13 DAYS (CHAPTER 93.0)
The Gymnasium was perhaps one of the least visited essential rooms in Rapier Manor’s long and storied history. Located underground behind the Hanger Bay, its one way downward slope from the West Wing North Ground Floor, Juna entered the vast, tall chamber with very little recognition of the place; she had only been to it once, just to show Enothchild where it was years ago. Like the Medical Bay it was very well lit and very white and very well equipped, but unlike Medical Bay the place and equipment, some very outdated by modern standards, saw no use. The Gymnasium was a part of the original plans to the mansion as Canus Rapier wanted every room for every subject that could be envisioned with rooms for new subjects to occupy in the future. Unfortunately as the head busts and family portraits revealed in the center of the known Rapier Manor universe the Walls of Vision not all were tall and skinny like Bendian Rapier was, betraying the reality that having it all did mean not using it. If self-image was a virtue, then in Rapier Clan history it was a virtue unpracticed. Then again, every Rapier had a good excuse for neglecting exercise.
Juna held such an excuse other than the fact she possessed the purest genetics in the galaxy. The demands of office, of responsibility, of relevance and place in the order of society took up nearly every light second in a day. Reflecting back during the latter years of her Royal Administration, Juna understood that being a Rapier did mean she was never going to have what everyone else considered a childhood even if she wasn’t an ambassador and the Queen of Naboo. Even with the ability of making time figuratively at her command, Juna had to think of the people first and always first, in politics and in business. She firmly believed that her Rapier ancestors were just as doomed as she was, and often in depressed states with no way to express an outlet gluttony and sloth surely ruled them as forms of leisure and pleasure and escape. Of course that was the lightsaber that was power with conscious, and no one pitied those who suffered who possessed such power.
As she crossed the smooth floor with the traditional running track orbiting the entire room, Juna crossed it with such grace and natural athleticism that many women self-conscious of their bodies would kill for. Unbeknownst to those critics that suffered the indignation of wishing and never receiving while Juna matured was Juna’s own feelings on her beautiful body. She had known she would never be a little girl forever, and having Enothchild there waiting for her in her adult body made the wait agonizing for Juna. But maturity would begin late and quick for Juna, and when it did happen she was face to face with men privately leering her tall form, her curves, and her naturally plentiful breasts; she went so far as to had extra train and covered to her Royal Dresses to hide her cleavage and disguise her buttocks. Being told that she had a natural allure that was Force enhanced only told her that it made everyone look at her with animalistic desires; a chilling idea when she had figured Magus Prophet’s primitive desire to mate her. Today, none of that scared her: in fact, Juna found herself proud of her overwhelming body; it was a formidable weapon that could be used in so many ways.
Physically fit above the average for years, Juna did the fighter pilot’s routines as much as possible, but had relied more on meditation with the Force than with regular, or semi-regular, or whenever-possible exercise. Jedi training of the body with the mind, never separate for it should never be, were righteously intense as mind and body were challenged. Though the Jedi, supposedly, never thought much about the shell of their bodies, they weren’t stupid: fat, out of shape Jedi cannot outrun evil. The Force obviously enhanced physical ability when applied, but as Juna could attest in her fight with Magus Prophet last year it only enhanced what was there on her body. Invoking the Spirit of Enothchild to match Prophet’s physical strength did more harm to Juna than good, she knew having survived that mistake; her natural body did not know the difference, and so burned her energy stores as if she was Enothchild Sarch, a four hundred pound, massively powerful Vhinphyc. She was a shuttle wreck of damage before Magus Prophet had damaged her.
One woman Juna knew never viewed her natural body with contempt was the woman who was stretching out her body in such a contorted matter her black ‘skin’ added to effect of Muriel Thahada Arnes looking so alien. Muriel held strong feminist views once, but even back then the red head was very conscious of her lethally honed body. Her muscular but lean body had purpose, had reason to be on her short, unassuming, female frame, but Muriel desired to always look like a woman. The Order of Guardians was not a male’s only club, but men outlasted women trainees by an eight to one ratio; in Muriel’s graduating class, she the lone female bested the surviving three males. As such as it was, Muriel associated with men during that time, as did her female instructors; therefore it was easy for a girl becoming woman like Muriel to feel as if she was losing her feminine identity.
Muriel’s back was turned to Juna as she Muriel stretched her right leg to the side, bent to the right, clutch her ankle, and then slowly pulled it all to her left as far as possible. Juna was impressed at Muriel’s un-Force backed flexibility, a flexibility that took Muriel years to gain and years since to maintain. It was at this thought Juna forgot her thoughts, forgot all other things that clouded her mind, forgot why she was there.

Juna desired to train Muriel to use the Force.

For years Juna had been Muriel’s learner and advisor as well as her best friend and figurative big sister. Muriel had shown her politics, taught her the law and the importance of tradition, and had also showed her some physical techniques to defend herself. Having absorbed some of Muriel, Juna knew that Muriel’s wealth of fighting knowledge was just as vast as the preverbal Rapier Manor bank vault. Juna also knew that Muriel had good mental flexibility, and had the work ethic to learn new, difficult things if she chose to pursue them. 

Muriel used the Force instinctively, never with focused intent but Juna knew she could learn to. She was by no means strong in the Force, but Muriel had shown that Force users that should wipe the floor with her lose to her relentless, painful, and lethal fighting ability. A combination of the fighting and the enhanced abilities of Force usage would make Muriel one hell of a deadly woman.
There was her Darkness to also consider.

Juna licked her lips on that, as if she desired to taste that fruit but also at the prospect of showing Muriel how Dark and evil she could become. There was, as Juna could see and smell and feel and practically taste, a considerable wealth of malice, of cruelty, of malevolence that was held back by Muriel’s sense of justice and the need to do right and her love for her husband and friends. There was also another line thought, of how Muriel did not want to become like her assassin father, the infamous Mir Thahada who killed for money and killed for no reason. Muriel’s struggle was not so different than the struggle Juna once had with denying the Dark Side. Juna viewed her self struggle as worthless now. Somehow, some way, she had to show Muriel that her struggle was not worth it, that there were glories in embracing that rich Darkness within her. All the possibilities….Juna were so fidgety thinking about it Muriel finally realized she was not alone.
Calmly, Muriel slowly stood up from her contorted position. “Well, why are we all smiles?”
Juna shook her head and lowered the corners of her mouth subtly. “No reason.”

