CHAPTER 115.0
Four days would pass before Team Cofka finally made it to Naboo. During the time Team Nal Hutta returned and waited for them, and with Coruscant well they knew Team Cofka had succeeded and Juna became the busiest out of all of them. With the Republic turned back on, the demand for answers for Rapier Technology failure was several terapages long in numerous message boxes. Now the whole head of Rapier Technologies, Juna Rapier had to make all of the billion credit decisions and in the current climate those decisions were made every few minutes, all day, all night. Such as the role of leader, there was no rest for the wicked.
Somewhere in the storm of demands from stock holders, family board members, supervisors, political figures from near and far, estimators, attorneys, judges, pundits, media, contractors, employees, revenue collection agents, members of the Royal Court, credit auditors, law enforcement looking for Naressa, and that all too curious Juna was able to get Casper and Mathaniel fixed up. The two had sacrificed just as much of as she did and Enothchild had done. It seemed pretty unfair of them to lose limb in a fight that really in the deep sense of the subject had nothing to do with either of them.
The Jedi Knight and the Magus of the Path and Destiny the Vhinech-Wookiee at their sides watched Juna practically order more than a hundred desperate looking beings to stay put outside their room; no one in the large group appeared to take the news well. The exception to her rule was the little girl named Rose who followed Juna around wherever she went; freshly scrubbed in clean clothes, the pretty little girl was just as restless as Juna. Juna, wearing darker hues of attire and wearing the necklace in which Enothchild’s ring hung from, looked tired. She had no rest since her return from Nal Hutta. 
Still she found the time to consider her friends, and she made the time the best she could for them. Some time after their return Juna offered to supply the two warriors artificial replacements of the highest and most durable quality. The two accepted the offer with little reluctance; Casper felt there was still much for him to do and he needed two legs to do it, and Mathaniel couldn’t believe he could go on without his fingers to twiddle his weapons let alone learn how to eat while holding utensils with pinkies and thumbs. They also insured Juna that they could trust Rapier Technology, now that she was able to isolate the exact code lines that allowed for the Shut Down.
The two sported replacement limbs that was unique in more ways than one. For starters the sensor database of the mansion still retained the accurate measurements and forms of both men. In most cases with artificial parts they were just slapped on and it was assumed the receiver would just adjust to it; unfortunately it did not work that way all the time and the limbs had to be replaced over the days. With precise measurements, and recordings of the way they biometrical moved, the process of limb replacement was smooth and the training time for them to get use to the replacements was going to be very minimal. Also setting the replacements apart from others was the parts and outer casings holding the moving parts were made out of Saberhide, making them virtually indestructible; Casper was admiring the wiggling flexibility of his ten black toes that were exactly the same shape and size and as detailed as the toes he used to have; Mathaniel had been practicing his finger techniques by rolling coins between his fingers. Essentially they had at least one more day to go before the Medical Bay would release them to ensure there were no errors. Profile wise they could fit clothes or other garments of choice over their hardware; Casper could wear boots, while the design of Mathaniel’s fingers incorporated articulation controls in his forearms and therefore they looked like Saberhide gauntlets.
Closing the doors and sealing them for good measure behind her, Juna just sighed visibly and asked, “How are we doing?”
Mathaniel caught the coins and said, “Very well.”

“I’m doing good,” assured Casper.

Destiny added on Casper’s behalf, “He walked almost normally to the fresher.”

“No problems bending at the knees?” asked Juna out of concern.

“Shouldn’t we be asking how you are doing?” asked the Jedi Knight.

Juna smiled just a little, but her attention was drawn by little Rose; the girl had went to the sink in the room and had fetched Juna a small cup of water; she held it before her. Juna said, “Thank you, Rose, but I did not ask for it. Oh wait!” She stopped Rose when the girl turned to go dump the water. Juna took the water and gave the girl a gentle stroke of her head; she did need the water, but she just wasn’t used to such servitude; she would never get used to it. “Thank you.”
“You’re welcome, Mistress,” said Rose obediently and stood quietly by her side, observant and unassuming.

