CHAPTER 19.0
Two weeks. 
That was how long it took Enothchild to go through and reset the energy patterns within the five patients the best he could. Some took longer than others. Many of the problems were inherently found in pre-existing mental structural flaws that were either natural or had developed over a period of time; more often than not caused by chemical alteration. He had to work with what he had based also on his own limitations and the daunting task, forcing him into a state of tunnel vision . So focused he was in approach and execution he was never aware of the time that had passed until Muriel had told him. In one sense Enothchild didn’t need to be told because all of Muriel’s injuries from the fight with the Mistryl were either nearly or completely gone. He also didn’t need to hear the held back frustration that was in her voice, her feelings known well in the past and how adamant her stance was through the Force now. Long ago, though, he had accepted the fact that beings, in one form or another, had to express their reservations for it was a natural response for thinking beings to do in order to validate their existence to those who they believe ignore them. It was true with Muriel, and it was true with the doctors when they begged him to rest and have them look him over. Like with Muriel before Enothchild complied to only one of those requests, taking residence in a room not far from the relocated patients he had helped high up and far removed from the psyche wards in the basement.

Exhausted, swelling, and not feeling all that good Enothchild bypassed the offered examinations to listen to Muriel and get caught up on the past two weeks. Quickly he discovered she wasn’t just mad at him.
Nothing more came from Dizzy’s contacts from within the fringe except bad news that had nothing to do with Juna to an extent, but Enothchild felt otherwise. Many of Dizzy’s contacts were killed; the news sent either by still living contacts or by other posing as the contacts that were dead; confirmed in one instance where a Bothan alerted Dizzy to the death of one Pascow Chosue, and three days later a message supposedly sent by Pascow had reached his accounts asking where Dizzy was. Smartly Muriel’s husband didn’t reply; more than likely it was Pascow’s murderer, but it was possible that it was the authorities investigating the murder. Nonetheless someone was offing Dizzy’s contacts. Muriel believed it was a collateral action being undertaken by Yabbula the Hutt, for news of his diatribe that the fringe ‘obey him or else’ was now known in all corners of the galaxy. Enothchild agreed, the Hutt wouldn’t take no for an answer without taking a life to cool him off; preferably the life of who said no. Besides that it was one less being that could side with Black Sun that he had to worry about.
The second bit of news was more unsettling than the first; not once had Naressa sent a message to them since she had left them over two weeks ago. Enothchild wouldn’t have been worried about it except that he couldn’t feel her. He assured himself that it had to be his own weakened state that prevented him from just knowing that she was fine and well, or that perhaps wherever she had went it she was far, far away. Two weeks, after all, was a long time. But he also knew that Naressa could take care of herself -- promise kept or not -- and had to keep his focus.
That focus, and the purpose of why he wasted two weeks on people who may never help them, was questioned as Muriel followed Enothchild to the room of Mutt Krono after he took a day to meditate and rest. “You sure this guy can give us anything? Last time I checked on him a day after you ‘fixed’ him he was complimenting me on my purple hair and red eyes.” She pointed out her red hair and purple eyes. “According to the nurses he still thinks its New Years Day.”
“His perceptions here and now may be slightly off,” Enothchild said in attempt to assure the red headed Guardian. “But out of the five his long term memory is the best. Where’s Dizzy by the way?”

“Back at the ship. Looking it over. Again.” Muriel sighed. “I don’t think it’s the waiting around that’s getting to him. Although we were just a day or so behind Juna two weeks ago.”

Enothchild couldn’t hide his frustration because he was still too burned out mentally from the monumental task he had executed. “I don’t need to remind you that it was a day or so behind from here to….where exactly?”

“I know, I know.” And he was right and she knew it; in the three dimensional realm that was space there were too many compass points and no one truly traveled in a straight line. “But Dizzy’s friends are getting fewer and fewer. I don’t think they’re being all killed.”
“They’re hiding,” conceded Enothchild.

“That, and/or they’ve been talking to one another and think we’re jinxed.” Muriel shook her head in disbelief, but after hearing Enothchild talking about Naressa referring to his unhealed bruise as a death mark she was starting to give it credence. “Maybe we are. If it isn’t one thing its been another.”

“It’s difficult, I know. But we can’t just throw are hands up and say screw it.” Enothchild let his mind settle for just a moment, not letting his mind fill with any tangents. They reached Krono’s room, stopping when he felt a upswing of energy in the Force. “In fact, I got a good feeling about this lead.”

Muriel eyed him carefully. There had been too many times on this particular trip that they all heard it before. “I hope so.” She put a hand and arm across the doorway to get his attention before going in. She lowered her voice down to a whisper. “This may be bad timing, but what exactly happened to these people? In terms of the Force?”

