16 DAYS (CHAPTER 75.0)

Juna opened her Sith Maiden eyes upon the vision in her head ending. Quickly she realized that she lying down instead of sitting back on the floor by the entrance ramp of the Ruby Heirloom. The ship was loud with engine activity which was not a good sign; she couldn’t recall the fact that she had damaged the hyperdrive pushing the ship. All she did know was that for fleeting seconds she didn’t know a thing. A feeling, a natural feminine feeling, told her that everything was unnatural and wrong, and with that she sat right up.

Enothchild’s hood completely covered her head and for a few seconds Juna had to fight to get her hands through the ends of the overlarge Jedi robe sleeves to push it back. She was lying on the long bench couch in the lounging section of the luxury yacht. Around her black lips was dry blood from her injured mouth; her jaw throbbed, but it was not as swollen as it was hours ago. She tested it by expanding her mouth, and lastly she let the tip of her tongue wet her lips to let her know she had not bit it off.

Across from her, stretched out on the other couch, was an unconscious Casper; he looked more dead than out if it were not for his breathing; he was pale for someone that had been baking under twin suns and he was covered in wounds. Nach had put them here; it explained it, it explained why Casper’s badly broken leg was set in place, and why Juna had saw what she had saw in her mind at the moment. During the transport of her body she had made contact with him. No, Nach was not dead; she could feel him alive….he was deeply sadden…he was in the room where Enothchild’s body was.

Juna got on her feet and barely maintained composure. Her rest did nothing to get rid of the weakness that had a grip on her. She was hungry for power. She realized Casper was just a few feet from her. Her white skin began to salivate with sweat at the thought of consuming the young Jedi. He was strong in the Force, he wouldn’t be a snack. She licked her black lips at the very thought to taking him. Before she even was aware of what she was about to do she stood over him and began to lower shaking hands towards his face.

The Dark Side of the Force filled her with power and told Juna over and over again the benefits to absorbing the life of such a honed and experienced entity in the Force. It told her that Casper Knightshade was here to serve her purposes; he was here to feed her. It told her that like he was like all beings that were to have purpose under her, to do her bidding; sacrificing themselves for her, used by her to achieve her ends, discarded once they were used. It was his honor to serve her, after all. The Jedi lived to serve the masses, and she was one of them. With his life she felt she would be one step closer to being the only mass anyone would care about! She was the masses! The masses would serve only her! The Jedi would serve only her! They would all feed her and give her power!!!

Suddenly a wave of realization swept though Juna and for a moment she was herself. She found herself sweating terribly with Enothchild’s robe on but that was not the reason. Her white hands, outstretched before her and mere centimeters from Casper’s face, shook so violently with both desire and her restraint she thought the bones in them would shatter with the tension. The voices in her head were and were not her own; a juxtaposition of her and the Dark Side; one and the same was the living and the Force; what one did had an affect on the other. She realized that she was drooling like a starved pet animal being forced to watch others who owned her eating something so filling and good.

Juna snapped herself around, forcing herself into a turn that had her back to Casper. She began to molest Enothchild’s robe and much of her anxiety dominating her began to wane; at the same time she nearly collapsed from hunger. Desperate whispers filled her ears, reminding her that her enemies were still alive. She ignored them with a minute shake of her head.

They have your Love’s ring.
Suddenly, Juna slowly began to turn back towards Casper. She said quietly, “T-The ring…was not that important.”

It was to him. It is to you. If not than it is not. It means you do not love him. It means you have never loved him.
Trembling, Juna stuffed her hands under her armpits and gripped her body and forced her arms down on them. Her eyes locked on Casper, and breathlessly she said, “I love him. I would do anything for him if he were alive.” A single tear drop fell from her face and landed on Casper’s face. “I…want him.”

You will need the ring. You will need power.
She shook her head but she said, “Yes.” Her hands began to tug on the robe as she tried to keep them from leaving their space. “I will need all the power I can have to defeat them.”

He will not mind. The Jedi live to serve you. Taking his power to defeat your foes is the greatest gift he could ever give you. He can no longer fight. There is none in the galaxy that can defeat your foes. The others will understand. Bring forth the heads of Magus Prophet and your daughter to the Jedi Order, and they will understand why you had to do what was done. They understand the Will of the Force; they will surrender themselves to you for consumption. It has been prophesized in there own annuals. You are the power that controls this galaxy!
Sharply Juna turned around again and put distance this time between herself and Casper. She shook her head vehemently and said loudly, “No! You lie!” She bit her lower black lip, but the pain just wouldn’t make the feelings go away. “I can’t do this! I won’t do it!” What amounted to a hunger pain caused her entire soul to ache terribly. She stumbled and fell to a knee painfully hard, but the impact was nothing compared to the cravings of satisfying the lust that licked her. “I…will not…do such a thing!”

There were flashes of memory in her mind showing that she did exactly that. They were merely echoes of the past day, of the lives she had taken and drained and the power it granted her. They no longer haunted her so much as they did on Tatooine, but the imprint of their deaths lingered. The appalling things she had done caused her to remove her hands to look at them as if they were covered in blood.

What is one more life to take compared to your love for Enothchild? Do you want him back? Do you not love him so?
The reasoning caused Juna to calm and turn back towards Casper slowly. She was sobbing terribly at the thoughts that were swaying her to do what she didn’t want to do.

Enothchild was the only one who could love you. He was your salvation, your purpose. He was who kept you safe, and in peace, and warm. 

She tried to stifle a sob from her mouth with her hand, but failed. She was at a total loss on what to do to counteract the persuasive point of view in her mind. She pleaded, “Help me! Help me, Enothchild! Save me from this hell!”

