15 DAYS (CHAPTER 79.0)
Juna’s tossing and turning and mumbling really didn’t put Dizzy and Muriel in any state of worry. Nonetheless her sudden jerking up, followed by a loud gasp, followed by an invisible wave of energy release that dropped the married couple to the floor and moved the surrounding environment away from her and caused the observatory windows lining the room to rattle. While Juna stayed seated and disoriented, Dizzy helped Muriel up and both turned towards the doors expecting Gosten Crisiol and his apprentice to return to see what had happened. Instead, from their collective lefts traveling right, right for the door, came Nach from where he was holed up.
Eyes locked in on the room, Nach entered with stomping feet and said, “What is transpiring?”

Dizzy just shrugged his shoulders and said, “Juna just woke up, that’s all.” They collective turned their attention towards the bed, not quite expecting anything. Nach was in the dark more than Dizzy and Muriel, but that wasn’t saying much for the people that knew anything because they hardly knew what to expect.
It took Juna a few moments to gain her bearings and clear her eyes. She attempted to rub them and found it painfully. She blinked away the feeling and she noted her hands covered in the blackness of polymorphic carbonite. She could feel the mask of it over her face, where the Saberhide ended around her mouth, nose, lower jaw, chin, eyes, and ears. Her hair flowed freely down, but the rest of her body was locked in the body armor.

“Juna,” Dizzy began carefully. Muriel didn’t start the conversation because there was a part of her that was, to her own dismay, afraid of Juna. “Hey Juna?”
Juna blinked, breathed deeply, and found her ribs press against the unyielding armor. She akin the feeling to wearing a corset, but since she had never wore one in her life she couldn’t know for certain. Still, the idea of waking up in Saberhide body armor left her both confused and unhappy. She continued to eye the armor, but she acknowledged Dizzy. “Where am I? What…what am I doing in this?”

“You’re in Rapier Manor, Kid,” said Dizzy. “And we had to…I guess…imprison you.” Juna looked to him with her yellow eyes; Muriel couldn’t fight shrinking back behind him. “You don’t remember what happened when you arrived?”

She took a moment to consider the rest of herself. She grabbed her hair, and then she grabbed at the violent red that streaked randomly in her locks. Juna looked at Muriel, noting the gray in Muriel’s hairs, noting her friend’s tired look. “I…touched her, I think. I touched you.”

The three beings suddenly watched euphoria grace the exposed parts of Juna’s face; a shiny and rounded eyes and naughty smile look. “What a taste it was.” Her yellow eyes slowly drifted back to Muriel. This time Muriel frowned and fought to hold her ground; however she did not let herself slip past her husband. Juna said with alluring eyes, “Your anger…invigorates me.” She stared at Muriel, and eventually all of them, the same way Magus Prophet would a soon-to-be ingested meal.
They all watched Juna suddenly realize something. She blinked, and then she observed her armored hands. She looked back to Muriel and said quietly, “Muriel?”

Muriel felt her fears subside and stepped around Dizzy. By no means were they close at all to Juna, but there was still that feeling that everyone had space between them and her despite her imprisoned, armored form. The red head said, “I’m here, Juna. Are you okay? Is it you?”

“Is it me?” Juna looked around with just her eyes, asking herself mentally that very question. She sat up taller and edged herself around, ready to stand up. Dizzy tugged Muriel back until they bumped into an unmoving Nach. She said, “I’ve changed. Wh-What have I become?” She then realized that there was no wrist computer on her left forearm to control the armor. “Where’s the controls? What happened to the controls?”

“Ah, we’ll talk about that later, okay,” said Dizzy in a calm, fatherly voice -- or what he thought passed as a fatherly voice since he was never a father. He stole a glance at the very stoic, unmoving Nach. Nach’s face and posture was unmoving as Nubian ocean water when no wind blew; deep inside he was tense, ready for anything Juna, and Dizzy and Muriel, might do.
Muriel stepped a little closer to Juna while Juna was busy eyeing her armor prison. “Juna,” she began and she stopped when Juna looked at her, stopped walking and stopped talking. Gathering her wits, she continued. “Juna, what’s happened to you physically is what happened to your mother.”