It was something that had been eating Enothchild a bit since they discovered the five smugglers in the Force-induced madness. For a fleeting moment the idea that Juna, or the dark spirit Faradi specifically, had intentional caused the energies within these people to be imbalanced entered in his thinking. He wrestled with it enough, going from the first thought to this being Faradi’s doing. However for him to embrace that idea he had to give up all hope. He wasn’t about to do that.
“I have a hunch on what happened,” said Enothchild with assurance. He noted Dizzy coming out of the lifts down at the end of the hall, wearing a worried look and had something in his hands. “This man will tell us. Dizzy, what is it?”
Muriel turned around to see her husband and noted the white cloth in his right hand. “What is it? Are you hurt?”

“Nah, Hon, but…” Dizzy hesitated to speak, but found his voice when he gave the cloth to Enothchild. It looked to be a simple handkerchief. “I found this tied to the ramp strut. What’s spooky is that I had looked the strut over earlier and didn’t see it. I walked over to the other side and underneath the ship. Forgot something on board. Walked back to the ramp, and there it was at eye level.” He gestured at it in disbelief. “I swear I was away from that strut for like ten seconds.”

Muriel eyed it steely and said, “Flag of truce?”
With a nod Enothchild gave Dizzy back the handkerchief after examining it. “Go back to the ship, Dizzy, find something red and tie it where you found this.”

“Should I go with him?” questioned Muriel.

“No,” said Enothchild with assurance. “I know who this is. And she’ll understand my message.”

Dizzy looked over the handkerchief once he took it back. Just as he did his face contorted, and suddenly he put the cloth to his large nostrils and sneezed with tremendous power. Pulling the kerchief away and examining it as he sniffed his runny nose, the Sullustan mused, “Well whoever it is I hope they don’t want this back.”

The group went their separate ways. It wasn’t before long that Enothchild was noticed by the patient in the room. Mutt Krono would have been easy to spot in a crowded room just as much as Enothchild would have been, but not because the Human shared anything in characteristics with the Vhinphyc. He was noticeable with the newly applied steel nose; sometime during the madness either he or someone else tore his nose off. 

After eyeing Enothchild wearily he spotted Muriel, smiled, and said, “Hey Purple!” When he spoke it was slow, labored, and filled with some innocence. “Long time, Babe. Who’s Hairy?”
“The Jedi Master that helped you and your friends, Mister Krono,” said Muriel politely. “This is Enothchild Sarch.”

When Enothchild found a chair big enough to support him, he pulled it up and sat down in it beside Krono. Krono for his part raised a finger at him, smiled widely, laughed a little, and said, “Hey.” It was long and drawn out. “You’re the one that got me out of that Bad Jump?” Enothchild nodded. “Thanks, man.” Then he eyed him funny. “Am I in trouble?”
“Not from me,” Enothchild assured him. “How do you feel?”

Krono made a small noise of disbelief. “Man, I feel like crap, man!” He paused, frowned, and said, “I…smell like it too.” He didn’t, but the idea formed in his mind and thus it was being projected. “But otherwise cool. I mean….I can feel stuff…and I don’t see things.” He frowned again in contemplation. “I’ll never do motrol acid again.”

Taking a passive approach, Enothchild asked, “So you think this was just a drug reaction?”

“What else?” Krono shrugged his shoulders. “Heard the horror stories. Never saw it until…” He stopped and blinked. “You know.”

Nodding, Enothchild leaned in a bit more and projected carefully positive emotions towards Krono, to get his mind back to clear; or as clear as possible. He said, “Well I don’t exactly. I need to ask you some things.”

“Sure,” was Krono’s happy response. “The least I can do for the dude that saved my life.”

“Thank you. I need you to recall what happened. To you and your friends.” Enothchild put his hand on Krono’s right arm. “At least anything that you can remember leading up to that. You see, I’m looking for someone important. Goes by the name Juna.”
Krono sat up a little straighter and looked a bit more alert. Although that was saying a lot about alertness. He said, “Yeah, yeah I know her. I mean….I met her….just after I and Baz returned to the group. Hard times, ya’know. The Hutts are having conniptions; spontaneously combusting over this partnership shit. I mean, that’s why we were all here……”

