what she had just done; all children that age wanted was their mothers during times of distress. She smiled and he glowed. She then said, “You were perfect, my Pup. Well done!”
And suddenly Mathaniel found himself back in the Morgue, looking down at Enothchild, and suddenly he realized the truth of the memory, buckling his legs visibly. He put both his hands on the tray that had Enothchild’s body on it to steady himself. He wanted to puke.
“Mathaniel,” asked Destiny in concern, going to his side. It had only been seconds since she begged him to go and forgive Enothchild. “Are you well?”

“She,” he began, stopped, and then said, “My Mother used me as bait!” He shook his head and mourned again, “My Mother used me as bait! She had lured innocent people to death with my baby wails! She purposely imperiled me for the gain of death!” Destiny didn’t quite understand why the sudden tangent, but Mathaniel slammed his fist down on the tray. “Curse her!”
“Mathaniel, you should not-,” began Destiny, but he waved her off. She bit on her lip and silently hoped she had not ruined anything for Mathaniel.

“My Father was right,” stressed Mathaniel. “I don’t mean to curse her. I meant to curse those that showed her the Dark Path! Pern, Prophet, Sight, the rest of them: they made her murderess, and they pushed her away from redemption!” He looked at Enothchild and fought out a tear. “This one knew, and he knew he could not save her from such a Dark Path. She chose it, willingly chose it, and if she had not been stopped I and Maddie would have followed right along with her to a Lore’s doom.”
He tried to put a hand on Enothchild, but the low power energy field repelled his hand from making contact. Mathaniel just settled on laying his hand on the field, squarely over Enothchild’s chest. Destiny was so confused about his proclamations, and she wasn’t sure with this now. However, Mathaniel was damn sure. “I forgive you, Enothchild Sarch, Vhinphyc Son. I hope the Lands of Plenty for you. And I hope that in death unlike in life you are now able to save my Mother Parable.”
Destiny’s confusion lessened considerably when Mathaniel spoke. The Study sighed wearily and pushed the CLOSE button on the door. The tray took the body back into storage. The Wookiee-Vhinech wrapped her long arms around him from behind and said tearfully in his ear, “You are so brave.”

“You are just so,” he mumbled back. Mathaniel then felt a stirring he didn’t like. Destiny gasped because she just felt it too. He instructed, “Stay here.” He was quick to the doors, just as Alluetia Hailstorm vanished completely from both of their perceptions.

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

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 89.3)

Casper finally found his voice. It was loud and accusatory. The cry came shortly after Dizzy and Muriel both shouted “NO!” and when Alluetia collapsed to the floor. “What have you done!”
“Ah shit!” Muriel was right on top of Alluetia in a heart beat, feeling the older woman’s neck for a pulse.
Dizzy shoved Juna very hard, throwing her to the floor with a lot of strength behind it, which actually rattled the Sith Maiden. “Are you out of your smecking mind!?! Why did you that!??! There wasn’t a need to do that!?!?!”

“Dizzy,” Muriel suddenly warned and also shouted to get his attention. “She’s alive! She’s all right!”
Casper, however, was incensed. He tried to get out of bed, but the support struts on his cast kept him from challenging Juna, for whatever that was possibly worth. All he could manage was, “She’s not all right! Damn you!” He looked right at Juna when he said that. “Damn you!”
Nach was just arriving when he saw Alluetia collapse. He remained outside just as Mathaniel moved past him to enter the room. The Study never gave him another thought, his concern falling squarely on Alluetia, who he had in some ways brought her here. “What happened?”
“You could have killed her!” Dizzy grabbed Juna as hard as he could by the arms, forgetting the fact that the armor would not give and forgetting the fact that he was revealing too much in his exclamations. But he didn’t give a damn! He gave her a very hard shake and almost threw her to the ground again. “You could have murdered her!”
“For saying her name?” asked Juna skeptically, gaining new resolve. She didn’t like what Dizzy was doing to her, saying to her. But she didn’t understand why they were reacting like they were. Muriel and Dizzy both were playing off the experience of watching Naressa say all those fiends’ names in the Sarlacc Pit on Tatooine months ago and watched every single one of those named just die without a whimper. What the Arnes did not know, and what Juna was not entirely aware of, was the different types of uses for saying a name in Dark Voice. Based on her observations of Alluetia, Juna went on her gut instinct.
“Phew!” Muriel stood right up, holding her nose. Suddenly Mathaniel covered his nose and mouth. “That stench!”

