10 DAYS (CHAPTER 101.0)
The young constable woke up, looked around, couldn’t understand his outdoor surroundings, and then saw Naressa Rapier rising up in front of him. Before he could comprehend anything, the woman leaned down, kissed his forehead, and once again he found himself in a state of unconscious filled with nice sexual fantasies. When he woke up, he was going to wish he was still asleep.
Naressa could not leave the young man in what amounted to being a sealed tomb without power to raise the blast doors that surrounded the kiosk. She teleported herself and her passenger to Dasturn Park, a walking park far from the jail house, and placed him on a park bench. It was night so her arrival and departure was not witnessed, but even if it were daytime people would have been too worried about their own survival at the moment. The Shut Down had done what it was designed to do; shut down everything.
“I hope,” she said to the young man one last time, “you find it in your heart to forgive me.” 
In some ways, Naressa was actually saying that to the entire universe, speaking to them through the young man. She walked away, heading towards the space port, needing to walk the whole three miles to get there. She hated herself more than she hated the Dark Side, and since both were one and the same she found the desire to use the Force to expedite her departure absolutely unattractive. She needed to brood, and she needed to brood now. The city was active with panicky people, with accidents that happened when the Shut Down occurred, all surrounded by unlit darkness; all of it shielding Naressa from those who were looking for her.
For such an intelligent being, Naressa had done plenty of stupid things in her life. In smarts was arrogance, she admitted that, and she did put herself above others when it came to knowledge and wisdom, and she did forget that she had logic flaws. Nothing else she had done though made her feel so incredibly stupid as the fact that she was a Sith Maiden. Darth Rune had only done what a Sith Lord was supposed to do with the opportunity; exploit the weakness of her enemy. That weakness was Naressa’s belief that she was in firm control….of herself. If she had been, Darth Rune would have never made her forget all the reasons she had created her slicer program and the mass distribution of Rapier Technology products via the legislations she had Bendian draft and get passed.
When she had created the slicer program, she had done it for the specific reason of protecting herself, which did include Bendian and eventually Juna. As a Sith Maiden would have normally done she consider every and all potentials of the slicer program. Slicers by themselves were always caught because of the systems they used and the fact they could never control the tracking factors that would lead the authorities back to them. The best slicers implemented programs into victim systems to hide their tracks, which were effective most of the time. Naressa wanted that absolute guarantee that she could access any computer, any digital system, any facet linked to the HoloNet, without the fuss of inserting a program that when discovered would have been linked back to her. The solution was simple and impossible: direct access link to systems by either supplying the system, or supplying parts or software that is integrated into the system. Librarian Naressa Jaina Solo was like the rest of the slicers, unable to initiate such a plan due to the enormous costs and time involved. When she became Naressa J. Rapier, Wife of Senator Bendian Rapier head of the ultra-powerful Technologies and Development Committee in the Senate and Chief Executive Officer of Rapier Technologies and their subsidies, the idea was no longer impossible. GRS 45293482039202 was law in the Republic, and on the federal level all was powered, and cornered, by Rapier Technologies. The monies involved pushed Naressa to push that into other private areas to expand her ‘reach’, which in turn provided them with more money and more security and have more political clout.
But in the beginning it was all about making sure the Jedi Order never became aware of Naressa and her identifiable existence. All was still controllable even with Juna becoming a political figure, which was until Jurivicious Pern inadvertently through his actions shined a big spot light on Rapier women. However Naressa never panicked, and never gave up her slicer program or the expansion of Rapier Technologies on her watch after Bendian’s death. She never panicked because a Sith in panic did kill people and eventually got themselves killed. She held a position of great political importance even though she never held office; the Jedi could not dare rise against her, unless…
Well, she was a fugitive, thanks to Faradi Nimh.

