15 DAYS (CHAPTER 80.0)
Not much was said amongst the males when they retreated to Rapier Manor’s Brandy Lounge. Dizzy really didn’t know how to begin the conversation with the very stoic, very ass-tight Nach; the Vhinphyc just didn’t possess the social skills of wanting to make friends. The Sullustan just assumed it was Nach being what a Vhinphyc was supposed to be, a suspicious, bigoted creature. There was some truth to Dizzy’s thoughts, but more to it was Nach found himself amongst beings he could not trust. Nach had hoped to reach Enothchild, the only one in this galaxy he could trust though the last time had seen his son he was no bigger than one of his hands. Nach had other, much higher hopes when he left his son in the hands of Anka-Dee Sura, but unfortunately the Last Command signal from Vhanba dashed all of those hopes.
Like all the other rooms in Rapier Manor, the Brandy Lounge was huge and did not lessen Nach’s tongue; the mansion did not impress Nach at all; the Heir’dosch in the capitol of Sesche on Vhanba without question would have put the owners of the larger-than-needed home to shame. Dizzy, of course, was always impressed whenever they finally went to room they hadn’t been in before. This room in particular was the gentlemen’s lounge, which was ironic since the death of Bendian Rapier there hadn’t been any dominate male presence in Rapier Manor. As the name implied, the room was full of stout and leisure furniture, game tables, holodecks, and up to the high ceiling was rows and columns of all sorts of alcohol; no windows, so what happened in there stayed in there. Those spirits that required chilling were behind climate control fields, indicative of the light green hue that discolored the bottles and their contents. A sophisticated inventory system existed between the room and the supply center and the wine cellar below; all ready to restock whatever was used up.
Dizzy at first tended to business regarding Juna’s armor. After closing the door, Dizzy pulled out an innocent looking comlink. Through it he spoke to three droids, one at a time, in different locations throughout the mansion. He gave each droid a different equation to solve and then recorded their answers; the equations were different, thought out well before hand in his own head, but the answers were always the same; the droids in question were randomly picked by the Rapier Manor’s computer core. He then downloaded the recorded message to the wrist computer assigned to Juna’s armor, located somewhere in the Garden of Mazes with an additional short wave transceiver; he had put it in a air pop cannon and blasted it blindly over the tall hedges that made up the border of the Garden of Mazes. Once the three answers were transmitted access was granted to the controls, which Dizzy had the controls accessible to a data pad. Afterwards, Dizzy put things away and poured himself one of the cheaper, that is it was lesser strength, whiskeys. He offered, but Nach declined.

A while would pass before Dizzy realized that it was taking too long. Before he did anything about it Muriel strolled in alone. He looked concerned, and Nach was interested: she was hurried and really pale looking. Before Dizzy could ask the red head went right to the after dinner brandy and drank a big gulp of it right out of its cask.
“What happened?” quizzed Dizzy, noticing that she was shaking. “Hey, you-.”

“I’m fine,” she lied. She realized what she had done and poured herself a healthy glass of the brandy. This time she swirled the dark and warm liquor before taking a drink. The drink still ended up being the whole shot. She poured a second glass and appeared less shaky. Before taking a more rational drink, she said, “She’s coming right behind me.”

“You separated?!?” Dizzy’s eyelids fluttered.

“It’s no more dangerous than being alone with her, I know that,” Muriel spat out. “She just needed…needs some space for a second. She had an episode.” She then stressed again, “I’m fine, and everything is all right. And it’s late; the helps all in their rooms.”

Dizzy was quick to his data pad; it was hooked into the MITES system, and in short time he located Juna; the head count of the household servants was the same as before Juna awoke. She was opening the door to the Brandy Room. He put the data pad away, went to say something, but let his jaw drop. “What the frak?”

“Wha-Juna!” Muriel grabbed one of the convenient white towels by the glass supplier chest. She handed it to Juna so she could stop the bleeding. “What did you do!”

The exposed part of Juna’s mask extended as high as the brow line. On the bridge of her nose was a bad cut. She dabbed the wound; little blood trickled from it, but in the beginning quite a bit came out. She said plainly, “I had a disagreement with the mirror in the fresher.” She pulled the towel away and finally noted her blood’s color: black, not red. Juna was surprised for approximately three seconds; once she realized it was her blood she was left with the feeling that this her blood, her real blood; the blood that had always flowed through her capillaries. Her red blood was a mask, like her tan skin had been some elaborate clothing, and her brown hair was a wig that covered her natural black locks, and her brown eyes had been elaborate blinders that hid her true eyes from the galaxy, and hindered her ability to see. The more she was a Dark Pure Sith Maiden, the more she assumed her natural state of existence, the more comfortable she was becoming.
“I’ll live,” assured Juna with a tiny smile. Muriel took a few steps back to stand beside Dizzy and they together tried to give the smile back; it failed. Nach offered nothing, more troubled by what he was seeing.
“What was the disagreement?” asked Muriel. It was an absurd question, but clearly under the circumstances with Juna now nothing was absurd. Even with Naressa as reference material, even with knowing Juna so well for so long, the partially trained psychologist was in uncharted waters. Obviously she knew that the transformation Juna had undergone had side effects.

Juna found a clean spot on the towel and pressed it against her wound. “Something to the effect of me telling myself that I should have taken you when I had the chance to.”

“Oh.” Muriel drank a little more to get rid of the renewed chill that ran up and down her spine. Unfortunately that noble characteristic of Juna being honest and speaking honestly at the right times had become darkly blunt and terribly creepy.
Juna eyed Nach through the towel; she held the towel in a way that blocked anyone from seeing into her eyes, yet she could clearly see right through the thick material when she wanted to. “You seem to have arrived at a bad time for us, Nach. Then again, the timing appears to be a little too perfect.” She lowered the towel to look at him normally, holding her position by the door, seemingly indicating to him that she was blocking his way out. “You want to start talking, or shall I?”

Nach weighed everything once again, uncertain of everyone here. He did not know these people. The woman that was his son’s wife truly loved his son, but given what she was to him what did that say about his son? She claimed he was a Jedi Master, having trained one of the dead. To what end did Enothchild allow himself to fall for such an evil creature. What was there was what Nach could not see. The lack of knowledge, above all else, kept him blind. He had no choice under the circumstances; he needed information, just as much as they needed information. Their problems appeared to be one and the same.
“I shall begin,” said Nach with very relieved tension.

“And please begin,” butted in Juna, before Nach could speak, “with why you gave Enothchild to the Jedi Order?”