“All things considering,” began Juna after clearing her throat, “I’m managing. Trust me, I have had a lot of training and experience dealing with matters. I’ll survive; I’ll just be an insomniac for the next few years. It’s a mess, but one you guys shouldn’t worry about.”
“We’re just more worried about you than just the problems coming your way,” said Mathaniel.

“I appreciate your concerns, but like I said I’ll survive them,” she said. “Casper, if you want I got the HoloNet links up and running you can contact the Jedi Order.”

Nodding, Casper then said, “I haven’t really given it a thought. I don’t know what to say to them.”

“I find the truth works every time it’s tried,” said Juna. She saw no reason to cover up what had happened on Nal Hutta; no reason to cover up anything. “Besides they’ll wonder why you traded two good legs for the ones I gave you.”
Folks tried not to laugh, but a giggle or a smile or both were expressed. Casper thought it was amusing, but he stayed on track. “And the Device?”

“Well, tell them what you can; the rest you will have to wait for Nach and the others.”

“They haven’t contacted?” asked Destiny.

Juna shook her head, but added, “They’re coming I can feel them.” The knocking on the glass from several desperate looking people outside made her look and she gave them a good stare of disappointment; they didn’t budge. She turned away and ignored them. “I have all channels available for communication. If they need to contact us they will.”

She then looked to Mathaniel and Destiny. “I’m waiting for a call from Mama. She hasn’t called yet with your cure.”

“We can wait,” assured Mathaniel. “We have to wait for Nowen anyways.”

“Our time is a little short, though,” added Destiny.

“We still have a few months. Besides, I’m certain we can get a ride closer to New Paradasia.”

Juna drank some of her water and stewed a little over the Vhinech’s problem. She said to Casper, “I’ll leave it up to you whether or not to include the Vhinech in your report. The Jedi Council does have an obligation to report anything about them to the Senate.”
“I was thinking that,” said Casper. “Leaving them out, though, would make us more heroic than we deserve to be.”
Juna shook her head and finished the water; Rose was right there in front of her, waiting for the cup. Seeing the girl’s eagerness to please Juna just gave the cup to take care of. “Either way, realize that our heroics will not matter to anyone. No one outside our group will ever know what really had happened. We won’t be getting any medals or accolades.”
There was no argument from Casper and Mathaniel. Destiny crossed her arms and said, “That is wrong. What we have all done should be cherished and realized. You lead the way to correct wrongs. It should be the kind of story told to so many, and appreciated with undying life.”

Juna flashed her inherited smirk and asked, “You want to be my public relations representative?” Before Destiny answered she waved her friend off. “Heroes don’t go looking for glory. In this galaxy, right now, I could save a thousand drowning babies and it won’t matter.”
“But we didn’t save a thousand, we saved billions of people,” Destiny added, but she just didn’t understand. Casper and Mathaniel understood it a little better but not entirely; Casper would in the future, but for now he saw Juna’s point as he knew it.
“I’ll tell the Council,” said Casper. “I’m certain they will understand. They may experience a shut down of memory of their very own.” 

The banging on the glass again made Juna’s eyes cross. This time when she turned around she actually found people outside trying to pick the lock controls on the door. When they saw her, they all guiltily took themselves away from the door and walls and took some steps back.
Sighing, Juna turned around and said to the rest, “If I don’t treat the disease outside there won’t be a cure for it.”

“Juna, wait!” Casper got out of bed and walked over to her gingerly; balancing was improving but he still not too used to moving around yet. He said, “Your mother.”

“I don’t think there’s anything we can do about that,” Juna honestly said.

“There has to be, there must be, and I promise you I won’t give up on clearing her name.” Casper put a hand on her shoulder. “I give you my word: I will clear her.”

Juna smiled a little. She only repeated what she said to him weeks ago on Mesuera when he was certain he could capture Naressa safely. “Don’t let a promise get you killed. You’re a good man, Casper Knightshade. A very good man shouldn’t sacrifice his life for a promise he can’t keep.”
Before she went to leave Casper again stopped her and said, “And about Enothchild?”