Naressa had, however, long considered the possibility that the Jedi would not be intimidated by her non-Force power. History had shown that the Jedi acted always out of necessity when the threat was real to their religion. What people never really knew, that few only did, was that the Jedi Order as a central figure in the Republic was born when the Jedi Order had by force ended the careers of forty-three Senators swayed by the Sith to keep the five thousand year old Sith War going. Led by Naressa’s ancestor the Jedi Master Dor-Li Nimh the Jedi and several generals, admirals, and non-elected civilian leaders had captured and forced the resignation of the Senators; they killed two because they sided with the Sith Lord that was another Senator’s special aide who did not want to be taken alive. Thus, the Jedi Order was not above doing something that contradicted their principals. They called it Necessary Evil, and if there was something the Jedi’s opponents in politics could use against them to claim the Jedi were involved in the processes it was that seldom used practice. It was the order of Necessary Evil that had condemned Dor-Li and the Great Mother Luna Mystery Nimh to death by lightsaber.
Because of the knowledge of practical fact, Naressa had installed in her plan a contingency she prayed she would never, ever use. She could have debated the merit of the option, but only the regretful on their dying day asked ‘if they only had’. She called it Shut Down.

Shut Down described it all; through Rapier Tech products and software Naressa could just absolute peek into a system, control the system, or just simply turn it off. The operative function in strategy was plain: if the federal government got too close, if they threatened to destroy her and those she loved, Naressa could Shut Down any government working component with Rapier Technology. Thanks to GRS 45293482039202, every Republic government item had a Rapier product in it. She could shut down pursuing vessels, make weapons useless, cut all their communications, and various other strategies.
Darth Rune had made her forget the option of Shut Down. Rune had made Naressa forget it for nearly thirty years. She understood how it was then. Whereas the other Sith Maidens lived on in her genes Rune had lived on in genes and in spirit. Wounded by the lightsaber of Darth Hades, Rune had to use every once of her Dark Purity strength to heal the wound; in turn, she passed on much of herself. It was the very example of a paradox; two existences of the same subject occupying the same space and time. The rules that applied to the other Sith Maiden spirits were governed by Naressa’s genes; Rune, purely a spirit not anchored down completely by the genes she had passed down to her daughter, granddaughter, and great granddaughter, could do as she pleased, essentially coming and going to whomever, wherever she wanted to even if the Sith Maiden host in question was in full control of herself, or as Rune put it she was allowed to whisper here, hint there, and be a conscious voice in an unaware mind.
The Spiritual Force Paradox.