Nach tensed and glared at Juna with new disapproval. Muriel shared the same look as Dizzy had; the Arnes’ knew the story, Enothchild had told them. The story Enothchild knew, though, was put into question last year with Helle’s and Magus Prophet’s use of the Legacy Virus, and the true origins of the Vhinech. The review of old mysteries unsolved would not have occurred if Nach had not suddenly appeared.
Grunting, Nach said, “You were my Son’s wife. He told you.”
“Indeed,” said Juna with a little nod. “He told us, from the point of view of his Jedi mother. But you see much has happened since that faithful day a hundred and twelve years ago. And in the last year or so, so much more has happened. Funny thing: I get this feeling that you all ready know about the past year. So let’s put that mess aside.” She gestured as to move something; Juna was implying that Nach start talking, but the Vhinphyc had no clue when it came to Human short cuts. She frowned and said, “Let’s hear it: Coruscant: You with your wife and Enothchild: Jedi Temple: a hundred and twelve years ago…”
“If it will get us to more up to date matters, I will humor you,” said Nach. “My Pup, my Son who would be called Enothchild, was born to my Wife two days prior to our ordered return home to Vhanba. We found out quickly that his midi-chlorians were sufficiently high enough to warrant his immediate death in the eyes of our government. Valk'ries'sol and I stressed over what to do. Our government called us home, and reminded us that we were to make a stop at the Republic capital. Instead of contacting the government people through normal diplomatic channels, we sought out the Jedi Order instead. Our travels throughout this galaxy had shown the Jedi to be merciful and would heed any blow to hear a plea of mercy.
“Alas, we were blessed by the understanding of the Jedi. Blessed by their wisest, Jedi Master Yoda, their cautious Knight Nue Cadabel, and there most compassionate of them all, my Second Wife.” Nach softened a bit to the others; Juna flinched at the mentioning of Yoda’s name, almost breaking her concentration….
“I saw Anka-Dee Sura, and I heard her speak with sorrowed concern for my Son.” Nach grinned just a little. “What male cannot love that, to find a stranger with one immediate commonality? Before Valk'ries'sol’s approval I knew Anka-Dee was the one. She was seeing beyond us; she could see our Son and knew the best of us was in him.”

Nach crossed his large arms in front of him; he was stoic once again. “Once she agreed to take my Son, we arranged the matter properly at the behest of Valk'ries'sol. I altered Anka-Dee enough to nurse and care for Enothchild properly. We finally gave her our Son and what the Premier wanted us to give the Republic in the beginning. We left our Son safely behind with our Second Wife, knowing that we would never see any of the two again.”

“Until quite a few years later,” mentioned Juna unapologetically. “Twenty-five years later. You sent a message to Anka-Dee and Enothchild, which the attached contents to it became the SON disk. Its best feature was the anti-viral computer program to counter the Legacy of the Great Invasion Protocol: Legacy Virus for short.”
“Yes,” said Nach with little change in stance. “We escaped Vhanba with the Codulan.” At this admission, Juna’s eyes noticeably narrowed; Dizzy and Muriel noted the response and did not know what to make of it. Nach ignored it. “It, and the ships like it, was designed solely for one purpose: the Great Invasion. In its data banks were the strategies, including the Legacy, including the Cure.”
“I’m sure it included what part the Sleeping Vhinech played in the strategy as well,” said Juna. Nach seemed to stand up a little more to the admission. “Also the Dark Prophets.” She looked to Dizzy and Muriel. “Helle'anglotov'vesil Evagan’wiwsk’shavage’anute’s part in it too, and I’m pretty sure the ship he took was the same as the Elite Aggressor’s Mer’de’Noms’Oiado.” She looked back to Nach. “Am I hitting too close to the mark for you,” and then a very creepy smile graced the exposed part of her face when she ended, “Dad?”
Nach glared at Juna with clearly a face that matched the level of contempt he felt. Even Dizzy could see where Juna was going with this. What eluded the Sullustan, and Muriel a little as well, was the reason, the purpose for going so far back, going back to a problem that was last year and had no bearing on what had happened in the past few days.
“For someone who had not lived my existence you appear to know so much,” snapped Nach. “I shall just keep to myself. You are doing so well, all knowing and all sensing one. Why, with so much in mind in foresight, did you not see the demise of my Son?”

Diplomatically, and she felt she had to butt in quickly because she could feel that anger Juna had said she was always feeling growing, Muriel said, “You must see this from our point of view, sir. Last year nearly fifty thousand of my Husband’s people,” she gestured towards Dizzy, “from all walks of life suddenly rose up and attacked their neighbors shortly after Sullustan was attacked by the Legacy Virus. They were Sleeping Vhinech, and we did discover the link between them and the Vhinphyc, and we uncovered all of this from the Elite Aggressor. She had sent the Legacy Virus from her ship to Sullust as a means to draw Enothchild out.”
“Magus Prophet had intimate knowledge about the whole plan,” injected Juna. She began to explain the truth, to which only anyone else had only suspicions based on the evidence. “He was created by the Vhinphyc, birthed from the womb of a cloned Presence.” Dizzy and Muriel reacted as expected; Juna noted that Nach did not move so much. That made Juna upset, and so she mocked, “The Vhinphyc’s savior, honored so boldly and so bravely by the people she had saved so long ago with actions, and words.”
“ENOUGH!” Nach spat the word out ruthlessly. In his anger he forgot who Juna was. He stomped his way at her, his body bouncing her back a step; an act he did on purpose. Dizzy and Muriel did not move, except that Muriel put her arm across Dizzy’s chest to hold him back.
Meanwhile, Juna eyes fluttered to a close; the act caused Nach to become confused. A bit of a smile appeared, and then it was fought down. She took a few blind steps backwards and said, “So much anger…from someone who should not care what I say; especially if what I said is a lie.”
Juna reached behind her and her hands found one of the polished, dark oak whiskey racks. She inhaled, and her exhale was more like a satisfied shutter than a frightful one. Her eyes opened, and the yellow iris glowed. She said, “Be mindful of your feelings, Nach’cht’musik. I am a drunk in need of a very strong drink.”

There was tension in the room that did not settle until Dizzy said, “Shots! Who wants a dozen!” He scurried over to a whisky pint and poured some in a shot glass. Nach still did not appear interested; his interest was in Juna, his eyes constantly locked on to hers. “You know, I hate to be the dumbest guy in the room, but what’s any of this gotta do with what went down on Tatooine?” He downed the shot and looked to Nach. “Gotta admit, you’re timing saved some butts.” Nach realized the Sullustan was talking to him and looked at him. “But, hell, I’ve been in a few tight spots like that where I got bailed out from friends only because they were there. That is, they were planned to be there.”
Dizzy gestured with his shot glass, offering the Vhinphyc a shot. When the Vhinphyc did nothing, the Sullustan shrugged his shoulders and poured himself another shot. He chuckled lightly and said, “I was a smuggler, bub, who lived most of his life by luck. But contrary to what’s bantha pooped, not every smuggler’s run is an adventure. In fact I would say I never had a problem in about ninety-nine percent of my runs.” He downed the shot, grimaced, and spoke through a burned throat. “Now we smugs, we only talk about the more thrilling one percent. Even then, in that one percent, you get that rare thing that something happens out of the blue. I call it blind luck; some call it a miracle; others, a fluke.