“Liar,” said Muriel, so focused and so casually. She just turned on her heels and said, “Come on: your ass kicking awaits over here on the tumble pads.”

Juna followed and found herself both amused and serious because Muriel was damn Guardian serious. The tumble pads embedded in the floor owned a one hundred by one hundred square between the leg pumpers and the whip slings, between the wrestling mat and cross blocker ring. Tumble pads were a bit softer than the regular mats, which allowed for full velocity throw downs with less fear of bone-shaking impacts. Despite the Saberhide body armor’s invincibility there were still actions, movements, and certain types of impacts that could still cause damage to the body; though the tightness of the armor prevented some of the simpler acts of hyperextension and dislocation, it did not completely eliminate it.
In the middle of the tumble pads, Muriel turned and faced Juna. She said, “Full close” in her wrist computer, and her helmet sealed closed the only exposed part of her body, joining all the armor together to create an air tight tomb of protection. The gill vents under the helmet’s long flaps opened to allow Muriel to breathe outside air; internal air, in the case of foul atmospheres, were built into the helmet but were short in volume supply, at least five minutes worth of breathable air.
Muriel said, “I know how imprisoned you feel right now, but we are not doing this unless I tell Dizzy to activate your face mask.”

Juna regarded Muriel in some amazement because she was still not entirely use to her new eyes. The face mask and helmet just became less solid, but not completely missing and she could see Muriel’s facial expressions and eyes. To Juna on this it was interesting: she could use the Force, and Muriel would not lay a threatening hand on her. With her Sith Maiden eyes she could see the red head wanted this badly. Perhaps it was a little bit of Muriel’s Darkness wanting to see if she could best her superior. Juna just had to bring that out of her.
“Very well,” said Juna with a nod. Muriel got a hold of Dizzy after a few attempts were made to wake him up, and a few seconds later the face mask slithered from their housing folds and over Juna’s beautiful face. The eye ports were very thin and very loosely molecular version of Saberhide, allowing the wearers to see with a tinted view; optical enhancers not part of the armor could be attached to the eye ports. Juna, after a moment of adjustment, saw the world again perfectly as if she wasn’t wearing the face mask, and could still see Muriel’s damning determination.
“So, how are we-,” began Juna, and she ended it when Muriel whipped a whacking, leading right hand that she blocked. Muriel followed it with a left driving knee up the middle that Juna couldn’t block. Juna took it, but that arm she blocked locked her and the Guardian hip tossed Juna.

Juna rolled and was up on her feet, and snapped an uppercut left that forced Muriel back from attacking. Muriel drove a double knife edge to either side of Juna’s neck that never hurt Juna, but what it did was make Juna flinch, made her momentarily forget that she wore protection and thus reacted. Muriel changed her hand positioning to catch Juna’s arms, and delivered a head butt. The face mask never gave, but the action still caused it to ding Juna’s nose enough to make her eyes water and stumble back.

Muriel then ran low, hooked her right arm between Juna’s legs, snapped her body backwards, and drove Juna up and over and into a compacted body slam. Muriel was up quickly, ready to strike, and when Juna slowed to get to her hands and knees the red head did not hold back. She drove her foot right into Juna’s protect face, lifting her off the pads.
Juna was rolling back to her hands and feet again, and on instinct she snapped herself erect as Muriel’s follow up leg kick nearly connected with her face again. Based on position, Muriel threw a reverse elbow that Juna blocked with both hands, and then another elbow. Then Muriel coiled her arm around Juna’s neck from the same position and arguable pulled her around in a tumble. Muriel attempted to crimp Juna’s neck across her arm…

Juna collected herself on the horse collar control move and smartly drove her knee into Muriel’s face mask. It stood Muriel up, and Juna unleashed the same leg into a straight up kick that went over her shoulder to kick her friend in the face again.

Muriel caught the leg, stepped over Juna’s head, and suddenly sat down. Juna was pinned under Muriel’s sitting butt on her face, and then Muriel underhook the offending leg and forced Juna’s thigh up while putting her weight on Juna’s angle downward, putting offending pressure on Juna’s right knee.

The pain only building and not overwhelming, Juna proceeded to access the memories she had absorbed from Muriel to figure out a countermeasure and fight her on uneven terms. She felt Muriel course through her body, and with revelation she just hooked her arms around Muriel’s waist and rolled. The roll made Juna stand up, and suddenly she dropped her left leg across Muriel’s neck. Muriel let go, which caused Juna to stumble forward, giving her time to stand up.
The two stood in a ready position for a few seconds, and at the same time the came in on each other. Juna ran through a series of moves Muriel herself enjoyed to employ, fisting and arms flying towards the head to get the head to jerk or make her screw up. Right, left, right, left, right, left, right, up and down, side to side, they went and switched position just to get better angles on one another. As Juna continued on, she realized she was going just as fast as Muriel was. She could go faster, and she did.
And then Juna was stumbling and falling on her back from a spinning heel kick. In that one moment switching from Muriel to herself Juna lost some steps, and Muriel just got the kick in. From her seated position, Juna noted the bit of surprise on Muriel’s hidden face. She also noted that Muriel was not resting.