Muriel’s memories of Naressa flashed in Juna’s mind. Her sudden jolt of remembering brought Muriel’s attempt at explaining to an end. Juna said, “Yes…yes, I know.” There was more, a private conversation between Naressa and Muriel, on Duro, but there was fact that Juna had taken a part of Muriel’s life. “I know because…I stole it from you. I’m sorry, Muriel, I…I didn’t mean to do it.”

Muriel wanted to give her a hug, but her guts knotted at the idea of going anywhere near Juna. For now, she just said, “Its okay, friend. You were less yourself earlier. Under the circumstances I can’t hate you.”

“But you fear me,” said Juna sadly. She looked at her friend with really sad, sincere eyes. “You can’t even bare to be in the same room as me, let alone touch me with this armor on.” That broke Muriel’s heart, prompting the red head to fight down the urge to cry. Juna held up a hand. “It’s all right. I…understand. I wouldn’t trust me right now.” Her soul shuttered in hunger, which caused her body to violent convulse for the briefest of seconds.

It was Nach who moved back; Dizzy and Muriel shuffled their feet nervously, but held their place. Juna gripped the bed side hard just to find some steadiness, or a feeling of steadiness even though she was not having trouble sitting up; sometimes there’s a need for all beings to find something to help them discover certainty. Often it was to reaffirm physical posture, or being brutally honest. Juna opted for both.

“I yearn and crave power,” said Juna with eyes closed tight, hoping another hunger pang wouldn’t hit. “I can fight it, but I doubt my success. But what can help is…” she stopped because she wanted to say the only way they could help her was to remove her armor, stand very still, and let her drain them of their lives. She wanted to tell them that it was their destiny to die for her; some justification for doing it, that way they wouldn’t hesitate to help her and that she wouldn’t feel guilty. It was they who served her! SHE WAS THEIR RULER!
She continued rationally. “What can help is all of you controlling your emotions. Anger, fear…sadness…” Juna looked at them all, and realized what she was asking for was going to be difficult because she felt all those things; mainly anger, even though she appeared to be composed; she seethed under her calm; only surpassed by her hunger pangs. “They’re….aromas I can’t ignore, enticements. Keep your wits about you, and it should help me.” 
Juna looked at Dizzy. “It was very wise of you to lock me up. I used the same tactic against Prophet last year.”
Dizzy half smiled. Muriel noted, “Oh boy, you just made his head grow a few inches bigger.”

She had to ask Muriel, “Did Mama go through this?”
“She did,” said Muriel. “That’s why-.”

“She never contacted us after Uiennar right away,” cut Juna in. The conversation that Muriel had with Naressa on Duro was more revealed to her. It had nothing to do with Juna’s Dark Purity transformation; it had everything to do what she had seen while unconscious.

“What is it, Kid,” asked Dizzy. The others noted her off to the side look.

Juna let everything roll around in her head first. She then looked to Muriel with surprise and said, “Faradi is my Grandmother! Mama told you on Duro!”

“She did,” said Muriel with a nod, looking at Dizzy. She looked back at Juna. “Didn’t….didn’t…didn’t Enothchild tell you?” She tried, but she couldn’t avoid the sensitive subject.

“I don’t remember,” mumbled Juna quietly. Her eyes watered a little, but they widened in slow realization. “What I do remember…is fighting her.” She couldn’t believe what she was going to say next, but in her confused mind it made sense and the observation was correct. “I fought Faradi on Tatooine; she’s m-my Daughter now.”

Dizzy and Muriel gave one another confused looks. Nach, not understanding anything that was going on, had to say something. His voice brought everyone’s attention directly towards him. “The Caladente Cexpoian aalu Prophecna could not have been your feminine burden. She is too old and too mature, and such a creature could not have come from any womb other than a Vhinphyc female womb.”
Juna slid off the bed and found her footing easy enough with the armor boots. She walked a little towards the group; no one moved this time from where they stood. She looked up at Nach and remembered everything she witnessed in her mind when she focused on him here and now.

Juna asked, “Why are you here, Nach'cht'musik? What do you know about Cexpoian?”

Dizzy and Muriel were enlightened by the question and thus turned around and joined Juna in her curiosity. Certainly they wondered, but it wasn’t a forefront question until their Sith Maiden friend had asked. Old questions weren’t popping into the Arnes’ head as of yet, but the assumptions they all had were very vivid in Juna’s mind. Enothchild’s suspicions were there in Juna’s head as well.