“Who farted?” cried Dizzy. His big eyes watered and he hid his nose under his shirt.

Casper gagged, covered his own nose and mouth with his bed gown. He looked at Juna and demanded, “What did you do to her!”

“Nothing,” said Juna, fighting the urge to cover her nose. Her nose was collecting valuable data.
Curious by the sight of so many people covering their noses, Nach walked in and asked, “What is trans-.” He sniffed. Sniffed again. He then rudely looked at Dizzy and said, “You need to plug your anus.”

“Don’t look at me, Horns!” Dizzy exclaimed. “Cripes, someone light a damn match!”

Nach then mumbled with a crinkled nose, “As if you were not creating a mess in your pants prior to this occasion.”
“Hey!”
Juna shook her head. She looked back at the unconscious Alluetia. She had some pretty good idea coming to mind.
“Gas!” Everyone looked at Muriel: the Guardian was wide eyed! “Shit, it’s coming from Alluetia! Toxic gas!”

Before everyone ran for the doors Juna said in disagreement, “The Medical Bay would have locked this place down. Mathaniel would have never come in here.” She walked over and bent down beside Alluetia’s body.
“That’s if the computer knows the toxin,” reminded Muriel, but then she noted Juna’s curious eyes. “What?”
Juna ignored her and ignored Casper’s shout. “Don’t touch her! She did nothing wrong to you!”

Juna carefully opened Alluetia’s mouth and took note of her tongue. She ran her hand over the older woman’s forehead, and for a moment her armor hand shined with wetness that sickly dripped off the polymorphic carbonite like goo. She asked out of curiosity, “Is anyone here feeling light headed?”

“That’s why I said it was gas,” said Muriel, but she showed no more signs of thinking they were being attack by a toxic substance. At this point it made no sense. She tried to squat, but instead she let herself fall to her knees; she had no balance. She looked closer and saw a very fine film of moisture that darkened Alluetia’s pink skin. “What is it?”

“Don’t touch it,” remarked Juna quickly. “Wait, you all ready did.” Muriel looked at her two fingers on her right hand; the tips of them were darker in shade. “Anyone else light headed? Nauseous? Weak kneed?”

Everyone in the room shook their head, and Mathaniel said, “We’re all right, save for the stench.” He looked around again in confusion. “What happened? I felt a disturbance in the Force here.”

Juna went right to Alluetia’s mouth and showed Muriel her tongue. Juna stood up and said, “Computer, turn off all lights.”

The computer systems in the room shut off the main illumination. Mathaniel let out a little gasp, but Dizzy said, “Oh man.”

Casper struggled to look over the bed, but when he did he saw something very strange: Alluetia Hailstorm was barely glowing in the dark; a light, purplish haze. The only other glowing light were two yellow orbs, unsettling him as they looked right at him.

“Just as I thought: Computer, lights,” said Juna. When they came on, the Sith Maiden was helping Muriel to her feet. “Dizzy, come get Muriel. Call a med droid in here and give her and Captain Hailstorm Amberpaxel.”
Reaching down Juna scooped Alluetia up, picking her up like the woman weighed nothing at all. She carried the Tidings Runner to the bed next to Casper and said, “Mathaniel was she acting out of sorts? You were with her for what, two weeks?”

