15 DAYS (CHAPTER 77.0)

Naressa never gave any of the Vesgevis or the lack of Darth Maul’s presence in the old house another thought when she left Surmon behind to mull over the up and soon coming matters. Instead the Sith Maiden paid a little more attention to the galaxy at large. With slicer program coinciding with piped in news reports and other public accessible information she consolidated them together to gain a picture of clarity. What was reported was always not what was actually known. Sometimes it was through the prism of what whoever wanted the rest to know. A few times, a very rare occasion to say the least, the Republic was wise enough not to let the public know what they knew, what they were doing and what were they doing about it.
As she expected the news out of Tynna was the same old sort: five Jedi dead, seven wounded, their identities not known: bystander’s deaths were thirty now, forty injured, the bulk of the damage done by parts of the Jedi shuttle slamming into other ships in the busy capital city spaceport. The Senate ordered an immediate investigation, dispatching some high ranking Republic Guard officials to investigate and asking Corellia to spare their best CorSec investigators. There was no word from the Jedi Temple.
The slicer program divulged more information that turned the summary into an interesting read. The twelve Jedi were masters, one of them was Jedi Council member Plo Koon who was one of the injured -- Naressa knew of him through Enothchild. Orders had been sent from Supreme Chancellor Valorum for the Jedi Masters to herd up at Tynna and together they were going to Tatooine. During the gathering, the Republic’s Department of Law Enforcement reissued the wanted dead or alive bounty of the Vhinech Magus Prophet at the old price of ten million credits at the behest of the chancellor and the Jedi Council. Naressa’s name was not on such an infamous list yet, but unlike Prophet there was no one of a kind image of her anywhere for law enforcement to use. Though the media was slowly beginning to report the truth to the rumors, Naressa was being described to the public as a person of interest. Meanwhile, better descriptions of her were given to authorities that were undoubtedly from the lips of Ros Ofcheck and Casper Knightshade. Problem was apparently obvious: physical characteristics in general were no good with a specific image to back it up. Humanoid, white skin, yellow eyes, black hair, and black lips: Five different races in the Republic spread across over a hundred worlds share in most of those general descriptions.

They were looking for her, no question, but Prophet had tipped his existence and was drawing the Jedi’s interest -- there was enough Jedi to hunt both Prophet and Naressa. The Jedi had apparently discovered that Prophet was not alone and was involved in the murders on Duro. Guaranteed the Jedi were not forgetting Naressa because of Hapes, and if they tried the Trade Federation and Rapier political enemies were going to remind them. The Trade Federation had issued a warrant for her arrest in the murder of Edwaru Kurr and the news of that was breaking through the collective media silence. The real question was if the Jedi -- somehow -- took Naressa alive would the Republic honor its own constitution this time and give her over to the Neimoidians. 
Members of the Republic, like the Trade Federation, conformed to a unified extradition law even if their respected governments were not the same. However, like all things political and humanizing, that rule was not always obeyed. The Supreme Chancellor had ordered the peaceful capture of the Vhinech, but the Trade Federation executed all the Vhinech that were caught by them or handed over to them by unsavory types; as far as the Trade Federation was concern their war with the Vhinech was separate from the war the Republic had with the Vhinech, and therefore it was solely Trade Federation justice that was done upon them. In turn, politically, the Republic and many worlds independently decided not to send any held fugitive the Trade Federation demanded, Vhinech or otherwise. There was a price that was paid during those wrangles over the past decade: the pay-to-watch executions of Vhinech from Cato Neimoidia did cost the careers of Republic Senators whose voters believed they did nothing to prevent the broadcasts, be it either to prevent it to save the Vhinech, or prevent from having to pay to watch.
The Vhinech situation had its political fallouts that would effect the current elections even though the economic situation of the Republic still held the front. Naressa’s arrest would revisit the topic if her current runaway status all ready was. Naressa, a person of wealth and privilege, running from her crimes, was a politicians’ drenched vision. They could say she was a rich woman that could buy her way out of anything, or since she was rich she thought she was entitled to a killing of her rival. Or they could say she was one of many responsible for the Republic’s depression, from Bendian’s decisions in the Senate to Rapier Technologies often viewed monopoly tactics. Or, in another way, the Trade Federation was trying to manipulate the markets to tip into their favor currency wise by going after one of the ten most financially important beings in the Republic, trumping up these murder charges they brought against Naressa. These were just scratching the surface examples -- they would all be used, even by the least expected beings. Naressa, though, did not consider the idea of being caught, or even turning herself in, but those realities were not going to prevent the political fallout that was going to come from the political explosion. Political expenses would not matter if Naressa let Rune win, but the Sith Maiden was not going to take the easy way out.
As for the bombing of the Jedi shuttle: evidence crews had found the bomb parts and the shuttle’s flight path was being retraced: Ithor, where the late Curnt Vesgevi had planted the bomb, was its last stop. It would take time, but the Jedi would discover the name and have it raise many alerts. Naressa uncovered the list without the need of her slicer program. Though Curnt’s name was not on the guest list, there were ten names on the list to which the Dark Side alerted to: ten beings, one of them for certain would reveal the Vesgevi involvement at the conference with the slightest of Jedi pressure; Gash Reider, the candidate Curnt was bribing to the Sith side, was not one of them.