Juna considered him and thought, “Tell the Council what you think happened.” She left it at that, unlocking the door and going back outside to take care of the many messes that wanted her to solve all the problems in the universe, with Rose trailing right behind her dutifully. Both woman and child vanished immediately in the sea of chaos outside.
Casper stood by the door and thought that over. He looked to Mathaniel and the Magus said the very same thought Casper had, “What did happen?”
“And why did we let it happened,” added Casper, shaking his head. “She’s hiding something. Nothing bad, but….”

“I know,” said Mathaniel in contemplation. “I still don’t know why I let her…” He left at that as both really had to meditate on the issue to resolve it. In time they came to their own conclusions but neither one told the other. Mathaniel did tell Destiny what had happened and spent a good long time consoling her; Destiny’s admiration for Enothchild was great and to lose someone that cared enough to save her two years ago from doom and isolation was a loss. Mathaniel convinced Destiny not to take action against Juna for what she had done; the Vhinech-Wookiee grumpily promised.

Casper had gone into the adjoining lab where Nach had been working on the Vhinphyc baby problem and accessed the HoloNet equipment. The whole time he went through the processes he kept thinking what to say, how to say it. He drew blanks even as he went through the proper protocol to finally get the Jedi Council. The small hologram of the entire Council laid before him on the counter and they eagerly awaited his report.

Unable to find a better way to start, Casper just said, “Masters, forgive me. Nue Cadabel, Ros Ofcheck, and Enothchild Sarch are dead.” He didn’t expect such a silence from the Council, especially from the three mentioned Jedi’s friend on the Council Plo Koon, but he noticed the Jedi Master did lay his hands on his arm rest as if to shove himself to his feet. He even thought for that moment of sadness Plo Koon would stand up and call him a liar. Oddly, once that news got out of the way everything else cleared the way for Casper to talk, and so he did talk in great length.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 115.1

A few days later and Team Cofka limped in and their first surprise was Juna’s normal appearance when she had greeted them in the Landing Bay. The news of Cofka as with Nal Hutta was received in various ways. Team Cofka completed the circle over the loss of Enothchild Sarch, which only doubled the loss of Nach to everyone; it was official, the Vhinphyc race as they knew it was dead. The basic details of the missions were relayed, minus Juna because she was just too damn busy. Muriel took the loss of Enothchild hard again. She would have spent time with Juna, but she wanted to spend time with Dizzy who she still missed that much more. Besides that there was so much more to consider and so many wounds to heal. Since Casper and Mathaniel were fine that Dizzy and Nowen took their spots in the medical ward; the Sullustan’s ears and the Nubian’s knee both faced reconstructive surgeries.
The following day Muriel had a physical check up done. Dizzy was at her side while the others were resting in their quarters in Rapier Manor and Nowen was busy with the muscle knitters and rehabilitation in another part of the Medical Bay. Once again Juna made a return to the Medical Bay, with Rose in tow and keeping a horde of worry warts outside; a new batch of them, fewer in numbers but still unapologetic with their need to get under her crawl. On that note Muriel was rather glad Juna was back to normal: dark side Juna would have had those people for breakfast….literally!
There was one thing the two did not reveal to the others, except of course in Muriel’s case she told Dizzy and begged him to keep quiet. Though they were happy to see each other there was an unspoken tension that caught their words in their throats. Suddenly it was very odd to be in the room at the same time.

At the same time, as soon as the door closed, they said together, “I’m pregnant!” The two women gawked at each other and forgot exactly what each other wanted to talk about to the other. At the same time again they said, “NO! You? Get out! For real? Oh that’s wonderful!”
“Hey, hey, hey, HEY!” Dizzy got between the two and just threw his hands all around them. “Will you two stop talking at the same time? That’s just freaky.”