“What I’m saying is what you did Big Guy, coming in at the last possible moment, fits in that small percentage within a small percentage.” Dizzy gestured towards Juna, then Muriel, and finally himself. “All three of us for the last ten bucks and some change have had that happen too often. How’s that go, Hon: Once is enough, twice is coincidence….”
“Once is a blessing, twice is coincidence, thrice is a conspiracy,” Muriel corrected.

Nach gave Dizzy a glare and said, “Are you implying that my advent was intended?”

Dizzy held up his hands and said, “Whoa there, Big, I don’t know what you intend with your advent.” 
Juna put the towel against her face to stiffly her need to laugh, and Muriel pinched the bridge of her nose and shook her head. Once again Dizzy did his best to sound smart, but Dizzy totally misinterpreted what was said by Nach. Yet, though it was unintentional and Dizzy had not intended it to be funny, Nach’s hard face seemed to lose its tension lines; he was suddenly amused by the little man in a good way. 
Poor Dizzy, though, never saw his own genius. “What I’m saying is that you swooped in to save the day at the nick of time. In my book, that’s not coincidence. I’m not saying you were in a Hutt pact with whoever…”
Nach held up a hand to stop the Sullustan from making any more a fool of himself. “I comprehend now. Very astute of you.”

“Thanks.” Dizzy then looked at Muriel and whispered, “Did he put me down?”

Muriel just bit her lower lip and shook her head; Juna continued to apply unneeded pressure to the wound on her face. During this time, with eyes covered, Juna felt eyes upon her. Focusing, the towel appeared transparent, and beyond it stood Nach looking back at her with less suspicion. She could barely hear his thoughts, and when she attempted to do more she could only see the fabric of the towel.
Nach sighed, resigned to the fate before him. He said, “The stories I have heard are factual.”
“Stories?” wondered Muriel.

“I have returned to this galaxy five of your months ago,” elaborated Nach. “Once I approached near the Inner Rim, I had access to your information mediums. The mentioning of those you call the Sleeping Vhinech augmented my suspected fears. After much study, I could not return to Coruscant. No one there could ever trust a Vhinphyc.”
“Yoda is still the head of the Jedi Order,” mentioned Juna. “He would have trusted you.”

The news was no surprise to Nach, nor was his response to the others. “Political affairs are as universal in language as mathematics. I had witnessed such tempest storms in the Halls of Ceven’ge, on Vhanba. Your senate is no different, save for the lack of direct physical violence.” He looked to them all somberly. “It appears the Jedi Order has tribulations extending from last year, associated with the Vhinech issue. My presence would only distract the Jedi Order, create more difficulties. I will not be a strain on Jedi Master Yoda.”
Juna, Dizzy, and Muriel collective shared a look. With Juna’s transformation they didn’t want to bother the Jedi Order either. At least they could all agree at the same time to Nach’s point.

Nach continued, “I soon discovered that Enothchild was not on Coruscant. There were words that a Vhinphyc Jedi was causing criminal elements great distress. I was on the hunt, but my Anka-Dee’s ship was not known for its high rate of velocity. Too slow I was. Most of the information I had gathered was defective. For two of your months I lost his trail.”
To that Muriel and Dizzy gave Juna a mournful glance. Juna looked down sadly, realizing that it was only two months ago that she had married Enothchild. Two months of marriage, and Juna was a 19-year-old widow. Nach, a father looking for his son desperately, looking for the grown up man he had never met, never got the chance because Enothchild was running around looking for Juna.

Juna wanted to say something to Nach. What came out wasn’t what was really on her mind, from her black heart. “What prompted you to come back?”

Nach was more eager to talk now that nothing sounded like an interrogation. “I was drawn back here by an unusual signal; it was encoded with Vhinphyc algorithms. The signal was naught I have ever encountered. It appeared to be a distress call from the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado.”
“Appeared?” wondered Dizzy. “You mean it was or it wasn’t?”

“Both,” said Nach to clarify. “That does not even begin to explain it all.” He was doing his best not to let himself get riled up; doing so made him use other words than normal, different synonyms; he did not want to confuse anyone here. “I received the signal at a level range that suggested transmission decay of centuries. That could not be so I thought: the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado was in flight plus one hundred and sixty of your Republic years. It is impossible for such a thing to occur, particularly when the base algorithm was not established until the year the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado took flight. After many years of travel, I had located the vessel in the system your Republic catalogues as 99376534.”

“Unknown Regions,” said Dizzy and Juna at the same time, both recognizing the initial number catalogue. They exchanged looks realizing how both sounded off at the same time.
“Yes,” said Nach. “There I found the remains of the vessel, aged beyond its operative years. I had discovered a few remains of other sentient species that were too fresh. They had come from a vessel that had long left them behind. Non-Vhinphyc equipment was present; it all appeared scientific in nature, for survey purposes.”

Dizzy scratched his head, and then said, “Keep talkn’.” Without another word he left the Brandy Lounge, leaving Muriel and Juna behind.

“So,” began Juna, “Prophet did escape Sanctuary on the ‘Oiado.”
When Nach frowned a little, Muriel elaborated. “There was a planet, in System 45763, named Sanctuary.” Nach understood now with realization, remembering what he had learned of the past year. “Enothchild took the remaining and peaceful Vhinech there. We all fought Magus Prophet there on his ship.”

“I do not comprehend how the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado is there,” said Nach pointedly. “There were mentions of Vhinphyc involvement; however your mediums were less than forth telling.”
“It’s a long story,” said Juna; that term was going to be repeated for quite some time in the near future. There was a great deal of doubt about Nach’s surprises that both Juna and Muriel shared. Juna really had trouble believing he was so witless. Still, she was admittedly not absolutely certain that he was lying; all she was feeling when she stretched out with her feelings was her own, unsettling anger. When she talked, it came out snappish in tone and content. “What else.”
Nach looked at Juna, huffing once before continuing; apparently, to him, she was always this way; a growing pain in the ass. “The signal came from the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, powered by a carbon core. The core was used up, affirming that the vessel had crashed centuries ago. Although it is impossible as it stood, I was left with the curiosity as to why only in the past years had I received the signal and never before then, or any other Vhinphyc vessel.” He raised a hand, palm upward, as if to raise something. “I had reasoned that the anomaly event near the planet was absorbing the energy, but that could not be so.”
“An anomaly of what?” asked Muriel.

Nach shook his head. “Again, my Anka-Dee’s vessel was inadequate in determining what it was. In all my travels I have never encountered such an event. It was gravitational in nature, yet it produced no heated gases.”
“Not a black hole.”