He can only help you when you have helped him. You know it to be true. He awaits your siren call: only the power and the deeds of the Dark Side of the Force can bring him forth!
Juna shook her head and whispered, “I can’t do that!”

You all ready have!!!

“Then I won’t do it again!”
Silly, stupid little girl! Prophet and your daughter have taken all that you love. Their purpose is very clear: you are next. Take the Jedi, take them, and take what is yours back! Do it, do it in the name of love and despair!
“NO!” The ship rattled violently as Juna exclaimed passionately against what needed to be done. Her mind was filled with complex scenarios, vast and different, but they all had one underlining theme: she needed more power to achieve them. 

There was Casper, and by birth right he was hers! 

His body, his mind, his spirit: HERS! 

“No!”

“What is transpiring” came a distant shout that caused Juna to gasp. And suddenly all of her problems vanished. Her body stopped shaking and she stopped sweating, and finally she fell back into the couch in a sitting position. Nach appeared through the large open corridor baring a deep frown of disgust. “What is it that you are doing?”

Juna’s mind went blank. She breathed out quietly, “I…don’t know.” She didn’t remember what she had been doing; she recalled waking up, the rest of the time was gone from her mind. “I-I am having difficulty…remembering. I…” She looked down on herself and when she saw Enothchild’s robe on her she began to remember him. “Enothchild?” She looked up at Nach and said, “Enothchild’s dead.”

Nach appeared to have no time to be confused; he was certain to be sad and looked as if grief had been gripping them every since they had left Tatooine. Vhinphycs in heavy duress bleed tears of blood from their eyes; evidence of his great sorrow had stained his clothing, down his chest and some on his legs. His weathered skin was pale and there was hardly any life in his eyes. She had thought once that Enothchild or even Prophet were big until she got a full measure of Nach’s actually size; he was a giant to Enothchild, but even his mass had not yield enough strength to overcome the crippling loss of his son. He aged so much more than he had since he and Juna had first met. There was more to him than just his sadness; Juna could see it, she could feel it and somewhere deep down she knew it. It was all connected, and yet not so connected.

The bitterness of knowing had left them both a little too silent; it was as if talking after remembering Enothchild was dead would be a great disservice to his memory. Juna more so until she began to see things in her mind swirling around; memories of Nach, memories of knowledge that related to him, knowledge of what had transpired a time ago -- how long Juna was out was only a guess to her.

Juna stared at his bowed head and said, “I…” he looked up and for a moment she saw Enothchild; again she was reminded that Nach was her late Husband’s father. “I know you…I think. I’m…not sure. You go by Nach?”

Nach’s frown just seemed permanent; that made him so different from Enothchild, the fact his face appeared to have the ability to express one emotion while the Jedi Master showed so much more. Strangely it was due to bone structure; like the Vhinphyc Sleeper Helle, like Magus Prophet, the heavy bone around the eyes seemingly forced Nach to always have a hard appearance. Why it was different for Enothchild confused Juna.

“I have been named so by Nue Cadabel,” said Nach somberly, grimacing. “I do not remember you from my short time at the Jedi Temple so long ago.”

The thought of the Jedi Temple engaged Juna’s brain momentarily. “Oh, I’m very young. I’m Human, Nubian in fact….” She trailed the thought off when Nach eyed her suspiciously. She looked down at herself -- she reacted as if seeing herself in Dark Purity form for the first time, as if the past twenty hours in such Sithian flesh never happened. The next moment she felt as if she had looked like this all her life. “I…eh…well…all I know is…is that we have never met, but you do have Enothchild’s eyes.” She frowned at herself and corrected, “I mean he has your eyes.” Then she realized, “Had?”

“I comprehend,” said Nach, but in truth he didn’t appear to; Juna could just sense that he was mildly confused. She really didn’t feel up to explaining to him how she knew what he looked like -- trouble was she didn’t really remember she could touch objects and read them at that particular moment. “Losing someone you love can do significant damage to you. I have barely survived such loses.”

“The Longing.” The term occurred to Juna almost at once, and when he nodded in agreement he assumed she knew because Enothchild had told her. 

The Longing was a generic term best describing what happens when a Vhinphyc had suffered a deep, personal, and emotion loss such as a love one; usually the loss of a child, but the loss of a spouse could do damage. It happened to Enothchild when Nadja died, a great depressive sadness that drained him of will and the purpose of his life, and no amount of Jedi training could at the time reverse it; it was that fact that had the Jedi Council preventing Enothchild from marrying Nadja, more so than the Jedi Code forbidding attachment.. The Longing was so psychological powerful it had the potential of killing Vhinphycs instantly who suffered from it.

Juna eyed Nach again -- he appeared distracted by thought -- and saw two distinctly different sets of strands of hair that were thick and tied around each of his knobby, battered horns. One set, closer to the ends, were brown that changed shades from light to dark. The other set, just above the first, were Weatherly gray-white strands Juna was accustomed to seeing on elderly Human’s heads. She found herself reaching out towards them, but something told Juna to stop; at the same time Nach horribly flinched, somehow able to frown more than was structurally possible.

“I forgot,” said Juna quickly, “that it is wrong to touch the hairs of a lost beloved without permission. Forgive me. I did not mean to disturb the rest of Enothchild’s mothers.”

Since she spoke with so much clarity Nach accepted her sincere words of apology. “You know so much.”

“We’ve know each other for a long time before we married,” said Juna, trying hard to focus. Again she didn’t want to explain herself. “We shared so much; what he knew, and what he believed.” She smiled a little. “Anka-Dee found you. Enothchild would have been so happy to know that.”