Juna nipped up, Invoking the Spirit of her friend, and matched Muriel in a series of hand to hand combat moves for the next five minutes. They traded connects that caused stumbling. They managed to one up each other in throws and slams. They continued on a clipping, blistering pace for that length of time that was very impressive.
Just suddenly, Muriel was on Juna’s arm and both were falling down. It was a simple arm breaker, and Muriel had Juna’s fingers bent back to add pressure to the wrist, and the legs controlled the arm. Switching tactics quickly, Juna thought quickly as the pain began to set in building up to the breaking of her arm. The first entity for strength that came to mind was Magus Prophet.
Muriel just watched her hand be forced back, and she couldn’t loosen her locked fingers from Juna’s squeezing fingers. It was just amazingly scary, Juna thought, how even leverage was not enough to stop the natural strength of Prophet that coursed through her body. Juna rose, pushing Muriel’s legs back, and then Juna let go of Prophet’s Spirit, grabbed one of the legs, and twisted Muriel’s left foot.

Muriel spun around the twist and used her free leg to kick Juna off. She nipped up, and when she turned Juna just floored her with a clothesline. Muriel, stunned, had the presence of mind to apply a reverse arm bar and attempt an reverse arm breaker. Juna, however, stood up to break it and gave her friend a good Gungan stop on her sternum. Muriel then egg beater her legs between Juna’s legs and tripped the Sith Maiden easily in the tangle pile.

Again, both came up at the same time, both at ready.

Both came again, only this time Juna’s moves were the ones she knew, the ones Muriel had taught her. Only this time they were enhanced with Force.

Juna overwhelmed Muriel in seconds. As much as the Guardian could anticipate the attacks she couldn’t keep up with the pace that she could not see. In two seconds, Muriel was three moves behind and every second that past she was three more. She threw whatever she could, and the connections Juna made just made them useless. Juna could have ended the assault, but she felt Muriel needed to be spanked. There was a desire to just best Muriel, even kill her, but they did not trump the feelings before that Juna wanted to show Muriel how to use the Force. And so, she kept the fight going on purpose, slowing down enough for Muriel to keep up. Whenever it appeared Muriel was ready to execute a throw, a body slam, an attempt to apply a submission hold Juna accelerated her basic attack or countered with whatever Muriel tried to do.
After half an hour, Juna was amazed Muriel kept going. There were stops, but the stops were oh so brief and varied and sometimes because Muriel had to remember how to get out of a predicament when Juna applied a hold. Juna was growing bored of the fast paced exercise, but Muriel’s determination was enough to continue Juna’s enthusiasm. With the Force, Juna’s breathes were not as labored as Muriel’s, but Muriel only showed the slightest of slow down. A warrior could not sustain such pressure, no matter how well she was conditioned.

Muriel showed fatigued with a sloppy left, right combination that Juna caught. She had Muriel’s arms pretzel by the thumbs. Juna thought to end it several ways -- maliciously would have been to crane the arms to snap Muriel’s arm at the left elbow -- but Muriel said, “SEAL!”
Juna’s gill vents closed and sealed tightly. She let go of Muriel’s arms when she did not hear the onboard emergency air supply activate. She was only breathing in her own sweat, and whatever air was still trapped inside.
“Muriel,” started Juna, but like the beginning of the fight Muriel just unleashed a kick to Juna’s face. This time, Juna felt blood trickle from her nose after impact. Muriel was on her like a spit fire, not showing any slow down, kicking her fighting up a full gear. Juna, meanwhile, matched Muriel at the beginning.

But then Juna began to wane. She could not get any air, and all she was doing was sucking back in carbon dioxide. It was not funny, the exercise was not amusing anymore to Juna. Muriel just kicked her solidly on the back of her leg to collapse her.

Juna forced herself to focus and Invoked Prophet again. She stood right up, took some crippling shots on her joints without flinching. She brutally grabbed Muriel by the arm and whipped her like a whip, cracking her on the ground. No sooner was the action complete, however, Juna was stumbling and her Sith Maiden vision faded into normal vision.

Muriel struggled to get up from the impact, but Juna was wheezing for air so badly she could not take advantage of Muriel’s plight. Muriel did not attack right away when she regained her feet. She ran quickly over the edge of the padding, lifted up a spot in it, and pulled out a solid black metal pole. Juna could barely see through the eye ports of her mask, did not sense the pole until Muriel swung it. Juna tried to block it with raised forearms, but Muriel’s swing was just faster than Juna’s body starving for air.

WHACK! Juna’s head nearly spun of her neck.

WHACK! Juna’s head went the other way.

WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! Juna was heading for the ground, on her back, and she landed hard to jar her neck.

“Unseal!”

Before Juna passed completely out fresh air filled her nostrils as the grill vents opened. She turned over slowly to breathe…

Juna’s right arm was pulled back evilly, locked between Muriel’s legs, and with her head tucked between Muriel’s left arm and back, Juna’s neck was ratcheted back and she suffocated….

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

It was years ago, in another place and in another body, a small body, a boy’s body. Before the demon seedling Prophet, deep in the bowels of the Project of the Maternal Prophets, was his cloned mother assuring him it was going to be all right. All mothers had that ability to chase away a child’s fears with their smile. Mothers, like the cloned Presence, held that advantage over their children, an advantage so easy to exploit. Prophet was like any other child then, too young and stupid to realize that he was being conned by such an assuring smile. But a child always believed their parents, and a child always believed their mother out of the duo. 
Moments later, the rest of the clones of Presence would stage a coup that put their Vhinphyc captors in a bind in how to stop them. One of the pregnant clones raced for the installations reactor core. Minutes later, young Prophet was buried by the explosion….
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Juna heard herself coughing, and it took several seconds later to realize her coughing was not echoing inside a helmet or behind a face mask. Juna opened her eyes and could see the ceiling of the Gymnasium. It took a few more seconds for her Dark senses to detect Muriel, whose emotional pain over what she had done was very minimal. Aggravating to Juna was the fact it was not an act of malice that came from Muriel’s Darkness.
“If you’re smart,” said Muriel very uncaringly, breathing quickly but not so haggardly, “don’t get up.”

Juna crossed her eyes on that one: I’m in no shape to get up! Her neck throbbed terribly against the collar of her armor. Her brain was vibrating, courteously of those repetitive whacks from the Saberhide fighting pole Muriel had diabolically planted under the padding; her thoughts even vibrated.
Muriel appeared, kneeling down and placing her left gauntlet hand over Juna’s masked face. After a long time she read the readings on her wrist computer. “Damn,” she looked at Juna with some disgust, “no concussion, and no further brain damage.”