Juna shook her head in agreement with Muriel. Nach said, “I have seen countless forms of gravitational events. Many of them are very unknown to your Republic. This one, without query, defies all that I know.”
The idea of an astronomical event should not have poked anyone with curiosity. Juna began to itch over it. The itching was not figurative; Juna began to feel waves of itchiness when she attempted to put the astronomical event Nach described aside. The sensation grew and covered her body fast, causing her to twitch, breaking down her resolve to keep still and not start making futile attempts at scratching; some of her itchy spots were under armor. Besides the obvious, the itching was not physical in nature; it was the Dark Side of the Force, torturing her over this point until she took it seriously.
Before the itching became unbearable, and just as Muriel could sense something was wrong, Juna said, “There’s been a problem with hyperspace navigation systems all year due to changes in known gravitational variables. I’ll order our vast array of sensors to look at the system. I’ll even send a probe there too.” As she spoke the itching slowly went away, making her sigh in relief. The last thing she needed while wearing the armor was itches she couldn’t scratch. With her constant anger, which was at a simmer, she did not need irritation to bring it to a boil.
“You know, the astronomics department is still in the process of doing gravity scans,” said Muriel, remembering the detail. “Naressa ordered it before she left for parts unknown. Maybe they all ready have something.”

Dizzy reentered the Lounge with a new and larger data pad than the one he had on his belt; it had a full screen and holographic transmitter. “There’s a Bothan science expedition that went missing a few months ago. Last seen was the Herastat Interchange.” Dizzy scrunched his fast. “Cripes, that’s the last place I want to be seen alive: a real shit hole. It’s kinda on the way to 99376534.”
Tossing the data pad to Juna, Dizzy continued, “Problem, though, is between 99376534 and Sanctuary is about a hundred-forty thousand light years of space. According to Enothchild, the ‘Oiado was toast and cheese after he crashed it.”
A new feeling -- not an annoying one, but interesting nonetheless: a tickle of her ribs -- prodded Juna to suggest, “We should do a scan of Sanctuary as well, if we haven’t done it all ready.” She tossed the data pad to Muriel, where the red head proceeded to make all the requests they all desired and explain quickly to Dizzy what had occurred since his brief departure.
“Still, there are some unknowns,” said Juna, looking right back at Nach. In her mind she could see what she had seen before regaining consciousness. There was so much information, her mind wanted to bring it all out at once. There was weight to it all, causing Juna to strain her focus past it, causing her eyes to noticeably water. She breathed out, “The distress signal: getting back to that: any idea what it all pertains.”
Nach rolled his left sleeve to reveal a minor version of the Vhinphyc wrist computer used to remote control ship functions. On the small screen were numbers in the Vhinphyc dialect, ticking downward. They all recognized it as a countdown; Juna, unlike the other two, knew the language and knew that the clock system in use was Vhinphyckian.
“We have less than sixteen of your Republic calendar days to uncover exactly what it is,” said Nach very darkly. “And I pray it is something we alone can handle.”
The uneasiness felt amongst the group rose to where it buckled their knees collectively. Muriel asked, “You have a recording of the signal?”

“I have the frequency variables,” said Nach. “Though decayed you cannot shut down a carbon core. Once the shielding around it is compromised the signal came on with no way to turn it off.”
“Let’s have it then so we can run process through it…” began Muriel.

Unlike the others, though, Juna found herself not in absolute dismay. Juna was seeing herself taking full advantage of the opportunity. What was coming she all ready knew: it no more surprised her than the idea of letting whatever was coming happen and reap the benefits afterwards.
If you don’t want it, then I guess I’ll take it.

Upon hearing Faradi’s parting words from the past again Juna turned away from the others when they drew closer to compare notes. She walked towards the unlit, old fashion fire place. She stared at the unlit stacks of logs atop the iron grate, all surrounded by heavy granite stone. She was filled with a sudden enthusiasm, whispering to herself, “Oh no, dear ghost, it is mine. All mine.”
What you will do, and how you do, define your true existence.

Yoda’s voice caused Juna to gasp loudly. The others looked at her immediately, taken in by her taken response. Dizzy asked, “Kiddo, something up?”
“Our true destinies, even ones foreseen in the Force, are determined by the choices we make,” was all Juna uttered, rubbing her shielded arms, receiving no comfort from the act. “Enothchild told me that so long ago on Alderaan.” She was referring to over a decade ago, when she, Enothchild, Dizzy and Muriel had hid out in Alderaan from the Vhinech. “I felt so weak and so cold back then. I also felt woefully useless. Powerless. Unable to stop what was happening.”
Dizzy and Muriel exchanged worried looks, and this time they passed a glance towards a very nervous Nach. Juna took a deep breath and said with closed eyes, “Not this time. Whatever it is, Prophet and my Daughter and Faradi are all involved in it. Whatever it is, this time, I will be the one that stops it.”

Juna turned around and stared at them all and proclaimed, “It would be what Enothchild would want. I promise you.” It came out angry; the last of it came out in a rage-induced tremble. “I will know the truth of this and put an end to it, once and for all!”
The wood ignited on fire upon Juna’s pronouncement; the Dark Side responding to her rage and lack of control. When Juna had first seen the fire place she had thought back to the times her mother had ignited fires with a wave of her hand; those fires became thinking metaphors of her fury. The metaphors became a flaming hot reality that caught everyone, Juna included, unaware by its sudden appearance. The heat was enough to singe Juna’s hair prior to her quickly getting away from the uproar of fire. The causer of the fire, and not the flames itself, made Nach walk backwards several paces. Dizzy and Muriel was in the same state of surprise as Juna was.
The fire itself burned very brightly and hot. It was an unusual fire based on the fuel sources; it was plain, ordinary Nubian hard wood, cut from the forest on Rapier Manor land. Such wood was not special, nor did it contain enough combustible elements to produce such a roaring, evil flame. The heat was tremendous, causing the exposed to be covered in sweat in seconds even from their retreated distance. Parts of the room began to creek and groan. The contents in decanters and glass bottles were bubbling; flammable substances that were placed here for mere leisure, not for cremation or for their explosive properties.

“SHUT IT DOWN!” yelled Muriel at Juna. Dizzy pulled her for the door, and Nach was ready to go with them. The room was completely filled with heated, bubbling over spirits.

“HOW!” Juna was in a panic on what to do. She was lost on how this happened for a second; it did not help that her anger, though ebbed by her panic, continued to roam freely in her mind. She was not happy with Muriel yelling at her, telling her what to do. Finally she remembered the fire. She cupped her hands in front of her, positioning them between herself and the fire. She focused, concentrated as hard as she could, and using her hands as a mental guide she closed them together. When together, the fire vanished, reduced to smoldering ashes. The room cooled down considerably.
Nach was still hot, only in his anger. He shouted, “CONTROL YOURSELF, WOMB-MAN!”
Juna wanted to snap back at him. She couldn’t: one look into his amber eyes and Enothchild filled her senses. She looked for help, looked to her friends. Her friends were pale with worry, with fear, and with unwanted excitement; not to mention a great deal of sweat from the fire. Nach was absolute right: about her complete lack of control, for yelling at her because of it.
But the anger within her just could not, and would not, go away. She couldn’t talk, but she could walk and storming out of the room Juna rudely brush past Nach. He didn’t back away. The door closed with a heavy thud by her presence, not by her hands. 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

15 DAYS (CHAPTER 80.1)
“Elucidate to me,” thundered Nach one full second after the door had closed, “why my Son merged his soul with that thing!”
“Thing? Look, I told you all ready she wasn’t always like this,” barked Dizzy. “She knows she just smecked up! Cut her some slack!”