“How do you know that?” Nach actually looked a little displeased. He assumed that she was using the Force to read his thoughts.

“Well,” she began with some thought, and then realized, “I know for a fact that he wasn’t named Enothchild until after you and Valk had left him with Anka-Dee. How else could you have known about his name, unless Anka-Dee told you herself?”

It was a pretty bad explanation, but one that suited the male just fine based on his subtle reaction. Nach’s smile was minute; all his smiles were like that. “I should not have been so surprised when my Anka-Dee found myself and our Valk'ries'sol. I could envision her being a great hunter before I had ever got to know her. As her prey we did not cover our scent that well from her nose.”

Juna smiled a little at the small joke, but part of her found the last statement rather intriguing; a flash of the vision from the past, the one where Anka-Dee Sura had found them and had told Nach and Valk that ‘she knew’. However just as she appeared to gain some control of herself the ideas she had slowly faded away. Nach mistook her silence as her not being interested, which was true but only because she was again trying to piece five minutes of mental stability together.
Changing subject, Nach cleared his throat and looked over to Casper. “The pup there said Nue had ceased, ended by the creature you were fighting.”

That startled Juna a little; the news of Nue dying seemed to make her aware that a Twi’lek Jedi had died as well. It took a few moments of staring at Casper to make the connection. “Ros too.”

“Who?”

Juna blinked. “Ros Ofcheck. He is…or was Casper’s Jedi Master.” She indicated the Padawan Learner with a gesture of her head. “Ros was Enothchild’s apprentice.” She paused, looking around for more clues to explain everything. “I think he was…I can’t be certain…of anything.”

Nach eyed her suspiciously, nervously; old prejudices and born indifferences filling his mind. He was not so untrusting and fearful like the others of his kind; it was why he had been chosen to explore the galaxies, this one and ones beyond. “You appear to comprehend and not comprehend the subjects at the same occurrence. Your cranium does not appear wounded. Perhaps you shall allow me to examine you.” He moved to touch her…

“NO!” Juna slid away, yellow eyes flashing brightly; immediately Nach stood up when her voice had struck his chest hard. He stepped back, and his hand drifted to a weapon that was hidden from normal eyes; she could see it was a curved blade, designed specifically to cut clean through a neck to remove an entity’s head. Nach had fallen back to honed warrior instincts, but knowing who she was made him hold his hand. Remembering that her lightsaber had no power stopped Juna more than recalling who Nach was -- she never thought to use Enothchild’s lightsaber that hung so clumsily from her belt next to her laser sword. Though he was strong, he knew just as well as she did that she held all the advantages; that was why she never stood up and never took a defensive position.

Filling the room was a familiar power that Juna immediately lapped up greedily. She found herself closing her eyes, enticed and entranced by the power that Nach unbeknownst to him at the moment was giving her. She couldn’t help to express the feelings.

“I can sense your fear,” she said, letting her eyes open. “It nourishes me, your fear. It makes me stronger and it gives you purpose!” Her growing ecstatic feelings emerged from her voice was matched by the eerie glow of her eyes. Nach held his ground and appeared more apprehensive and doubtful of her by the second. She remained seated, only because she was now enjoying the euphoria. At the same time the energy gave her some clarity and focused enough to realize that he was her friend and he was in danger. 

With the clarity she warned, “I…I am not well. Do not trust yourself around me. It would be best to keep him away from me as well.” Juna nodded her head towards Casper’s unconscious form. “A mere touch from me will kill either of you before you could ever process the thought of dying.”

Nach’s hands lost some of their tension, but ‘some’ was a relative term; at the state they were in he could pull a battleship’s hull pin right out of welded durasteel. He focused on her cooling demeanor, on her fight to bring herself to calm, and he could not help to feel death touch him. He said, “You are no Jedi. What are you?”

Nach’s fears were subsiding, and it was enough to bring Juna back down from whatever minor peak her body had scaled. “I’m the one who has loved your Son so much…I’ve damned myself.” 

Talking so straightforward to Nach gave Juna even more of a clear mind. It brought her to shed a tear as a stream of questionable thoughts had entered her mind; she had a feeling that she had done some terrible things. The aches of power hunger faded away, replaced by the desire to warn whoever would listen to be aware of her. Nach understood her; when she stood up to remove Enothchild’s robe he immediately tensed up again and locked stares with her. She could see he knew what the Dark Side was. She knew the Jedi Order had given him historical data regarding themselves and the Republic when he gave them Enothchild. Anka-Dee had told him about the history of the Jedi and the Sith, of the Jedi who had fallen. Then there was the Vhinphyc race’s own history with the Force, from the Overlord to the Vhinech.

The thought of Vhinphyc gave Juna a pausing moment of thinking as numerous thoughts and visions filled her head at once. She could not grasp all of them; they were more hints than fact to her at the moment, subtle reminders of past, present, and future connected through one common element: Nach. And finally it all faded out of her mind.

Carefully Juna moved in a wide arc around Nach; Nach kept his eyes locked on her, but he appeared a little less motivated to act against her. She swallowed hard as if to struggle down composure and courage together and said, “We’ll be arriving home soon.” She honestly had no clue how much time that was. She gathered Enothchild’s robe in her arms and held it tightly in a bundle. “I’m going to stay with Enothchild until we arrive. I would like you to…keep an eye on Casper.”