The presence approaching her door drew Naressa’s attention. She shut down her slicer program and blanked the screens. When the announcement chime sounded off, Naressa became Darth Sadis with the throwing on of her Sith robe. She opened the door and said to Nicconee. “What is it.”

The other woman was startled at Sadis’ quick response to the door. It was clear to Sadis that Nicconee had spent most of her day working up the courage to come to her. Women knew women; they knew the tattletale signs that made them psyche enough to guess the emotional state of their gender that almost all men neglected. Of course it was even better for Naressa than for other women because she all ready had the primer for translation.
“F-Forgive me,” said the younger woman, stepping in uninvited; she wasn’t apologizing for that, Sadis knew. “I need to talk to you, Mistress.”

Sadis closed the door and locked it, and not once did she consider comforting Nicconee like most women would do. Nicconee was on the verge of tears, worried sick over her own life specifically. Assurance was not to be given to self-loathing gratitude; no Sith Lord in their black mind would do so.

“Then speak,” said Sadis to push the matter coldly along. “I don’t feel like pulling it out your mind.”

Hands wrenching together, Nicconee breathed out to the point, “Did you kill Curnt?”

Sadis -- not even Naressa when she was herself -- could not help to smile. Her lack of contact with Nicconee had put the woman in a distressful position. Now the death of her little brother, a little brother she really didn’t give a damn about, put her loneliness in dire perspective. She cared little about Curnt, a little more about her father, but a lot about herself, the last woman of Vesgevi.

Though what Naressa Rapier was doing was indeed a cruel torture prospectively, one must not forget the sins of Nicconee Vesgevi. Since her adulthood she had used her womanly virtues to ruin the careers and lives of many people. The men were no less to blame for their utter failure at promising to honor, cherish, and obey their better halves. The compounding factor was Nicconee’s actions causing the wives and girlfriends of such men to be traumatized and affected; in most cases the women were actually the ones in power, but the idea of their husband’s infidelity crippled them. Directly or indirectly, Nicconee’s actions, agendas driven by her father or by her brothers or by herself, resulted in damage. She tortured families and relationships, and like the rest of her family she had murdered innocent people to achieve an end; two of them were too young, part of a family of four whose only crime was breathing. Nicconee, like the rest of her family, had no honor or loyalty to the family; like any Sith Lord, what happened to them was insignificant unless it affected their own plans. Curnt’s death only bothered Nicconee because she felt she was next, not because she loved Curnt. Coming to the Dark Lord was a risk on her behalf; it could have expedited her being next to die very quickly.
Darth Sadis decided to keep her in that paranoid state. “Why would you ask such a question?” She offered nothing else, and since she knew how women presented signals that other women could read she controlled herself.
The lack of anything to read into nearly made Nicconee snap: which emotion to snap on was not decided on yet. All she could do was sigh, tear up, and move away from Sadis in order to work up the nerve to ask more questions or talk. Not that Sadis was going to kill her, but she couldn’t let Nicconee believe anything else.

“Curnt’s never late,” said Nicconee, sniffing between tears. “He was due back yesterday, even before you ordered him to return.”
“Then why ask me if I had killed him?”