“Why don’t you hit me while I’m down?” asked Juna sarcastically. She was getting a little upset, and it was easy to, with Muriel’s honest feelings at the moment. Muriel didn’t give a shit about her!
Muriel just flashed her eyes. “Because then that would be disrespectful.”

“HA!” Juna reached for Muriel, expecting Muriel to take her hand to help her up. Instead Muriel stood up and walked away. 
The Sith Maiden sat up and for a few moments locked up; her head was swimming, and her neck just killed her, and for whatever reason she could not explain right yet she could not feel her pelvis, her ass, or her belly button. Juna conceded to just propping herself up, which ironically that literal point of view was not just meant for her physical action.

“I got you good there,” remarked Juna as Muriel proceeded to pick up her things; the pole laid right where she had left it. “You must admit I was good.”
“Yeah, you’re good all right,” said Muriel, turning and facing Juna with her stuff and Juna’s helmet tucked under her arm. “You were good.”
Juna’s eyes narrowed. “I’m getting a little tired of your shortness with me.”

Nodding, Muriel said, “So are we.” Juna craned her head, wincing as her neck complained. “I mean you being short with me and Dizzy.” She was as frosty as Juna had ever known her to be. Those purple eyes were practically icicle daggers all the while Muriel rudely engaged her in this conversation. “We love you, but we’ll be damned if we let you just use us and walk all over us as if we’re nothing to you. I’ve think we have long earned respect from you.”
“Mur-.”

“Shut up, no more talking from you.” Muriel’s finger was up in a threatening way, reminding Juna that she could kick her back into unconsciousness in a few steps. “You’re disrespecting me, my husband, and Casper probably the only friend we have left outside our little circle. Nach I could care little for because you’re right, he’s lying, but I’m thinking after a while he’s going to be feel disrespected too and just leave.”

“Where’s-,” began Juna, but Muriel looked ready to strike her. Juna suddenly swallowed the rest of her sentence down. She hated this fear, and she hated Muriel. But then some long ago thought occurred to her. She knew Muriel was not relying on her Darkness, but oh was she so close to it. She thought about talking anyways, just to see if Muriel would knock her out. Somehow Juna thought it would be fun.

Muriel held up a finger. “The other day in the bathroom is the last time something like that ever happens again.”
Now Juna understood what was going on. Juna had been besting Muriel for the last few days and it started with that moment alone with her in the bathroom. Muriel had never been intimidated by Juna in any way until Juna had taken a piece of her. Since then the red head had been stuck in neutral, or she threw it in reverse when she couldn’t bring herself to challenge Juna’s actions. What Muriel needed, like any woman of action, was to establish her identity, and to do so was to establish some sort of dominance. Muriel’s trickier, if anything, was so womanly conniving Juna did feel downgraded; she should have seen this coming, but her friendship with Muriel blinded her to Muriel’s deception and Dizzy’s obvious part in this by sealing Juna’s body armor at that appropriate moment in time.
Juna sighed, and it wasn’t much of a regretful sigh no matter how hard the Dark Hope tried to make it sound like one. “I’m sorry.”

Muriel just shook her head quickly in miniscule movement. “No need to say sorry to any of us.” She just walked past Juna with contempt and said in passing, “Just thought to let you know that you’re not the only one capable of plotting behind a friend’s back.” She added walking past the out dated equipment, “We don’t need a dark master; we need a good leader.”

Sitting there, nothing Muriel said sunk in Juna. She just shook her head a little, and wincing she wished she hadn’t shaken her head. Juna thought herself stupid; stupid that she didn’t see this coming; a small part of her said she deserved what she got, from pummeling to tongue lashing to trickery; a large part said she deserved it for allowing weaker beings to belittle her.
A smile grew slowly on her face, however, when Juna realized that the problem was easy to correct. She struggled to get up and walked -- her entire hip region still felt numb, but feeling was returning to it -- to a terminal along the far wall left of the pads. Accessing it, in seconds she was checking her room’s terminal and the data bot tracking Dizzy’s control over her body armor. The results made her grin stretch ear to ear, her eyes flash, and her tongue tease her lips oh so very slowly, moistening them at the thought of evil desire being fulfilled. She was so, so hungry, starving for Force energy. If anything she wanted to just get out of her prison and take a nice, hot bath; it was clear to her that Muriel and Dizzy was going to let her suffer, the sweat drying under the armor and on her flesh, making her a mess.
She then realized her problem: Juna still had that desire to show Muriel the Dark Side of the Force. How was she going to show Muriel that if she took her life? Then again, if she showed Muriel the ways of the Dark Side it would only enrich her spirit even more, making it all the more scrumptious.

Yet, quietly, Juna whined, “I’m so hungry.”

Now that she could take off her armor at any time, Juna found she had more options to contemplate; too many new things to consider. She was feeling strong enough to go to Tatooine to take care of Prophet and her Daughter Faith, and she felt too weak because of her hunger for midi-chlorians. She stood there, thinking back to the vision of fighters against the Dark Cloud, realizing that out of everyone in the mansion -- sans the help -- the ones not there were Dizzy, Destiny, Muriel, Nach, and Nowen. Perhaps that was their rightful fate, just as Enothchild’s fate in the vision was to be consumed by Naressa. Perhaps she was the cloud the others were fighting because, in her growing opinion, those not in the vision were to be consumed by her. They were fighting to destroy her!
If it were true, then why was Enothchild alive?!?!

“Focus!” yelled Juna to herself. She remembered what got her empowered before Muriel came knocking on her door, but this time straight meditation was not going to do it for her. Frustration led her to the Saberhide fighting pole Muriel left behind. She picked it up and wielded it like she would if it were her lightsaber, and it so happened to be just about the proper weight.
She spent the next three hours owning the room.

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

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 93.1)

“Ugh!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!” SMASH!