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

CHAPTER 19.1

Nearly three weeks ago, it was a different scene in the docking bay on Maradest. The ships that were there were numerous and a part of something much larger than ever perceived. More competent, and moral, authorities would have done more than taken notice, but Maradest wouldn’t be a smuggler’s haven if the authorities didn’t get a ‘bad case’ of chit blindness; a payoff to look the other way.
Within the center of the gathering of various space faring vessels was where the late comers found a horde of independent smugglers and the core group that made up the Human Rooney Tufuse’s band of contraband transporters. Various alien species surrounded a burning bonfire of boxes and other flammable materials, and only their laughter, noise making ruckus, and empathic chatter was louder than the crackling roar they sat close by to keep the chill of night off their bones. Someone had taken the liberty of providing a keg of ale for everyone to freely tap, but there were many that trusted only what they brought along to the party, so that left plenty for those who didn’t give a damn.
Looking over the crowd of thirty beings, Mutt Krono looked to his spike-headed friend Baz Maxlomum and said with a smile, “Ha-right! A par-tae!”

Maxlomum eyed the crowd of entities with a slight hint of a sneer. “Where’s our brains, man? The Man just got done telling Yabbula to shove it and he wants to play macro smarts with others.” The ‘man’ to them was Rooney Tufuse. “Though I can’t pass up on a good brew.”

Reaching into his pocket Maxlomum produced a tiny injector that looked like a simple ring band. “And a chance to induct new clientele.”

Krono made a small face and said, “Well whatever, man. Just watch who you give that acid to.”

“Relax. This stuff is mild and it agrees with every critters’ biology here.” Maxlomum put the ring on, making sure the pale green signet that looked too big to be a real emerald covered his whole ring finger. “By tomorrow they’ll be asking us nicely if we spiked them.”

“Remember, bro, don’t rattle the gang; the Man kicked us out the last time we tried to sneak in a taste for everyone. And the pickings are tight right now.”

Maxlomum started to walk towards the ale keg and grabbed himself a disposable cup. Whispering back to Krono, he said, “We’ll just hop from one glass to the next.”

Krono shrugged with his cup of ale and strutted around the lounging grounds. Right away he spotted Tufuse and about four other grown males talking calmly and quietly on a series of steps. He headed towards them, curious as to why they were talking and who was who. Along the way he spotted Haus Sarain -- Tufuse’s right hand man -- talking to one of the few female smugglers that were at the party. Like all Corellians Sarain was both tall and boasting in stature, which was a very effective lure for those flirts that wanted their flings. Tucked beyond him in a dark recess was tagalong Darla Copernicus, a young petite girl barely legal in age with practically no hair and was as flat and shapeless as modern Dantooine art. But at least she could fly a ship…and she was easy as well as hard.
Tufuse himself sported just as shabby looks as Krono finally reached the perimeter of the gathered court, but spoke like he finished at least junior grade educational level. The spice addict was like everyone else in the group, trying and failing to even impress a man that didn’t seem to be proud of himself when he did something cool. No one knew where he had come from, but he was always an authority when it came to things so folks pegged him for the Core. Then again if that were true people would know who he really was and where he had come from.

Glaring at the Rodian in front of him with gray eyes, Tufuse said directly -- Krono catching the last part of the conversation, “It’s not that I don’t think you’re wrong, Tepmo, I just think you may be getting a some cowardly yellow forming in your scaly hide.”

The Rodian let out a version of their warbling chuckle and said, “[Perhaps it’s rational yellow? Or common sense gold? Face it, Tufuse, the days of free hauling in this galaxy are just as numbered as a Republic’s promissory note.]”

Crickey G’phn, a winged Griff, fluttered his leather wings and mused, “Nothing you have talked about gives me reason to rest, Tufuse. If it ain’t Yabbula it’s Black Sun. If not Black Sun than the Trade Federation. Not them than someone else with a enough ships, muscle, and money to blank us.”
“There’s a lot of space out there, gentlemen, the last time I checked my hyperspace charts.” Tufuse looked between the entities before them before he took a long drink from his ale cup. “That means plenty of space to run, hide, and work in. The Hutts are like the Republic; they can’t keep a hard cap on anything unless the politicians let them. That’s us: we’re the politicians. We put them in control by going along with them.”

“[So do you just assume Yabbula’s threats to be idle?]” questioned Tepmo.

“No, I’m just curious as to how he’s going to have all the threats carried out.” Tufuse threw his arms out as if to embrace reason. “Those of us that showed up here? We’re a fraction. There’s more of us coming on the scene with the galaxy’s economy going to hell. So…is he like going to kill thousands of people scattered throughout the rift?”

“Bounty hunters are always a option. Mercs too.” Crickey was astute to point out.

“And they cost how much?” Tufuse retorted. “Exactly my point. The Hutts are wealthy, but they don’t have that much money to spread around. Hunters are bargain shoppers: they won’t go on long hunts without assurances they will get more than half up front. Mercs will be busy fighting private wars.”
“I see you have it figured out.” Crickey eyed Tufuse with a bit of scorn. “So you assume leadership of these fine, grand smuggler’s navy of yours when?”