That was Faradi Kina Creighton Ryder Nimh Solo. That was Darth Rune, and Naressa did not like that fact at all. It meant Rune was inside on every thought process, every plan, every notion and notation. Whatever Naressa thought in strategy, Rune knew. There was a good chance Rune knew what Juna was thinking and planning, but without talking to Juna Naressa would not know for sure. Naressa also surmised that blanking her mind would not work. Worse, Naressa was not sure her decisions even now were not influenced by Rune.
She came to a complete stop right on the corner of a street that gave Naressa a clear view of the Eurna docking bays. In the fire light of crashed ships in the sides of the multiple complexes, Naressa let her relax and focused inward mentally. She searched within herself, forgetting the Force, forgetting her thoughts and feelings as they stood in her mind, and just focused on her heart. She hoped and prayed that Rune was not in her heart. She hoped that after all these years it was her own decisions that have defined her in prosperity and ruination, that it was not a corrupt heart. She immediately asked aloud one simple question, which the passing people gave her a fleeting look, “What would Enothchild do?”
After a few moments, Naressa had her answer. It was an answer that was not tainted by the Dark Side. She knew it was not tainted by Darth Rune.
“I was right before: my part in this is done,” said Naressa to herself. She had a long list of reasons and examples of this fact, but she put them aside when a loud noise grew louder. A large Nubian CK-Sprint freighter -- talk about coincidence -- was dead in flight, falling out of the sky, heading for downtown Eurna, close to the docking bays.
Naressa tapped the Dark Side, tapped into the knowledge of the Sith Maidens, and gave the civilians around her a terrific shock when she left her feet and flew. She flew like her Grandmother Nebula Nimh used to with the Force; a form of levitation that was not so easy to pull off, taking considerable amounts of will power and Force power to achieve. Nebula had never used Force Flying for anything else but flying, but Naressa had to save the people and the ship. Teleportation would have been easier, but then the ship would have crashed into the docking bays; she did not feel like teleporting all over the planet looking for a ship she could steal. Innocent lives were also at stake, on the ship and on the planet now below. She did not even think about how impossible the task appeared; all Naressa knew was that she could do it, and had to do it.
Reaching the nose of the ship, Naressa released herself from flight and diverted her energies. The ship was not falling terrifically fast; a plus. However the monumental task was clear; Naressa had to wrap a Force Shield around the ship, and then she had to stop herself and the ship from completely falling and crashing into the planet. Her hands were a full foot away from the outer hull.
The ship was considerably large, a little bigger than the Millennium Falcon. Naressa imagined her energies expanding out like a rose bud in moonlight. Once the ship fell in and she firmly believed she had it all within her influence, Naressa closed ‘the rose bud at dawn’. 
Immediately she fell upon the gravity shift. The strain was just as immediate; she could have never anticipated how difficult the task was, but only knew she could do it. She kept her focus on that one, single task. It became easier to do it when she tapped into her rage, tapped into her hate for Rune, for what Rune had done, for the single biggest goof she had ever committed in her entire life. She gritted her teeth and squeezed her eyes shut.
It felt like forever. Internally Naressa felt much heavier. It was the weight of the situation at hand building up, how it acted upon the Force. She knew the ground was there; she split her energies, and the task became much more difficult as one half the energy kept the ship in front of her while the other energy attempted to find the planet to slow both Naressa and ship down to a stop. The dynamics was not hard to understand; a falling object was falling, but on the orbital curve of the planet via gravity; it never appeared so from the perspective of the planet bound, but Naressa could feel the gravity and the rotation of the planet pulling them along its turn.
Somehow this was Naressa’s life in a nutshell; everything was against her, stacked not in her favor, and despite the Dark Side of the Force it was never enough. She gritted, strained, and nearly soiled herself with effort to defeat the stack deck against her. Throughout her life, she always felt she had to fight unspoken expectations of her. She was a Sith. She was evil. She would never amount to good. She would never keep her word. Her only purpose in life was to perpetuate Darkness. She was expected to ruin so many lives. She was to make widowers and make children cry. All were not her friends. All were to be slaughter.
Naressa Rapier spent everyday proving those unspoken expectations wrong.