“Because…because…I don’t know.”

Sadis just shook her head. “You are wasting my time.”

“I know…and I’m sorry, Mistress, forgive me.” Nicconee hugged herself. Again Sadis showed no signs of giving her comfort. “It’s just…he’s never late.”
“First time for anything, but to say I am displeased with him does not even begin to describe it.” Sadis lied, but she was going to make it clear to Nicconee that she didn’t know what happened to Curnt. She then planted a new seed of paranoia. “You know about the bombing of the Jedi on Tynna. I have received information that the ship had come from Ithor. Curnt is, or supposedly is, on Ithor, is he not?”
Nicconee blinked rapidly for a few moments in thought. “He said he was going to Ithor.” Her eyes widened. “Mistress, no, he wouldn’t act without your approval!”

“I’m sure he has acted without his father’s approval in the past,” said Sadis confidently. “He is as ambitious as he is stupid. That makes for a very dangerous young man.”
“If the Jedi got him it would have been announced by now.”

Sadis faked amusement, letting her head drop a little, expressing mock shock. This time Nicconee picked up on her feelings and slowly realized what she had just said. Sadis flipped the context of its meaning. “Got him? Got him as in kill or capture?”

Nicconee breathed out wide eyed, “No.” Breathlessly she continued. “No, he wouldn’t let himself get caught!” All the sudden she cared about him for different reasons other than love; it was different than previous. “Mistress, if the Jedi have him-.”
“Then it’s too late for us all ready.”

“He would never talk!”

“Every man talks,” stressed Sadis. “He’s too weak to carry out a simple demand, then he’s too weak to kill himself, and then too weak to stand up against Jedi interrogators.” 
The Sith nearly laughed at that last comment; at best Nadja Moranna was the Jedi’s modern inquisitor, and all she did to torture people was a one time only scene of embarrassment -- sometimes more than one scene, or a really long one. Torture was forbidden under the Jedi Code, even against the most hardened minds. The weak minded were easy enough to manipulate with or without the Force, so there was no need for the Jedi to use pain to illicit information. The Sith Conspirators knew and thus knew how to hide behind the Jedi Code as a form of protection. Nicconee should have known better, but Darth Sadis’ presentation of what ifs put what Nicconee knew to be true into question. Underlings always took the words of their gods as right. Given her distrust of her father, Nicconee wanted to be on Sadis’ side; therefore she would believe anything Sadis said.
Sadis just crooked a smile and said plainly, “Oh please, if he was captured do you believe I wouldn’t know? Do you think I would still be here? Now is not the time for me to challenge my enemies, Nicconee. Our growing strength is not quite there yet to do so. I assure you, if I knew of Curnt’s status, I would be acting on it properly.” And with that, Sadis guaranteed that Nicconee would not have any more restful sleeps. She left the whole matter inconclusive. “You may leave now, woman, I’m through with you and your pestering.”

“I-I didn’t mean…to pester, Mistress.” Nicconee bowed, and on rising she looked even more an emotional wreck. The uncertainty worked on her far better than the bluntest of thumbscrews.
One more item brought up almost caused Nicconee to jump through the ceiling. Sadis watched the tension that was building in the young woman’s body just uncoil a little, but it was significant. All she said was, “One more thing.” Whatever it was, even if it were a question about the weather, Nicconee’s feelings were that she was going to regret it.

Casually Sadis approached Nicconee, snatched her left wrist with force, and raised her arm. Without gloves, Sadis’ touch was a cold that chilled Nicconee and made her both shutter and gulp in apprehension. The fear from Nicconee enriched the darkness of the room, of the Force, and painted its ugly color throughout. She prepared for the worst. Preparation gave way to confusion when Sadis grabbed the Vesgevi’s dress sleeve.

“Nice work,” said Sadis.

Eyes blinking, Nicconee matched the movements by stuttering her words. “I-I-I-I-I’m s-sorr-sorry?”

“Your dress, dear,” clarified Sadis. It was a fine, casual piece of work; yellow-white woven into dark velvet with cuts above and below; not sultry, but cleverly seductive. “Tailor done, yes?”
“Eh, yes.”