Juna and Muriel looked at each other, smiled, and both went to each other and hugged. Muriel momentarily felt something odd in the Force localized against her chest; her purple eyes traced the source to Enothchild’s ring hanging from Juna’s neck. Oddly, Muriel felt no grief in seeing it.
“How?” asked Juna of Muriel. The red head looked up. “I mean, it’s Dizzy’s right?” Dizzy frowned at Juna. “Well, it isn’t like Muriel’s me, you know?”

“Yes, it’s Dizzy’s,” chuckled Muriel. “I have to thank you. If you hadn’t wished a baby for us, it wouldn’t be possible.”

“I…wished you a child?”

“You….don’t remember?” When Juna shook her head, Muriel showed her the monitor with the medical exam results on it. It showed the fetus growing inside of Muriel, and accurate statistics. “See the conception time? Trace it back; it goes right to your rant that brought Enothchild back to life!” Suddenly she began to blush. “I…uh…remember it well. I was suddenly not myself.”
“I’ll say she suddenly became a full time slut!” Dizzy pointed out. Muriel shot his a look of flying lightsabers while Juna dropped her mouth when he compared his wife to a flop-around floozy. “Well you did!”
“I’m going to be the mother of your child!” said Muriel pointedly. “You can’t call me that.”

“You scared the hell out of everyone.”

“I….I wasn’t myself, that’s all.”

“I still got the bruises to prove it.”

Face redder than ever, Muriel turned to Juna and said, “He’s….exaggerating just a little.” She cleared her throat, threw another set of imagined lightsabers at her Husband, and then showed an amused Juna more read outs. “Anyways, our baby was conceived shortly after you made all those wishes. I hadn’t been the same since then.”
Juna racked her brain, but if she had wished that she just didn’t remember it. She couldn’t exactly remember wishing Enothchild back to life either. Still it was not a lie; Muriel would never lie about such a thing, and the Force backed the truth in Muriel’s words.
Muriel shrugged her shoulders and added, “You just said you wanted me and Dizzy to be happy. I can’t think of one thing other than a child of our very own. I mean why can’t it be: the very things you said, you wish were true, did come true. You wished your mother freed, you wanted people to healthy and happy….”
Juna suddenly felt she had wished for more than just that, but Muriel bringing up Enothchild held her up a bit. Muriel asked, “Aren’t you happy for us?”

With that Juna blinked from her contemplation; her face must have conveyed the wrong message. “Oh no, Hon, I love it that you two are going to have a baby!” She hugged Muriel again to assure her. “Don’t take my confusion as something wrong. I just….”
Juna sighed. “Ever since I became this” she gestured towards herself, to indicate her current complexion “I’ve been less myself.”

“But you’re normal,” said Dizzy. “Not scarred or scary looking.”

“But I felt so normal and perfectly right with myself before,” said Juna. “Although I don’t feel as freakish and weird as before Sanctuary.” She sighed again and stressed, “I am more at peace with myself than I have ever been at any time in my life. I can live in this skin.” She let her hands fall on her stomach. “I have to.”
Muriel asked, “Have you been looked at yet?” Juna shook her head. “Then get on the table. No fooling, Juna, really. Just because you feel okay doesn’t mean your pregnancy is flawless even now.”
Juna was going to object because she felt all right. Plus the dogs of desperation outside were beginning to pant again. But before she knew Muriel had her on the table, and then the red head went outside and threatened their lives. Dizzy shook his head and said, “Wow, look at them run.”

“They’ll be back.” Before she could laugh some more, little Rose grabbed a hold of her right hand. “I’m all right, Rose.”
As Muriel entered the room again, Dizzy scratched his head and asked, “So, eh, what’s the kid’s story?” Rose looked at him with eyes that were very cool simmering silver; gone was the Dark Side eyes before, but she still remained a Servant of the Black.

“Slave of Yabbula’s, then a slave of Faith’s and Rune’s,” said Juna as Muriel prepped the scanners and created a file. “Now she’s mine.”

“Slave?” asked Muriel. There was an uneasy discontent with that term in the air.