The giant looked at the dwarf with contempt. He stressed the still steaming scene surrounding them and asked, “How could you not miss what had transpired around us with those large, black eyes of yours? And did you not hear what she had said about her?” Nach jerked his head towards Muriel. “Did you go deaf as well? Is it possible with such large ears? How is it that your kind can have such large sensory organs and lack the ability to comprehend with them? Obviously, your kind has no brains!”

Muriel found herself in the middle of a mess, a mess she didn’t want to be in. Two grown males were about to get into a real shoving match. She could sense it in both of them. She honestly feared for Dizzy’s life. Dizzy didn’t think, and though at times it was inadvertently comical or lifesaving the rest of the time it put the Sullustan in jeopardy. The last time he took on a challenge out of stupidity was when Dizzy decked Enothchild after learning that the Jedi Master had used a mind trick to urge him to Vhanba; it resulted in a badly broken hand. Enothchild took the blow; Nach gave the impression that no matter who threw a blow at him he would return it. Right now, Muriel didn’t feel like getting into a brawl with a Vhinphyc.
Stepping in front of her Husband, Muriel said, “Go after Juna and try to calm her down.” She gave him an urging look. “Please.”

Dizzy gave Nach an eyeful and said to Muriel, “Fine. I’ll go. Apparently, according to Bantha Head here, that’s all I’m good for!” The glare from Nach did not make Dizzy shrink, but it made the much smaller and much weaker Sullustan pass around the Vhinphyc in a very wide arc. Dizzy’s fringe retort, which Enothchild received well from his friend over the years, was not well received by the bigot. But that was Dizzy Arnes: as Greta Culla had said about him once fringe, always fringe.
Sighing, Muriel said to Nach, “Sorry about that. My Husband can be a handful.”

Nach turned back to her, thought it over, and asked, “You are married to him?”

She nodded. “Dizzy’s a good man; an ass at times, but a good man. Like any good wife I’m going to correct him. I’m also going to stand up for him. And my friends as well,” she crossed her arms, “against hateful bigots.”
Nach’s hard features never seemed to go completely away to Muriel, but she could see some relent in his face and his eyes -- she finally noticed that he had amber eyes. She realized that of all the instances of meeting Vhinphycs -- Nach, Helle, Prophet, and Enothchild -- only Enothchild had an expressive face that could show clear happiness and kindness, and sadness. Nach’s face told Muriel that Vhanba was a terrible place to grow up and live; she didn’t need to experience the horrors of Vhanba herself to understand it if she had seen such a collection of hard expressions beforehand. His bringing up did not excuse his behavior to her. Even if he did sacrifice his relationship with his son, Nach had no more right to pander and put down others.
“I was not being hateful,” said Nach calmly, clearly stunned by the critique.

“Could have fooled me?” Muriel bit back sarcastically. “Way Enothchild told it you were struggling mighty bad with your upbringing. You didn’t want him around that hate on Vhanba, even your hate.”

“No, I did not,” said Nach quietly. He reached up and touched the hairs tied to his right horn; the act was not unknown to Muriel, who had seen Enothchild do it so many times before with Nadja Moranna’s hairs on his own horns. “I am trying. Without my Valk'ries'sol it has become difficult.”
Curiously, Muriel asked, “Just her, and not Anka-Dee Sura?”

Nach was quick to respond. “Nothing against my beloved Jedi wife, but she did not comprehend my life. My beloved Valk'ries'sol comprehended for she lived a Vhinphyc’s life. It was why she had her faith, and with that faith she was certain she could save me from myself. It does not mean Anka-Dee is less in my life; she had her qualities that I could not ignore. Valk'ries'sol…did so much for me.”
Muriel thought it over and slowly nodded. She thought about her mentor Ogwa Newhausen and how he refused to let her give up. There was nothing against other people, or even her own Mother, but it was just that Oggie gave Muriel more reason to hope for the best for her own self. “I can relate somewhat. All I can say, really, is try harder. If things are as bad you think they’ll be we need folks on the same side with no animus amongst us.”

Sighing, Muriel rubbed the bridge of nose. “Look, you can see where we’re standing from in this mess. If so or if not, let’s…take a walk around the mansion. I’ll get you up to speed on what’s happened over the years. Would that help you understand?”

“I think it would,” agreed Nach.

In hindsight Muriel just wanted to get the hell out of the Brandy Lounge and have a clean up crew fix it up; the place stunk with liquor and the vapors were making her drunk more than what she put into her weakened system. It was, at least Muriel hoped, an attempt to get Nach to talk. She didn’t know which way Juna and Dizzy went, but on a hunch that proved after some time to be correct she lead the giant away from the Grand Library -- Juna’s home within a home. Upon the tenth step from the door, she began with what happened to Juna nearly twelve years ago. 

What had really bothered Juna had also bothered Muriel: there was something held back, an underlining element to what Nach had revealed. The unsaid without what happened last year as a fact aroused suspicion. With all that had happened was compounded by Nach’s lack of explanation. Muriel saw such dancing around the truth before -- countless examples in the realm of politics. So Nach’s comment about not making it become a political matter had its built in irony. She kept that full in mind while she told Nach everything; she left out the small stuff. Of course the truth had its disadvantages: time consuming was a close second place next to pain. The storytelling was as long as the walk, but Nach was quiet and listened the whole time, and Muriel only stopped talking when she stopped to rest.
Near the end of the walk, Muriel had lead Nach to the very center of Rapier Manor on the ground floor; the memorial resting place of Bendian Rapier. She sat on the bench that faced the ‘statue’ -- she knew it was not but in fact a droid -- and said, “And that’s about the nuts and bolts of it as they say.”

“Extraordinary,” said Nach with honesty. Muriel knew he was referring to the story she had been telling and not towards anything in Rapier Manor; nothing impressed him in the home, not the technology or architecture or art works. “There is so much to digest that is known.”
“Tell me about it,” said Muriel with a roll of her eyes. “I’ve been involved in this for over a decade, and I really don’t have a grasp on it all still. Lot’s of supposition and suspicion: I think only Enothchild had it all figured out in his head. If he did, though, he never shared it.”

Nach looked down at her as he faced her. “Did that inconvenience you?”
She had thought that so many times. Muriel looked up at the old Vhinphyc and realized she couldn’t lie to him. “Sometimes…I thought he was being the detective. Being a Jedi, being my friend, befriending Juna: all part of an elaborate process to flush out a truth.” She shook her head, shook the ideas out of her head. “And sometimes that’s just what I’ve been trained to do: determine all threats politically.” She wasn’t sure she needed to clarify, so she did anyways. “Political mindset in lieu of war. I had to protect my political charge.”
“I comprehend,” said Nach with a nod. “It does upset you.”
Muriel nodded. “It does because the more I became his friend the more I kept thinking he was up to something.”

“And that truth you thought he sought?”