She felt the ground, and then her feet touched the ground. It was a rough landing for her, so she nearly released the ship from her telekinetic hold. She held it, though, ignoring so many gasps around her, ignoring the burning feeling in her mind and the desire to just let it go. She felt the cravings of hunger; her skin puckered and desired to drain people for strength as soon as she was done.
But Naressa held on. She pictured the ship coming down on its belly. She told herself over and over aloud, “I’m not dropping you! I’m not dropping you! I’m not dropping you!” 
Suddenly, to Naressa, this was a much more difficult challenge than flying up into the sky to catch the ship and slowly lower it to the ground. This was the microcosm of her life; it was always so easy to give up once she believed the ends have been achieved. She had failed to follow up after Magus Prophet had fallen from atop the Tower Maze twelve years ago. She had failed to keep an eye on Juna last year, and Faith and Rune took her out from under Naressa’s nose. This time, this time, for the sake of total strangers, for the people that rather condemn her, she was going to make sure the task was complete.
The ship never fell. It landed with the quietest of thuds. A crowd of people had seen the ship’s descent and had come to see its crash, not its save; though still dark at night, it was hard not to miss it in the moonlight. Naressa swayed and settled on leaning against the nose of the ship instead of relishing in her heroic accomplishment. At that moment, she felt as old as every single one of her fifty years and panted as if she ran a marathon.
The occupants inside, strapped in their chairs, had seen it all and still couldn’t believe it. Neither did anyone else that slowly approached the ship and it’s darkly dressed, white fleshed savior. The dorsal hatch on the ship blew from the explosive charges set and released. Most of the people paid more attention to the occupants than they did Naressa. A few of them slowly approached her, and one got close and asked, “Ma’am?”
Naressa really did not remember anything after she told herself not to drop the ship. She finally realized someone was talking to her. She lifted her head to regard the speaker; a dark skinned, elder man, who immediately took a step back as her yellow eyes began to glow faintly. The man then frowned, hating himself for doing what he just did. He found his voice and asked stoutly, “Ma’am, do you need any help? Are you all right?”
Many insults and temptations filled her mind at first, but they went away when her heart intervened. Tired, Naressa calmly said, “I’m fine, thank you.” She got her feet under her and just walked away. The walking away part was easy; people made room, not sure what to make what they had just witness, not sure what to make of her. It was easier for them to let her be, let her walk by. Fear, of course, was easy; fear was the Dark Side.
Knowing that such a rescue would draw attention, but unlikely a reprieve, from law enforcement, Naressa gathered all of her wits and entered the first docking bay she came across. The public docking bay ports were very large, filled with various ships of various makes. Odds were one of them had to be still functional. Naressa could not believe they were all out of commission, or at least did not contain some vitally key component in it that was of Rapier make. The Nubian craft she could understand; in nearly all Nubian starship models, nearly all of it had Rapier computer core. In other vessels from other worlds that were not under federal government control there were, to the best of her knowledge, some Rapier parts and software issued for them in key systems. Shut Down affected them, yes, if they had them, but not entirely unless the component was key in making the ship run.

Unfortunately for Naressa her hopes were dashed by reality. There were many ships not occupied by people that showed no signs of being in cold stand by mode. The starship’s running lights were always on in docking bays; she passed many with them off. Some of it hardware; some of it software; either way, Shut Down affected them. She also had to pass on ships that were tended to by concerned owners that could not understand why their ship was not cooperating with them. Some ships did take off as Naressa continued her exploration; ships that could fly, and owners too wise to stay and have the ships stolen or have them impressed into service by a potential marital law order. The last resort was to take a ship with people on it, use the Dark Side to kick them off. The idea was a sour one in her stomach.
All matters changed for the better when Naressa rounded a made up corner of dormant vessels. She stopped, she could not believe her Sith Maiden eyes, and she kicked herself for not thinking about it before. It was Darth Maul’s Sith Marauder Stealth Shuttle.
“Dark Side be praised,” Naressa quietly uttered, using what was known as a statement of hope her Grandmother Nebula used to say. She had let the Sith take the Aeol Methda; she thought Darth Sidious and Darth Maul would have had the presence in mind to actually double back and take their ship. Then it occurred to her: Sidious would have taken the ship if he truly believed she was going to allow herself to be killed by the Jedi.
“Oh Dace,” Naressa mused, “you have too much faith in me.” She teleported herself inside the ship and went straight to the cockpit. The Marauder was the kind of ship anyone would want for multi-purposes and not be a battleship. It was light, fast, had powerful weapons for a ship its size, a complete cloaking suite to avoid detection and enemy weapon’s lock, and also phase scramblers that disrupted tractor beams; it was also roomy and accommodating, even with the many detainment-interrogation suites.
The key benefit to the Sith-exclusive ship was that it did not have one scrap of Rapier Technology. Naressa let her skin absorb the knowledge left behind on the controls by Lord Maul, and with the knowledge she started up the ship. She smiled that it worked, and she smiled that the ship was designed to warm up faster than a starfighter; in fifteen seconds, the reactor was hot, and in twenty she had the Marauder airborne. She had her choice of about three thousand identification ship transponder signals, but given that Dantooine and the rest of the Republic was practically Shut Down Naressa did not even bother with that or running lights. The navicomputer did not rely on NavNet at all and it was efficiently quick, and Naressa had it in hyperspace heading for Naboo in absolutely no time.