Juna shook her head. “I don’t want her to be my slave. But I couldn’t think to leave her on Nal Hutta, in the hands of the Hutts.”

“She’s probably got relatives somewhere in the galaxy,” offered Dizzy.

“I’ve ran checks with her likeness, her genetics, and even prints: no match in any law enforcement database.” Juna patted Rose’s hand to comfort the girl; Rose smiled, one of those rarities from her that gave the late teenager a lot of joy. “It’s still early yet and the Republic is still recovering, but there’s a chance she was born outside the Republic.”

“Could you….you know?” Dizzy made funny shapes with his hands.

“Make funny shapes with my hands?”

“Touch her!”

“I really haven’t had the time to do that. In fact, there’s much of the Force I haven’t tried at since Nal Hutta. Since changing back to…well, this me the Force hasn’t felt the same.” Juna looked at her hand holding Rose’s hand, and from just mere touching nothing was happening. “Strange.”
“Here we go, doing the scan,” butted in Muriel. Talking about being pregnant and other matters had glossed over the reality of Juna’s situation, and what both wanted to really talk about. To lead it to that, in the secret language all women spoke and no men would understand, Muriel moved Enothchild’s ring on Juna’s chest to over to the side of her neck so the scan would not be interfered in its passing.
Juna said, “Did they tell you?”

Muriel nodded but said, “I want your take on it.” For the first time Dizzy understood the subject matter, but he honestly understood it the moment he heard Juna said she had a muffin in the oven.
Sighing, Juna’s brown eyes locked onto Muriel’s purple irises. “I didn’t want to Take him, even as I was dying. I mean as we were both dying.” Muriel understood what Juna was implying in ‘we’ and waited. “He didn’t want us to die.”
After a few moments of silence Muriel nodded, and the tension in the room between the two women was gone. Juna was certain her friend was satisfied with the explanation, but it seemed as if she wanted to more. Juna said, “After Taking him, I passed out and when I came to, I’m this.”
The scan stopped and Muriel asked, “You killed Faradi.”

Juna shook her head; she really hadn’t told the others what had happened after they left her. She said, “I…had absorbed Nadja’s hairs from Enothchild’s horns….and was compelled to wish her back to life.”

Dizzy shared a look with Muriel looking for help. A bit exasperated, Muriel reminded him, “Enothchild’s first wife.” He understood again. “And she killed Faradi?”

“Just as Rune killed her, Nadja had one more trick up her sleeve,” said Juna. “I actually don’t know how I know that, I was out the whole fight, but I feel I know…so much about it.”

Muriel bit her lower lip; she had so many more questions to ask but the scan was complete and the details of interior of Juna’s uterus came clear on the monitor. The questions Muriel had and the answers Juna had for them went away when they saw the tiny, bean-like life form that was not there before. Precise calculations appeared to give them more details about the fetus, as it did for Muriel’s baby.
Dizzy noted the time of conception while patting Juna’s free hand. “You two had a lot of free time in that escape pod.”

Juna smirked a bit and said, “Well, we did….consummate our love prior to that.” She then mumbled quietly, “More than once” but added loudly “but never in that escape pod; it was just so small.”

Muriel patted Juna warmly on her shoulder and said, “I guess the Vhinphyc are not all dead then, are they?”

Juna smiled, but her attention was drawn beyond Muriel’s shoulder. She thought she knew of someone that had been looking in, but that person was suddenly gone. In his place were the hordes of people she had to deal with, and the life that awaited her pregnant or not.