Still in the Gymnasium, three hours filled with violent dance movement that exhausted only her body but never her frustrated mind, Juna threw the pole like a javelin at the monitor she had used to access her private room’s terminal. It was an impressive throw by someone never acquainted with javelin throwing, covering some many yards after she ran fast towards the terminal and threw the pole. The pole stuck into the terminal and shook back and forth, impaled in the wall.

She collapsed on her knees, physically spent from the exercise of weapon use, physically tortured by her cravings and her mind and the Dark Side telling her to go to the terminal, unlock herself, and take the lives of those in the mansion! Not just the select few, but all of them! They all possessed midichlorians; it was a banquet feast up there, waiting for her!
Juna gathered her ringing head in her hands, having fought her near concussion early on but was dealing with it again. The ringing, however, were her thoughts on everything. All would be solved by unlocking herself from her armor, prance absolutely naked in chasing down ‘food’, and consuming them one at a time. They could not stop her!
“Nooooooo,” begged and whimpered Juna. Her flesh was absolutely on fire. Her hands left her head to claw at her armored neck. She looked back at the terminal, and before she could even stop herself her feet moved, her body rose, and she was stumbling over herself to get to the destroyed interface.
Without even thinking Juna frantically tapped on the wounded keyboard, and then a double take on the pole sticking out of the monitor. Fruitlessly she tapped more keys, but it was useless. Still, she kept looking at the monitor, trying to will it to work. The terminal was still dead.

Growing angrier, Juna drove both her gauntleted hands into the whole board. She did it repeatedly until the whole panel smoldered and bent and broke from the onslaught. The Force gave her enough strength to perform the act, but once she exercised it she dropped to her knees hard, drained, and she began to cry in frustration and despair.
Juna wept to herself, “Help me, Enothchild. Save me.” She wrapped her arms around herself and did her lousy best to console herself all alone. She was, indeed, alone. No one could possibly understand the hell she was going through.
At first, Mathaniel did not want to go to the Gymnasium after sensing what was quite frankly a scary feeling of death coming from it. After leaving the others and wanting some place to unleash his physical capabilities, he asked one of the many kind people of Rapier Manor were he could exercise indoors; outside one hell of a rain storm had just suddenly let loose -- Juna inspired, and it bugged Mathaniel so much he didn’t want to be out in it. They showed him where the Gymnasium was, and no sooner had he reached the corridor going in did he feel the darkness in it.

When it subsided, Mathaniel proceeded in once he recognized the power presence inside. There was genuine despair in there, and he felt he had a duty to find out why. It was difficult because he was still befuddled by Nach’s half-answers. The long walk around lead him to Juna.

Juna sensed Mathaniel nearly on top of her and looked at him; immediately the Vision returned to the fore front of her mind, and any thought of consuming victims was gone. She laid slumped against the wall as he quickly approached her, and as Mathaniel carefully bent to a knee some ten feet away; obviously he cared, but he cared more about himself, to which Juna thought to be wise, not selfish, under the circumstances.

“Are you all right?” asked Mathaniel.

“I won’t lie to you, I’m not,” said Juna plainly. Sighing, she looked up to him and said, “You shouldn’t be worried about my concerns.”
“I wouldn’t be much of a Magus if I didn’t worry about everyone that has a problem,” he said humbly. He looked at the pole. “I see anger gets the best of you.”
Juna smirked at that. “Mathaniel, I’m of the Dark Side: anger will always get the best of me.”

Mathaniel could only nod. He then shook his head and asked a good question with no fear. “Why does an evil creature like yourself help my people?”

“Because,” began Juna, and she hesitated a bit on how best to answer “evil creatures like myself need to justify our existence some other way other than by evil deeds.” She thought of a better way to explain it. “Magus Prophet was the same way a long time ago. He became your people’s hero by committing atrocities in their name.”

“I’m sorry,” began Mathaniel with a head shake, “for my forwardness. I’m trying to understand your charity, and why I don’t quite fear it.”
You should was Juna’s unspoken thought. But again she saw him as both an ally and her enemy because of the Vision; she could not kill him now, not until she knew the truth. Her body quivered at the denial of meal.
Mathaniel caught that. “Are you sure you’re all right?”

“I’m just a mess, Mathaniel, that’s all.” Juna was a mess; her eyes were just rimmed red from tears, her hair was dry and flat from sweating from combat and trying not to become a raving, Force consuming evil. “I have so much on my mind.”
“I as well, on two minds,” he said with a little wink. Juna smiled a little at the joke at the Vhinech’s own expense. He had his trials, she could smell it, but he was long past them; nothing could seduce him to the Dark Side of the Force, he was too soaked into his faith in Presence. “May I use the facilities?”
“Oh, please do, it’s all right.” Juna gestured towards the padded floor. “It’s all right.” Mathaniel gave her one more measured look, and then nodded. He stood up, took off his blue Magus robe, and pulled out his weapons. This suddenly freshened Juna’s mind, making her sit up more. “May I watch?”
“I don’t care,” assured Mathaniel. He stood in the middle of the padded floor, held the weapon handles out in front of him, sans blades, and slowly began to turn his hands, his arms, and eventually his body in movement in progression. His focus was tight and unwavering as his moved one foot, and then another. Delicately, just as slowly, the handles began to twirl in his fingers, controlled and perfect. He tightened on every exhale, and made a new move on every tenth inhale.
After fifteen minutes, Juna watched the progression of movement grow faster and faster as Mathaniel applied more of his natural quickness. She quickly analyzed that he was deceptively complete physically: strength, speed, and pure agility; kind of like Muriel, a for-life physically trained specimen. This was the fighting style of Magus Parable, and he was her son. 
It boggled Juna’s mind for never in her being had she ever seen such a fighting style before -- in fact, the Sith Maidens never had. It escaped Juna how Jurivicious Pern had ever shown Parable this fighting style because it lacked anything remotely resembling Jedi-like. Juna knew Prophet didn’t show Parable or Juna would have known it. It was a curiosity that nearly made Juna break into Mathaniel’s focus and ask, but she felt in her black heart that to interrupt such a beautiful and lethal presentation would be a great disservice.
After another fifteen minutes, the well trained in time Mathaniel Jarvis unleashed the long blades and went full bore into his movements. The blades whipped around him, nearly cutting him, nearly cutting his wrist or forearms or arms or legs or feet or abdomen; nearly, but so trained it was not really that close. His fingers danced across the handles to extend and contract the blades, alternating them, going from one side, to the inside and retracting the outside, to full out, to none out in one hand, and so on. Thrown fist, leg kicks, sidesteps, and tumbles followed along.
The Force was finally applied and Juna just let her jaw drop. Mathaniel was fast, extremely fast, and fast because of his fighting technique. Ideally lightsaber combat was based on that assumption that a foe will match saber blade with saber blade. Juna immediately understood the flaw of that: suppose someone like Mathaniel came along, brandishing his weapons in lightsaber-like form; what was the proper defense? Sure, Enothchild just used patience to defeat Magus Parable, but Juna felt deep inside that Parable had nothing on her pup. Mathaniel Jarvis was far more focused and accomplished than his mother could have ever been, and it just showed in his controlled ruthlessness. Enothchild would have had real trouble against Mathaniel; Juna even believed she would have too; Juna went so far to believe Yoda would have trouble.
Then Mathaniel yelped. His body kept moving, but the movements finally slowed enough to where he dropped his weapons and put pressure on the right side of stomach. Juna was quickly to her feet, and though dehydrated she was rested enough to move to him.
“Son of a bitch!” Mathaniel winced, looking at the hole in his tunic, looking at the thin, long slice in his skin that barely bled.
Juna was there and winced. “Ouch!” Without thinking she probed the wound; Mathaniel pulled away and shuttered very visibly. She looked at him and said, “Sorry.”