Nach slowly craned his head towards the young Jedi. “He appears to be in better condition to speak clearly to me than you do. Once he recovers from his rest.” He turned his attention back towards her, and there was now an objectionable look from him towards Juna. He did not trust her, he was weighing whether or not she was telling him the truth. She imagined that this had to be what a boy felt like when cornered by his female date’s overprotective father. She could describe it like that metaphorically since it was predominately the female Vhinphyc that started the courtships.

“Could you…lock me in the room?” asked Juna apprehensively. She wasn’t furious at him for thinking what he was thinking. She couldn’t blame him for his distrust even if nearly all of his reasons were wrong. She was worried about losing control and going after Nach and Casper. “I…should be alone with him in order to collect my wits. He’s…He’s always helped me…in the past.”

She didn’t wait for an answer, but when she left the lobby she felt Nach walking behind her a good distance. He only spoke to get her attention. “You walked past the room.”

“Oh.” Juna turned around and the memory of the room came back to her. She opened the door; saw Enothchild lying peacefully on the bed…

Her body shook and her legs figuratively became part of the metal floor. Juna was acting as if she was seeing his dead body for the first time. The feeling passed when the horrors of Mos Essa popped in her head, seeing what caused her to act so wickedly violent against so many ‘people’. The feeling of sadness and knowing did not go away; it left her emotionally confused, not mentally confused.

Nach drew closer to her and said in a deep, quiet voice, “I know that you love him.” 
Juna yelped and forced herself to turn around and look at Nach with teary eyes. He was clearly more sympathetic towards her; he could see that she did love him so and that all that she had said was not a lie. He was still confused about a great many things in regards to her. He trusted her, trusted her enough to heed her warning about how dangerous she was. He wanted to give her a hug. The little movements and stutter steps were signs his mind was reminding him that touching his Daughter-In-Law may kill him. “As a Jedi he would not want you to mourn him so. As his widow it would be a disgrace if you did not.”

Juna looked for more words from him, but her insides played a tug-of-war with her mind. Either she was to go to Enothchild and mourn over him, or murder Nach and Casper. She took option one and took a step backward from the door. “I’m sorry.” He closed the door and she heard it lock. The idea of the locked door seemed to suppress the knowledge within her that she could blow the door down or teleport out of the room or take control of Nach’s mind and have him let her out again. Strange how some things so simple could suppress evil ideas.
For a second or two, when all was quiet and the gray of the door was all she could see Juna realized that she had made a memorably bad impression on her long lost Father-In-Law; she never told him her name, or at least she didn’t remember telling him. Nach was a Vhinphyc, and worse a Vhinphyc that knew all about the Dark Side; he had to be wondering why in the hell, or the Bowels of Lore given his people’s religion, his do-good-for-good child had fallen in love and married what amounted to the personification of evil.

She couldn’t think anymore; she dropped the robe and stumbled towards the bed, throwing herself on it and sobbing quietly next to Enothchild.

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

15 DAYS (CHAPTER 75.1)

All day long in Rapier Manor, after all the legal wrangles between the Throne and the Rapier Clan was finally settled, things just appeared to be more out of sorts. Whether it had to be due to Naressa not being there or something else entirely no really could get a feel on what it was. For some time the people in the mansion and from Rapier Technologies found some straight and narrow focus from Muriel Thahada Arnes; for the few board heads that existed and the even fewer Rapier relations on the board with little ‘stock authority’ none of them provided assurance or quality leadership.

At best from what Dalerastok Pang-Ottor and the rest of the hyphenated lawyers that represented Naressa and Juna could gather from the Throne of Naboo the search for Naressa had become an exercise in failure. Everything Juna had authorized for the authorities to look at showed nothing to point them in a direction. There were two sticking issues that put a hamper the matter: Naressa’s encrypted personal files in which no one has been able to come close to cracking and high security files in Rapier Technologies that were, under a Seal of Republic Law, forbidden to be looked at even by the Supreme Chancellor himself. The content of the files were unknown, but the speculation was that they had to do with classified-top secret measures undertaken by Rapier Technologies on behalf of the Republic -- security measures, hardware development, or perhaps something more sensitive. 

