13 DAYS (CHAPTER 87.0)
The landscape was not as blurry as before, as it was days before when Juna had this vision. It was not so much the blackness of the night but the presence of Darkness that covered the bleak world in threatening, inescapable shadows. The primary landscape was a barren wasteland of durasteel and refined quasidrum, octagonal-packed spaced out evenly in every direction at five meter centered, that was used for hyperspace-related energy tasks. There was barely an existence of outer walls, and the red heavens above were the only ceiling. There was more to the structure, but it was irrelevant in terms of what is usually known about structures. What was clear about the vision was that it was not on Tatooine. The vision had feel to it, and it felt too cold of an environment. There was only one star, heavy and hidden in the sky.

The loud, stereoscopic sound of a lightsaber cutting air thundered from the darkest reaches of the scene. The blue blade appeared first, its owner Casper Knightshade holding it. He raced across the surface and struck the red lightsaber owned by a diffused smudge of black clouds. The clouds like the clouds of the sky, like a violent storm featuring a tornado, did not remain still. It moved and billowed and attacked Casper’s advance. The Padawan Jedi had great trouble with the Storm; he could not compete, and his face bore that. His attack was meant to save someone; someone that had attacked the Storm before hand. 

That unknown attacker was a stranger Juna never knew. He was a Tig, clear to her now with his reddish-orange, black patchy hair and light green grass eyes, and sporting clothing that was very homemade. He stood out more because upon his retreat he possessed very unique lightsaber weapons. They were lethal in his hands, and they were lethal even to the one who wielded them. The length of each weapon in each hand was barely the width of his hands. Lightsaber blades, four in total, two from each weapon in hand, were red in light, short and thin like dagger blades. To wield such weapons were insane, and at first glance when the Tig rushed to help Casper the Tig was apparently ready to express such insanity.
The Tig’s attack was breathtakingly beautiful. Every part of his honed body moved against the Black Cloud he and Casper fought against. The Tig twirled the weapons expertly in his fingers while performing rotating giant swings with his arms. His fingers activated and deactivated the mini-lightsabers whenever whatever blade was facing inside his guard so he could bring his weapons closer to his body.

The scene blurred as the focus was trained on Enothchild Sarch rushing towards Naressa Rapier. They came together as before. When Enothchild spoke to Naressa he was not whispering; though his face was calm it appeared that he was speaking in a raised voice, yet to Juna’s perceptions the volume was set to mumble. What he told Naressa never changed, and her reaction to it never changed; she did not believe in what he told her; she refused to do what had to be done. She could only bury her face into his chest in a miserable attempt at preventing what had to be done.

Enothchild calmly lifted her head up with his hand and said, with a voice that was benevolent and loud enough to hear, “I love you, nearest and dearest of my heart. Remember, we shall meet again.”

He defeated -- once again -- Naressa’s resolve. She stretched up and kissed Enothchild….
There was a swirl of activity throughout the galaxy linked to Juna. She saw a ship attacking…

She saw a little girl huddled in the darkness on Tatooine with a small pet in her arms…

She saw her Mother, her hand raised in the air, soaked to the bone from the rain…

And all went white, not black…

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

It took Juna a moment to realize that she was in the Grand Library, on the ground floor, sitting on one of the many comfortable bench loungers. She had dropped her data pad, one which bared all of her work, and heard it hit the hard marble floor loudly, startling her. She sat there blinking, trying to get her head on right upon realizing that she had just lost so much focus she had another vision. She remembered that she was not alone.
Nach, sitting across from her on another bench lounger, was staring at her with a look of concern for himself more than herself. She then realized he had been talking. He in fact had been saying her name over and over again for a few moments. After their primary discussion, Juna and Nach were together still. They said very little to one another. Mainly Nach spent much of his time reading what Juna had accumulated and was asking her questions. She obliged, making sure he understood everything she knew, everything she uncovered.
He was looking at her again as if she were a mentally disturbed woman struggling in a body straighter. She hated it when he looked at her with those amber eyes, Enothchild’s eyes, that way. Juna wasn’t helping herself with him, but by no means was he being supportive of her positively to help her. She tried to rub her eyes and once again hurt them when her Saberhide-covered hands gave her the comfort of carbon. She realized that her body straighter metaphor, when compared to her body armor prison, was not all that farfetched.
Nach noticeably shrugged off a shiver. He scolded, “I have been in my fair share of forty year winters and none of the cold in them compare to your presence!”

Juna bit -- and bit very hard -- down her retort. She needed him; she needed to use him, exploit him, treat him like the pawn that he….

“I’m sorry,” she forced out, putting an end to her twisted, but yet satisfying thoughts. “I’m still having trouble controlling myself.” Juna opened her hand; the data pad flew from the ground and into her hand. Again Nach eyed her so suspiciously, disapprovingly. She remembered why she had dropped the data pad, why she had given the giant in front of her a Dark Side chill. “I thought about Enothchild, and got lost in a daydream.”
It was the truth, and Juna could see Nach did believe her. His always stern face looked downward, took his eyes away from her. She found relief when he had done that; her audible sigh nearly brought his head back up to look at her. The uncomfortable silence was worse than the contemplative silences they had between one another beforehand.
“The Longing is a horrible curse,” Nach muttered mostly to himself. “It is akin to torture for loving someone so much.” He sat himself up straighter, as if to say the Longing was not defeating him; the curb in his back and the slumping shoulders after the movement spoke silently of ongoing whipping upon his mind. “My kind dies painfully slow when they lose their loves. We end the same day our loves end, but our bodies are too stubborn.” He shook his head sadly. “So many of my kind ended themselves for the torture was too much.”
On that Nach grew very silent and he forced himself to look at his data pad. That was more he had said about the loss of his son than any other time Juna realized. As much as she enjoyed -- oh she enjoyed -- the misery that was soaking her home, from the Arnes’ turmoil to Casper’s defeatism to Nach’s silent vigils of sadness, Juna felt something she hadn’t felt since Tatooine: guilt.
She felt guilty that she was using the death of her Husband to exploit other’s grief. Enothchild would have greatly disapproved of the practice. To that, Juna wondered if that was why he had not presented himself to her as a spirit, like Nadja Moranna had done for him.

Juna found herself more alone than she could ever felt was possible upon the revelation; the Dark Side approved, but she was ignoring those feelings and thoughts. She sat there, remembering all Enothchild had told her and taught her, and remembered what Enothchild told her about seeing his best friend, former master, and late first wife. He had seen her as a ghost on Alderaan, and she told him to go to Vhanba but never explained why. He would seen her again when he fell back into a level of despair caused by Naressa’s insinuations to explain that it wasn’t his fault that she had died. Juna saw her, just once, on the Tower Maze to tell Enothchild that it wasn’t his time to die. After coming together again a few months ago, Enothchild told Juna that there was another meeting he had with Nadja, where she told him that his destiny was to ultimately fall in love with her; such a idea had cursed him, believing that he had some deeply hidden sick thoughts which were briefly augmented by what he mistakenly felt in the Force when little Juna kissed on the cheek. It was only the Force telling him that the little girl loved him so, and that when she was older he would truly know it, and appreciated it, and accepted it willingly.
What had always stunted Enothchild were other people’s perceptions of him. All anyone saw of him was a Vhinphyc and all the known pluses, and more often minuses, of a Vhinphyc. Even many in the very tolerant Jedi Order thought little of him except to those he proved his good qualities to. As much as Nadja Moranna had shown him and had lifted him up Enothchild was always tender and careful; he especially took failure very personally, although in a crippling way and not in an angry frustration outburst way. He may have left the Jedi Order for her, but Juna knew that other reasons were true and clear in his heart. In spite of the great good he had done there were too many, even Jedi, that would not accept him. His actions in protecting her by defeating Qualeggoes, to whom would die by a Magus Prophet sniper shot, was never going to be overlooked by his brothers and sisters in the Jedi Temple. The two were known rivals, and worse in the scenario it was two Jedi Masters, two warriors of Light, fighting, and fighting over a trivial matter: Juna. Never mind the fact Qualeggoes, who had officially left the Order because of Juna’s attempt of becoming a Jedi, had gone to murder her. Enothchild saw it in everyone’s eyes: it was his fault that Qualeggoes had done what he was going to do, and it was his fault that Qualeggoes was dead. There were never going to forgive him, or let him forget.
Juna wondered for just a moment if the Jedi Order even erected anything to acknowledge the leaving of Enothchild Sarch, one of the Lost Nineteen. She wondered if they did so for Qualeggoes. For that moment she hated the Jedi Order, and she would burn the damn place down to the ground if she ever found out that the Caamasi was honored and her Husband was not!
Her anger cascaded from her, but Juna noted that Nach did not take notice; he was still just staring at his data pad. Now Juna knew where, or rather from who, Enothchild got his deep brooding from. Of course Enothchild was a Vhinphyc before he was a Jedi. It was just the way Nach carried himself in mannerisms, the way he shut himself in and kept others out. It was not the case when Valk and Anka-Dee were alive, Juna was certain. And it was rare for men to express feelings except in flying fists and other examples of naked aggression; Vhinphyc males were as male as any male could get. But perhaps he would have opened up, in private, to his son.
But that begged Juna to ask aloud, “What do you know of your son?”
Nach looked up her. His eyes drifted as he searched his own thoughts. He looked down at the data pad and said, “I know he was a Jedi of feared renowned based on the words of those who feared him. I know from your friends that he was a great Jedi they respected. I know from you that you loved him.”