This time Muriel shook her head. “I had some ideas of what it was, and then the circumstances would change. Other things would happen. Whatever I thought for certain what it was I never had the heart to ask him. If I did, then he would have known I suspected him of doing no good; in my opinion that is.” She sighed in disgust. “I felt very bad every time I got suspicious of Enothchild afterwards. I never knew a Jedi until I met him. After meeting other Jedi, I realized he never was really like them.”
Nach was very interested. “How do you mean?”

“Well, even with what is said and written about them folks have this generalization of what a Jedi is, what they do, how they are, that sort.” Muriel realized she a let a tear escape her right eye. She wiped it away. “Then you experience them outside of combat. All of them, even Enothchild’s own apprentice Ros, met those type-cast expectations. I think Ros had to be that way in order to train Casper, so I got to give him a pass.” She shook her head. “But though I had suspicions about his intentions every so often, I learned and understood that your son was far different than any of them.”

“In battle?”

“In understanding,” clarified Muriel. The before-mentioned suspicions had told her that perhaps the Vhinphyc would be proud that his son was a warrior, a great Jedi of note. Perhaps it was true, but to see some acceptance on Nach’s face after she spoke threw doubt once again upon her suspicions. What she said did not enlighten Nach; it certified a hope he had for Enothchild; not too much though, and that was not suspicion that told her so. “He had to defeat some incredible prejudices drilled into him in order to accept Juna’s mother. I had my misgivings about her at the time, but he showed me that anyone could look past what they thought was evil if he could look into her heart. Sometimes, like with Helle last year, he hoped and had faith in some a little too much. He had to learn the hard way. But at least he was willing to do it. I doubt if I ever could.”
Nach nodded somberly and strolled a few steps away from Muriel. The red head figured he did it to digest what she had said, all that she had said. He was a good listener; she knew where Enothchild got his good listening skills from. Her hope was that he was also not totally a rash thinker as Enothchild believed him to be; so far it was as good as it was going to get. A few years ago Helle demonstrated such rashness; she had destroyed a quarter of a city on a non-Republic colony world to kill a Vhinech in hiding with his non-Vhinech wife and their children, not to mention the innocent people around them. It was never officially proven, but Enothchild knew she had done it; it had been done with both Vhinphyc technology and do-not-carelessness.
“My son defined a considerable amount to you,” said Nach casually, turning towards Muriel. “He meant a considerable amount to you all.”

“He did,” said Muriel. “I don’t think his death hasn’t processed in my head yet. That’s me, though: in the face of crisis I don’t have the luxury of mourning. I’ve been trained to overlook such frailty.” She almost lost it on that; almost lost her composure, and her purpose for getting him to talk. “It’s rather hard, considering also that my best friend has lost her friend, her mentor, her savior, and the man she had loved ever since she was a little girl. It’s destroyed her: it has made her something Enothchild had strived to keep her from becoming.”
Nach appeared concerned and accepting until Muriel began to bring Juna more into the conversation. “It is sad that you have lost so much. My son was undoubtedly an influence in your life.”

“Not just me,” said Muriel. She reminded him, “Juna had used what he had taught her to help govern her people.” She pointed towards the great and large image of Queen Angelleia the First on the north wall. She was certain that Nach was well aware of Nubian history; seeing Juna in the Royal Face, which was dominated by white make-up paint on the face, could have been misconstrued as her always having white skin like today. “For so long she admired him. She loved him so.”
“I do not doubt that sincerity. I have seen it.” Nach looked back to Muriel. “She has been though too many ordeals.” And then he stopped.

Muriel waited patiently for him to continue. She sensed it without the Force; something there, something that connected Nach to Juna. He did not continue, so she went and filled in the blank with her own observation. “She has, and got through them because Enothchild would always be waiting for her on the other side. This time he isn’t going to be there. Before this is over, I feel I’m going to lose her.”
Nach grew quiet for a moment in thought. Muriel had the feeling that nothing she said was going to sway him; not yet anyways. She said, “You thought Juna to be sincere.”

“I do,” said Nach. “I do believe if I asked she would sincerely tell me that all that I know is hers, as if she is meant to posses it with no blockages.”

Muriel did not like that response at all. She could not argue against it; that was why she did not like it. “Look, we’re all on your side on this. You can’t go to anyone else, you have said so yourself.”
“I do not doubt your sincerity, Muriel Thahada Arnes,” said Nach. “I do not doubt anyone’s sincerity in this home. The sincerity of your friend in regards to aiding me is one I cannot dare accept. Trust in me: I have seen such sincerity before.”

As much as Muriel wanted to tell him otherwise, Nach continued. “I have known such sincerity in myself: the sincere inspiration of conquest motivated by deep vengeance.” He shook his head. “It is not the yellows of her eyes that make her wicked. It is the intent in them; her intent she does not express.”
She tried to put words together to retort, but given what had happened in the past few hours Muriel could not at first. Nach, to her surprise, spoke the truth and did so with wise concern; it suggested that any concerns she and the others had about his intentions should be laid to rest. In that she found her voice and stuttered out, “Y-you’re wrong. I’ll give you vengeance, but beyond that she would want what Enothchild would want. Give her your time to prove you wrong.”
The Vhinphyc stood taller and gave it careful consideration. Muriel watched him carefully, watched him consult the countdown ticking away on his wrist. She never asked him why he did not bring something in weaponry that could take on whatever it was that threatened the entire Republic; neither did she ask if he could summon such weapons. It was as if Nach was committed to a fate only he and his son could stop; as if anything and anyone else could not stop it. She thought with that he thought wrong; Naressa, perhaps even Juna or the both of them, could stop what was coming. What little he told her was more than enough to convince her of that.
Muriel then thought that perhaps the time was needed for herself, to convince herself that Juna had no other intent on her mind. She could not deny his point of view, of how he saw Juna. He was, unlike his once living kin, a learned Vhinphyc; he was told of the dark side of the Force, told of the Sith, told of the states of mind of those under the influence of power, and at least himself he had experienced his own trials without clearly admitting them. Either way, between convincing Nach and convincing herself, there was still time. If need be, they could still contact the Republic; if she had to there were other ways to get the information from Nach. Hard ways. Desperate ways. It was not time for those ways.
She had to believe there was still good in Juna’s heart, and without knowing Nach she had to believe his intentions now were truly honorable and good. Muriel was asking a lot of herself, more than she should of. She was sure he was thinking the same way. She said, “Prove to us your intentions.”
Nach lifted his eyes off the countdown to look at her in disapproval. He knew she was asking him to reveal what he was keeping back. But she did not want to know; she wanted Juna to know first. ‘Us’ meant the creature he did not trust, the unknown he knew and feared.

“I will give you all that time,” he finally said.
For Muriel she would take it. It was, at least, a start.