Nach appeared to weigh everyone in the room, but not to judge their character. He was suspicious of everyone, still uncertain of them just as he was uncertain with all the information he had collected from them so far. Nothing the group had said made sense to him. Because of it, some of the measures of remorse he had for Juna ebbed.
“I think,” began Muriel, “we all better find some place to talk about all of this. We all missing pieces of our own puzzles here, so let’s share what pieces we have. Sound good?”

Nach considered it but he eyed them all suspiciously. His gaze feel on Juna last and he fought down his prejudices. He said to Dizzy and Muriel, “She is my Son’s mate?”

Juna frowned, and the frown was very heavy the others felt a weight upon them. “You know I am. You know how much I loved him.”

Dizzy was quick to dispel the growing tension between the two; this was going to be nothing but a serious spat between in-laws if he didn’t based on the exchange of glares. “Yeah, yeah, she’s his mate. We can vouch for her.”
Nach turned his hard stare at Dizzy, and suddenly the Sullustan felt like he was getting an ugly look. Dizzy smartly didn’t react to it, and not because the Vhinphyc could fold him up and stuff him in a bread box. Enothchild had talked about the Vhinphycs natural fears of the unknown that lead them to be naturally racists. Last anyone knew Nach was trying to change. Still, as Dizzy knew from his own experiences, changed didn’t mean for good.
“Then all glory and burdens fall upon you.” Nach looked back to Juna. He straightened up and said, “Factually, it would appear that what I know and what you have gone through are connected.”

“I know it is,” stressed Juna. “Muriel’s right, let’s get out of here. Go some place else to talk.” She thought about her previous experience in the med ward. “I’m sick of lying down.” But then she stopped and asked, “Dizzy, where’s the controls to the armor?”

Dizzy smiled and boasted confidently and comfortably, “Too soon to be asking out of the armor, ain’t it? Remember, you can’t trust yourself. Besides, the controls are someplace else, and even then it isn’t as simple as pushing a button. Oh no, I took a ton of precautions, because hey you can read minds, right? But I can’t tell you. And we can’t let you out until we feel safe, okay?”
Juna smiled at Dizzy and with great joy for his unheralded ingenuity said, “I always knew you were smart Dizzy. And you’re right: you shouldn’t let me out unless you guys feel it’s safe to do so.” She let her smile fall and she honestly said, “But I have to pee.”

There was a brief moment of pause, and then Muriel and even Nach slowly looked to Dizzy with looks of disappointment. The Sullustan, who was indeed several feet tall with all the noise about him being smart was now several feet below his natural height. He chagrinned, shrugged his shoulders, and chuckled nervously, “Eh…uh…well…peeing? Who knew?”
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

15 DAYS (CHAPTER 79.1)

After Juna suggested the group talk in the Brandy Lounge above she had to take care of her personal business. Unfortunately that meant Muriel had to be with Juna, an idea Dizzy nearly complained about. However since the Sullustan was the only one with the know how required to unlock Juna, and to do so required him to be somewhere else, and since Juna had that stigma of being a female, the point could not be argued. Dizzy would show Nach to the Brandy Lounge and then get the armor unlocked. Muriel would keep her eyes on Juna; it was something the red head deeply did not want to do; it was instinctive fear for her life, a fear that she had been trained to control but since Juna had touched her she had lost her grasp on it.
At first, when the two left Juna’s room they proceeded left for the nearest fresher station while the men went right. Muriel stopped and encouraged her friend to stop with a hand on a shoulder with barely any strength on it. Juna was tugged enough and she eyed Muriel carefully. She asked, “Are you all right?”

Muriel nodded, but she couldn’t say what, or who, had weakened her; it didn’t take Juna long to figure out why Muriel was weak. But that wasn’t why Muriel stopped Juna. “Enothchild is in the next room ahead.”