Juna’s own personal remorse surface, eclipsing those constant feelings of anger she always felt lately. She had always thought she knew Bendian Rapier, but that perception began to change when her Father had tricked her into going to Vhanba; she trusted him so much, out of love, and therefore never thought that he was lying to her, lying about having Queen Landana’s permission for her to go. From that moment on she began to scrutinize all that he did when he was alive. Soon, she began to understand the reality of enemies; even when she was still a little girl, when she became Queen of Naboo, there were some that wished the Vhinech had kept her; that Jurivicious Pern hadn’t just tortured and tormented her. That was the nature of the enemies her Father had created, and it wasn’t solely because of his success. As she told the Jedi Council over a year ago she knew her Father was no saint amongst the sinners. All she did know was that she loved him, and never did she love him more than on that tragic day when his life ended. In short, she really never knew Bendian Rapier until she became old enough to really know him, and it had to be in the form of other’s perceptions, of people that actually didn’t know any more than she did.
Nach never knew his son at all.

Juna set her data pad aside and quietly walked over to Nach. Before he could react negatively to her, the Sith Maiden sat down close to his left side. He visibly tensed, and he looked ready to move away from her. She ignored it and began, “Your son was the first Jedi I had ever met in real life. I was only eight at the time, but I all ready had correct perceptions and even some misconceptions of what Jedi were and what they stood for. It took a while under the circumstances, but when I realized that I was in the company of the apprentice and husband of the great Nadja Moranna, it was then I knew I was in for an education before Enothchild spoke one, kind word.”
When she stopped Juna waited for Nach to do something. What he did was not leave. He did not get up. He was no longer tense. He too, but slowly, put aside the data pad, that one thing that was keeping Nach from running back down to the morgue and relentlessly grieving over his dead pup. She could tell he wanted something to grab on to, something other than the Longing. The Longing was torture, meant to constantly cripple those caught in its grip, until it led it’s victims to a sad and lonely death. Juna had seen Nach trapped in such torture in her visions, and he desperately wanted to escape. Until now, there was no place for him to escape to.
Juna smiled at him and continued on, telling Nach everything she knew about Enothchild, even the events she truly did not experience for herself. Some of the experiences that came to her, she realized, were ones he had never told her about; situations he never had a chance to serialize in storytelling. There was much to tell, so she kept it to the point as much as possible. The more and more she spoke to about Enothchild, the more Nach both relaxed in his seat and straightened his spine.

After two long hours where he did nothing but listen, he interrupted her just after she began to explain the Mid Rim Conflicts. He said, “While I was traversing, I saw what had to be Enothchild on a torso garment. It was a Vhinphyc with several others.” His eyes grew wide. “There was an Ithorian on that torso garment as well!”

Juna smiled a little. “That was Enothchild, and Nue, and Ros, and Nadja, and Jurivicious Pern” she spat that last name out “and Plo Koon, and Glace Culot.” She nodded along with him. “They were the heroes of the Mid Rim Conflicts. They were the Headbangers.”
“That would imply that they enjoyed what they did,” pointed Nach out. “Is such pleasures of celebrity below a Jedi?”
Juna knew where he was coming from. Many, and many Jedi, had frowned on the fact that Nadja and the others created the moniker that universally identified them and had banked on it. She shook her head and clarified, “It is, but what they were doing, what Nadja decided to do with this, was use this fame to raise money for charity, to help rebuild the planets damaged by the war by selling the shirts. They never kept a small token of it for themselves. It was unprecedented; those Headbanger shirts funded an entire rebuilding effort. It made a lot of politicians look really bad.”
Nach just mused, “It just seems so…unusual.”
“Because it’s funny,” said Juna.

Try as he might, the whole thing did seem funny. Still, he was confused. “But why call themselves something other than Jedi.”

Juna smiled and said, “Well, that is an interesting story. Everyone just assumes they got that name because of their legendary fighting skills and their constant beating of enemies.” She remembered how Enothchild told the story and chuckled. “It was anything but a clever marketing tagline…”
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Evramora.
Long, long before the Vhinech had taken over the small peace colony a group of Mandalores and their hired mercenaries had taken it and three other worlds over with Hutt-financed backing. The worlds, part of the Royal Nubian States, were merely trading colonies and retirement outposts with literally no military presence; since they were safely close to Naboo, and safely tucked away from the main flow of commercial and military traffic, it made little sense to arm the citizenry. The Mandalores, citing ill with the Republic as a reason to terrorize the Nubians into submission, took the worlds with their small and ill-equipped forces in mere days. The Republic attempted a half-assed rescue, but the Senate was in control of the operation, and one of the worst losses in Republic military history almost gave the Mandalores ten more surrounding planets.
When Nadja Moranna and her group of six entered the fray their orders were to head to command and receive instruction. That was wrong. First, Nadja volunteered herself into service and the others followed. Second, she had no intention of being in command of a legion while the Senate told her what to do. Her whole intention was to get into the war, and once there she lead her fellows into battle with no set perimeters, no plans from anyone above them in at the command structure. She heard what was going on, and she was just sick and tired of it.

The Mid Rim Conflicts were destined to go on forever. The Senate was nothing more than individual generals with their own goals, own plans, own desires, and in it all no leadership came from them.
Nadja and the rest had entered the war on its fiftieth day. The war was completely over seven days later.

On the third day of their non-stop, no sleep, no mercy sweep of the planets that were occupied by the enemy, the group had hit Evramora and had finally hit a wall of resistance. Just the six Jedi and the lone non-Jedi had done more in three days than the entire, drafted division of Republic personal had ever. There were Jedi in command of groups but they were tied up by Senate interference, and even when not held in check by the Senate they could not move as fast and so effectively as this rogue group. However the mercenaries and their Mandalore handlers had to retreat somewhere, and that somewhere was Evramora, their last headquarters, their last held ground. They knew this new enemy and prepared diligently.
The seven ran right into an incredible wall of resistance. Much of it had been in a form of a planetary shield generator that had been modified and its energy modulated to surround only a five thousand cubic mile area. Such a tightening of the field made the field very dense and impossible to penetrate. The heroes at the time couldn’t penetrate it, but the enemy could fire at will from the protected side.

After only a minute of deflecting shot after shot after shot of rifle and small cannon fire, Nadja Moranna spat out words she hated to utter, “RETREAT! FALL BACK!”