“Contact him.” Sadis was sure it was a man; she could feel a man having done the work. “I am in need of his services. Once done, you will pay him for his efforts. Tell no one.”
“O-Of course, at once, Mistress,” said Nicconee. She was relieved, but briefly; rushing out the door to carry out the Sith Lord’s unusual request.

Once Nicconee gone, Naressa returned with a sigh and said, “It would have been easier to bring something along. But since my money is here, why not spend it.” She went back to work at the computer station, thinking about the party coming only a few days away, and deciding what more she had to do. There was a new idea she had, and if she lived long enough to see it through she would not have to worry about the fallout directed at Juna from the Hapes murders.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

15 DAYS (CHAPTER 77.1)
The medical ward in Rapier Manor had to be the best in the known universe. The technology was top notch, and since it was Rapier Technology -- all on Naboo -- tech support and parts replacement was less than five minutes away. If necessary, anyone could even summon a real doctor -- a living, breathing physician/surgeon -- and a medical staff with heartbeats if they feel the equipment and the medical droids were not enough to diagnose problems and treat patients. After an hour of tests and droids actually scratching their metal craniums, Dizzy considered calling in the living and breathing option. The problems were Juna and Muriel, and they added to the former smuggler’s stress on top of the facts that Enothchild and Ros was dead, Casper was severely hurt, and Naressa was still nowhere to be found.
If he was asked, Dizzy Arnes would be the first to admit that he was by no means a leader. He always meant well, sometimes he spoke realizations, and in a pinch he came up with some pretty good ideas. Others would say those things in his defense, but Dizzy was humble and he was, not all the time usually based on the situation completely, honest. He was no longer term planner; he reacted more than he thought; Juna had told him it was a great quality to have. Dizzy figured she was being nice to him because he couldn’t see himself in Juna’s positions in all the years he had known her; nice to him because she too knew better.
Just as he was about to give up with the med droids and call for help, Muriel stirred slowly awake. The problems of the universe faded from the small mind of Dizzy Arnes, but not because a smarter person had finally come to. Muriel was his wife, for the better not the worse, and that did come first. It had to because the red head was in for some shocks. This was not a time for a husband to be weak, down on himself. Though she was strong she had those moments that reminded him, and anyone, that she was still Human.
“Whoa, there, easy Red,” stressed Dizzy when Muriel tried to sit up. He wasn’t even quick, but even before he could stop her with his hands on her arms the Guardian flopped back down, conceding the field to the enemies fatigue and weary. “Too much for you right now would be to talk.”
Muriel tried, and failed, to open her eyes. Licking her lips she spoke with a cracked voice. “Feels like I got Gungan stomped.” She rubbed her throat. Dizzy looked to the nearby dispenser and in seconds had ice chips in a cup. “Wha….happen?”
“Here,” said Dizzy first, feeding her ice chips from a spoon. Muriel opened her mouth and took them. “You don’t remember?”

Muriel sighed, frowning when she couldn’t get her eyes open more than over the loss of memory. She shook her head and said after chew down some chips, “Everything’s a blank.” She went to use her right hand to wipe her eyes. The strong odor of bacta nearly knocked her back out; she jerked her head back. “Just…what happened?”

Dizzy sighed and went on with the story. Muriel to him acted as if she never experienced the story. Muriel had no memory of it all, and hearing about it never refreshed a memory or drew up a recollection. Hearing the bad news about Enothchild unsettled her much the same way it did back at the Hanger Bay; Ros Ofcheck and Nue Cadabel being dead and Casper being badly wounded augmented her fears. The Jedi had gone to Tatooine and ran into something very lethal.

He finished up. “You’ve been down for like the past hour or so. There’s been issues since then.”

Muriel felt strong enough to finally open her purple eyes. It was the most unusual and scary few moments of her life not being able to have her eyelids open up, no matter how hard she thought it. She winced at the light above her, though it was at a low setting. She went from black blindness to white blindness, and it took just as long to correct the problem as if her eyelids were still closed. “Well…we…we just got to take them one at a time. Let’s start by…eh…um…”

“I need all the help I can get on this,” said Dizzy honestly. He needed Muriel’s help. “But if you ain’t up to it yet, sleep on it some.”
Muriel snapped her fingers and said, “We got to…wait….no…” Suddenly, when her vision cleared, she let her eyes dart about. She looked up Dizzy with a great deal of worry. “Dizzy, I’m…confused.”