The law protecting it from other’s eyes was part of the Galactic Security Amendment under Special Clause Nine: not even a ruling from the Supreme Justice could open them, and penalties in doing so were enforceable, to be carried out, interestingly enough, by the Jedi Order -- but even the Jedi could not look at them. This protection was given in cooperation with Galactic Republic Senate voted approved measure 45293482039202 -- GRS45293482039202-- the Republic Data Revival, Restitution, and Modernization Amendment; the amendment crafted by Bendian Rapier that made Rapier Technologies the sole supplier of government technology for the Republic on the federal level. Under the provisions of the amendment as it is written in adamant only Naressa could unseal the files, even if she arrested and convicted; even if she died; the death provision was transferable to Juna only if Naressa gives Juna rights to the files in a Will. King Veruna’s attorneys tried to circumvent the law by stating that by a technicality resulted by the belief last year that Naressa was dead and the Will read to Juna that Juna had every right to open those files. The idea was ridiculed for the next few days by legal scholars, justices, and people at large after the justice hearing the King’s motion threw it out.
Still Dizzy and Muriel knew that the Jedi and the Republic were not going to just throw up their hands collectively and go away. Whatever were in those files only interested the enemies of the Rapier Clan and had absolutely nothing to do with justice for Pirus Krendel or Edwaru Kurr. Kurr was the Trade Federation’s lone playing card in pursuing their own legal briefs being filed on Naboo and in the Republic courts on Coruscant. Kurr was a major player, a key piece to their future; his loss was costing the Trade Federation trillions in future revenue and that wasn’t just old fashion ‘future predicting’. No sooner than a full day after they had returned to Naboo did Dizzy and Muriel watch a press conference where the Trade Federation authorities had announced an indictment against one Naressa J. Rapier of Naboo for Edwaru Kurr’s murder. 
As predicted a great and large pile of smelly fodder had hit the small, barely operable cooling unit during a muggy stretch in Naboo’s southern hemisphere. Rapier Technologies’ stock dropped more significantly as if the depression that ruined everyone else had finally caught up with the company. There were calls by the Senate to begin their own investigation into their own investigation for why their own investigation into their own investigation had failed their own investigation -- somehow, however impossible, that was exactly how that lined up in the Senate. The Jedi Order was identified as the sole investigators of the crime and put under a very hot light of distressing scrutiny that was not even vanquished by the attack on them on Tynna -- the attack on the Jedi was hot news for an hour, and then the HoloNet shrugged at the notion that such a thing occurred; at least that was Dizzy’s take on it. A lot of ducks were quacking for bread, the old Nubian saying went; Muriel took on the challenge the best she could.
Muriel did not have authority to make hundred million credit decisions for a multi-billion credit company, but Juna’s endorsement of her as her spokeswoman gave her gravity. Some were ‘pulled in’ to Muriel, seeing that it was Muriel who was Juna’s teacher when she was young, and therefore to the suits she was Juna’s mind. Muriel kept the advice small and simple, treating everyone with respect, organizing everything like it was Guardian operation. The household help’s lack of Guardian training and the missing fear -- Naressa -- made it a challenge to keep them in line but everyday Muriel plugged on.
For most of this day Muriel was not herself; everyone could see it; Dizzy more than anyone else. It appeared to have begun when several messages Muriel had sent to Juna over the past few days were never returned; direct communication was also tried several times, and although Juna’s workstation on Mesuera was still logged in to the Rapier Tech Network there was indications she was not there using it.

Dizzy then spent the night wide awake because Muriel didn’t sleep. Normally a dead sleeper when exhausted and when she chose to sleep the red head paced the floor around their large bed. When she didn’t pace she just laid on the bed with her eyes open. She sometimes gasped and shivered for no reason; she never explained why, or what was bothering her. By this time she looked like she fought an entire legion of Vhinech. 
The following day Muriel was quiet, but after a few hours she told a bunch of important people off and stormed off in tears. Dizzy apologized to them, but they looked happier to be alive. Never had anyone seen a woman look so imposing as Muriel when she was pissed; that was a lot to claim but it was true for the Nubian-Alderaanian Human female that barely cleared five foot six inches and though physically fit was always outweighed by those who opposed her. Dizzy had seen such an emotional breakdown before not too long ago back on Alderaan and was grateful that Muriel retreated: the last thing they needed, given her emotions and worries, was standing in front of Nubian magistrate and explaining why she had tore the heads off of Rapier Technologies’ partners and proceeded to use their bodies as fodder receptacles.

“What’s the matter, Red?” asked Dizzy when he caught up with Muriel near the Museum and Antiquities Room. She was red faced crying. He put caring hands on her arms. “Hey, what is it?”

“I don’t know, Dizzy, I just,” Muriel began, hiccupped, and continued “have this terrible feeling that…something’s wrong.”

The hesitation was like a denial; Dizzy had a feeling that she knew what was wrong, or rather who was wronged. Muriel was nowhere close to Jedi standards in terms of midi-chlorians but she was Force sensitive enough to feel those she cared about the most. “Who is it?”

She shook her head and rubbed her arms uncomfortably. “I don’t know. I just…” Muriel shuttered again and pulled herself away from Dizzy. Wiping the tears from her face she forced herself to say, “Its too damn cold for a breezy dress.” She referred to wardrobe, which was actually not summer time affair like a breezy dress; it was as conservative and respectful and padded as can be. “I’m going to get changed and…I need some time alone.”

“Okay.” But Dizzy never even assumed that Muriel heard him; she just turned and left them there to stew over what she had said. It bothered him that she didn’t want his company. Wasn’t he her husband? It was enough to almost make him get in the Millennium Falcon, fly to Mesuera, and if Juna was there and all right drag her ass back to Rapier Manor. Instead he got as far as his ship and decided to polish things; he worked on it as much as he could do, so it made no sense to just pull it all apart again to just agree with the results.

Muriel had reached her room and sent a message to everyone that she wasn’t to be disturbed for any reason until further notice. Alone she began to undress and finally realized that she overdressed. She decided at that point to lie down under the heavy white blanket of her bed, where she quietly sobbed for what she could only say was no reason. She couldn’t explain why: all she knew was that something bad had happened to someone she knew and loved; she knew it wasn’t her mother, and she knew in her heart that the answers would come soon to Rapier Manor. The Force wasn’t one of her strong suites, but this was one time she listened to it. She stayed where she was and was going to allow the bad news to come to her. Somehow she fell asleep.

Although separated by space and circumstances the Arnes had thought the same thing: it had been a very emotional year. Juna stalked by Magus Prophet; Juna leaving to confront Prophet and being torn apart. Believing Naressa was dead, alive and currently a fugitive from justice. Unable to adopt any child, and finally the vibroblade in the heart incident on Alderaan -- Dizzy heard Muriel whispering Nomanae at night while digging her fingers violently into the bedding sometimes -- it had to be the worst year of anyone’s life, and this from a couple who had thought the last ten years was trying. Little did they know much more was going to affect them all -- not just Dizzy and Muriel -- in just a much shorter period of time.

Muriel was awakened by the sound of a starship with really bad engines passing over Rapier Manor. She had heard such bad engines before and threw herself out of her room and hurried for the hanger.