The first one to pass her in retreat was a smiling Jurivicious Pern. He just yelled, “SORRY!” He was sorry because all of this was his fault; he had gotten too close to the energy field, and through it the terrorists detected him with the field’s sensors.

“YOU’LL BE SORRY IF I LIVE THROUGH THIS!” Nadja yelled in retort. She had a feeling -- a correct one -- that Jury had purposely set off the sensors. Mischief maker that her former Padawan was, Jury was one to make life very, very interesting. Nadja wasn’t too mad, but she was going to be putting a boot to his poop chute repeatedly when they got out of this fiasco!
Enothchild Sarch was far to her left, his white lightsaber picking apart much larger cannon fire. But he began to see the futility of it, especially when he noticed much heavier blaster cannons beginning to be set up. Even his large weapon could not stop such a weapon’s power, and worse he was going to be the biggest moving target on the battle field.
“TINY!” yelled Nadja at her husband. Since they had know each other, from their beginnings as Nadja the Master and Enothchild the Apprentice, she had often referred to him by the exact opposite of his immense physical stature. “GET!”

“AFTER YOU!” yelled the always protective, always concerned husband. Before he could yell to another of their kind the fastest runner of them all flew by them. “NUE!”

Nue Cadabel voice trailed away as fast he ran. “GET GOING You big piece of…” Enothchild had no choice; Plo had been behind them all with Glace, so without Nue there was no defensive perimeter. The Vhinphyc tapped the Force for running and was off.
Nadja was last, actually running backwards, but not necessarily blindly; the Force guided her feet and direction as well as her hands to block the blaster shots. Though the Force made her fast her backpedaling was as fast as her normal running forward. Eventually she had to give the action up after five seconds, turn, and run. Both husband and wife passed Ros Ofcheck and soon the Twi’lek was hot on their heels.
The group’s use of Force running blurred their physical shape to the mercenaries trying to pick them off one at time, but they tried hard. A group within the barrier finally got their anti-spacecraft displacement cannon operational. They managed to get it aimed somewhat downward.

Meanwhile the Jedi trailing the lead pack of runners bore witness to a pretty funny sight. As Nue Cadabel easily passed Jury, Plo Koon caught up with Jury and still in a dead run proceeded to repeatedly kick the Kuati Jedi Knight in the ass. Plo could run, but with his limited natural air supplies for his mask it wasn’t recommended, and he damn well knew Jury had tripped the sensors and he was going to let the young Jedi know it all the way to hell if need be!

Captain Glace Culot, who was the rear guard, was passed by Nue, then by Jury and a butt kicking Plo, and by Ros and Nadja, and suddenly Enothchild had him up and over a shoulder. Glace looked back, which was ahead for Enothchild, and through streaming tears he saw they were almost to the aqueducts that bordered the once standing town of Apice; no more than half a mile away, but only two miles from the base; the Jedi were eating yards for breakfast, but the mercs were merciless and had not stopped shooting.
Glace looked back and saw the turning and aiming of the portable battleship destroying cannon. He couldn’t believe they could aim it that low to the ground, but he realized that all the enlarged bolt of energy had to do was pass over them by a few feet, and the static cascade from the terawatts of coherent energy would vaporize the meat off their bones!

“THEY’RE GOING TO FIRE A SHIP BUSTER!” yelled Glace. But he was certain the Jedi felt the great disturbance in the Force that such a thing would produce, so his words just seemed futile. For what was arguably the millionth time since the start of the group’s mission, Glace wondered to himself why he was here.
Nue lead the way, and he saw the sudden opening he thought was part of the aqueduct. It was part of the system, but it wasn’t an aqueduct. The Ithorian Jedi, in his haste to protect himself and lead his friends to safety, had forgotten in the retreat that the aqueducts themselves were another mile ahead. It didn’t help his decision making abilities when the Force told him to dive. He eagerly dove for the opening.
All went black.

Plo and Jury watched Nue dive for the hole. The two separated and dove head first.

They didn’t remember much after that.

Ros felt a laser bolt nearly nip one of his head-tails. He saw that the others had jumped for the whole in the ground. He never broke stride…

He wished he had.

Nadja pulled ahead of Enothchild and yelled, “BEEP! BEEP!” The Vhinphyc found no humor in the situation; not when he felt the Force warming his back, warning him of doom almost upon them all.
The two Jedi Masters, one with Glace cargo, leapt for the hole the others jumped in just as the cannon fired.

The roar was deafening.

And then all was black and silent.

They all thought they were dead. Upon realizing that they thought at all, they soon wished they were dead.

“Off.”

“Off!” said another voice.

“Get off, Bantha Head!” came a third voice.

“No, Enothchild, seriously,” strained Nadja’s petite voice “seriously, not tonight, I have a headache! Do I ever have a headache!”

Glace coughed up blood, and that brought Enothchild out of his stupor; unlike the others, he had not been knocked out. He tried standing up, but then realized his feet were facing the sky. He was face down, looking downward, and under him was many wiggling forms. Nadja, the tiniest of the group, was directly under him in a hands-and-knees like position. The other Jedi-manity were collectively bunched together beings crushed by his massive weight.
“Ribs,” breathed Glace out when Enothchild finally figured out how to move, calling out his injuries. The Human found his combat helmet cleaved in half, right down the middle, and was struck with a pounding headache. “Head. Oh head! Head!”

Jurivicious’ head appeared between Glace’s split open legs; his forehead bleeding profusely, but the dark skinned man smiled, revealing a freshly missing lower front tooth, and said with a lisps, “Sorry, I don’t do that.” He shoved Glace off of him, and Plo. He grabbed what he thought was Plo’s leg, but it turned out to be one of Ros’ lekku.
Ros, his heavy, thick skull brow split open and bleeding as well, collected his quivering head-tails and remarked with a glazed look in his eyes, “But I don’t want them in pig tails. Can you perm them instead?” He staggered around aimlessly until Plo got a hold of him. But Ros looked at him and said, “Is the ride over?”
Plo’s face mask was not cracked, but his skull was. He just muttered, “Force I hope so!” Ros mumbled something incoherently, but Plo said over him, “I vote we don’t ever do that again!”
“Second,” came a collection of voices.

“Son of Chancellor’s bitch!” Nue was shoving everyone away from him. Between his eyes his entire eye bridge had swollen three times its normal size. He might have been the only entity with his brain not in his head, but that didn’t prevent his mind going numb with shock. One of his big feet nearly kicked a crawling Nadja. “You all right?”
“I don’t know whose butt I’m going to kick first,” she mumbled as she watched a pool of blood form under her, in line with her head. “Jury’s for setting off the alarm, or yours Nue for picking this hole.” She fought her way back up to her feet, and the inhuman CRACKING that came from her tiny frame not only unsettled everyone like before, but it bothered all their headaches. She pushed part of her Jedi robe against her wounded head, and was thankful that she had not fractured her skull again; she lost count after thirteen…or was it six? 
“Oh get up, you big bunch of wussies,” chided Nadja, spitting at the bunch attempting to get their thoughts organized; of course out of all of them she had the most experience with fractured skulls. “What in DEE hell happen?”

Enothchild walked with a limp; his leg wasn’t hurt, it was just that his brain told him that in order for him to walk he had to walk with a limp. Very little blood dripped from the small gash in his bony forehead, but though his skin was tough and his bones thick his brain was still like all other brains; it rolled and bounced off the insides of his skull like anyone else’s. He noticed the faint light of day was much less than the hole suggested when they ran to it. One look through the opening told him immediately what that was so.
And he couldn’t stop chuckling. Of course Enothchild’s laughing was terrible, akin to large mammals dying. Nadja stumbled on over and asked, “What’s got you?” Enothchild pointed it out to her, and it took a moment for her to digest it.