Tufuse shook his head and said, “I’m not looking to lead anything except what’s mine. Everyone here in my gang is mine.” He spotted Krono and pointed at him. “Like that brain dead idiot Mutt Krono there. Boy, you do more lurking than a political action committee at the Senate House.”

Krono sniffed and said, “Well jeez, Boss, I miss you too.” He turned his attention away from the group, skipping the part where Tufuse reminds the others how skillful he was in avoiding notice from everyone. It was true: to the best of everyone’s knowledge Tufuse had never been caught by anyone in his twenty or so years in the game. Krono had his stints in prisons, so he envied Tufuse’s greener pastures a bit.

Walking around trying to find his partner it was not long before his partner found him. Baz was practically out of breath, wide eyed, and sweaty. Krono thought he was just high, going to his product to early in the night. Baz, though, spoke with passable comprehension. “Dude, you won’t guess who’s here? Give up? The gal that smoked the Serpentines.”

Krono looked around and his hurt feelings from the previous exchange with Tufuse had vanished. At the previous meeting spots over the past few days there was a loud buzz on a different frequency outside of normal conversation about deaths of the Serpentines and that the gunslinger responsible was on Maradest. Another rumor was that she was in with Tufuse but no one was certain if they saw her; Darla was mistaken a few times as being the woman but for once she didn’t boast or assumed credit that didn’t belong to her. There was so many wild stories he wasn’t sure who or what to believe.

“Where?” asked Krono, again looking around.

“Over there, look, see. Don’t LOOK!” Baz pointed over Krono’s shoulder, and just as he went to look on his insistence he was stopped. “What’s wrong with you, man! You wanna die?”

“You told me to look you butt hole!”

“Well look but don’t look.”

Slightly exasperated Krono comically turned his body in a cramping motion to his right, tucking his head against the front of his right shoulder. He viewed the scene before him, getting another eyeful of Darla working on another guy. Beyond that and barely where the light reached the front loading forks of a Corellian YT-1300 freighter was a tall figure covered in clothing from head to toe, all alone, leaning against the forward landing strut.
“That’s her, man,” said Baz in whispered awe. “Making the rounds I got her name. Juna. That’s it. One name….like….Jabba.” He pulled Krono back towards the ale keg and filled himself up a few cups.
“She ain’t much to look at.” Krono stole another glance. From the distance it was hard to tell if she was a she let along a hot babe he was hoping for. “How do we know she isn’t a guy in real life or something?”

“Easy man we go talk to her.” Baz smiled a little as he injected a little of the drug from his fake ring into the drinks. “Besides its time to unwind a bit.”

“Dude, are you high?” Krono grabbed his friend hard by the arm.

“Not yet, hehehehe.”

“Nah, man, think: she like killed, what, all ten Serpentines!” Krono was wrong, but then again the story had been retold so many times and embellished even more so with dramatic edits people honestly lost count of her accomplishment. “Think I tell ya!”
“I did think. Check this shit out: you and I the official suppliers to the current most deadliest being in the galaxy.” Baz started walking around the pit with Krono in tow. He took a drink from one of the spiked ales and said, “Might as well enjoy the glow of it before someone else comes around and offs her. Woosh!”
Krono about walked over Baz. “What?”

“Here, take one! This stuff works fast.” After Krono took a cup Baz lead them towards the shadows. They walked the rim of the pit, and then towards the ship the gunfighter was now busing herself with. Baz cleared his throat. The girl turned her head towards them, studying both men with her good, left eye; the other was patched, and her face was covered by a shroud with a opening around the eyes below the brows and above the bridge of the nose. “Peace, girlfriend! I’m Baz, and my friend back here is Mutt. Are you Juna?”

Frozen in pose under the ship, her hands deep in a small access with wires hanging out of it, she answered with a slight accented twinge, “I am. What do you want?”

“To be friends and welcome you to the Gang: we both share the same boss!” Baz held out the last cup spiked with drugs. “So let’s share in good fortune.”

Looking at the cup for only a second, Juna turned her attention back to the access and said, “I don’t drink.”

Baz gave Krono a look of both surprise and confusion. He turned back towards her and said, “Well a sip in celebration isn’t going to hurt ya.” When she didn’t accept his offer he frowned a little and played a peer pressure card, speaking babyish to her. “What, don’t your mommy want ya to dorink?”

Juna stopped working on the access. She dropped her hands and turned towards them, her right hand falling right on top of her blaster. Krono felt his body quiver and Baz gulped nervously. Neither man was good with a blaster. She approached them, reached out, and took the cup.