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

CHAPTER 115.2

The days became weeks, and before long it was a month that had passed. Casper and Alluetia had remained at Rapier Manor with their friends; the Jedi Order did not order their return to Coruscant after Casper’s report. Nowen was much better and spent his time with Destiny and Mathaniel still awaiting the call from Naressa Rapier for the cure; but not so much as a text message made their way to them. Juna remained constantly busy, dealing with each and every issue that would arise; Rose, as always, remained dutifully by her side to serve her. Muriel began to help Juna as Dizzy and Alluetia spent the down time fixing both their ships; the others gave a hand in the repairs. Three weeks would pass, and the Millennium Falcon was flyable once more.
One more week would pass after that, and just as the tide against Rapier Technologies waned enough for Juna to catch a breather the inevitable happened. Time had been against the Trio from New Paradasia every since they left the planet Isen with Alluetia. As they awaited for Naressa’s signal they did the best they could to analyze the genetic materials for a cure, even outsourcing it genetic labs. The labs were just as baffled as the overworked Rapier computers; there was no cure to be found in the genetics, no explanation why it happened in order to reverse it.
Inevitably, as Juna visited the trio again, Magus Mathaniel said, “It’s time we went home. We can’t wait for your mother any longer.”

Before long there was arrangements made. Alluetia was bored out of her mind and agreed to take the trio home. But to everyone’s surprise except Juna’s Casper decided to go with Alluetia to drop Destiny, Mathaniel, and Nowen off. He had his reasons and never said why, but Juna knew them.

And so on a bright, beautiful day late in the tenth month of the year Juna, Rose, Dizzy and Muriel escorted the others to the Landing Bay. Much of the talk was small and covered some of the basics of the topic of conversations over the past month. As much as the departures were inevitable, it felt very strange to them all to leave. There was so much sentiment left unspoken among everyone.
“I hope it stays this quiet for you,” said Casper to Juna, walking on her left side perfectly as if he hadn’t lost his legs. Rose, as always, walked on Juna’s right.
“I can only ask so much for my birthday,” chagrinned Juna. “The election cycles start in a month. I’ll be everyone’s favorite target practice; loudest head-lopper wins their seat.”

“It’s crappy, that’s what it is,” chided Alluetia. “You don’t deserve it, Juna. I wish there was somethin’ we could do.”

“There is: don’t get involved.” Juna lead them to the Hailstorm’s Hauler. The group going separated from the group staying behind and they faced one another. “Take comfort in knowing that it will be all right: I’ve fought worse.”
The little take in humor got the groups loose enough for just a moment, but then there was that sentiment again getting in their way. Each one of them had their different experiences with admiration for their allies, their friends, and those they fought along side with. This was different in some strange way, so much so they didn’t want to say goodbye. They didn’t want it to end.
Juna said to the others, “I’m sorry that my Mother had more or less tricked you into helping me.”
Mathaniel said, “It was our destiny; it took her to show us that in her own, unique way. I have no regrets.” He had been on speaking terms with Juna whenever she could get the time, but at first there was stiffness but for awhile now there had not been. “I am proud to have fought along side of you.”

“As I,” said Destiny, “even if it wasn’t much.” Destiny held much of her tongue the most since Nal Hutta, but whatever problems she had with Juna over what she had to do were gone. The Vhinech-Wookiee stepped forward and wrapped the three adult friends in a big Wookiee hug. “Presence bless you all.”

“Thanks for the encouragement,” winced Dizzy. He waved at Alluetia. “Thanks for the hand, Gal.”
“Just name your kid after me won’t ya,” shot Alluetia back, pretending not to tear up. “Geez, you old fart pirates are terrible.” She quickly ran up the ramp to the get ship powered up. She was going to bawl.
It was no surprise to the others anymore; Muriel told them the news later in the day after she and Juna had talked about what happened to Enothchild. Everyone indeed seemed more surprised that Muriel was pregnant than Juna was pregnant. Still, everyone was very happy, and Juna guessed her pregnancy was why no one held any grudge against her for Taking Enothchild’s life.
Destiny finally released the group and gave little Rose a pat on the head; the little girl appeared to act more like a little girl, but it was hard work on Juna’s behalf to get her to act like a little girl. The process was going to take forever with repetition. At that moment, however, Rose appreciated the affection the Vhinech-Wookiee showed to her and not just because she hugged her Mistress.