Indeed the hole, from the surface to about two five feet down, was big enough to accommodate anyone, any Jedi at least, of any girth. It would allow for the classic Jedi tuck and roll, which was a head first dive, followed by a tucking maneuver to allow the upper back to take the landing impact, and finally a roll to a crouched position or even back to their feet. If it had been the aqueduct, the tuck and roll would have been the best option. But this wasn’t the aqueduct; it was pressure giveaway outlet, designed to transfer any air pressure build ups along the pressure-driven aqueduct out through its vents. When there was no pressure to release, the doors on the outlets were closed. When there was, the doors were open. The problem for the Jedi and Glace was that the door, like all the others, only opened a little as designed. Based on trajectory, the reduced width, and even if they had been running normally, any head on a head first dive was going to smack the blunt edge of the heavy, metallic hatch. The hatch was as thick as Nadja was tall; no one could have missed it. They were all lucky they had not snapped their necks.
Blood, the different colors representing the different species of the group, indicated where each one of them struck. The exception was Enothchild; he left a sizeable dent, to which Glace figured a small portion of that dent was caused by his own ribs. But that wasn’t what got Enothchild to laugh. Written boldly in bright yellow was this cryptic yet understandable -- under the circumstances -- warning: DANGER! LOW CEILING! HEAD BANGER!
Finally, Nadja got it, and she too began to laugh. The others didn’t get the laughter. Plo was too busy kicking Jury’s pants seat repeatedly….
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Finally, Nach got it and the biggest smile Juna had seen him expressed to date graced his stern features; so much was the smile that his sternness just vanished. Then it was slowly followed by, by the most humble of standards, the worst laugh Juna had ever heard.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 87.01)

Just as Dizzy and Muriel had reached their room in Rapier Manor with fresh new resolve, the two heard a Force awful noise in repetition. Because of the noise, the two of them looked to their data pads, and found Nach’s signal close to Juna’s signal.

“JUNA, NO!” Muriel shouted, running. Dizzy was fast behind her, just as worried as she was over Nach dying….

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

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 87.02)

Far away in a quite, private room on Rapier Manor’s fifth floor with a beautiful view of Rapier Estate stretching beyond the large, one piece glass window, Greta Culla had been recovering from her massive heart attack -- resting would have been a stretch, for the ailing Head of Household was chomping at the bit to get back to work, and had unwelcome commentary for her living in nurses. Greta couldn’t help it: the nurses, though good in terms in medicine, had no clue about proper domestic handling in such a prestigious and pristine household.
Greta stopped her critique when Nach’s laughter barely seeped in. She was unaware of the troubles that were on the ground floor, of all that was happening below her bed. She only remarked, recalling such a noise from years ago, “My word, Master Enothchild must have returned to the mansion. Either that or we’re having fresh manta ray for dinner.”

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

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 87.1)

Juna squinted as well as smiled as the loud, very horrible laughter came to a drawn out end; horrible, because no one, not even evil beings, should ever laugh like that; it was joyful, happy, but…
Juna vowed to never make Nach laugh again. She had thought Enothchild’s laugh was bad it didn’t compete with his father. It then occurred to Juna that Nach was Enothchild’s father. She knew where Enothchild got his laugh.

“That is mighty humorous,” joyfully stressed Nach, but unlike his words Juna could see he was very relaxed now. She even surprised herself when she didn’t think to take the ‘appropriate’ advantage of the situation -- appropriate, as in taking his life. There sparked in Juna a light she had not felt in quite a few days; making someone laugh seemed to disarm her anger, dull her dark edge.
“Your son was funny in his own little way,” said Juna. She continued onward in talking about Enothchild. Once she finished up the Mid Rim Conflicts, there wasn’t much more to explain, the doors to the library opened. She didn’t detect Dizzy’s and Muriel’s approach at all. Muriel’s shouts echoed throughout the expanse of the library. “Over here!”

A few more seconds passed, and then finally Muriel came sliding to a halt, panting and wide eyed, and then she noticed Nach was alive. Juna looked to the Vhinphyc and nearly laughed; this time the Vhinphyc was giving Muriel that look Juna had normally received.

“You’re alive!” exclaimed Muriel.
Nach just said plainly, “By the accepted definition of what life is I pray so.” Juna bit down her chuckles, but she couldn’t stop her heaving chest.
Muriel looked to her right, looked distantly and asked aloud, “You all right?”

Dizzy’s voice echoed across the Grand Library. “Just a cramp! Nothing serious! He alive!”

“Yes!” Then Muriel was running back to the doors. This time Juna was very concerned. She was up and looking towards the doors.

Dizzy was lying on the floor, but he was repeating over and over, “I’m pooped! That’s all! Pooped!”

Juna could sense the Sullustan, though old, was in good health; he had just ran further than he ever thought possible. She could understand why they reacted the way they did. Nach was standing behind her now, looking on with a slow head shake. He mumbled, “Humans. Sullustans.”
Not to Juna’s surprise, but to Nach’s, she said, “Really” in agreeing with his sarcastic critique; as if she wasn’t Human, or any more a Sullustan. Juna felt herself separated from former Human self; the label was once like her soft tan skin: it was gone, a more dreaded term replacing it to match her alluring and deadly form.

“He would have enjoyed this serial,” commented Nach as if he did know his son.

“He would have,” said Juna with an unturned nod. She realized that she had succeeded in some way in showing Nach who Enothchild was in life. She smiled at that, and turned around to face him. “Dizzy and Muriel, like all the people he really knew, loved him as he loved them.”

Juna looked back to see Muriel easing Dizzy back up to his feet. She laminated, “Enothchild had his detractors, but the handful of people he cared for in life outshone all those who hated him. He was content with the few friends and allies he had. Of the people whom he loved.” Dizzy flashed Juna a big thumbs up, which got a wholly amused Nach to shake his head again in mirth. “Dizzy and Muriel did just as much as I did to bring him back.”
Nach asked, “I do not comprehend.”

Juna realized that she had not gotten past the Mid Rim Conflicts. To illustrate the beginning of her point she tugged on her own black hair. She said, “The brown-gray hairs.”

Nach suddenly recalled and nodded slowly once. “His first wife and mate, Nadja Moranna.”

Nodding, Juna turned retrospectively away from him and walked back towards the loungers. She said, “She was dying slowly, caused by an incurable accident on her behalf. Enothchild refused his duties and attended to her every need to the day she died.” 
After all the years she heard the tale, after experiencing those events for herself, even the Sith Maiden had not gotten use to such undying, loving loyalty. She began to tear at the very thought of such devotion; even great men and heroes would have folded, to which Juna would have never faulted them if they had. Enothchild, so strong and always vital and -- until recently -- indestructible, had to watch someone he felt was better and stronger than him become so frail, so fragile, and so broken. The worst part about it was that he could do nothing to stop it. The very Force, to whom he used, to which was his ally, had taken Nadja Moranna away from him. As selfish as it might seem to many, the unselfish Enothchild Sarch only begged for the life of his wife. He had always taken what the Force had given him, and he understood the tragedies that were the Force, of life and of death and the indiscriminate ways that they truly were. Only once, that one time, he prayed the Force would make just one exception.

“The Longing took him,” Juna calmly wept out. She turned to Nach and wiped her face dry; deep, but sad, concern gave his face remorseful features. “It claimed him and made him walk away for a long time.” She cleared the croak in her throat. “I was mad at him that he had left the Jedi Order for me a few months ago. But after marrying him I finally realized that when Nadja died, he left the Order then. All that he had done with me, with the Vhinech, all that was just Enothchild answering to a power far greater than all the Masters of the Jedi Council, and it was just easier for him and everyone else to say it was a Jedi thing to do. Even when he told the others, even Master Yoda, he knew they would not understand. Nadja was the Order to him. Without her, all the Order was to him was a bunch of people who could use the Force and stand for principals that, more often than not, contradicted the feelings in Enothchild’s heart.”
Juna took some air to calm herself and then stressed, “Don’t get me wrong: he was destined to be a Jedi. He liked it. Nadja saved him from it in a way.” Nach craned in his head in confusion. “I dare say this: if anyone else, even Anka-Dee Sura” that made Nach frown just a little “had shown Enothchild the Jedi way it would have ruined him. He would not have even become the man he was.” Her certainty in that statement made Nach understand, and thus he did not defend Enothchild’s Jedi mother.