Sighing and chuckling in nervous relief, Baz clanked her cup and said, “Hey, see! No harm! Cheers!”

No longer looking skeptical or menacing Juna raised her veil enough to raise the cup to her lips. Just as Krono was feeling better and took a drink from his own cup the girl suddenly gagged. Baz kept his mouth to his cup for a long period of time, washed with new worry. Krono asked, “What’s up?”

Looking at them both with her brown eye, darting between both males, she said, “Nothing.” She tried to drink again and once again she gagged, or rather she made a gagging sound and lurched forward as if to throw up. Juna was now frowning; her knotting brow put some considerable fear in the two, not knowing why she was doing what she was doing. The fears went away when she clamped her nose and threw much of the concoction down her throat with a quick snap of her head and body.

She coughed and wheezed, giving Baz back the cup. “That’s horrible!” She coughed again, and then she lifted her veil just enough to spit. “What was that stuff?”
“Just some ale,” said Baz acting offended. “Sorry.” He turned and walked away when she glared at him between coughing fits.

Krono took another drink from his cup, shrugged his shoulders at her. “Yeah, sorry.”

Pinching the bridge of her nose and closing her eyes tight, Juna just turned and walked away from what she was doing. By the time she reached the ramp she stumbled on nearly every step. Krono ignored what he was seeing as soon as he was jolted with the motrol acid. He turned and headed back to the pit, stumbling and giggling a bit as the affects took hold on him.

A little time passed and Krono was not sure who he was or where he was, but all he could hear was conversation around him that made no sense at the time. Lots of laughing as he bounced off some people and angry shouts from others that didn’t get their drinks spiked by Baz. Two of the beings Tufuse had talked to had left, but the last one listened diligently as the old smuggler rattled off a list of various systems, systems Krono knew were Tufuse safe havens. Not that he cared: he was having too much fun!

The womanly shriek jolted everyone to turn and look. There, lying in a heap on the ground near the fire was a woman Krono had not noticed before. She was dressed like any descent, space faring smuggling lass. In the back of his head he wondered if Baz gave her stuff. It seemed apparent when she screamed, “I’M MELTING! HELP ME!!!! I’M MELTING!!!!”
Baz began to laugh his rear end off while others approached her. Krono did as well, but then he like the others backed off quickly when she looked up at them from her self hiding place. She wasn’t lying: she was melting. Her skin was melting like heated wax from a candle. And practically everyone within Krono’s perceptions could see it was happening.
Immediately everyone began to back up or ran in the opposite direction. Those who were wasted really couldn’t make tracks. Their heads were spinning…

In fact an Anno-dat’s head was spinning. It was spinning so fast it was blur. It stumbled around, trying to walk but with a spinning head it didn’t seem possible. It stepped right into the fire and howled viciously…

The fire then spat out a bunch of tiny flames. When they hit the ground they grew legs and began to run around everyone! Instead of the typical roaring sound associated with fire there was pixie-like laughter. Suddenly panicky beings drew blaster and began shooting at them to no effect. One shot another smuggler in the back because he tried to shot the fire pixie off of him.
Out of nowhere Baz was jumped by one of their fellow companions. He cried out to Krono, but Krono only heard a piercing, ear-splitting sound come from his mouth and rattled his brains. But he tried to get over there as Baz tried to fight the man off. To both their horrors Baz connected and his fist was literally sucked down into a maw of teeth that replaced the man’s face. Baz did all he could to pull his hand out of the mouth but just couldn’t.

Krono’s own stomach forced him to the ground in severe pain. He felt nauseous and before he could think about it any more he vomited. On his next breath he emptied himself again. He didn’t stop, and when the dry heaves came they were not dry. Blood shockingly came out of his mouth, and as the time continued all he could do was throw up. He thought he would never stop, and has his vision blurred from his efforts he thought he saw a very large, very dark shadow standing over all. With eyes of tremendous fire it reared its horned head back and unleashed a roar that soaked everything with even more darkness. So much so he collapsed…
In the craziness of everything, Belt Besirmesserresuron came out of the shadows with a staggering Juna in his arms; he was trying to catch her and collect her off the ground at the same time. The last time she fell she violently got sick…