“What?”

She looked around again with an expression of horror. Quietly she asked, “What day is this?” He told her and she could not had turned paler. She racked her brain, and said, “I…I-I remember…the last thing……Dizzy, the last thing I can remember is getting…the news that Enothchild and Juna married.”

“Really?” Muriel nodded, so Dizzy secretly called for a med droid on the console by the bed. “Are you sure?”
“Yeah,” she said quietly with a head nod. “I…got this feeling that…time had passed, you know, but I just…don’t remember a damn thing.” Muriel’s eyes drifted about again. They locked on a piece of hair that draped down along her left cheek. Dizzy grimaced; he was going to get around to telling her, but now the rancor was out of the holding pen. She grabbed the lock of hair in question; noting that amongst her red strands there was considerably amounts of old gray, streaking upward. The rest of the red color lacked luster.
Muriel had the strength to sit up. “Med bed, holomirror, head and upper torso.” She sat up straight, and the sensors above her bed scanned her body. A full size holographic image of herself appeared right before her. Beyond the bluish hue, Muriel could see that indeed her red hair had faded, and she possessed old lady gray locks at random streaking down the full length of her hair. Added to the sight was her tired appearance, and to her shock she looked a bit older in the image field.
“Oh…my god,” she quietly whispered. She looked at Dizzy just as the med droid appeared. “Juna did this to me?”

Dizzy nodded, but the med droid butted in and said, “We do not know who or what has done this to you, Misses Arnes. We do not have an affirmative diagnosis for what has caused this. Would you like to know what we have found to date?”

Muriel took Dizzy’s hand and together they sat through the presentation. First, the med droid again asked for forgiveness because the entire system database found nothing that would cause Muriel’s problems. Once out of the way, it began to run down the list of her problems. There was considerable biological damage, far below the cellular level. Parts of her literally lost integrity, but with rest she was going to recover nearly all of it back; muscle tissues would reconnect, nerve cells would regenerate, her vital organs’ tissue walls would solidify, and she was on replenishers that would restock her entire supply of bone marrow in another hour, and it would be another day before she could attempt to consume solid foods -- Dizzy worried over the ice chips, but the med droid assured them both that water was the only thing she could consume while the important parts of her digestive system “found its way back to their proper locations”. Other things were fine, and the med droid insisted that she had not suffered any brain damage.
What worried the med droids was what they called genetic scars; it was the only way they could describe it. Certain genetic indicators in Muriel’s genetic code were ‘burnt’, or had showed signs of having been ‘torched, incinerated’; when the med droid reached the metaphor of a thermonuclear bomb crater, the Arnes’ insisted he just continue on -- they had got the message. The particular indicators were associated with midi-chlorians in one way and another, and since much of a life form’s Force was tied through midi-chlorians it was speculated by the computer that was why Muriel was in such bad shape. Still the computers couldn’t absolutely say with absolute certainty. Muriel’s midi-chlorian count, however, was lower than it was before Juna’s return, which again made no sense to the computers. And much of the damage done to her was through her right hand, the hand Juna had grabbed; though Muriel could move it, and she could feel it, the med droid was skeptical that in the long term she was going to be able to keep it, or the rest of her right arm if the damage spread.
The droid remained by bed side waiting for more questions. Instead, Dizzy smirked and said, “Well, maybe that explains your hair.” He looked to her and saw she wasn’t amused; she looked more scared than angry. He put an arm around her shoulders. “I guess that’s why Naressa wasn’t really crazy about us…you know…hugging her and stuff like that.”

She nodded somberly. She asked, “What about Juna?”

“She’s still out,” said Dizzy with a head shake. “She’s not as screwed up as you are, but something’s more different about her than we think. The computers here are having a hard time recognizing her. Something about her base patterns.” She didn’t appear to be listening. “You alright?”
“I-I’m…shaken,” admitted Muriel. “Why is she down?”