Mathaniel looked at Alluetia and thought back to the whole trip. He came to her bed and looked at her, but Juna urged him back with a cautionary hand. She said, “It’s too dangerous for a Force sensitive to be so close.” She showed him her gauntlet. “These have no pours and nothing sticks to them. Otherwise I wouldn’t be handling her.” She could see his concern for Alluetia, but also his uncertain about her. “Please, was she acting odd?”
Mathaniel found he couldn’t fight with the dark woman. He said, “Her anxiety just increased the closer we got to Naboo. She really stressed over taking the Padawan Learner to his home. I couldn’t really get a descent read on her.”

The med droid came in and tended to Muriel first. After injecting her, the med droid went to Alluetia. Juna let the droid to the newest patient, and then she asked Mathaniel directly, “Did you see her at any time take antacids?”

Mathaniel did a double take. “Yes, yesterday. Six of them, big as rock shot.”

“From a package with a rocket ship on it, inside of a one chamber stomach?”

The Tigra-Vhinech backed a few steps away and shared a stunned look with everyone. He shared it longest with Casper because he could sense the Force in the Padawan. Casper was at a lost what that meant and shook his head; he too was extremely curios to know. But Mathaniel said firstly, “How are you reading my mind?”
Dizzy looked over and interrupted, “She could touch you and know everything about you.” He tended to Muriel, who looked so much better after the injection.

“But I haven’t touched him,” reminded Juna. “I need direct, flesh on flesh contact.” She then added, “And no, I am not reading your mind, or Destiny’s mind, or anyone’s mind.” She opened one of Alluetia’s eye lids, and the pupil was only slowly reverting back to normal size, and the blood vessels were thinning to normal as well. Juna just said, “Fohnny Rockets.”
“Whittled down glitterstim,” clarified Dizzy, helping Muriel back on her feet “hyperbolic stim tabs, better known as Fohnny Rockets. Its glitterstim spice, chopped up in particles, and the few flakes baked into real antacid tablets” He shook his head. “Never knew Alluetia to be a spice addict.”
“The antacid slowly dissolves, creating a long lasting, but very quite mild high,” added Juna. “Still wouldn’t want her to fly a ship in the mist of a slow burn, even on one tablet, that’s enough.” She looked at Mathaniel to further clarify. “Glitterstim alone is so potent it can give her empathic powers for as long as the buzz works.” Muriel made a sudden noise on that, but Juna got their attentions again. “She was going through her emotions and everyone else’s emotions on board that ship of hers. Speaking from my own experiences Vhinech emotions echoing from their two brains isn’t pleasant.”
Juna mused after a brief look around, “The melancholy Wookiee-Vhinech unintentionally gave her an unhealthy dose of anxiety I bet.”

Mathaniel sighed loudly and nodded his head in agreement. Juna then asked, “Did you see Alluetia do more of this stuff?”

Mathaniel said, “She took those six tablets that I know she took almost a day ago.” He shook his head, wondering how many times Alluetia was spiced, and how close they were from dying because of her. The mission could have ended at any time by her spice-induced decision making.
Casper heard that and shook his head vehemently. “This can’t be. No way is Captain Hailstorm a spice head!” But then he saw Mathaniel, and even though he never met the Study until now he believed the Vhinech light warrior when Mathaniel nodded his head. “It’s true?”

“Very true,” said Mathaniel. “I didn’t mark her.”

Juna chagrinned and said, “I didn’t mark her as spiced either until just before I knocked her out.” She stroked Alluetia’s hair. “I tried to get a read on her and was telepathically backhanded by my own energies. Drugged-enhanced anxiety puts up a really convenient mental wall.” She looked at Muriel. “I had been trying to figure out how she got clearance to land here without our approval. Turns out I just saved her life.”

She looked at Dizzy and admonished, “All I said was ‘Alluetia’ to get her to calm the hell down and you go Gungan nuts on me!” She shot a pointed glare at Casper, which made him sink down in his bed. “You too! Force, are the Jedi that too trusting of their employees that they don’t do drug testing?!?” Juna then looked at everyone and snorted angrily, “I don’t want to talk to anyone again for the rest of the smecking evening! Leave me the klif alone!”
Juna rushed past them all and mumbled, “Next time I’ll just let them die, maybe then they’ll get it.”