“Oh,” said Juna quietly. She looked ahead; all there was in front of them was corridor, but soon to their right would be clear glass to observe the contents of the room inside. She shuttered and said, “If I am see him…”
“Come on, the other way,” said Muriel knowingly. They needed Juna, of whatever there was of this Juna that was ‘there and with them’, emotionally and mentally in one piece. Muriel couldn’t promise herself that she wouldn’t begin to break down once Juna started to sob over Enothchild’s body. She kept trying to tell herself that war was upon them, and that the grieving had to wait until the war was over. Somehow, thinking that made Muriel very dispirited.
Juna’s attention was drawn to the occupant in the next room they passed. “Casper?”

Muriel looked and said, “He’s cut up and had to have his leg reset. He’s also suffering from dehydration and exposure. He’s out, but at least alive.” She urged Juna to continue past the room. “You saved him.”
There was an uneasy vocal pause from Juna as she and Muriel continued to walk. Juna asked, “From whom?”

Muriel didn’t want to continue the conversation.

The fresher unit was like anywhere else in Rapier; oversized and filled with exuberance. Through a comlink Muriel notified Dizzy that they arrived, but it took another minute before only part of Juna’s armor was released; the part necessary to accommodate Juna’s current problem. The red head didn’t observe everything, but she was careful not to turn her back; instead she walked to the farthest wall and put her back against it and turned her head slightly away. What prompted the strategy was the look Juna had when she was not fully released from the armor. Though the mask covered most of Juna’s face it did not hide her expressions, and here her face bore heated scowls of anger, disgust, and defeat.

Muriel said nothing as long as Juna said nothing at this point and that was fine by Muriel given Juna’s reaction. Clearly the Sith Maiden had held out on Dizzy not being too clever, that he would forget that select pieces of the Saberhide body armor main plate could be independently opened. The release of the pelvic shield and crotch plate ruined any plans of escaping her enclosure in order to ‘feed’ on such an emotionally charged, red headed female. Muriel quietly thanked Dizzy for remembering the little details. Given how the previous encounter turned out, Muriel doubted that she could take Juna on even at full strength.
Finished, Juna stood up and was startled by the closing of the armor. Muriel found herself saying, “The armor has a quick-snap react subroutine. Once the sensors realize you’re done-.”

Oddly, Juna sulked over to the wash basin and ran water over her armored hands, and interrupted Muriel by finishing the point. “Or in the event of an attack, the systems respond to ‘finishing’ movements, the armor closes up all openings not in lock mode.” She realized what she was doing and stopped washing; polymorphic carbonite composite had no pores or crevices or static resonates, and therefore nothing stuck on it, not even odor. “I know, I wrote the next generation routines. Unfortunately I didn’t have those routines installed in my Saberhide armor at Sanctuary. The new programs and armor details were still in testing.”
“Yeah, they finished debug work on them finally, before you and…before you got married.” Muriel grimaced at her slight slip up; Juna didn’t appear to be too upset, but she took longer to let the small amounts of water on her gloves drip off. Muriel cleared her throat and changed subject. “So what’s your take on Nach being here?”
For whatever the reason Nach took precedent over Magus Prophet and Faith; one seemed more pressing and important than the other. Juna said, “Its trouble. He’s going to confirm a lot of things we all ready know, and to be honest with you that isn’t a lot.”

Muriel nodded, but not just in approval. She wanted to see how much mental clarity Juna had, based on her responses. Based on what little Naressa said about her Dark Purity transformation, except that she was not her old self, Muriel had to figure out how much of the Juna Rapier she knew and love was still there. So far it appeared quite a bit, but there was enough trouble there that was visible; wanting to drain people of their Force essence stood out.

“He’ll reveal more then?”

“I get the feeling he’ll only reveal what he thinks we need to know.” Juna turned her gaze towards her friend. “His nature dictates it, even though I can sense his desperation.” She looked off for a moment. “I saw things while I was unconscious, many things. I can’t seem to get them figured out, but somehow they’re connected in some way.”

“Like Nach? Did you see him?”

“Him, his First Wife, and Anka-Dee Sura: They were talking about something, something very vital. It doesn’t really connect with what’s happening now, but there’s something to it. She, Anka-Dee Enothchild’s mother, figured it all out or something at the least.”