“Well, until we figure things completely out she’s sedated under a stasis field for the next six hours. I mean, well you don’t remember, but she was crazy, Red.” Dizzy rubbed her shoulders. “You know, Naressa did say she wasn’t in right mind when she changed, remember?” Muriel looked at him. “You know, why she didn’t contact us after Uiennar?”

Muriel nodded, and she felt guilty. Though they had reconciled their differences Muriel still held a gripe about Naressa not letting them know that she was alive the entire time they thought she was dead. Much of her stance was based on how badly Juna had taken the ‘loss’ of her mother, which was the catalyst that drove Juna’s thinking from that point on -- having Juna discovering the fling between Naressa and Enothchild was no help. At this now, Muriel fully understood Naressa’s reasoning.
“Yes,” agreed Muriel.

“I mean, jeez,” Dizzy rambled a bit, “I thought it was Naressa coming down the ramp of the Heirloom. Then when Juna spoke, that’s when we both knew who it was.”

She hugged herself and felt really glad that Dizzy hugged her shoulders more. Her eyes grew wide and she asked carefully, “Are we…sure she…she…didn’t….attack…”
Dizzy followed along the words but didn’t go with her point. He shook his head. “Oh hell no!” Muriel gave him a deeply worried look. “No way did she kill Enothchild and Ros and Nue.”

Muriel grimaced. “I don’t believe myself thinking that either, hon.”

“Then don’t.” Dizzy stood up and paced the left side of the bed. He didn’t like where Muriel went with this. On the other hand the idea stuck in his head. Muriel was Juna’s friend the longest, practically they were sisters. That relationship did not stop Juna from attacking Muriel. What was Ros to Juna except Enothchild’s understudy? Before any reasoning reached that all important third point the idea died in both Arnes’ heads; there was no way, in any state, Juna would had kill Enothchild. Hate him she had, but Juna would had never laid a deadly hand on the late Vhinphyc.

“Look,” began Dizzy when they shared the same thought and could see it in each other’s eyes, “Enothchild’s dad said Juna was fighting somebody. I’m thinking it’s the one responsible for all of this. Why Juna is the way she is, I don’t know, but I bet the table whoever it was pushed her this way.”
“Question is who it is?” pondered Muriel.

“I didn’t get too much from what’s his name,” mumbled Dizzy. “Nach something or other’s been focusing on Enothchild in the next room.”

“And Casper?”

“The next ward to the left and he’s pretty banged up. He ain’t talkn’, and he might not be talking for a while.”

“And where’s Juna exactly?”

“Not far with an isofield around the stasis field to boot; I figure if she somehow woke up from stasis she won’t be in a happy mood. At least we would have a head start for the exits.”

Muriel let her body sink deep back into the pillows and the bed. A sigh of concern left her; she had no strength to prevent it, nor prevent her eyes from watering. The situation was hell. She shook her head slowly and said softly, “We’re in trouble.”

Dizzy rolled his black eyes -- hard to tell with Sullustans, but if one eyed the way the muscles contracted around the changing eyelids, one could tell. “You think.”

“No, Dizzy, we are really in trouble,” insisted Muriel. She looked to him. “I can’t think of anything to do. Without…” She blinked away some of her tears; she couldn’t believe she was having such a hard time at this moment, not when so much was clearly on the line. It was almost as bad as losing on Alderaan; she was deeply impacted personally. “We need Enothchild.”
“Or Naressa,” threw in Dizzy.

Muriel thought that over and nodded three times, but then her head began to slowly shake. Dizzy frowned a little, so Muriel explained. “As much as Naressa is brilliant, Enothchild just…did things better overall. I could fight along side him.”

“But not Naressa, your friend.”

She held up her hands. “It’s a feeling…I can’t explain it to you if I tried. Not because you wouldn’t understand, but because I can’t put it in words. We need Enothchild, we need him right now.”

Dizzy grimaced and grabbed her good left hand. “He’s not coming, Red.” He reached towards her face and wiped a tear from her shaken face. She almost broke down more, but held on. “We need all the help we can get on this. Even I know this isn’t over. Whoever did this is too much to mess with. I’m thinking they’ll coming knocking. If they do, I want whoever and whatever we can get our hands on, on our side. I want the biggest shovel in the sand box full of temper tantrum brats. Right now, that’s Naressa.”