Meanwhile Dizzy took notice of the Ruby Heirloom when the security doors to the hanger automatically opened to let it in; the mansion’s security systems recognized the Rapier-owned vessel’s secured transponder. Like Corellia the red luxury yacht was sputtering black smoke from overuse. Landing, there was a grinding sound not associated with the landing gear or the repulsorlift generators; this time whatever happened to the ship simple replacement was not going to make it flyable. It let out a shutter, signaling the end of its flight and what remained of its particle induction coils.

Dizzy was just about to reach the Ruby Heirloom when the ramp rattled from a heavy foot. Dizzy quipped as the racket continued, “Hey, Bantha Head, what gives? Were you flying and bounced off one of Naboo’s moons?” Given the fact that Enothchild had to be the worst pilot of anything flyable ever born the idea wasn’t farfetched.

The Vhinphyc that walked down was not Enothchild; gasps at the sight of Nach from the household help were followed by Dizzy grabbing his blaster and aiming dead center of the newcomer’s body. Finding a spot to aim for on Nach was not hard: Dizzy Arnes had thought no creature was bigger than Magus Prophet, but this one came pretty damn close.

Muriel had arrived when Nach made his entrance and yelled, “Make room!” to get through the helpers and confront the sight before them all. She was now dying for a blaster, her Guardian sidearm that was stowed on the Millennium Falcon, because she doubted very much that Dizzy’s Blast Tech would penetrate the old Vhinphyc’s hide. He had come on the Ruby Heirloom, which made her head fill up with more unanswered questions. It was best to clean up the clatter that was on her mind.

“Who are you? What are you doing here with this ship?” demanded Muriel.

“I am Nach'cht'musik Allegro'con'brio,” said Nach proudly without a trace of regret or fear of these people before him. He could see that Dizzy and Muriel knew he was now based on their slightly stunned expressions. Dizzy lowered his weapon a little; Muriel mumbled “‘brio”. “I am the father of the late Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch. My Son’s body is on board with his mate along with a badly injured Jedi Study named Casper.” After speaking he appeared more sober, less stern and rough. “I require assistance.”
The news of about Nach’s son’s body immediately effected Dizzy and Muriel. They froze stiff in bewilderment. Muriel paled; Dizzy moved his head as if it were on a swivel, looking at his wife and back at Nach. There was a great feeling of dread that had filled the air. A measure of their confidence would have shown it dropping fast in the Arnes’. They had lost a great friend, and more imperative to the situation of the galaxy they had lost their great and fearless leader. All the questions that had filled their minds collectively upon seeing Nach immediately departed. For the moment, there was no sign that the questions would ever come back.
“No,” mumbled Muriel quietly, her rough hands reaching up to cover her own mouth. “He’s dead? He can’t be dead!” Dizzy knew his wife was not as tough as she truly was; she was tough, but even she doubled over from a significant blow, and this was significant.
“I am afraid he is,” said Nach, sternly but with false strength; the lack of strength didn’t help Muriel, she began to sob noticeably. “He is on board this ship. Please, help me get him off.”
Puzzled on what to do, Dizzy looked to his wife. Muriel was clearly in need of hug; she didn’t even look remotely close to giving any orders for anyone to follow. The household help were bewildered; some had knew Enothchild, he had been nice to them, respected them.
Someone ran down the ramp, stopped, and took an angry glaring look around. Juna had not run extremely fast, but her sudden appearance coinciding with the delivery of bad news startled her friends. Her new look of white skin and black hair added to the confusion momentarily; the help thought she was Madam; Dizzy and Muriel assumed Naressa.

“What is the meaning of this,” seethed Juna through clinched teeth. Everyone’s attentions fell upon her. “Where are we!”

“Juna?” realized Muriel with big, blurry eyes. Dizzy could only use his mouth to collect flies.

Juna ignored the red head. She confronted Nach. “You tricked me!”

“Tricked you!” Nach was not having any of her confused rants and tirades.

“This is not my home!” Juna shook with anger. Her yellow eyes barely flashed with power. She was haggard and a drawn in; lines under her eyes and a bit on the thin side as if she had not eaten in a week. “I wanted to go to Mesuera! I told you my home coordinates!”

Nach held his ground and angered back, “You took over my mind! It was you who forced me to operate this ship! It was your commands that instructed me to set coordinates for this world! It is your fault if this is not the place you desired to be!”

Juna turned away and muttered under her breath, “No, no, no, I didn’t want to go to Mesuera. I didn’t want to come here. It…it…it….Alderaan! I need to take my Enothchild to Alderaan!” She went for the ship with a wild look on her tired eyes.

Nach stepped in front of her, arms wide out. “That ship cannot fly! It will not survive travel through hyperspace again!”
Hand drifting towards weapon hanging on her belt, the Sith Maiden cursed, “Get out of my way!” Nach did not move at all. Juna had her lightsaber in her hand, raised and had forgotten there was no power in it. She looked at it confused.

“What the hell!” Dizzy found his voice and got between the two with raised hands. “Hey, there’s been a mistake, that’s -.”

“NO!” Nach grabbed and pulled Dizzy so hard he nearly ripped the Sullustan’s right arm out of his socket. Right where Dizzy had been standing Juna’s hands clawed at the air; she had dropped her lightsaber, had a wild, hungry, desperate look in her eyes. Before Dizzy could even stopping rolling across the metal deck of the hanger bay, Nach raised his foot and kicked a charging Juna in the chest. It was light in impact, but that was in Vhinphyc terms. Juna folded around the foot and skidded across the deck on her back quite a few yards before stopping. She wasn’t hurt; she was working her way on her hands and knees, preparing to stand up.