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

15 DAYS (CHAPTER 80.2)
Meanwhile and early on, Juna had withdrawn herself and did head for the Grand Library in an ever growing huff. With such anger one would have assumed she would head for the Hanger Bay; Dizzy did believe that until he consulted the data pad. She just wasn’t thinking. Juna was, at best, just feeling. The feeling of anger was a slow eating acid that ate away at the metal walls of her composure. What Enothchild had feared was coming to pass. Instead of being a thinker, the Dark Hope was becoming a reactor; she reacted with no necessary means to do so.
What control Juna had possessed saved Muriel twice in the fresher, and had saved Nach after she had unintentionally set fire to the Brandy Lounge. The control drove Juna to stomp her way to the Grand Library. The heavy, to-the-ceiling double doors looked impossible to open, but the engineering involved was all the more outstanding without the assistance of modern technology. Juna was not content with a simple turn the knob and push it open. She threw her hands at the doors, threw what power she had at it, and both door knobs turned and the doors opened with a quick pace that not even the engineering attempted to allow. Upon entering the illumination levels gradually increased to about the illumination of candlelight. She ignored all the hints the Dark Side threw at her, including the damned soul of Jurivicious Pern -- she walked over his death spot with a minor shutter, but just kept walking. She didn’t stop walking until she walked past the canyons and valleys of bookshelves, past the long single piece wooden reading table that stretched for hundreds of feet, ascended the stairs and stood before the tall glass that revealed the Garden of Mazes beyond it. She stopped walking there, but she did not stop seething with rage.
After a few moments Juna realized that she had no real idea why she retreated to the library. She needed to put space between herself and the rest, but she could have gone anywhere. She could have gone to the ships, outside, her old room: just about anywhere else but here. She stared out the window, and all she saw was the darkness of night blanketing the landscape. The moons had long ago set.
Juna felt herself ache for those moons. There was nothing to the three moons that orbited around Naboo on their own, predictable orbits. They were merely natural satellites, cast off material from Naboo itself during the world’s primordial beginnings. So many planets in the Republic had multiple moons around them; whole systems with tons of them, and even moons where life and civilizations only existed while they orbited dead planets. There were moons that held more wonder than the bodies they were slaves to. Having been a veteran of space travel even in such a short span of years nothing about the rocks above should have held Juna’s wonder -- she seen one moon, she had seen them all.
Juna felt herself yearn for the moonlight, yearn for it just as badly as she wanted to drain Muriel of her power. She had wasted her time talking, making her miss the moons and their glare; she felt it would have soothed her, even though she could not explain why. Truly, even with evil coursing through her mind and body, she could not explain what she had become. She could not explain why she had accepted it this fate that she had nightmares about since the day she first confronted the spirit Faradi Nimh on Alderaan, in the Dark Side forest of Sabbath.
The newest lack of answer to the changes in her life only made Juna angrier. In that moment, she expected much more power to come to her, but she only felt what she was always feeling in the Dark Side. It was not enough to defeat her enemies.

Just who were her enemies?

“Bah!” Juna dismissed the notions in her mind, turned, and stopped herself in half step. She nearly killed herself in her misstep, falling down the stairs. What had stopped her was what she saw at the head of the long reading table. Before her, as if the past eleven to twelve years had never happened, was the day she had kissed Enothchild out of love for the very first time. It was just after they had made it to Rapier Manor from Alderaan, and she had just showed him the house. She had brought Enothchild to the Grand Library, and there she had revealed to him her hiding place from her inevitable future and her hidden worries about Naressa. She had ended up revealing more than she had ever thought to. Then it happened: the little Juna hugged the behemoth Jedi Master, and in her elation she kissed him on the cheek. As much as she had enjoyed the moment in the past she could see how uncomfortable the scene was; Enothchild had mistook the feelings he had from the Force and had assumed the worse of himself; a fact Naressa had used against him to break him, nearly send him away. The Force was only telling him he was to fall in love with Juna; not at that moment in time, but in the future.
Seeing it again made Juna tear up for Enothchild, but sorrow did not dominate her conscious. She found herself seething over the fact that the wonderful future that was hinted in the past failed to mention his death that would follow; the death that she was too weak and too powerless to have seen and could not prevent. Her heart could not break again. The pieces that remained were aflame.

Juna squeezed her eyes shut to quickly put down any thought of flame; burning the Brandy Lounge was enough arson for one night. She said, “I can’t go back and change what I know! Why must I remember?” She opened her eyes and saw nothing more of her child self and Enothchild. Suddenly she felt utterly and totally alone. Gasping, she asked the Dark Side of the Force, “Why must I forget?”
“Juna?”

Juna jumped at the mentioning of her name. She blinked her eyes rapidly to clear them and look towards the doors. Dizzy stood there, and her mind was jumbled with memories that were not Juna’s own. She was annoyed by his insignificant presence; the Sullustan offered nothing in power, gave her no advantages against her enemies. He was small, very old, and a fool of a male who was luckier than brave; braver than he was smart. Such creatures like Dizzy served no purpose to the Dark Hope; killing him was just as worthless an exercise as allowing him to live.

But those feelings of Darkness were not dominant. The borrowed memories of Muriel Thahada Arnes had given Juna some focus, some control, and in the moments breath she saw Dizzy Arnes as her eternal friend. Dizzy had sided with her in many adventures and shared many things in common. Juna knew of this, but this was the first time she had experienced it from Muriel’s perspective. From those first days of friendship between rogue and princess, although she didn’t think the friendship was a good idea, Muriel was glad that Juna and Dizzy had connected in such a good way.
There were other matters of memories that swam in Juna’s mind, and when Dizzy drew closer to her oh so cautiously she saw him from Muriel’s own personal perspective. Juna found that Muriel felt she always needed to protect her man, just as Juna was feeling she should have protected Enothchild after all this time. Bitterly Juna hated the perspective, the knowledge, for Muriel had done a superb job; her husband was still alive.
And then there were more personal moments…

Juna smiled fractionally, which actually caused Dizzy to wearily stop. He asked, “Eh…you ran away a little too quickly back there.” He hooked a fat thumb over his shoulder, but never did the smuggler turn his gaze away from her. “You gotta go potty again?”

Exasperation, self-explanation, hidden laughter and doubt: that was how Muriel viewed Dizzy’s sly comments; that was what Juna thought. Truth was Dizzy wasn’t really trying to be cute. Dizzy was Dizzy; intellectual giant he was not, but he had genuine character. Muriel’s most potent relationships were with beings with that criterion, especially in men: Ogwa Newhausen for one, Enothchild another.
Juna cleared her throat and attempted to complete center herself. She failed. “No. No potty, Dizzy.” She fell back to the stand by. “I just couldn’t be in the room with that man any longer.”

“Can’t blame ya,” Dizzy was quick to ask. “How’s the nose?”

Juna had forgotten about her nose a long time ago. She no longer had the towel she had used to cover and clean the wound. She looked to Dizzy and asked, “How’s it look?”
“In one piece, Beautiful,” he mused. “You should get some bacta on it.”

“So it won’t ruin my good looks?” Juna sighed and shook her head. “Why should I bother? My beauty was for one man.”