It wasn’t anything personal Muriel had against Naressa. It was winner’s instincts, the kind that rear itself in the face of defeat, and the kind that put friendship aside for the sake of winning it all. They needed a leader badly. Naressa was no less a leader than Enothchild was. Enothchild just had something a little more; a little more that could rally people around him. No one was sure what that was. They did know that, if she were all right, Juna had that same if not more of that quality; it made Juna a little more perfect than Enothchild as leader.
There was a creepy silence that Dizzy broke quick. “Well, what’s there left to do. Let’s get hold of the Jedi.”

Muriel shrieked, “No! No, Dizzy.” She grabbed at him even though he wasn’t leaving to go make that call to Coruscant. She had no time to think of her response it just came out. But with the seconds that past she thought about it and still hated it. “We can’t call them.”

“Why not?”

She thought some more and said, “We can’t let them see Juna, or know what has happened to her. It’ll be a mess.”
He crossed his arms and pointed out, “You didn’t have a problem with helping them hunt down Naressa.”

For the first time since she had awakened, Muriel found a frown. “I did?” Dizzy sighed in exasperation and went over the past few weeks with her again. He took his time, nearly another hour, going over every detail. After he was done, and Muriel had not asked questions the whole time, she said, “Oh.”
“Damn right oh!”

Muriel held up her hands and shook her head. “We still can’t contact them.”

“Hon-.”

“Dizzy, we don’t know what happened on Tatooine. Juna’s changed, Casper’s banged up, and a Vhinphyc claiming to be Enothchild’s father tells us what happened…and we’re supposed to believe him?” She shook her head. “And you want to bring the Jedi Order into this? If you’re right about that evidence on Hapes,” and she had to take his word for it because she couldn’t remember what Pirus Krendel had supposedly ‘last seen’, “then right now Juna is just as guilty as Naressa.”
“How so?” Dizzy screwed up his face. “The Jedi were sure it was Naressa.”

“On Casper’s and Ros’ word, because they’re the only ones that have seen Naressa,” stressed Muriel, using her fingers to make quote-end quote gestures. She was feeling stronger and smarter than when she had an hour ago. “You said it yourself; you thought it was Naressa coming down the ramp of the Heirloom.”

Dizzy understood where Muriel was going with this. “Nah, the Jedi ain’t that dumb. They know Juna.”

Her frown reverted back to worry. “That’s what I’m afraid of.” With that, Dizzy finally reached the destination of Muriel’s point. Muriel also tossed in, “Enothchild was Juna’s alibi. Only he could have verified where she was when Hapes happened. Then there’s Duro.”
“But Ros-?”

“Arness,” Muriel stressed to him. Whenever she used his real first name, she was really imploring him to understand. “We don’t know what the Jedi know or believe. Worse, who else knows and believes; all ready a political tide is rising against the Rapier Clan over mere accusation. Right now, I rather we work alone on this. We need to gain a handle on this.”
“But Juna?”

Muriel sighed. “Without Naressa I don’t really know what to do there. But we can’t keep her asleep. It’s inhumane, and if what that Vhinphyc says is true we’re going to need her.”
The in-house comm system piped in; the transmitter was by Muriel’s bed, the house routing the call to Dizzy’s location. The young woman’s voice on the other end said, “Captain Arnes, this is First Floor Greeting Maid Galladine, there are material transporters here from Rapier Technologies. They are from the HiSecDefTech Division. They have something but won’t give it to me. They insist on giving it to Lady Angelleia.”

Muriel frowned at her husband, but it was in confusion. Dizzy chagrinned and said into the transceiver, “Tell them that Lady Angelleia insists that it’s okay to give it to me.” He ended the transmission with a quick press of the lighted button. He looked to her and said, “Talk about timing. Here we are, trying to figure out what to do about Juna, and I forgot about this.”
“Forgot about this?” Muriel puzzled retort appeared to motivate Dizzy to stand up and made every appearance that he was going to leave before he explained. He was so guilty acting any crime could have been pinned on him -- even both Duro and Hapes, if the Jedi were into framing. Such things motivated the wife to ask questions, and lots of them if she didn’t get or like the answers. “Forgot what?”
“It’s something for Juna,” he said with a smile. It was not a reassuring smile. “Let me go get it, and…I’ll explain it when I get back.”
This time her frown was not a puzzled one. Muriel knew him too well, and though she was slow to grab him it was nonetheless quick enough to stop Dizzy. She said, “The High Security and Defensive Technology Division don’t make house calls. Those people literally live at work. And how is it they are here at Juna’s behest?”