Dizzy struggled to clear his blaster to point it at Nach. “What the frak do you think you’re doing!”

“Juna!” Muriel ran towards her downed friend. “Are you all right?”

“NO! Flee from her!” shouted Nach, catching sight of Juna’s face; she bore the expression of someone about to have their greedy needs satisfied. “She is dangerous!”

Muriel had ignored him and put comforting hands on Juna’s shoulders. She said, “I’m here, Juna, I’ll help you.”

Juna locked stares with Muriel and smiled. The smile and the stare froze Muriel with a terror the red head had never known. Juna said, “Yes, you will help me, you, so very rich…in DARKNESS!” She grabbed Muriel’s hand, and her black pupils grew as big as her eyes, eclipsing her yellow irises. Muriel went dead cold, and she began to die…
Nach was quick to brandish his ion cannon from beneath his heavy hides just as Juna had spoken to Muriel before grabbing her. Once Muriel began to scream, Nach fired off a pulse. The pulse struck both women and scattered them like head pins. The household help ran away in shock. Dizzy nearly fired a bolt into Nach’s back, but then realized something bad was going on that the Vhinphyc had anticipated.
Weapon still out, Dizzy ran and slid down to Muriel. His wife was shaking from both the effects of the pulse and the loss of her life energy. Dizzy touched her and got what amounted to array static shock, causing him to jump and yelp in pained surprise. Very carefully he cradled her in his arms. “Muriel! Muriel, you okay?”

Eyes wide, yet she did not answer. Then parts of her red hair dulled; some strains grayed. She appeared older; a few new wrinkles were on her face; she aged ten years in appearance. Where Juna had grabbed her the skin was very raw. Her entire body was cold to the touch.

Beside himself, Dizzy looked at Nach with a hard stare and demanded, “What the hell did you do!”

Nach stowed his weapon away and kept serious attention on Juna. His slight double take caught Dizzy’s attention. Both men looked at Juna and watched a few of her black strands of hair change to red from root to tip. She shook and convulsed, and finally her eyes closed. Muriel followed suit as the ion energy dissipated.
“This is not my doing,” said Nach. He kept himself away from Juna, walking towards Dizzy and an unconscious Muriel. His eyes never left Juna’s out cold form. “My Son’s mate had alerted that her touch was lethal. How can my Son love such a thing?”

Dizzy suddenly realized what was happening as his slower capacity to decipher information had finally processed what he saw. He said, “Juna wasn’t always like that. S-She was normal. Her mother was normal, too, once, but something happened and…well…” He cradled Muriel closer to his chest. “It’s like they get this way, for good, after a real bad day.” Finally, Nach turned just enough from his squatting position to look at Dizzy. “Enothchild dying is a bad day. They loved each other so much.”

Nach thought for a few moments, and then he said, “I barely comprehend. I thought I knew all there was about the Force, and about the creatures who used them. I am wrong.”
“Well, join the club: I gave up trying to figure it out over ten years ago,” said Dizzy dryly. His left eye began to flutter nervously as the whole scene had become so heavy someone had to step up and take control of it. It was a lot, too much, for one entity to bear, or at least for one former smuggler that like to pretend he knew what he was doing, when in fact seventy-five percent of the time it was bantha fodder pulled out of his ass -- somehow, someway, and who knows why, it worked. He hesitated to say anything, but Muriel wasn’t waking up anytime soon to give anyone direction. The household help was returning, but none of them had a leadership bone in their body. There was no Enothchild. Nach did not look ready to give orders, and no one in Rapier Manor was going to receive them.
Dizzy asked, “Is there a Twi’lek on board named Ros? You mentioned Casper, said he was hurt?”

“The Twi’lek is gone,” said Nach flatly. He gestured towards Juna with his head. “She said he was dead. My friend, Nue Cadabel, perished in the fight.”

“Beep, beep, back that Artoo up!” Dizzy let Muriel go and used his hands to draw Nach’s attention back up. “Cadabel? Where did this all happen?”
“On a planet called Tatooine.”

Bewildered with thoughts, Dizzy was struck by a horrifying one and looked over to Juna. There was a sinking feeling in his stomach. “Who did the killing?”

Nach could see who he was looking at. “She did not; at least I do not believe she killed my Son, the one called Ros, and Nue Cadabel. Yet, she is not certain of anything she has done.”

That nervous flutter in Dizzy’s left eye was joined by his right eye, followed by a headache. He held up his hands to put a halt to the conversation. “We-we don’t know anything, so let’s stop right where we’re at. Let me think.” The whole thing made no sense and it fried his brain. Agitated, Dizzy wanted a beer: he remembered the servants. Slowly it all came to him on what to do. He turned in his place and said, “Right, right, okay, eh, you bunch.” The help looked at him with attentive eyes. “Lady Juna needs your help, so I need ya to listen to me to help her, okay? Now…eh….med beds! We need one…two….four med beds, three for the injured, one for the dead. Got it! Get-r-done!”
Dizzy remembered Muriel as the household help scrambled about. He picked Muriel up to cradle her again in his arms to think. Seeing Muriel withered and worn reminded him of the Juna problem. A group of helpers were quick to Juna’s side. Dizzy beat Nach to warning them. “DON”T TOUCH HER!”

The all women group gave out a shriek and a whelp of worry. Dizzy, this time set Muriel down gently on the floor, stood up, and in seconds parted the crowd. “Look, anything that farts doesn’t go anywhere near Juna, understand!” He looked to the oldest female, a blonde. “Do the med droids come up with the med beds?”
“One does, I think,” said the woman with uncertainty. “Diagnostic is all it does.”