Mathaniel sighed and said, “Pardon me from ending.” He presented her his side again. Juna was tentative, but she took his endorsement and probed the wound again; again he shuttered, but he fought his desire to run.

“It’s not deep,” Juna assured him, and pulled her presence from the wound. She then noted the many faint scars along his body just around the fresh wound alone. She imagined that he had several hundred more all around his body just from practice. Of course, practice made perfect, but damn did it ever hurt! “You won’t need sealing. Just meditate and it’ll heal.”
“I don’t know how to heal,” said Mathaniel honestly. “Magus Orrick never got around to it with me.”

“Really?” Juna shook her head. “No offense to your master, but healing is pretty rudimentary. All you have to do is focus on the wound, apply your energies there, and what helps best is to picture what that area of the body was like before the wound.”

Mathaniel nodded, but he just said, “I lost focus.”

“It happens.” Juna picked up his weapons, looked them over, and said, “These are nice, but they’ll never stop a blaster bolt. You know how to construct a lightsaber?” Mathaniel shook his head. “Well I do. I either show you or just make a pair resembling your weapons.”

“That’s more charity than I deserve, my Lady, really,” he said.

“I got nothing else better to do,” said Juna plainly with a shrug. “Come on, we have to go to stores and pick up the parts. I’ll have to call Synthetics and get emitter crystals made.” When Mathaniel followed along her side, holding his side, she added, “You are very impressive.”
“Thank you.” He winced when he inadvertently stretched his right arm. “I just lost focus on some foolish thought.”

“Hmmm, well foolish thoughts lead to foolish actions,” remarked Juna dryly. “Still meditate, it’ll be faster than bacta.”

“I really can’t now, what the Vhinphyc had said about his mate is bugging me.”

Juna cocked an eyebrow on that and turned her head to regard Mathaniel as they approached the exit. “Nach talked about Valk? That’s her name shorten down by the way.”

“He didn’t mention her name.” Mathaniel found himself just running off at the mouth over the issue. “He tore up my Path Bible saying most of it was a government hoax.” Juna agreed but kept it to herself. “He mentioned about some unwritten truth about the Mark of Forgiveness. It was supposedly only meant for Dego’bardum Seg’vactum’brium.”

Once she heard the name the memory of last year on the Orpheus flashed in her mind. Juna stopped Mathaniel with a cared hand across his chest. She asked him, “Dego’bardum Seg’vactum’brium?”

“Yeah,” said Mathaniel, “but I know Vhinphyckian and I thought he mispronounced the name. I think he meant to say-.”

“’brio.” Juna fought away the cramps in her dehydrated legs and began to run for her room. “He meant to say ‘brio!”

“Lady Juna!” Mathaniel sensed her urgency and did his best to follow. Even though she was weaker than he was now she still outran him. He gave up and went to find the others, confused by her sudden enthusiasm.
Meanwhile Juna barged into her room and put into motion a least part of her original plan to escape her prison: she decided to just escape her prison. She went to her terminal, tricked Dizzy’s data pad into thinking the armor was still on her, and she unlocked herself. The Saberhide slithered off her body and into the hard parts, and once finished she was chucking them off.
Juna then found her large sketch pad and pencils. Before she went to work she ran to the bathroom. A long hot bath and meditation in the bubbles brought things into clearer focus.

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

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 93.2)

An hour later and dressed in her gray, body hugging fighter pilot coveralls, gloves and boots, Juna nearly knocked the door off its places when she barreled through the Medical Ward’s main door. The others in the room noted entrance-- Muriel, cleaned up and fresh, was talking to Nowen when she saw Juna and gawked.

“Juna, you’re out-,” began Muriel when Juna entered the room.

“Not now, Muriel!” Juna just snorted and blasted past the red head in a heated walk, her sketch pad under her arms. Muriel was immediately on her comlink barking at Dizzy.