To those who didn’t get their drinks spiked the madness of everything suddenly came to a screeching, reality-based, hard hitting halt. Gone were the flame pixies. Vanishing was the surrounding shadows, and the dark side beast that had chilled everyone right down to the bone. Even the woman who screamed and was melting looked normal, but still complained about melting. Many beings that weren’t dead or dying were still withering in their own private hells.
Tufuse stuttered out towards his people that were still sane, “Get up and get out of here!” It didn’t take a lot of understanding to know why; in the distance and growing louder was the sound of sirens. “Everyone split! Go! We got only minutes!” He shoved a pale looking Twi’lek towards one of the ships. “RUN UNLESS YOU WANNA EXPLAIN ALL THIS!” He gave Baz a very dirty look down by his feet, and the next moment Tufuse ran.
Belt helped Juna to her feet and half carried-half walked her back to the Millennium Falcon…
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 19.2

After they had wrapped up a few more details with Mutt Krono and assuring doctors that he didn’t need an examination or credit for what he had miraculously had done for the lives of five people, Enothchild and Muriel left the hospital and met Dizzy just outside the building. Remembering their past experiences with the local cab transporters they all felt it was a nice night for a walk through the crime-infested streets.
After Enothchild had named off the worlds that Krono gave them, and there was not a lot of them and a good share of them Dizzy knew of, the Sullustan mused, “Okay, and this from a guy who overdosed on some scary crap. What exactly was it?”

“Krono’s friend had slipped Juna a hallucinogenic drug,” said Enothchild with a hint of not being amused. “Her senses were aware of the danger, her body tried to prevent her from drinking but she went against it. The results spoke for themselves until I got here.” He held up his large hands to further illustrate what he was talking about. “See, the drug amplified her sensitivity, drawing on energies she doesn’t need for use. In turn her mind redirects the energy back, but its done so through a distorted filter that is the other parts of her mind. Some parts of that energy rebounded instead of escape, amplifying the experience even more. Thus for help as an asilamorph she instinctively connected herself to others in the hopes of drawing on more affixed, sane, clean minds. Unfortunately that means the first criteria is the old saying of ‘like minds think alike’, or rather in this case drugged out minds.”

After passing a familiar street they turned down the next block. Enothchild continued on. “In relative terms Juna was a computer infected with a virus and looked desperate through a network made out of the Force for a cure. Instead she found other viruses.”
“Damn these knot heads,” muttered Muriel coolly. “I swear if that Krono guy gets too healthy soon I’ll ring his smecking neck. Him and his pal Baz what’s his name.”
“You don’t have to worry about them. They learned a difficult lesson.”

“Is Juna all right?” Dizzy didn’t look too happy either with the situation, knowing full well and not needed to be reminded that drink spiking was all too often a tactic many a pusher used on fringe types to get business. To the Sullustan pushers were in the same class as slavers and starship thieves. “I mean, won’t she be?”

Enothchild nodded. “I think she learned a difficult lesson as well.”
Muriel looked and sounded a bit more exasperated. “Which is what exactly?” She looked between her husband and her best friend. “I would think a difficult lesson would smack someone so hard with the cold hand of reality. In Juna’s case, with her upbringing and education, even harder. So why hasn’t she suddenly give up this nonsense and go home?”
Before either male could answer, Muriel just continued after her next inhale. “Rebellion. Plain and simple rebellion against herself. Against her own common sense. Her own intelligence.” She shook her head with some hard force. “I don’t know who I am more mad at now: those idiots who drugged her or Juna for deciding to be an idiot!”

The three found the docking bay soon enough. Muriel sighed and said, “I would have understood it a little if Juna was possessed by Faradi. Because I don’t know what Faradi is really like outside of what she had attempted to do.”
“I doubt seriously that such a spirit would put her new found life in jeopardy by doing drugs,” Enothchild pointed out. “Especially one so hell bent on wanting to take over a powerful being.”
Dizzy pointed out, “Then it’s settled for sure: Juna’s not possessed. She’s not dead.”

Enothchild looked down at him and said, “Perhaps.” When the Sullustan made a face, he said, “Right now, Dizzy, I’ll take this good news for what its worth. It’s all Juna at this moment. I agree with Muriel: I really don’t know who to be angry with.”
Muriel then spoke a private thought she had when she had first heard of the mass hallucination event and later through Enothchild discovered that it was more Force influenced than drug influenced. “At least it wasn’t Faradi’s fault. I mean when you first brought up the Force affecting those idiots back there…For a while there I thought it was Faradi and she had, you know, used the Force. Used Juna.”

Enothchild looked at her after he had stopped walking to get her and Dizzy’s attention. He said, “Honestly, that same thought crossed my mind. I do remember what he had discussed before the visit to the hospital. On top of being intelligent and conniving, Faradi appears to be sadistic. It is why I don’t totally discredit the notion that Faradi is in control, because there lies in the possibility that we’re dealing with Juna not controlled by Faradi directly…but is listening to her. No, I don’t think Faradi had anything to do with this incident, but what if she talked Juna into these situations. All because of me and Naressa.”
Muriel nodded slowly. “Like before. She’s suggesting things to Juna in return for indirect control.”