“Anyways, he saw me as a second chance,” said Juna. “He had to watch Nadja get sick and die. He had watched me die, come back, and be sick in darkness.” She wrapped her arms around herself. “He saw nothing more in me than what I could become, and so he wanted me, he needed me, to become this entity of good, of light not shadow. What I saw in him…”
She lifted her left hand up to stare at her ring finger. There, in the finger of the tight fitting gauntlet, she saw the bulbous indicator, where her simple gold wedding band currently was. She let her thumb rub against it futilely, wishing she could actually feel it, thumb to finger.

“And Dizzy and Muriel gave him caring friendship not Jedi related.” Juna abruptly ended the uncomfortable silence, getting back to her original point. “Voices of reason that he always had, but with those two the voices gained character. Those two would fight along side of him, and would do so because he would never ask.” Boldly she said, “He, like the rest of us are, was a great warrior.”
She looked to Nach, expecting him to disapprove in some way to the warrior analogy like he had to the Headbanger analogy; the Jedi, to a Knight, would argue that they were not warriors, and in Yoda’s own words ‘wars do not make one great’. On the other hand the Vhinphyc were as warrior approving as any species could claim. Nach himself held occupations of explorer and scientist, but those were jobs of consequence, not the exemplification of his spirit. Juna, however, applied the term in order to comprise all that Enothchild was into a word that would describe Enothchild best. Warriors, she had learned, did not always fight battles on fields in far off distant lands or bested Magus Prophet time and again. Warriors were not the creation of war; warriors were the creation and the living of life.

She watched the proud father slowly walk to one of the loungers and sat down to digest all that she had said. Juna could tell he was so touched and moved by her words. She went to him, and he did not flinch or show fear of her. And Nach did not object to her pulling his head towards her midriff. He didn’t do or say anything when she said, in Vhinphyckian, “[Come Papa your son’s here with you].”
Nach stoically choked his sob back, and he held his tears -- clear and blood -- back, but did he ever shake! Enothchild had looked so weak to Juna like Nach was now; any man, any man, had that point that once passed no amount of strength or means of standing were enough. Men died without their heart. There was no other truth than that. This man, this Vhinphyc, had only wanted the best life for the little piece of his heart that was his son. He wanted him to do so much more than he could ever have thought. He wanted what all fathers expected of their sons.
“To think,” Nach said, voice trembling, “I believed he had not done enough.”

Juna caressed Nach’s thick, graying hair with her right hand as she held his large head within the grasp of her left. She ignored all the enticements -- a tremendous struggle! -- of the Dark Side that enjoyed such deep sorrow. She would not allow the Dark Side to take and use this sadness! She silently swore it! The Dark Side did not like that, but all she could do was smile in defiance; she was its mistress, curse the slave if it did not like its mistress! The Dark Side did not like Juna thinking about Enothchild except in mourning and in the name of vengeance! Evil thoughts attempted to rationalize evil deeds based on evil reasons; Nach’s last remark could have been misconstrued if Juna never bothered to ask what he meant.
“I don’t understand,” said Juna, pulling herself away from him but only the length of her reach. How dare he say such a thing! On the other hand, Juna waited for an answer. The Dark Side did not like it that she waited for an answer.

Nach looked up at her with his sad expression, but there were hints of appreciation in his eyes; appreciation for the good deeds his son had done. “I had defined inspirations of him. Hopes you would call them.”

Juna said tenderly, “There is nothing wrong with that. All parents have hopes for their children. Dreams of their success.” She suddenly realized she was missing something; it went right back to her suspicions as to why Nach and Valk left Enothchild on Coruscant. She faintly saw and heard the previous visions she had of Nach with both Valk and Anka-Dee Sura; she remembered Anka-Dee telling them that she knew.

He is bluffing you! Juna heard the Dark Side in her own voice, in her head.

“I…should have not comprehended it so,” said Nach, standing up straight.

He is ditching you! Juna bit back a vocal shout at her own thoughts. The Dark Side did not like it that one of its own ignored it. The hunger pains returned, causing Juna to quiver.
Ignoring her Dark cravings, Juna did her best to hold straight still. She said, “Oh Nach, don’t do that to yourself.” She was losing the conversation; she did not know which way to go. The Dark Side told her the answer. She refused to take Nach’s life.

Nach did not pick up on her desperate attempt at concealing her physical instability. “I do believe I did choose right. I should have been clearer in my instruction.” He shook his head. “No. In my wishes.”

A pang of starvation caused her body to visibly shudder. She drew her arms around her and moved around considerably to hide it current outbreak of urges. “Wish? Did you wish for more for Enothchild? What more could you have wished for?” 

“A notion of silliness, I suppose,” said Nach, “that is why I did not wish it.”
A student of politics under the guidance of Muriel Thahada and a student of reading people under the guidance of Enothchild Sarch, Juna knew she was losing valuable conversation momentum because of her condition interfering. She couldn’t split her attention between her focus to control herself and keeping Nach talking. She enjoyed his company today, and she enjoyed talking to him, and they had made much progress between them that she could say they had a relationship. She was on the verge of destroying all the progress she had made with Nach. A fear gripped her: she feared she would not win his trust again if she suddenly had a spell of insanity.
The Dark Side hated true friendship. In the Dark Side no one had friends.

Juna was feeling the pressure of the Dark Side of the Force; it demanded that she do something to appease herself! She noted, after another quick turn around in her back and forth pacing, that Nach was beginning to eye her frostily again; not bad as before, but if she didn’t so something soon….
“MURIEL!” Juna, with her arms still wrapped around her body, ran back out to the main section of the Grand Library. At the doors, the red head was just about to leave when she stopped. To Juna’s undying great relief Dizzy came back in as well. “Oh Dizzy, thank the Force!” She clenched her legs together. “I really, really have to go! And this time I got to stack some wood!”

“Sure, Minx,” shouted Dizzy, holding up his data pad. “I’ll get you unlocked in a second!” He left, but Muriel was approaching Juna to escort her to the nearest bathroom; a secret room just a few feet away from the Grand Library’s main doors.
There was some truth to Juna’s request, but it was a convenient reason to excuse herself with losing all that she had gained from and with Nach. She looked to her Father-In-Law, smiled weakly, and said, “I’m so sorry. I tried to hold it while you talked-.”

Nach looked very apologetic and said, “Pardon me from ending; I have kept you from relief. It is very discourteous of myself to have kept you, a woman, so orally captive.”

Woman held orally captive? Oh man, Dizzy would be in humor heaven playing off of this guy thought Juna. The Sullustan had and always would have a dirty mind, and Nach, if left alone with Dizzy, would have been unintentionally pitching one liner material like helpless nunas to Dizzy the joke predator. Dizzy would repeated it over and over just to get Muriel’s blood pressure boiling, and then use her retorts just to get her really going! Of course, Dizzy enjoyed it when Muriel fretted: he said it made her boobs bounce just right. Even with Muriel’s memories Juna had yet to ascertain how -- it had to be guy thing.
Still, Nach’s remarks aside, she was dodging a significant kill shot. She said, pretending to dance in place, “You’re forgiven, really! I don’t think this counts as a serious offense against you, me, or Presence, do you?”

Nach tried not to smile. “I suppose not.” He looked at the large, stained glass windows and noticed the lack of bright glow. “I did, however, prevent you from rest. You have done so much.”
“I couldn’t sleep,” Juna just offered dryly. Muriel arrived, and Juna bit down her desire to rush her, tackle her, and absorb her. “Ah, good, please take me somewhere.”

“Sure,” said Muriel, and she noted Juna’s unease, and therefore took Juna’s armored hand carefully. “By the time we hit the stall you’ll be unlocked.”