Muriel didn’t stop herself this time. “Enothchild’s Jedi mother?”
Juna mumbled to herself, not acknowledging her friend at first. “Something odd…”

“What?” Muriel felt a little concerned with Juna just starring into the mirror longingly. She remembered that Naressa had these little episodes of zoning people out. The last she could remember was not so quiet; it was when the group was looking for Juna a few months, and on their Tatooine stop Naressa had just snapped off at no one in particular. Naressa then followed that up with that strange, cold statement…

“From a distance all is small and conquerable,” said Juna very suddenly, very coldly.

Muriel let a small gasp escape her mouth; that was exactly what Naressa had said on Tatooine. Her suddenness brought Juna’s attention back towards her, and this time the Sith Maiden was more interested in her. She said, “Mama spoke of that, didn’t she.”
Muriel remembered what Juna could do with touching people and seeing things. She still didn’t expect the saying, or how Juna had said it. At that time months ago, she wondered, did Naressa just say it out of spite or had Naressa foreseen Juna saying it? Then again Muriel was not sure what was more disturbing at the moment: the fact Juna had said what she had said, or the fact Juna had taken a demanding tone with her.

“I think you know,” Muriel said sharply. She found herself not amused with the attitude her hurting friend had taken. Fear, for the first time, drove her courage. “You took enough from me to know.”

If Juna was sorry that she had taken anything from Muriel she didn’t show it anymore. She casually stalked towards her Guardian, her friend, her sister in spirit. “Yes, you’re right, I did. You weren’t the only one either. I took the energies of many pathetic, unloving, careless fools. Count yourself not one of them.”
The creepiness of Juna made Muriel back up more than her approach, but just as sudden as the change of Juna’s mood the red head backed into the wall behind her. The courage was giving itself back to the fear; the drawback to courage from fear.

“You killed people,” said Muriel, stating the obvious to somehow deflect Juna.

“I killed quarks in a galaxy full of atoms.” Juna was close. She casually put a hand on other side of Muriel, placing them against the wall, boxing her in. “As important as they were in the structure of the Force, they only served one purpose: filling empty space amongst the dark matter.”
Muriel sized up the situation finally and did not like it at all. In one of those rare occasions in her life she felt she was outclassed, outmatched, and had placed herself willingly into a no-win situation. Those thoughts produced feelings that made her see Juna in a brand new light although in reality it wasn’t anything new, just overlooked. Juna was taller, was quick, knew how to take care of herself in fight, and had the power of the Force, and if Juna was so much like Naressa that power was going to be tremendous.

Juna bore down on Muriel with her yellow eyes that bore no light of hope. “Do not grieve for them. They danced in tribute to the death of my Enothchild, to those who killed him. They had sided themselves to the likes of Prophet, and if I did not take them he surely would have. Their lives were forfeit the moment they were born. Alas, take heart: they gave me nothing in value.”
A tear drop welled in Muriel’s right eyes, it sparkled the purple iris which did nothing to melt the ice around the Sith Maiden’s cold heart. Juna scoffed, “Do you cry for them?”

“No,” muttered Muriel, “I cry for you. The Juna Rapier I know is a vengeful woman, but she took no pleasure in killing people. She did what was necessary, but always held a measure of civilized humanity. It’s called regret, and that was something I never had to teach her.”

What she said did nothing to move Juna in anyway, not physically or emotionally. Juna just said, “My only regret is that I never did enough for Enothchild.” She looked at Muriel with an amused expression. “Do you regret tearing the scalp off of that woman on Alderaan, the one that screwed you and Dizzy out of your dream child?”

A shame found its way into Muriel’s head. It was replaced with some retorting anger. She lifted herself off the wall; Juna did not move as she got closer. “That was stupid of me to do. Look what it cost me. I’m imprisoned by the virtue of law for the rest of my life.”
“Makes you wish you that you killed her, that way it would have made it all the more worthwhile,” smiled Juna. Muriel just looked at her, unable to say anything to retort it. Juna tapped the side of her own head. “It’s all here, Muriel. I don’t blame you. And I wouldn’t judge you if you went back to Alderaan and murder the bitch. I wouldn’t mind helping you, in fact.”
“Stop it,” spoke Muriel quietly. “There are more important things we have to do right now.”

“I agree. Your torment we can get back to when this is all over.” 