“Precisely.” Enothchild began walking again, but in three strides he notable slowed down. “But we won’t know until he find her thanks to the information we gained here.”

“Which came from a born-again space cadet,” Dizzy stressed. He shrugged his shoulders just as they passed a freighter and the Ruby Heirloom came into sight. “I mean you said the stuff that you did to them wasn’t a cure all, so how do you know if the crap he lumped out is accurate.”
“Only one way to find…out.” Enothchild looked over his shoulder and opened his robes. Immediately Dizzy and Muriel found their hands on their blasters that were tucked and concealed within their respective clothing. The Vhinphyc turned back towards their ship, and said, “It’s been a long time, Vadiva.”

Dizzy turned with his blaster out and pointed at the woman leaning against the port side aft landing gear of the Heirloom. Muriel kept her hand expertly on her weapon but did not pull it since Enothchild didn’t pull his lightsaber; in fact he was more relax than he was a minute ago. The married couple eyed the female Human with curiosity, taking in her gray haired, wrinkled look. The illusion of old age was put behind Muriel because, like her Guardian headmaster Oggie Newhausen, she didn’t carry the body of a old woman under her long, vinyl coat. The old woman also sported a vary familiar air.

“Too long, Enothchild,” Vadiva said casually, looking too comfortable leaning against the landing gear. “Our lives are just filled with the need to fill the empty seconds of our lives. A requirement of our respected occupations.”
Enothchild took a couple steps towards the calm as water Vadiva. “Let’s take respect head on for a minute. I assume that’s why you wanted to talk.”

That’s when it occurred to Dizzy and Muriel that the woman was the one who had left the handkerchief. She said, “It is. But…I just have to ask you something.” Vadiva stood up on her feet, her brow knotted, and after reaching into her pocket pulled out something red and cloth like. Then she used both hands to hold it up, and the simple cloth became a pair of woman’s panties. “Pray tell are you going through a lifestyle change? You are so much a man. And red’s simply not your color.”

There was a sputter. “Those are my- DIZZY!” Red in the face Muriel walked over, grabbed her undergarment from a smirking Vadiva, and gave her husband a good hard slap in the back of the head. “BAD MOUSE! BAD, BAD MOUSE!”
“Ouch-sorry, babe -OW- Enothchild wanted red - Ouch!” But she wasn’t hearing it because the first slap wasn’t enough for her. After about three of them she expanded the waist line band on the underwear and forced them on her husband’s head. Dizzy tried to take them off, but she slapped his hand and pointed a finger at him where his big, black eye could see it through the lacing.

Clearing his throat, Enothchild got Vadiva’s attention again. “Well now with that out of the way and for your entertainment.” The older woman regarded him with amused expression that brought out her cobalt eyes. “What further does the Mistryl want with us?”
Muriel’s attention was pulled away from Dizzy when the sentence was finished. That was why she had such a buzzing feeling of familiarity. The woman was a Mistryl shadow guard.

“In a word: apology,” said Vadiva with a steady face now. “The Eleven are sorry for what had happened on Commenor and have condemned those Mistryl involved to enforced solitude. They will no longer plague this galaxy with their stupidity.” She eyed Muriel carefully. “Although a handful will not have that problem thanks to you my dear. I dared thought a Nubian Political Guardian had more restraint, being that they are more business like in their profession. Quick kills, not slow suffering.”
Muriel just snorted and said on a play of words of what the lead Mistryl had said on Commenor, “Nothing business. Just personal.”

“Quite so,” said Vadiva with some disapproval. She then looked to Enothchild and eased her stance. “Nonetheless the attack was wrong. Going after the man that cleared us of several wrong doings and spared us the wraith of Nadja Moranna isn’t something that is done on even a client’s whim.” She made a openings hands gesture towards the Vhinphyc. “We are to apologize and offer assistance. You are looking for the one called Juna?” 

Enothchild nodded and Vadiva approached him in a relaxed, but still serious manner. Folding her arms in front of her she said, “I can tell you with confidence that she isn’t on our X list.”

Taking off the panties from his head, Dizzy asked, “X list? What exactly is the X list?”

“The X list, Captain Arnes,” Vadiva said, with pride in knowing Dizzy’s name, “is the list for termination. If there is anyone we feel is a serious threat to us or our clientele directly we are to kill them,” she made two slashing motions in front of her in the form of a X “before they give rise to a problem dawn. So far she hasn’t given us reason to put her on it.”
“And what would exactly,” asked Muriel with some edge in her voice.