Dizzy’s left eye began to nervously flutter. “Well…you see…Honey….Darling?” When she looked unmoved, he tried, “Sweetie pie?” Muriel only raised her eyebrows, waiting for an explanation. “You see, I’m not the brightest illuminator in the galaxy, you know that, so geez all this gets tossed at me and I got to solve all the problems. You know, my own way…”
To that, Muriel’s own left eye began to twitch in nervousness…

“So, you know, I had to figure it out my own way. I, like, borrowed Juna’s finger and, you know, made a, well, you know, a transaction.”

“Transaction?”

Dizzy smiled and said, “A little one. Ouch, Hon, you’re breaking my wrist.”

It was only half true; Muriel had found her strength and had a firm hold of his wrist in her left hand. “A little transaction, from HiSecDefTech?”

“Precisely,” said Dizzy with enthusiasm. He used his good hand to bring his finger and thumb close together, in front of his eyes. “A small one.”

“Arness,” she said very sternly, “nothing that requires Juna’s or Naressa’s authorization to order and have brought here by HiSecDefTech is a small one.”
Dizzy shrugged his shoulders, but it was a big deal and he knew it. But he just said, “It’s small to them. They won’t mind.”
“Then you won’t mind telling me how small, and what it is exactly,” mused Muriel very directly, with purpose, and with some malice. “After all, Juna did entrust me to make sure small things don’t blow up big.”
“If we have to, we’ll pay it back.” To which Muriel’s eyes grew big after she let out a hearty “HA!” which in return Dizzy said, “Don’t worry. Once you see it, you’ll understand. Now come on, Hon, I can’t keep those busy guys waiting all day.”

Muriel let go of his wrist and said mainly to herself, “This is so wrong. So, so very wrong.” 
Letting her well-intentioned husband loose like this was akin to letting a five year old have all the sugar they could consume five minutes before their bedtime. She regretted being down like this, but even with her improved condition she still didn’t have the energy to walk. Only argue and gripe and the target for such things had quickly taken his leave.
Her attention was transferred from Dizzy and Juna when she saw Nach briefly looking into her part of the wing from outside the glass partition separating the ward and the hall. When she noticed him, he was leaving as soon as Muriel’s head began to turn towards him. She didn’t remember the first encounter with him in the Hanger Bay, therefore seeing just the glimpse of him was, in some way, her seeing him for the first time. She was unable to assess him from the short view of him. What Muriel did remember about him -- and she wasn’t convinced he was Enothchild’s father yet -- was what Enothchild had told according to his Jedi mother. 
From the outside looking in Anka-Dee Sura had fallen for the prototypical Vhinphyc: strong and headstrong, too sure for absolute certainty it would put Republic politicians to shame, and an ultra bigot to which the only measurable respect he had for other life forms was reserved for Jedi. It wasn’t the negatives the Jedi Knight embraced, it was Nach’s willingness to try and change for the sake of his wife Valk and the newborn, Force sensitive child who would become Enothchild Sarch; a newborn destined to be executed if he had taken back to Vhanba. A short courtship and what passed as a marriage ceremony, Anka-Dee took possession of the child and named him, while Nach and Valk returned home, and had later fled Vhanba for parts unknown.
To people that had heard the story their opinions of the people involved varied, but in the end they never gave it anymore thought. Those close to the story, close to Enothchild, were no different. In recent years, during the dark times and in last year in particular, those close found themselves re-examining those circumstances in the back of their minds when free time was available. Muriel was no different, and she was sure Enothchild had as well. She hadn’t thought about it lately because what happened last year was last year, but on seeing Nach old thoughts and new fears popped in her clear mind.
Unfortunately there was no Enothchild Sarch around to help them sort it all out. And Juna….Juna own problems were about to begin.