“Nowen,” began Dizzy, extending a hand out. “Thanks for watching out for Red’s ass.”
Nowen shook the Sullustan’s hand and joked, “And what a fine ass it was to watch.” The two males laughed at the joke before the Guardian looked to Muriel. “Sorry.”
“Your fat ass could lose some weight,” shot Muriel back with a grin. She gave him a brief Guardian salute which he returned. “I can’t keep carrying you, Grunt.”

“On my feet, Boss, and out the door.” Nowen then added, “Any messages for Oggie?”

Muriel thought for a few moments and just said, “Tell him he did a good job with you.” Nowen nodded and gave Juna a small bow of respect that Juna returned.

Juna turned her attention again to Mathaniel and also to Casper, giving them a bow of respect that both Magus and Jedi returned. Standing up straight again she said to Mathaniel, “Call on us if you can, if you need help with home.”

“I appreciate the offer,” said Mathaniel, and then added, “but I have this odd feeling it’s going to be all right. There will be difficulties for certain, but it won’t be as bad as we feared before.”

“I think it’s because you know you can handle it,” said Muriel in observation. The battle with Darth Rune may have taken his fingers, but in return Mathaniel looked to be six inches taller; either it was new hope or the spiffy new Magus robe Juna had given him after he announced their departure.
“Perhaps,” said Mathaniel, but it was more than just that. It was going to be all right. He just knew it and he knew it was not just because of him.
When it came time for Juna to say her goodbyes to Casper it dawned on her, “You saw my sonogram.” She was referring to a month ago, when she had thought she saw and felt someone she knew in the crowd outside the infirmary, beyond Muriel’s shoulder. “You know I’m pregnant.”
“I didn’t mean to,” said Casper, his only defense. “I was going to help you with that crowd problem of yours when I saw the three, or rather four of you” he included Rose “looking at the monitor.” He smiled just a little and said, “It made sense to me, then, why.” Why, as in why Enothchild let Juna absorb him into her being.
Juna nodded at him in appreciation; he understood and accepted what had happened; she was blameless for what happened to Enothchild, for it was Enothchild’s wish. She said, “I hope the Jedi Council is as wise as you are.”

“I haven’t told them about that, but I will once I return to Coruscant and believe me: I will have them understand it.” Casper was very resolute in that. “And I will keep my promise: I will clear Naressa.”
She couldn’t debate him on that anymore, only because he had to learn that he faced the impossible; no one was going to let Naressa Rapier have a free life ever again, so long as the Republic existed. Juna missed her mother so much at that moment she also hoped she was absolutely wrong: once again, a Jedi Knight would do the impossible. This time that Jedi will not be Nadja Moranna, and it will not be Enothchild Sarch. She had only the best hopes for Casper Knightshade, and therefore she held on.
“To your best efforts then,” said Juna, bowing again. “May the Force be with you all.”
“And with you,” said Casper.

Mathaniel added, “With many blessings may your Path be so open and clear.”

The departing group turned collectively and proceeded up the ramp. Casper lingered for just a moment on the ramp to look at his friends, and then he continued onboard. The ramp retracted and Muriel let the tower know that the Hauler was soon leaving. The ship lifted off of the ground, turned, and made quickly for the open air.
“We won’t be seeing them again, eh?” asked Dizzy off hand.

“Hard to say, really,” said Muriel, wrapping an arm around her Husband’s shoulders. She recalled a sentence from the Old Sayings of the Order of Guardians. “The Guardians may return when Lady Naboo calls for them.”