Dizzy winced at his goof. He just made certain that Enothchild was going to come up, and sure enough Juna looked ready to cry. He attempted to use some gravity to change the course of a doomsday asteroid. “How about that Nach: the guy’s as bad as Mir. Lousy racist poodoo head.”

The mentioning of Muriel’s father caused a flash of short lived, terrible memories in Juna’s mind. Mir Thahada was an evil man, and did not have one drop of remorse even for his own flesh and blood. Muriel took no pleasure in killing him with her bare hands.

“Perhaps worse,” suggested Juna. She did her best to shake the Muriel thoughts in her mind. It was impossible to do so since Dizzy was a strong reference to Muriel. She tried hard, concentrating on what happened in the Brandy Lounge. She turned away from Dizzy to look out the window; it helped quite a bit. “He’s lying.”
Dizzy smacked his right fist in his left hand. “I knew it!”

Juna nearly spun on her heels to scream at him. Instead she fought it down when her eyes noted Dizzy and Muriel’s memories of him returned in her mind. Peaceful she said, “You knew nothing! That is you know no more than I.”

“Eh? I don’t get it.”

“He’s lying, but about what I don’t know.” Juna thought hard. “He is holding back, and with what he told us there some disguise to it. It just isn’t the truth.”
Dizzy just huffed and said, “So he’s the bad guy.” Juna turned back to him again. “If he ain’t spilling what he knows then he’s up to no good. Pull it out of him.” He waved his hand around. “Do that-that mind trick thingy. Read his mind. Something!”

“I could with subtlety.” Affect Mind was the easiest of Jedi mind tricks to employ that worked on the weak minded, the most fragile of wills. In theory, such a method of information extraction via the Force was never to be used against a strong, focused mind because it would never work. In practice, the Jedi could not use such tricks against stout wills for it required both a significant amount of power and the desire to intrude; such things were of the Dark Side of the Force. In reality, with the full powers of the Dark Hope of the Sith, Juna could use her will to break Nach like an egg.
The idea, however, offended her. It did not offend Juna on the level though Dizzy would expect; not in the way the others who were familiar with her as a person would assume. Before Juna would have gone the Jedi way; at this moment Juna thought the idea was just too damn easy. Certainly she could rip it out of Nach’s mind, or just take his life with a quick smooch on his cheek, but where was the challenge? Narcissistic has it sounded, Juna believed this was a duel between her and the Vhinphyc, and it was a duel of wits she was going to win.
There were excuses ready to use towards Dizzy’s suggestion. The first was true. Juna said, “Then again I lack the power of focus. If I did have my focus perhaps I could. But I do not, and if I tried now what if I crack him too hard and he literally breaks?”
Dizzy chagrinned, “Well, if he’s the bad guy…”

“And,” she added quickly, “what if we were wrong about him?” She shook her head. “He’s lying, and I hate that he’s lying, but there is too much at stake. I don’t risk mind control, or even just touching him a little.”
Something profound told her something. She repeated it out loud, though why she did or why she thought it was beyond sense. “I must not drain the dead.”

The mentioning of draining was more disturbing to Dizzy than the rest of the sentence. Again he thought he screwed up: mind reading was okay, but using her ability to suck the life out of anyone was a big, fat no-no. “Eh, no, we definitely don’t want to do that. No draining, no…sucking” he frowned after that one; his mind was momentarily lost on immature sexual references “and….well, nothing like that.”
“No, nothing like that,” agreed Juna. The cravings of power made her grunt and double over. Gone were pretenses of Muriel and who she was in her mind; in its place was a seething, hungry Sith Maiden. “Although it is very difficult for me to ignore the sweetness of the nectar that is in his heart; curse his soul that flirts with me so. He dangles it in front of me, taunting me, teasing me, daring me to take it. Oh” she uncharacteristically shuddered “how sick he is, the twisted bastard.”
Instinct stopped Dizzy from helping Juna. His feet became the floor as if he was on a planet with heavy gravity. And that time when he was an understudy starshipwright when he had dropped canopy goop on his pirate boots and was stuck in a standing position until the following morning. Being a smuggler he had seen his share of addicts; addicts of spice, addicts of drink, addicts of greed and shiny things, and addicts of sex. To Dizzy Juna fit the criteria of all that he knew, but this addiction was far worse and he knew it.
“Ah, yeah, sick,” was all Dizzy could mumble out. Juna turned more towards him and eyed him curiously. All that did was make Dizzy very nervous. “But we-we wouldn’t…you know…want to…..suck…or anything-nothing like that because, because, because that would be really, really, eh. Bad! It would be very, really bad!”

Juna smiled, but it did not comfort Dizzy at all. She purred, “Oh Dizzy, you have nothing to fear from me.” She sighed and struggled to straighten up. There was, though, a true malice in her eyes that even the Sullustan could read. “You’re junk food to me. Taking your life would not fill me, and all I would want to do is take more lives. You are, to my hunger, only a worthless snack.”

Sighing her notions away Juna went back to what they were talking about. “Muriel is talking to Nach as we speak, which is the best course to go. He came here expecting his son.” Juna stopped speaking as if she was talking to an insignificant audience. She realized what she was doing, but she did not apologize. Her tone was noticeably different from the point onward, with Muriel’s memories of Dizzy filling her mind still tuned to anger. “What he discovered was beings he can’t trust. We must earn his trust, or at least trick him into giving us something we can work out. We have time to figure it out.”
Juna began to walk around a perfectly still Dizzy. “There has been no follow up attack by Prophet and my Daughter. I do not think their intentions were to combat me on Tatooine, nor do I believe they will attack us here. That will be their undoing, but time is on their side just as much as it is on ours.” She stopped and weighed matters. “We have ten days.”
“Sixteen,” Dizzy found his voice to correct her “less than that even.”

Juna shook her head. “An effective response by us or anyone may require five days of hyperspace travel.” Dizzy looked at her in confusion. She elaborated. “I know something is coming even if I don’t see it, Dizzy. When it comes we will have to go to it if we can’t stop Prophet first.” She then mumbled, “But what is Faradi up to? What is her role in this?”
Dizzy scratched his head and said, “You’re damn sure about that daughter deal.”

“Her name is Faith, and she is my Daughter,” Juna said emphatically. She shook her head in disbelief, even though the disbelief was a lie. “Unbelievably true.” Dizzy went to say something but Juna held up hand. “She is my Daughter, Dizzy, whether I like it or not. Along with that, there is also so much else to weigh.” She left Dizzy for the nearest computer terminal in the library, sitting down in the wooden chair and bringing the systems off stand by. “No time to lose.”

There was some quiet time in the library. Dizzy found his legs before he found his tongue and walked towards the doors. Juna never acknowledged his presence again. He said, “Well, I’ll just…go check on Muriel.” Juna said nothing as she just stared at the screen, not knowing where to begin.

Dizzy mumbled, “Don’t mind me, the worthless snack.” On one hand he was honestly glad that Juna felt the way she did and did not take him. Strangely on the other hand he was hurt by her critique.