Juna went into the next room, sealed the door, and said to Nach’s still turned back, “Deva’gud Shawn’brio!”
Nach finally stopped working on the genetic samples that still showed no signs of the problem being figured out. He turned around and looked at Juna, ignoring her wild appearance. He said, “You are learned in the old accent.”
Juna then spoke the older Vhinphyckian language, “[I am learned in many things]!” She shook her head. “[What I don’t understand is why you wouldn’t come right out and say it]!”
“[Because you are] Cexpoian-utla,” said Nach plainly, matching her. “[You are evil born. My] Anka-Dee Sura [had warned me about the likes of the] Amei-Amorque. [Your kind’s wickedness is as well documented as] Cexpoian. [Your kind covered the known realms of the cosmos in pain and death for five millennia! Do you believe I should trust one such yourself that is of the] Amei-Amorque.”
“[Don’t dodge the truth]!” Juna said not bothering to defend ‘her kind’. In her mind, she had to really dig, and dig deep, for the memories she had to mesh them together. After a second, after comparing everything she saw, she said, “[You mated with a doppelganger]!”
There was no word really for clone in the Vhinphyckian language, but the point was made. On that accusation, Nach firmly planted his feet and stood up. He looked at Juna with that contempt-filled look he showed her before. “[Tread with soft feet, evil one, when you talk about my] Valk’ries’sol.”

“[Don’t you mean to say] Valesersasa,” said Juna with contempt. 
Right then, Juna opened her trusty sketch book and showed Nach a page of a simple, no color sketch with two Vhinphyckian females together, holding hands in sisterhood. One had the pointed black horns of Magus Prophet and wore animal pelts and showed considerable amounts of primitivism; the other the more familiar downward Vhinphyc horns, wearing the clothing of one who was worshipped by her male in full splendor. The ancient female was more weathered but held splendor in her eyes, while the modern female was clean and unharmed but nonetheless was humble. What made them the same were their height, their body posture, and most importantly their identical faces.
“[That’s Presence’s real name, right]?” asked Juna. “[She wasn’t born with such a plain, one word name. The Overlord gave her the name] Lauana’mao, [as it is inscribed on the conspiracy rock I read on Prophet’s ship last year. But the doppelganger of Presence told you her real name].”

Nach just stood there, eyeing the sketches with a lowering mouth because they were so life like and full of detail. He mumbled in modern Vhinphyckian, “[How is this possible for you to do]?”

“I’m so stupid not to see it,” said Juna in Basic, giving Nach the sketch book so he could just drool over it “since I know how to pronounce those words in the old accent. I learned it last year, reading a conspiracy rock.” To that, Nach flinched. “Oh yeah, you know about that rock, don’t you Nach? I’m sure your daddy showed you that rock and showed you the wonderful civilization your ancestor along with three others created on the murder of Presence!”
Juna this time glared him down as he continued to look at the sketch in awe. “Helle’s ancestry was involved in that murder! So it just happens to be coincidence that her father and your father are so buddy-buddy?” Nach went to say something but she cut him off brutally. “You were used, Nach! I bet Helle’s father sold you to those pirates! Helle’s father needed to test those weapons; he needed a ‘brio back in the fold! And he ended up with you!
“What no one counted on was the ‘brio loyalty to Presence! Presence had forgiven ‘brio after all! How much did it tear you up inside when you couldn’t explain to yourself what you were doing to your Holy Savior? Presence was being cloned at will to create biological weapons, and you had to sit there and PERFECT those weapons!
“She came to you. She came to you, came on to you, and maybe she remembered something, a ghost in the past about your family! How right am I!”

Nach stood there but he no longer looked intimidating. Not with the sketch still in his hands, haunting him. A light breeze or even a Human child could push him over. Juna wait was tested. She said, “Or was she your sex prize for a job well done!”

“Hef’ger’dualau’tacht’,” bellowed Nach and he reared back to strike Juna with a killing back hand. But he stopped himself. His hand flexed and his body trembled from the surge of anger that raced through him; Juna drank the feeling, but she could care less what he did. In his other hand the sketch book was roughed up badly by his mighty, squeezing fist.
“They cloned Presence, your wife, without a child,” said Juna as plain as it was true. Nach conceded to the truth by lowering his raised hand. “Valk was an untainted, unprocessed clone. They didn’t modify her DNA to pump out super Vhinech. They didn’t alter her mind to their leisure. They gave her to you, for a job well done, didn’t they?”

To that Nach found his Basic voice and said, “She was one of many that had been created.” He lowered his bulk back down on the seat. “However out of all those born from artificial wombs, as close to a natural rebirth as one could get from the process, she was the purest of them all. She grew up normally, and suffered the fear that was childhood like the rest of us. But she had always remembered, where the others could only remember so little of who they truly were.”
Nach ignored the new signal from the equipment behind him. Juna flicked a finger at a button and the alarms silenced. He said, looking down at the sketch, “She was created, but never was she truly meant for me. Valk’ries’sol came to me all those years ago, as I said at dinner last night. It was easy to ignore the others, but not Valk’ries’sol. What made her Presence in full from the others was her heart.”
When Juna heard that she winced in pain and closed her eyes; it brought back the wonderful memories of Enothchild’s great and powerful heart.
“She had the heart of my Holy Savior,” said Nach, showing signs of great emotional hurt. “She…forgave me for having partaken in removing her from her rest.” He shook his head. “She knew what we were doing, what we had done.” He looked back at the sketch, and he looked at Juna and begged, “How?”
Juna did not give him that satisfaction. “The first clones of Presence were all brought back with little Prophets growing in them. They eventually figured out what you were all doing and they rebelled to save Vhanba. But that left the Prophet we know live.” Juna got in Nach’s face, knocking the sketch pad out of Nach’s hands very easily, furious for the implications of this. “Presence did use the Force, and she mated with a powerful Force entity with great, unspoken abilities! Did anyone on Vhanba involved in this ever think what that means!?!?!?!”

“The purpose of their creation was for power and psychological warfare-.”

“IDIOTS!” screamed Juna darkly. From that scream, Nach fell on his ass, wide eyed in shock by the mere power that forced him down. Where Juna was getting her reasons was uncertain to her, but she didn’t care -- even if this was somehow mirrored her Sith Maiden heritage. “I have seen and felt this power, Nach! No one can control the likes of a Cexpoian-born! No one!”
Pulling herself away from Nach in disgust, Juna said, “You made these Prophets into gods! There are things and places and other areas of curiosity that no one should smeck with!!” She turned her gaze at him. “Did your people think they can control gods!?!?!”
Nach stood up and said with little bluster, “Those creatures that you speak did not know of free will!”