“Like I said before: if she becomes a direct threat. Like yourselves, but now that we know better…” Vadiva looked to Enothchild. “Like if she joined Yabbula the Hutt’s court. Given your history with the Hutts the Eleven is assuming that this is related to that. True?”

Enothchild shook his head once. “Not exactly. Juna is a friend of mine.”
Vadiva looked between Enothchild, Muriel, and Dizzy. She then turned a little towards him and said in slight bewilderment, “You mean to tell me…this is Juna as in Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia?”

Muriel gave Enothchild a warning look behind Vadiva’s turned head, but Enothchild nodded and said truthfully, “The same.”

Apparently she knew a lot about Naboo’s recent history, particularly with Enothchild and Juna, but didn’t buy the connection at first when Juna’s name was first mentioned: after all it was Corellian and there were a lot of girls with that name. Leaving all pretenses of certainty she craned her head to her right and asked in a lowered voice, “What in the hell is the former queen of Naboo doing floating around in the fringe doing what she is doing?”

“It’s a long, long story,” said Enothchild apprehensively. He took note of how she finished the question and carefully phrased his next sentence. “Unfortunately too long to tell given how much time we’ve spent here.”

Vadiva weighed what he had said and said, “Then you haven’t heard the latest of her exploits?” They collective shook their heads. “She dropped two in duals the past three weeks: ‘Southpaw’ Puduowmot and Devin Merqui.”
While Muriel and Enothchild exchanged looks of concern Dizzy let out a low whistle that brought Vadiva’s attention around to him. It too brought his friends to look at him. “I’ve heard of those two. For the past year they were contenders ready to take over Ol’ Sword’s spot.”
“I know; they were reputably quick,” said Vadiva in reflection. “Word got around that they figured Sword and his sons were just too drunk to draw on a girl. Merqui boasted that no woman deserved such a title as the fastest gun in the galaxy.” There was a hint of feminine pride now in her voice. “With both those idiots dead her score is now six.”
Vadiva shifted from one foot to the other and looked squarely into Enothchild’s amber eyes. “Personally she’s doing the galaxy a big favor. Again the Eleven have no problem with her breathing. But, seriously, what in the hell is going on? Is she on a deep cover mission for her government? If so she’s been given a lot of leeway to do what she wants.”
Once again Muriel gave Enothchild another look behind Vadiva’s back. This time Enothchild conceded to her wishes to keep the facts reigned in. “We’ve known each other for a long time, Vadiva. Trust me when I say the Mistryl has nothing to worry about here so long as they don’t interfere.”

Vadiva eyed Enothchild with a slight look of curiosity in her eyes. After a moment of contemplation she smiled a bit and said, “Very well, I will relay that to the Eleven. If you can’t tell me what’s going on, then why the visible need to find her.”
“We’re after her because she could be in trouble, more trouble than she can handle. We can’t risk any form of standard communication. Also we have to maintain the illusion that she’s a rogue and we’re pursuing her in a law enforcement capacity.”
“Well that makes sense,” said Vadiva in understanding. Of course she was like everyone else and didn’t know Enothchild was no longer a member of the Jedi Order. “Dangerous, but sensible.” She unfolded her arms and said in realization, “We can get a message to her. I can.”
Going along with the lie Muriel said, “She won’t believe you or anyone else. This sort of mission has no alternative means of communication so there is no intro-safe crypto. However by the sounds of it you have your people in places. Ears in great, significant locations. Can you help us there?” She finally added with a moment of silence. “We would be more than willing to pay for the information.”
Vadiva contemplated that as she turned her attention back to Enothchild. “Just for informational purposes. What about shadowing? Hell, we could pull off a dirty op. Make it look like a kidnapping to pull her out.”
Enothchild shook his head and raised a halting hand. “Just for information, or at least rights to your information net.”
“Direct access to the net is forbidden, but where applicable I can arrange for you to meet with my people. And transmit up to date information.” Vadiva gave a small smile to Enothchild. “For you I think we can do it at cost. But you gotta promise not to tell anyone.”

“The Eleven will approve?”

“They will.” Enothchild stuck out his hand and Vadiva reared back. “A deal then.” She slapped his hand and afterwards crossed her arms. “With that you get this next tip for nothing. Lady Angelleia is running with Rooney Tufuse. About a day ago they were last seen heading for Keterbawn after she scratched Merqui.” 

Vadiva turned her attention back to Muriel, who out of the three heroes looked the more concerned about such information. The Mistryl plainly said, “Given that Keterbawn is so deep in Trade Federation space it makes me all the more curious as to what you Nubians are all doing.”