From Naboo Naressa had no other place to go, but all she knew was that this was no longer her life; it was Juna’s time, it was her turn to face the wolves and face the wolves alone. Naressa was aware of everything in the universe, including the predicament both Enothchild and her Gessa were facing alone; she felt the struggle, and knew for sure they had taken the Ruby Heirloom to Tatooine. But she had said it herself that she could not keep saving Juna forever, and worse it required Naressa’s intervention to get Juna off her ass during a crisis. Naressa helping and Naressa intervening had to stop, therefore in Naressa’s estimation her fugitive status that was going to make her run was a good thing.

Naressa had complete faith in her Gessa, the goddess she would always worship until the end. Juna had to face her destiny, as all did, without a parent showing her the way. Upon further review of the past year, Naressa understood that her intervening only made things worse. Sadly, she was never to touch her Gessa again. It was then just better to head on back to Naboo, grab some things, and go on.
There was still a tactical reason for it; so long as Rune existed as a spirit she still had an influence over Naressa, and was perhaps spying on her that very moment. Naressa just kept her focus on her task. To Naboo, and then after that……

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

10 DAYS (CHAPTER 101.1)

Rapier Manor was a microcosm of the galaxy. Nothing with Rapier Technology in them worked, and unfortunately for the occupants in Rapier Manor that was nearly everything. None of the emergency systems worked and non-technical glow sticks used for survival aided the employees of the mansion in their comings and goings, mainly in evacuation. Nach and Mathaniel were called upon to rescue people trapped in various places, such as the service lift that relied on repulsor power; they were saved by mechanical brakes that were held back by electrical power; once the power went out, the brakes snapped into place.
The evacuation wasn’t necessarily a complete withdraw from Rapier Manor; what was done was that everyone was taken to the first floor outer rooms and housed there, where sunlight lit the rooms during the day. The majority of land speeders did not work, and in reality there was no place on Naboo to go for assistance. Communications were still down, but where vehicles worked Muriel had them set up a make shift message running service starting between Rapier Manor and Rapier Technologies; later, she would employ the same system between them and the nearest city, which would eventually lead to Theed.
Word from Rapier Technologies was not promising at all. All the department heads at the plant had tried everything since the Shut Down and absolutely, at a Rapier standpoint, worked. Muriel and Nowen could vouch for that fact since their Saberhide armor would not close up with their wrist computers not working at all. What they did discover, just as the heroes did at Rapier Manor would discover, was that the Shut Down only affected Rapier brand products and services. 
Muriel, Destiny, Mathaniel, and Nach went and got Greta Culla from the top floor. The old woman’s Rapier droids were down but she was all right. She was waiting for them with a personal nightlight in her hands. As Nach carried the elder Nubian carefully in his powerful arms, Greta let Muriel handle the light to illuminate the way and said, “The light used to belong to my Father, God bless him. It’s not really a nightlight. It used to fit on the old JXC long rifle.”
“Pretty damn powerful for an illuminator,” pointed Muriel out.

“Well when in space one needs a powerful light: he fought at Parlay Far,” said Greta.

Muriel never knew that bit of information about Greta. They stopped before the first of many stairs they had to take to head down and said, “He was at Parlay Far?”

“Oh yes,” she said with enthusiasm and pride. Clearly the old woman, the general of Rapier Manor, was back to health based on her exuberance, but she took the ride in Nach’s arms nonetheless. She noted Mathaniel’s and Destiny’s curiosities; she wasn’t sure about Nach with his always stoic look. She said, “Nasty little tiff, way before most of your times. A powerful mercenary group funded by the Hutts had hit Naboo’s once and only orbiting construction rig for military starships. My father was a Rim Ranger, and those men were trained to fight in all sorts of places, including the vacuum of space. After some terrible doings with an ion pulse by the mercenaries, the Rangers had to fight the mercenaries in space suits.
“Imagine floating around in the darkness of space, never knowing who is taking an aim at you. You hope and pray your light is bright enough to let you see, and be seen by your friend and not your foe. Isolated and alone my father was when he wasn’t fighting. He even had to fight hand to hand at one point. That light, however, stayed on for him. With that light the rescue ships found him.”