“Nach,” spurted Juna out in disbelief, “your Presence knew!” Nach found his heels quickly. “She knew with time! The likes of Magus Prophet are short term weapons, right? Well, he’s lived longer than a short term weapon!” She put her hands to her chest. “I took those last things that were holding him back, but if I hadn’t, in time, he would have figured it all out!”
Nach couldn’t find anything else to retort. Juna shook her head at him and said, “Prophet…is on a whole different level than anyone else. You talk about Presence’s heart, Valk’s heart: Prophet possesses that heart!” She shuttered as she remembered last year, realizing during her time in the warm bath an hour ago that Prophet’s heart, though so black and evil, held that same unexplained quality that Enothchild’s heart possessed. It was that heart that nearly seduced Juna, and if given more time Juna knew that on this day, once seduced, she would be at Magus Prophet’s side as lovers of darkness.
“You don’t seem to get it, do you? Don’t worry; I once was like you, never believing that our spirit was anything more than a construct we often refer to as a soul. When I found the Force I let go of those ideas I thought childish, such a prayer and thanking gods for blessed days, believing that was the end of my spiritual extent. I believed what I could do: it doesn’t get any more rational and sane than that.
“With all this cloning of Presence and creations of the Overlord, one might think it just reinforced that position I once held.” Juna shook her head empathically. “That all I changed for me a few days ago. Never, ever again will I doubt the existence of the spirit, of the soul, of those things that everyone else doesn’t believe in because they can’t feel it. I can feel it, Nach! I felt it in Enothchild when I first laid my head on his chest those many years ago. I felt it when Prophet made me listen. They have in their possession something more, something ordinary people can never feel. Now Enothchild’s dead and the only one who has a heart that endures on a spiritual existence is the most evil villain this galaxy has ever seen.

“Prophet possesses so much that no Jedi could ever understand it,” continued Juna. “Hell, you were hard pressed to find Jedi that could ever understand Enothchild, of why he was the way he was. The Vhinphyc that defied his nature defied that calling everyone expected him to follow, including all those in the Jedi Temple that doubted him the moment you gave him up! Having myself experienced the presences of all those Jedi in one place, even as good and powerful as they were, none of them came close to equaling Enothchild’s compassionate strength of spirit. I will go so far as to say out of all of them, including Ros, including Casper, perhaps even my hero Nadja Moranna herself, none of them has that heart that Enothchild had that erroneously defined for me that all the Jedi were this way.
“People rallied around him because of his heart. They couldn’t perceive it, or feel it, but on some level, a spiritual level perhaps, they held a confidence in him and in their selves once he affirmed them. Enothchild never needed to say ‘I am in command’. It wasn’t that he was big, that he could be a bully, or that he was a Jedi or a famous war general. He projected a spirit that consisted in the belief that those around him could do anything for good. I think that’s why it always sadden him when others around him got hurt or died; he didn’t know it, but it wasn’t because he was an indestructible Jedi Vhinphyc, and it wasn’t necessarily because he felt he could have done something more. It was perhaps that deep down, in some instances, he felt he gave everyone a false sense of hope because of him. How it hurt him when he held Nadja so close to his powerful heart, and yet nothing could be done. I think deep down he felt he could have done something. But, perhaps, the Jedi philosophy got in his way.
“Therefore, as it relates to Prophet, no Jedi, no mere mortal, can ever defeat him. They can’t defeat Prophet because they’ll never understand that, unlike Enothchild, Prophet knows who he is, and what his spirit alone can do. And I shutter to think what a million of those things will be like, running up and down the levels of Coruscant in full, dark fury.” She shuttered, but she also enjoyed the idea. “We’re dealing with the Dark Arts now. Your kind put us in this situation.”
Nach reached down and picked up the sketch book. He looked over the crumpled up sketch of Presence and his Valk’ries’sol for a while in silence. Juna just shook his head at him and calmly said, “The curse of Vhinphyc blasphemy as doomed us all.” She was disgusted with him. She went to leave, leaving him with the sketch book so she could focus on how to deal with this new information.

Lost in the conversation was the reason why Juna brightened to the news in the first place. Nach said when she reached the sealed door, “Then you know why.”

Juna’s fingers held above the door controls. She turned to him, and did her best to ignore the feelings creeping from out of her own heart. She couldn’t ignore them, even before Nach continued. The feelings, the thinking about Enothchild she discovered, always weakened her. During her tussle with Muriel she never considered Invoking the Spirit of Enothchild Sarch to help her; the first option, Magus Prophet, was the Dark option, the only option. She had not reconciled why that was so.
“I spoke then you know why my Valk’ries’sol and I believed in our Son,” said Nach sympathetically. “Why we believed he could return to Vhanba and correct the horrors of our homeland.” He regarded the sketch pad with heavy heartedness, and then he looked at her with some contempt. “You knew then, and you know now. You have felt my Enothchild’s heart: the Heart of the Holy Savior. A true Child, the Son, of Presence, was my Son.”
Nach continued. “And my Son gave you that Heart, and like the Sith that you are you horded it!”

Juna did not deny her love for Enothchild as hording, but no way was she going to accept blame for what the Vhinphyc had done. She turned to Nach and said, “Like you said last night, perhaps you should have given the Jedi a clue to what you and your precious clone of wife wanted him to do! Now live with that decision, Nach’cht’musik!”
Juna opened the door. Muriel stood right there with a look of concern. The Sith Maiden looked down at her friend and said, “You have nothing to worry about, Nach’s alive.” She pushed away a hunger pang, which was easier to do once she had exorcised the mystery that was Nach and Valk. Less to think about meant more to focus on gaining power and control over herself, and that meant nothing was going to-.

“Juna, it’s your mother,” said Muriel. “She’s been arrested. She's in Dantooine custody.”