Juna squeezed her hand, hoping desperately that Muriel understood what was going on. She couldn’t just blurt it out. This was going to give her time to regroup, and rest perhaps. A new idea struck her and she shouted, when she didn’t need to because they hadn’t left yet, “Dinner!”
Nach and Muriel looked at her curiously. Juna chagrinned a little and asked, “How about you and me have a…oh let’s call it a father-daughter dinner together? I want to talk to you some more. Oh please say yes.” Before Nach responded, she found herself muttering in Force hunger, “I’m famished.” She cringed a little, regretting she just said that…
Nach never caught the last sentence. “Surely, I would really enjoy that. I must confess that I have not eaten for a long while.”

Juna said, “The Longing does that to all of us.” She thought quickly. “In a few hours. My quarters.”

“Three hours be sufficient?” questioned Nach. “I…perhaps do the atmosphere a great injustice with the smell of my coverings.” Mostly it was animal skins, but they could see a some regular body clothing mixed in.

“That would be fine,” stressed Juna. She looked to Muriel and said, “Could you get some help for him?”

“I’ll arrange things,” assured Muriel. Juna’s body armor chimed a deactivation warning; Dizzy had a hold on it until he knew they were in the fresher station. “Oops, are egress cue.”

“Thank you and see you later,” said Juna in a rush. Nach gave her a small nod and his eyes spoke again of apology. Half way to the door, Juna turned her attention away and whispered, “Hurry.”

The look in Muriel’s purple eyes told Juna that she knew this was not about a toilet run. The red head could feel Juna’s Force turmoil about to explode. She whispered, “You did well back there. Showed a lot of control.”
“If you had left sooner you wouldn’t have had that opinion,” stressed Juna. Once outside the Grand Library she pulled herself away from Muriel, ran past Dizzy, and entered the private bathroom; practically a one room refresher stall with no shower. She locked the door from the inside, sat down, and spent a great deal of time doing her business and shaking with great pangs of hunger. The door in front of her, made of heavy marble that was engineered to open flawlessly to open with ease, was both sturdy and sound proof; none of her fist strikes against it made a sound loud enough for anyone to hear outside.

Finished with one aspect of her need for privacy, Juna cleaned herself up and did her best to collect herself, focus herself. It was so hard! Her body craved for power! She craved to unleash hell! She wanted people to be in pain! She licked her black lips at the very thought of making those who loved her with deep hearts cry! The anticipation of making Dizzy and Muriel beg for their lives as she slowly melted them down with her molten thoughts…

The Dark Side did not like her having friends she would not abuse. The Dark Side did not like her loving the late Enothchild Sarch even though her reasons for vengeance were based on his death. The Dark Side tried to tell her a more simpler cause. She had power, she was the most powerful being in all the galaxy, and by that right alone she should, and do so right now, rule the galaxy!
Juna drank some water straight from the faucet head. She breathed deeply, she forced herself out. She knew she had been in there for a while. She looked at Dizzy’s and Muriel’s face and asked, “How bad?” She had a feeling that things went amidst outside the stall because of her.
Dizzy shrugged his shoulders and cracked sarcastically, “Frostbite on the toes. Lightening chasing maids down the corridors. Stuff just down the hall here moving on its own.”

Muriel slapped the back of his head. “He’s joking Juna. None of that happened.” Then she added, “But you couldn’t miss it.” Meaning she felt everything. “Don’t worry; Nach went outside to the Garden of Mazes.”

Waving it all a way, Juna begged, “I want to get cleaned up.” Before anyone said anything, she added, “I’ll still wear the armor, I can’t trust myself, but I just need to feel cleaner and fresher. Is there some way we can do this?”

Muriel nodded and said to Dizzy, “The med ward has bounce shields in the shower stalls. They’re like deflector shields, but all they do is keep people with difficulty balancing from falling out and hurting themselves. Plus there’s a large air dryer in the stalls. You would be in and out in just minutes.”

“But Juna,” began Muriel, “do you want to be alone with Nach?”

Juna nodded, and then she looked at the two and said apologetically, “You two are all ready doing too much for me. I know I have been impossible.” She held up her hands to stop them. “And I’m sorry.”
“Damn it, Juna,” blushed Muriel, sniffling a little, “I just had a good cry an hour ago.”

“You two should have some sort of break, and this can be the last night you have,” said Juna sympathetically. She then said, “I’m so close to knowing the truth from him.”

“Did he say a lot,” asked Dizzy.

Juna found herself not wanting to tell them what she knew, and what they didn’t know, and what she didn’t want them to know. It was wrong, but she had to give her Dark self at least that privacy. “Not in so many words. But we made a connection. I’ll get the truth from him tonight.”

“One way or another,” asked Muriel.

Juna knew what she meant. But she broke Muriel’s heart when she did not answer the question. Juna just couldn’t make that kind of guarantee.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 87.2)

Juna’s time spent in the fresher station took up nearly an hour of the three hours she had stipulated to Nach. There was no rush; Juna just wanted to get cleaned up; she had no heart in her to throw a dress on over her prison, or mess with a hair style, and never did she ever wear makeup if she could help it. Both Dizzy and Muriel walked down with her to the Medical Bay, but it would only be Muriel that would attend to Juna’s showering; he was to wait outside with the controls. The household help, although well versed in protocol and had shown respect to those who had employed them, had mistaken Juna for Naressa quite a few times during the trip to the showers. None in Juna’s group corrected them; they just left the issue alone since no one was really going to ask questions.
The showers in question were left of the ward, up from the morgue. Juna stopped just outside the showers and appeared to the Arnes’ that she looked as if she was staring at the morgue. That was not the case at all.
“I need to see Casper,” said Juna after a few moments of contemplation.
“Are you sure?” asked Muriel, her disapproval very noticeable. They were only a few minutes removed from Juna having another Force hunger fit. The red head felt Juna’s entire struggle; though she never knew what passed through Juna’s mind she was smart enough to guess.
“Question is, is Casper sure?” Dizzy asked. The two women looked at Dizzy and wondered what he was driving at. “Well, I mean this is the first time he’s seeing Juna like this.”

“Dizzy, he all ready knows that she’s changed,” reminded Muriel. “He’s dealt with Naressa; he can probably guess what Juna looks like.”

“Sure,” said Dizzy with a shrug. “But you know, Red, I wasn’t prepared to see you in your birth wear all those years ago after we saved May from your dad.” He put his hands deep in his pockets after referring to the incident that occurred just after she had killed Mir Thahada to save Dizzy’s first ex-wife, Fednori religion Priestess Maynade Maymanno. “I mean, with that body armor of yours it wasn’t all that hard to imagine it. But you still had one little surprise under that poly carbonite.”

Muriel’s face color matched her hair -- not her gray streaks, her natural red hair color. Juna blushed, but instead of redness her white skin sported a gray tint; she knew what Dizzy was talking about. Juna had known about it, but she had never had the memory of that encounter playing and replaying in her head until she had copied some of Muriel’s memories. For what the Political Guardian had called ‘for fitting comfort reasons’, when it came to her wearing her body armor, Muriel made sure she kept every place shaved down to smooth skin.
Every place, every delicate, sensitive, private….
“Your point!” exclaimed Muriel, on the verge of purposely breaking Dizzy’s finger. She didn’t care which pinky finger. She really, really wanted to break one of his pinky fingers.
“I think he means to say,” interrupted Juna, clearing the chuckle from her throat, “that’s one thing to talk about it or know about it, but it’s a whole other creature when you see it. I agree; he should see me, and maybe I can albeit his need to contact the Council.”
“Sure was for me, another creature,” Dizzy quietly cracked wise, referring back to Muriel.
“I am so very close,” Muriel slurred out with clenched teeth, “to breaking your pinky finger.”