“I know, but can it lift people?”

“I don’t think so.”

Dizzy snapped his fat fingers and remembered months ago when Juna was in a coma. “Nurse droids! They got mandibles, lifting fields, the works. Get on the horn and have, I don’t know, six of them come up here. They can put Juna in the med bed.”

Everyone went to work, pulling out data pads to send commands through the house’s comm network, and soon enough the med droids floated in with the med beds before them. The contingent of nurse droids floated towards Juna along with the med bed for her. Dizzy had another brain wave and said to the med droid, “Knock her out.”

The med droid looked at Dizzy with what amounted to a perplexed look. The nurse droids were busy lifting their charge up and placing her in the med bed when the med droid said, “She is currently unconscious based on precursor observation.”

“Yeah, I know, but could you like keep her down for a while. Drugs or something, gas, anything.”

“The stasis field can keep her in a remote state, but only for a limited time.”

“How long?”

“One sleep cycle for a Human, which is eight hours?” The med droid observed Juna. “I do not know this one’s species.”

Dizzy was not sure what to make of that remark. He put aside the obvious questions, and slapped the med droid on the shoulder. “Just do it.” He bopped over to the med bed where Muriel had been loaded on. “How’s she doing?”

“Her readings are very erratic,” said the med droid in charge of Muriel. “I cannot give you a firm diagnosis without further study.”

“Fair enough,” said Dizzy. He grabbed Muriel’s hand and kissed the back of it. He looked around, noticed Casper being unloaded from the Ruby Heirloom. He didn’t look so good even from afar. He watched Nach ascend the ramp to aide in loading Enothchild’s body on the med bed. It was an afterthought to use the bed, but it was the only device large enough to accommodate such a large body.
Dizzy squeezed his wife’s hand when it seemed everything he could do was done. Frustration and worry replaced all thoughts of problem solving. He said aloud, “Damn it, Naressa, where the smeck are you?” 

At that moment he was mad at the matriarch of the Rapier Clan, a rare event if there was ever one. She should have been there, she should be the one asking all the questions and discovering answers and solving all the problems. Juna was not going to be cured by time. Enothchild was gone. It didn’t seem wise to contact anyone outside the little circle of those who knew what was going on in the first place. Nothing else could be done until what had happened was all sorted out and explained. Even then, Dizzy felt no one was ever going to be satisfied. Besides, it still did not change the facts.

The med droids began to move Muriel. Dizzy stayed with her, feeling that the old Bantha Head would take care of Ol’ Bantha Head. Juna was behind them bringing up the rear, Casper in front, the most seriously injured of the three living creatures. During the walk Dizzy held Muriel’s hand and kept thinking, trying to remember some of the things Naressa may have mentioned about her ‘new self’. He recalled something Enothchild had said, something about Naressa not knowing herself and that was why she didn’t come to Juna’s rescue sooner nearly a year ago. He glanced over his shoulder, and he agreed with Nach that Juna didn’t attack the Jedi, but there had to be more to it. Someone killed Enothchild, and that someone was probably still out there. Without Nach around to confirm the suspicions than it was all speculation.
Still, the idea that something was out there didn’t sit well with Dizzy, worse yet if it decided to come around Rapier Manor looking to finish the job. Nothing was settled, that was sure; if it was all cool, Enothchild’s father would have said so. Sure, the fancy gadgets of the mansion were probably enough to stop it. Even so, having no available Force users left Dizzy begging for the ace of staves in a game of sabacc. Therefore it just didn’t seem really good to keep Juna down.
Passing a corridor, Dizzy saw one of the so-called statues that were actually Saberhide sentries waiting to be activated. The idea struck him so hard he screamed, “STOP!” and everyone stopped moving towards the medical bay. He walked around a little bit, almost staggering, trying to thinking it all through; everyone looked at him as if he were on spice.

Finally, Dizzy said, “Okay, okay. Does anyone have a transmitting data pad?”

Although the help looked at him with disdain they were eager to obey his orders. Immediately, with the rustling of clothing and finding of quarries, four dozen data pads surrounded Dizzy. The motions of it all startled Dizzy for a moment. He smiled a little and chagrined, “Only needed one, thank you.”

He took one -- from who it didn’t matter -- and scrolled through the menu options available. He found what he wanted, and furious wrote something on it with his finger; the data pad screen translated what was written and put it in plain text form. Dizzy read it, reread it, edited it, read it a third time, and walked to Juna’s floating med bed. He instructed the nurse droid to manipulate Juna’s hand and place it on the screen. The data pad beeped, and satisfied Dizzy held up the data pad.

The owner of the pad, a male butler, took it back and asked suspiciously, “What did you do, if I may ask sir?”

“Eh, well, I had to place an order,” said Dizzy shyly at first. “I had to have Juna pay for it.”
The butler looked at the screen, gasped and paled, and said, “Sir!”

This time Dizzy wasn’t having it. “What!”

Everyone looked to the butler. The butler said, “Just that….well….I mean…well…well then.”

“That’s what I thought: shut up!” Dizzy walked back to his wife, grabbed her hand, and added, “Mush! Let’s go, folks!” He felt a little guilty, but he kept two reasons for what he had done floating in his head the whole time. Number one: Naressa wasn’t there. Number two: Juna wouldn’t care. Everything had to work out at the end, and if this idea of Dizzy’s did that then no harm, no foul. And if it didn’t work out, then no one would be alive to collect the debt.

For now, no one could really think about what to do next.