And just like that, Muriel shivered as Juna just stared into her eyes. All the sudden Muriel wanted to continue the conversation, but she couldn’t get the words out of her mouth. She let herself drop a step back and up against the wall she found herself again. Juna followed her, bending her arms to lower her body and her face closer to Guardian. Her yellow eyes never left Muriel’s eyes, and her breath was inviting cool on the other’s skin.

An armored hand began to gently caress Muriel’s face. Back of the hand first, and the fingers, and for a few seconds Juna cupped Muriel’s chin firmly. There was a long, long pause, and Muriel found her heart pounding with fierceness that no exercise or fight could produce. She wasn’t tantalized by what was going on: it was as if Juna was ready to kiss her. It was with that realization that Dizzy’s genius idea had a flaw, and upon realizing it Muriel got very, very afraid. By default she had to come with Juna, but now she regretted the wisdom of the decision.
Juna spoke up, and the tension just increased. “Those people of Mos Essa, with all of their emotions and ways, were so soulless they’re combined essences could never fill a child’s sipping cup. You on the other hand, so full of life and energy and pure true emotions, filled many goblets. You, such a naturally Dark creature, so full of fortune, so full of power.”
Muriel whispered, “I nowhere close to power as you.”

“Oh Muriel,” said with Juna with a head shake, “it isn’t about your midi-chlorians, that isn’t what makes you. Whether you believe it or not, you have a black nobility that many of the Sith of the past would envy to have. You do and know what it takes to win. I admire that now, and I wished I had a long time ago.”

“You shouldn’t.”
“But I do, I truly do.” Juna started to caress Muriel’s red and gray hair. She let her tongue moisten her black lips quickly. “A simple touch of you did more for me than the scores upon scores I drained of life on the tortured sand planet. Do you know what its like to take life like that? Do you know the pleasures of doing it?”
Muriel was afraid to ask, or answer. Her response came out as a sob. “No.”

“I can’t actually describe it. You would have to experience it yourself. To drain, that is, not be drained.” Juna’s hand cupped the back of Muriel’s neck roughly. “It’s an indescribable ecstasy. Perhaps more thrilling than sex, but since I am still a virgin I guess I can’t use that context.”

Putting both her hands against Juna’s chest, Muriel said suddenly, “You don’t want to do this!”

Juna frowned and said, “Do what.” Her eyes moved away from Muriel’s eyes and surveyed the scene. “Oh. I guess you did figure out what I have about the mask. Dizzy can be a genius when properly motivated. But foolish as he is wise, he did forget that my lips are just an extension of my skin. That I could just simply kiss you and take what I want that way. I could take you, and then take him and get the knowledge to remove this armor, and proceed to take all in my path!” She shook a hunger convulsion away, and desperate with breath she said, “The ecstasy cannot be matched. I must have it!”
A fire stirred in Muriel and she pushed herself out of Juna’s grasp. She banged hard against the wall but didn’t give up. “You can take me, but I will kill you if you take one step towards Dizzy!”

“Well that would be tough do since you would be dead, wouldn’t it?” Juna smirked, but she saw nothing in Muriel at the moment that insisted she shared in the joke. She held up her hands at shoulder height and asked, “What are you going to do, Muriel, snap my neck?”

The question caused Muriel to flinch. She held on to her newfound resolve with barely any figurative fingers. “Don’t you dare threaten me and Dizzy. Don’t you dare, so help me Juna….”

“Do you realize that, in some small way, Dizzy had made me virtually indestructible?” Juna glanced downward at her armor. She slowly glanced back up at Muriel with a wicked grin. “And you know that I know what you are capable of. Your moves are measured in my mind, and I would kill you before you could do what is necessary to kill me.”

The tension did not subside, not even when Juna lowered her hands and what part of her face wasn’t covered by armored mask fell. She turned her eyes downward, away from Muriel. “You are my friend, my best friend.”
Muriel eyed Juna guardedly. “Yeah, I would like to think we still are. You’re making it difficult as of late.”