Everyone watched Juna just walked quickly out of the Medical Ward in silence for a few moments. Muriel felt her old self again and asked Mathaniel, “Do you know where she keeps those tablets?”
“I’ll get them,” he said with a nod, giving Alluetia another disconcerting look. Mathaniel almost regretted his choice of pilot, almost marked Destiny as right in not choosing her. Then he relented; he had to believe his instincts were correct. Beside the point they were at Rapier Manor, alive and well, one of their mission goals achieved. If Mathaniel had not gone with Destiny, Destiny surely would not have linked up with Alluetia who would eventually be looking for Casper the Padawan on Naboo anyways. Therefore Mathaniel had chose wisely to come with Destiny and chose Alluetia and her ship as their pilot. He thought nothing less of Alluetia, vowing then and there to help her as any good Magus of the Path would, whether Alluetia Hailstorm liked it or not.
Back in the Medical Ward, Room One, the med droids and nurse droids came in and activated a privacy field around Alluetia’s bed. They were going to remove her stained clothing and clean her body, per Muriel’s instructions. Casper looked still at Alluetia and just couldn’t believe what had just happened. He sighed and said to the others, “I swear I didn’t know.”

Dizzy stayed very quiet, obviously kicking himself mentally over and over for going ballistic on Juna. Nach queried aloud, “We never truly have knowledge of one by gazing only at their surface.” He looked at the case of Vhinech DNA samples in his hand, and then he thought of the Sith Maiden again.
Muriel looked to Casper and could see the Padawan was hurting again. That confused her, but then she remembered why he stressed when she saw his Mark of Forgiveness. Her training kicked in. “Casper,” she began to get his attention as she sat on the bed next to him, “Alluetia probably just started doing the spice. Based on what I know, it appears that anxiety drove her to it.”
“Over me,” said Casper, rough as stone.

“Over you, over her own life, a dozen other things,” she stressed to him. “Right now she’s resting comfortably. In the morning we’ll probably get to the bottom of it. But understand this wasn’t your fault.”
Frustrated and beyond, Casper shook his head and said, “I’ll get to the bottom of it. Only then I will know this wasn’t my fault.”

Muriel understood and conceded, standing up and accepting the determined look that now burned in Casper’s blue eyes. Casper taking the matter in his own hands was him wanting some control in his life; that was a good sign. She thought he would, at worse, be brooding over what had happened and never recover. Muriel seemed to think that Casper had a lot to prove to Juna as well. Like it or not, Juna did Alluetia a favor.
Dizzy’s face was still sober looking when Muriel joined him; as they did, and as one of the med droid emerged with Alluetia’s clothing, Nach intercepted it and took the clothing. Muriel went to object in warning, but then remembered that the spice toxin was a poison, and poisons didn’t affect a Vhinphyc’s constitution.

The smell was still burning her nostrils when she said, “It’s like Juna pulled that junk out of her.” Dizzy only nodded in agreement. Muriel grabbed him and said, “We both freaked out.”

“Yeah,” said Dizzy, who pulled himself away from Muriel, “but you didn’t call her a murderer.” 
Muriel was going to correct him, but the Sullustan just left; he was going back to the Hanger Bay to work on Juna’s ship. Unfortunately she also wanted to tell Dizzy that the word describing Juna was perhaps not off the mark. Without going to Tatooine to find out for certain, Muriel would really never know if Juna had killed only those who were responsible for Enothchild’s death. She had only Juna’s word for it.
So far, Juna’s word had been solid.

Meanwhile, seemingly miles away from everyone, Juna finally slowed her long striding, fast walking gait. Calming subtlety, she forced herself to smile and said, “That went too well.” 
Juna just shrugged her shoulders, turned, and decided to go find any living quarters in the mansion and be there for the rest of the night. She was going to savior this great, deceptive victory. Without really trying, and thanks partially to the Tidings Runner, Juna was certain she had just gained all of the fool’s trust with one, ill-fated attempt at killing Alluetia Hailstorm.