The Sullustan wisely kept his mouth shut and his hands in his pockets. Juna only smiled; she smiled because she enjoyed the scene, not because she enjoyed the feelings of anger from Muriel. Juna’s cravings, so far, had not returned. She calmly led them to Casper’s room, sensing where he was exactly.
The Padawan had been busy reading the files Juna downloaded to him, ever since Juna’s conversation with Nach had ended. Casper was not enjoying himself although the three friends outside his room thought he was based on how glued his eyes were to the data pad. A tray of food and drink was nearby, but like all the other times the nurse droid attempted to feed him Casper had just skipped the meals and turned to a new file.

“Such focus,” said Juna, and then she shook her head. Casper had tremendous focusing powers, but he focused too much on what was dead ahead of him. A responsible Jedi would have sensed Juna’s powerful approach long before she reached the Medical Ward. Casper was what many would call a ‘dogged researcher’; he wouldn’t give up on something if it was interesting or he wanted to prove it, right or wrong -- most right, and mostly he being right. Such dedication was admirable, but blinding.

Juna inhaled and got her emotions in order; anger still lead the way, but she kept it to a warming level, where it wasn’t too obvious when she spoke. She felt other emotions, but anger was seemingly always there, and it just took on other forms. She hoped -- too much -- that Casper would understand.
Exhaling, Juna entered the room with Dizzy and Muriel right behind. The married couple let out their own nervous exhales. Casper still never acknowledged their entrance. The nurse droid, however, did. “Lady Naressa, it is so nice to see you!” Casper lifted his head up to look, wide eyed in horror, but then he relaxed a little; only a little. “Please inform this sir that he must eat if he is to regain his strength and heal properly.”

“That’ll be all, Marjorie,” said Juna to the automation MJOR-E. The nurse droid cocked its blocky body to one side, obviously aware now that she was not Naressa. “You’re dismissed.”
The droid floated away to wait outside the room. Casper set the data pad on the serving table and sat up a bit straighter. He took note of Juna, took note of her body armor. Juna turned around after the droid left. She took in Casper and understood that he still had trepidation. This was going to be tough even without her falling. Realistically Juna liked Casper, and he was a strong ally and very smart, but they weren’t friends. Ironically it was because Casper was so much the Jedi; friendly, but one who doesn’t get attached to friendships.
On the dressing table far away laid what was left of Casper’s clothes, boots, and utility belt; Muriel had wisely stored his lightsaber, along with Juna’s weapon, in the Deep Armory, under Dizzy’s tricky lock and key system. Everything else on Casper’s belt had little use for full fledge escape. Muriel never bothered with the platinum sphere, slightly bigger than her fist, tucked inside of the heavy packs. She never noticed that it was vibrating when she peered at it, or when she visited Casper after he had awakened.
With Juna right in the room, Xulm continuously vibrated; the vibrations were not just for detection purposes, as Casper thought. Xulm was drawing on Juna’s presence for strength. With the belt settled neatly on Casper’s clothing the vibration was not heard. It was not completely silent from detection. Juna felt great oddities in the room, but passed it off as other things such as her focus on controlling herself and Casper’s clear apprehension. Never did they ever expect that the object commonly referred to as the Sithian Language Ball was Xulm, was more than just a way to learn languages.
“So,” Juna hem hawed out, not quite comfortable with talking, “how are you feeling?”

Casper was just as uncomfortable as Juna was. Dizzy was absolutely correct in his point and the Sullustan couldn’t help to give his wife a knowing look; she saw it, but she ignored him. Knowing that Juna fell hard was one thing; seeing how far she had fallen was quite another. A million more questions blinded Casper for a few moments, which defeated Juna’s nervous attempt at a smile. She was a growing a little agitated by his expression, his lack of response.
“Better than most badly wounded prisoners I had ever met,” remarked Casper, his best response under the circumstances. It was his honest opinion, and last Casper checked Juna was reputedly a fan of the truth.
Juna really had no easy answer for that one. “Well, with the Force you’ll be healed in no time.” She smiled a little, and thought about approaching the bed, but instead she gripped her hands together. She then pointed to his data pad. “What do you think?”

“About?”

“What I gave you?” Juna pointed at the data pad and fought down her urge to yell ‘idiot’ after saying, “The information I gave you.”

Understanding, Casper nodded and said, “It’s…informative.” Ugh, that was so bad he thought. He just couldn’t get things out of his mouth clearly at the moment. The Sith Maiden was not making it easy for him.

“I didn’t want to leave you out,” stressed Juna diplomatically. “You were a part of the whole looking into this last year. Your opinion is just as valid as ours.”

“It is?”

Juna smirked and joked, “For a ‘wounded prisoner’, yes.” Ugh, that was so bad she thought. She just couldn’t get things out of her mouth clearly at the moment. The Padawan Learner was not making it easy for her.

She thought again for a while, and then said, “I…have changed, as you can see.”

“I can see,” said Casper. Suddenly, with that glaring factoid out of the way he found words to put together. “I can understand why you won’t let me contact the Council. Droids have better recognition than we…” He stopped because he was about to say Humans. Somehow, by his gut only, he only knew of two Humans in the room; himself and Muriel. Dizzy was a Sullustan. Juna was what her mother was. “Better recognition than any of us.”
Juna smirked at that; Casper shook his head; he couldn’t believe how exact Juna was to Naressa. Perhaps not in voice, but physical demeanor and characteristics were the same. His biggest problem would be what counted the most; the inside.
“Do,” began Juna, hesitating a little because of uncertainty and a little frustration, “you still think my Mother had anything to do with Hapes, or Duro for that matter?”
Casper did not want to answer. He had to; Juna was asking a question based on merit, and from what he had read so far there was a lot of doubt raised about Hapes. Duro was settled by Plo Koon before Casper, Enothchild, and Ros had gone to Tatooine…
Suddenly Casper stiffened at the mere thought of Tatooine. His apprehension now had tremendous merit. He remembered what he had told Muriel, what he did, on how insistent he was that they go to Tatooine. Juna had fallen to the dark side when Enothchild died, he was certain of that. Ros did not want to go, and if Casper hadn’t sided with Enothchild there might had been a different outcome. It finally dawned on him that Muriel had not told Juna what he had said earlier about it being his fault.
Then again, he didn’t know what they knew. But Casper, unbeknownst to him, was right the first time; Muriel had not told Juna what Casper accepting blame for what had happened.

“I….eh.” Casper’s mouth went very dry. Juna looked at him, looking very patient but in reality was becoming a little peeved with Casper’s slow responses. For a second Casper imagined Juna in the throes of anger. For longer than a second Casper was genuinely afraid. “Master Plo…had cleared your mother for Duro. In fact,” he thought very quickly, trying to decide if his answer was going to set him free, or at least get him a transceiver, “we went to Tatooine because a Hutt slave had went to the Jedi Temple and had a piece of torn fedarok leather. The slave, before she had died, said it was from Magus Prophet. Obviously, having seen Faith wearing the fedarok, I think we can guess she did Duro.”
The other three in the room looked to each other in some surprise and nodded to each other in agreement. Muriel had heard Casper tell some of what had happened, but a lot of the details were missing; now it made sense to them.

Casper thought quickly. “Plo was to lead an arrest operation to Tatooine from Tynna. Muriel did tell me that they were attacked. W-What is the latest on that? Do they know who did it?”
“We don’t have any back channels into that,” said Muriel. “We know what everyone else knows: through the media.”

Juna heard a name in the Winds of the Force. It wasn’t a Hutt name, nor was it any name she knew. She mumbled the name quietly. “Vesgevi.”

“What’s that, Minx,” asked Dizzy, hoping Juna was not about to go on another dark side inspired tangent. Muriel only heard a little, even though she was closer to Juna than Dizzy. Once again Dizzy’s superior hearing heard it all.

“A name came to me,” said Juna distantly. “As it relates to the bombing. At least I think I just heard…” She saw how Casper was looking at her. She didn’t quite like his look. She just didn’t. “What?”