Expressing genuine shame, Juna slowly turned her away from Muriel and visibly shook. A painful and pain-filled exhale escaped her. She stumbled into the washing area, catching herself quickly. Muriel found herself not moving at all; she didn’t dare approach as she wonder if Juna was bluffing her in for a quick peck on the lips. Then again, Juna did have her; she had her dead to rights.
Juna said, “I think absorbing some of you was a blessing. I…wasn’t as focused and weary as this beforehand.”
Her friend sounded so differently, enough to ease the tension in Muriel’s body a little; but only a little. It wasn’t the Juna that was elated and thrilled to have absorbed the lives of others. Her gratefulness this time was not besmirched with evil. There was regret there, that idea that Juna had to do what she had done in order to do the right thing but still hated to have done it. Much of Muriel’s normal thinking came back and instilled some focus and rationale in her; not completely gone was the warrior ready to strike, but nonetheless the warrior was stuck in the coiled position.

“I couldn’t control myself like this on Tatooine,” said Juna. “It isn’t much, but with a little of you inside of me I can remember who I am. It’s so hard, though. It’s so very hard to keep control.” She balled her hands into fists that shook. “I want power so much it burns me that I’m so damn weak!” She released her hands. “But I can’t cheat myself back to getting better.”
Juna turned slowly back to Muriel, a tear dribbling down the armor plated mask. “I did some bad things in this state. I’m so angry. I’ve never been so constantly angry like this. The anger makes me hunger.” She wanted to look directly at Muriel but she didn’t. “You’ve helped, but-but I shouldn’t have….you know.”

“Juna,” began Muriel, but she saw Juna ready to stop her so she stopped well ahead.

“I’m still going to have these problems, perhaps for the rest of my life.” Juna leaned back against the wash basin and looked finally at Muriel. There was regret in her yellow eyes, terrible regret for what she had done and just about did again. “But I’m weak enough to handle, Muriel. If I can….just rest and find myself…put my mind on something else…I can find myself completely and….regain my strength. I have to find other ways….to regain the power I have lost.”
“The current situation would be a good place to start,” suggested Muriel between big gulps of air in an attempt to calm herself. “From what happened to Tatooine on backwards would be a big help.”

Nodding her head, Juna said, “For starters.” She stuck her hand out towards the toilet. The lid on it slowly rose from its rested position, but then fell down. Juna wobbled on her feet afterwards. “What I took from you isn’t enough. Best to keep me busy, and best for everyone else to be on their full guard, at all times, until Mama comes home.”

“Juna,” began Muriel again. “Juna, Dizzy thought about contacting the Jedi Order. Maybe they can help.”

“I all ready know that you believe that is a bad idea.” Juna shook her head and wised, “I don’t fear they would attack me, I fear what I would do to them. So rich they are in life, in power: they would be too enticing to ignore.” She swallowed down the desire, the idea of contacting the Jedi Order. “Plus, this is our situation, a private matter. They get involved I know we’ll never stop Prophet, or Faradi. We’re on our own on this one.” She looked to Muriel and said in a change of subject, “You do forgive me, don’t you?”

Muriel broke down and said, “I do, Juna, I really don’t know what you are going through. It’s just…incredibly a lot to handle.” She went to move towards her…

Juna stepped back and had a very serious face, stopping Muriel. The tension was back, and Muriel found herself stepping back a few steps. Carefully, Juna said, “Be on your guard, Muriel. Love me if you do, but do some from a distance. Don’t tempt me. Please don’t, or I will kill you. I will,” she turned her back and finished the words Naressa had echoed on Tatooine, “and it is the truth.”
Muriel slowly nodded and slowly backed out towards the exit. “Do…do you need a little time to compose yourself?”

Juna was staring hard into the mirror. She said, “Go on, I’m right behind you.”

Nodding again, Muriel kept herself looking at Juna as long as she could, even to the partition that hid the rest of the bathroom from the rest of the house from the entrance. The red head fiddled with the sliding door for a few moments due to hands that uncharacteristically shook from fright. She mastered her fingers, and then the controls. The door opened, but Juna’s barely audible words stopped Muriel in the doorway.

“To think I feared this flesh so long ago,” spoke Juna quietly, menacingly. It was clear to Muriel that Juna was speaking to herself. “Childish thoughts, deserving of a childish death. Darkness guide me…to much powerful glories.”
Muriel couldn’t stand it. She hadn’t reached her breaking point, but after hearing what spewed from Juna’s mouth she was so close to running away, screaming. She settled on running.