Juna said in observation, “My friends, all I know is this: we do live now in very and assured certain times.” That drew Dizzy and Muriel to look at her. Smiling a bit she added, “Fear it.”
Dizzy and Muriel had to undeniably agree with such an irony. Even Dizzy understood the immediate preverbal tidal wave that slammed into the Rapier Clan after Juna had returned home. To the former smuggler people could be Jawas looking for salvage in the form of Juna’s vast fortune; their lawyers were bounty hunters they hired; the politicians that represented them all were Hutts that passed down edicts that really brought out the scum. Juna was money, and the worst of people went after money. Unfortunately they weren’t named Darth Somebody or Magus Whatever or Idiot the Hutt or otherwise the solution was simple. Again the irony was just too much; the politics and the legalities had to be played by predictable rules, and really no act of daring, no Jedi Mind Trick, and no act of force was going to defeat it. Fear it: damn right to!
The day gave way to night and now the crowds of the worrywarts went home at sunset. The Arnes kept Juna company when Muriel was not helping her. Collectively the group had gotten used to the lack of interaction with the group that just left the house, except for Dizzy who kept up with them; still they missed them all ready. They were getting used to Rose; after a month of searching Juna still hadn’t found her parents. She didn’t tell Dizzy and Muriel she had stopped looking; she would tell them later she had decided to keep Rose, adopt her if need be though the timing of such an adoption could be a hassle.
That night the group talked for hours in the Arnes’ living quarters; the subject was strictly about babies. Before long the night was deep and Juna had to call it; the madness was going to begin again as soon as her eyes reopened sometime before the sunrise. Little Rose over the month acted a little more like a normal eleven-year-old girl, falling asleep awkwardly in the chair she assumed not far from Juna’s side. For a change they just covered her body up in the chair and let her sleep while Juna made her ‘escape’.
Juna did not make for her room right away. She made a detour and headed for the epicenter of Rapier Manor. She found her Father’s Memorial right where it had always been, bathed in the glow of the moons of Naboo and surrounded by the blooming, open black roses; those roses, planted by Naressa, so unique and mysterious as they only opened under the soft, white light of any moons, and smelled their best when all three of Naboo’s moon were full over ahead like tonight. Their scent had an allure to it, but Juna sought insight in the scent, as well as from being in the ‘presence’ of her late Father Bendian Rapier.
Being there, sitting on the solid short flower bed wall to stare at Bendian’s likeness, Juna looked up at him. For a moment, which put into focus the weeks of curiosity before the turmoil, she put together that moment she had wished for all those wonderful things to happen. It was difficult; the memory seeped in shadows that barely existed in her soul. Enothchild’s resurrection had helped as a point of reference, and Muriel’s own recounting aided in the search for memory. Just yesterday the whole event replayed in her mind; how Juna hated what she was then, how so very evil and cold and so cruel; how much she missed her Dark Self.

Her hand had found Enothchild’s ring during moments she had some feeling of darkness brush past her spirit in the past month and both her hands found the ring on this night. Force Wishing had to be the worst of selfish gifts, the temptations great and the price even greater. She felt she could still do it, but the expense of the goodness and innocence she had reclaimed from the sacrificed spirit of her Husband. It was Enothchild’s own wish that Juna and their child be at peace in a galaxy with tranquility, regardless of the hurdles before Juna now. She would not trade in Enothchild’s sacrifice for greater power, for greater glory, and to be normal again as a Dark Pure Sith Maiden. She would not for one more wish.
Still she was forced to ask the statue of her Father aloud, “Of all I had asked that night, why didn’t you return?” That was all the answer Juna wanted, but it never came, not from the Force; not from a statue.
Juna parlayed with her Father’s memorial a little longer. “I am in a bind, Papa. Salvageable, but I cannot see a way to lessen the casualties, not my way anyways. I’ve been conditioned to solve everything by principals, by the truth, but no one would consider it even if they believed it to be true. And they don’t want my leadership; they want my head.
“Mama’s way would have worked before everything went to hell; pure intelligence, unshakable charm, and blatant wit. Sex appeal wouldn’t have hurt in most cases. However, there are too many that know of her ways, and since she’s on the run, they don’t want to deal with Naressa Rapier the Second anymore than they want to be pals with Naressa Rapier the First.”

Looking back up at him, Juna said, “Since you’re not here I will have to go it alone, but I will go at it as you. You’re the only man I know who can survive this.” She smiled a little as she looked beyond the statues at the moons above. “I must be like my Father in order to survive.” She honestly saw no other choice; she had to become conniving, diabolical, and ruthless like her Father in order to survive; for the future of her child, Juna had to be her Father. 
Her Father, reborn!