Casper sighed and said, “Nothing.” In truth that wasn’t so. He noted the increase of glow in her eyes during that tumultuous moment. Oddly Casper had more trouble sensing her until she had that uncontrolled display of power. So close and knowing her Casper should have felt her cold presence pretty easily. He quickly and quietly observed the other two; Muriel in particular, the Force sensitive Arnes. She didn’t appear to be shivering, or shrinking, in Juna’s presence. He didn’t like this at all, and he found himself not wanting to just talk.
“Don’t tell me ‘nothing’,” seethed Juna. “You are transparent in your need to observe.” Her anger meter began to rise as she gestured around. “Please. Child. Share with the class!”

The condemnation was a sharp stick that Casper did not tolerate, even in his bad position. He found calm before he continued on a wiser course. “My Lady, please. You have had so many tragedies in your life-.”
“Really?” asked Juna condescendingly. “Mentally raped, physically tortured, brutalized, father butchered, mother thought dead, husband deceased: Hmmm, yes, I can see how I have so many tragedies in my life. We all have them: get to the point.”
Casper held his hands up and said, “Please, you came here for good reason, and I think I know why.” He had a pretty good idea, but he wasn’t certain if it was true. He went with it; he had nothing else. “I want to help you.”
Juna appeared to calm, but she held suspicion. She crossed her arms in front of her. “Really?”

Nodding, Casper continued. The words just kept coming from his heart; an usually place for such words to emerge from in a Jedi; normally the wrong place. “With all due respect, Juna, these events in your life have both clouded your judgment and in accumulation have led to your fall from grace.” Juna turned her head just a little. Muriel attempted to tell Casper to shut up with her eyes, widening them insistently. Dizzy tried, but his eyes were always too big. “Both conflict each other and both are preventing you from healing.”

When she said nothing, Casper continued. “I want to help you find your way out of darkness. Enothchild never wanted you to give in to the dark side. He fought so hard for you. If there was one reason to give him great respect it was his efforts to keep you sane, and good.” He gestured towards Dizzy, and then Muriel first. “They were there last year, when I confronted King Veruna. I stuck up for you.

“Yes, I didn’t think you should have been given the chance to be a Jedi. That didn’t mean you were any less than me, or Ros, or Enothchild, or even Yoda. I know you to be a purveyor of right, a defender of good and an aggressor against evil. Like so many you had a calling that required no Jedi commitment. I would like to think your husband loved you because of that. That was why he went so much out of his way for you.”
This time Muriel was making a slashing gesture with her finger across her throat. Dizzy was pulling his ears, but his attention was pulled away by the vibrating noise on the counter…

Juna stood very still, and appeared very stoic. She was anything but still and stoic on the inside.

Casper never caught the hint to stop talking. “I admire you for you keep your word. Not many can say that, but you can because you do.” He put his hand to his heart. “You know me to keep my word.” He took a moment and chose his word carefully. “On my word to you, I promise to cure you of your darkness. I promise I will do everything I can to clear your mother’s name. Please, let me talk to the Jedi Council, to Master Yoda. I promise, I swear I will do all I have mentioned. Please, while we still have time.”

Muriel stopped long ago trying to shut Casper up. She put her hands together like she was about to pray; she was praying Juna didn’t go on another rampage. A simple chat had just become a sermon that was completely unnecessary. If it had been necessary, Muriel would have given the very same speech days ago. Muriel was trained in psychology and knew Juna just as well as Enothchild did, and she knew when it was the proper time to prod Juna. This was not that time or the place.
Dizzy stopped heading for Casper’s clothing. He still heard the vibrating, but when Casper stopped talking he stopped giving Xulm his full attention. The vibrations were drowned out by short fits of snickering.

Juna had lowered her head, and slowly she began to snicker, then chuckle, and laughed a little. She raised her head and spoke with a smile that ended in a condemnation sneer. “Oh you are such an appeasing, lying little coward!”
“Juna, no, I’m not lying to-,” started Casper. He was sincere enough to Juna; he wasn’t lying what he swore to do, but he did it out of desperation. It was all ready too big for them to handle before he read Juna’s information. It had gotten far too big since.

“Shut up!” Juna took a step forward to yell at him. Muriel jumped and thought about grabbing Juna, but she stopped when Juna had stopped. “Just…you shut up! You are nothing more than a ball-less man! You dare think you knew why Enothchild loved me? You dare! YOU DARE!” 
Juna’s eyes glowed brighter. She came right to the point. “You want to help me! Heal! That’s why I came to you! I want you to heal, stand and fight by my side! Avenge Ros Ofcheck and Nue Cadabel and Enothchild Sarch! Prevent the deaths of billions in the name of justice and peace! But don’t you ever dare look me in the eyes and pretend you know who I should be and tell me what I should do!”
Juna strained herself, fought herself back, but raised her hand and brought her fingers together. Casper found his throat constricting. He couldn’t breathe, and his body began to lift out of the bed. “I am so tired of others looking at me like I am a FREAK!”

Muriel shouted, “No Juna!”

“QUIET!” Juna was quick then to say, “So help me, Coward, if you mention Enothchild’s name again I will unleash demons! I will unleash demons upon you that you’ll never want to face!” 
Juna released the choke hold before it went too far. Casper collapsed in bed, sweating and gasping and coughing, throat sore and neck swelling and vertebrae unlocking. Juna wasn’t done; on purpose she spun around and let her hand punch the top of Casper’s toes on his injured foot. Casper’s cry of pain was stopped by a gagging fit.

“JUNA!” yelled Muriel in total disapproval. She was quick to Casper’s foot and saw no new damage visibly; internally could have been a different story.
Juna ignored the others and said on her storming departure, “Fricking child killer!” 
Casper had heard that comment Juna had made, and that stopped his breathing just as much as the choke hold had. Last year the Padawan Learner faced a crisis of Jedi judgment that questioned whether or not he should continue. During the fast paced and all out Sleeping Vhinech rebellion on Sullust, the Force directed Casper to blindly protect himself from an unseen shooter. One of those deflected bolts found their way back to the shooter, a Sleeping Vhinech-Sullustan boy. The boy, only seven, was under full genetic control with no cure, no way to snap him out of the programming. Once any Sleeping Vhinech was awakened there was no stopping them save for death. Many of the Republic’s leading scientists have made that conclusion. The Jedi Council saw nothing wrong in Casper’s actions; he had to do what had to be done.
But not even the Council’s own conclusions and Master Yoda’s words of assurance had ever swayed Casper from the guilt of it. Casper had seen it as failure, one of a series of failures he experienced beginning with Sullust. Failures the Reverend Onus Nightshade had warned him about. He thought he could handle the past after his epiphany on Tatooine, but never had anyone called him a child killer before. His confidence shattered, it was easy for the medical droids to tend to him.
Dizzy stopped Muriel before she left to go after Juna and shook his head adamantly. She agreed with his thought, but he said it anyways, “I may stick by her, but I’ll be damned to help her right now after what she just did.” With that being said, Dizzy ensured that Juna’s armor was still locked, and then he stowed his data pad and crossed his arms.
Muriel went to Casper’s side as the medical droids attended to him. The med droids clearly detected his distress from being choked. He looked at her, and she saw so great remorse in his blue eyes. Muriel knew he was just starting to cry because of what Juna had just said. The young man, though sometimes irritable, did not deserve what Juna had called him. She couldn’t find the right words to express an apology, but with a fire in her gut the red head silently swore to Casper that not letting Juna get cleaned up properly was only the beginning of Juna’s soon coming misery. It was about time for Juna to relearn what respect was.
Juna headed right for the showers, and she got started without the Arnes’. She just turned the water on and let it drench her and the body armor. She spent a great deal of time alone in there, punching the walls, wishing each punch would hurt, wishing the wall was Casper’s face. She had to live with just crippling his psyche.

She smiled at that. She smiled wicked gladly that she put him in misery.

She wanted to do it again. It would be funnier, though, if she were to wait and have Casper speak again. However, there was someone else she had to torture tonight.