Before she could tell more of the story, the ‘General’ noticed something in passing that got her ire in a rush. Greta said to a passing group carrying fabrics ,“OH! OH!!!!!! THOSE BETTER NOT BE THE MID-WEEK DRAPERIES! FOLD THEM! FOLD THEM UP RIGHT!”

Indeed, the General was back! As a matter of fact, the others not familiar with Greta finally realized, with her reactions, where the nurse droids in the Infirmary got their Human-like negative reactions from. Nach, not the chuckling kind of male, kept his lips tight whenever the elder, female payload in his arms went ballistic over something that violated her established protocol; her fretting always starting with “OH! OH!!!!!”
They took Greta to the outer room that would become the heroes’ new base of operations; the room was close to the Docking Bay. Casper and Nowen had managed to transfer Alluetia there; Alluetia and Greta got along well. When they were not sitting around trying to figure things out they were out in Rapier Manor trying to get the people together.

Close to the end of the employee evacuation of Rapier Central Muriel was struck by an idea. She and Destiny went to the Hanger Bay and to the Hailstorm’s Hauler without telling the others, and to their collective delight the older model starship worked. Also to their benefit the Hanger Bay doors were not closed. Destiny piloted the ship out and took it up into orbit. There, they pumped everything they could into the hyperspace transceiver and transmitted a hail on a frequency Muriel knew Dizzy would use for the Millennium Falcon. 
It took an hour of hailing before finally, to Muriel’s great relief, Dizzy responded. The hyperspace transmission, without the benefit of relays, was not stable; it had garbles and static and some drop outs and delays between responses. Still, the red head would take it, barely able to talk at first. Dizzy, of course, did all the talking.
After platitudes, Dizzy went right to basics. “Short of it: there’s no HoloNet or NavNet. There’s ships drifting and crashing and blowing up all over the place out her. Best I could do was getting a hold of some friends of mine to come save some stranded folks by the commerce line. Otherwise it’s a call to the Trade Feds.”
“So they have communications?” asked Muriel, finding her voice. Destiny made a small face in the mentioning of the Trade Federation.
“Trade Fed is still up and running,” said Dizzy. “So is the Techno Guild. Bothans have some stuff up and running.”
“How is your ship, Captain Arnes?” asked Destiny.

“Perfect!” Dizzy was lying; the Millennium Falcon was never perfect. However, compared to the rest of the Republic, the Falcon was perfect. “But tell me Juna and Sarch past me?”

“No, Dizzy,” said Muriel. She rubbed her chest with worry. “They sent a message just after you left Tatooine that they were going to Dantooine.”

There was a pause; a pause caused by thought than by transmission. Dizzy said, “Nothing since? I mean I’ve tried to get a hold of them.”

“First thing we did flying up in Alluetia’s ship was call you,” said Muriel. “Our theory is that anything with Rapier parts in it isn’t working. So far that theory is looking really good. The Heirloom is going to be filled with the stuff.”
“Yeah I know. But….You think…der…dead?” Dizzy’s question was garbled, but both ladies heard it. Unlike them, the Sullustan saw first hand the ships tearing apart and burning up. Unlike them, Dizzy did not have the Force.

“I know,” and Muriel emphasized her sentence with strong resolve in her tone of voice “they’re alive. Where I don’t know.”

There was some quiet, and Dizzy broke it. “I’ll find them.”

“We will help you,” said Destiny. “Two ships in search are far better than one ship looking.”

“Forget it,” said Dizzy. “You guys should at least try to help any stranded ships in orbit and in the system. If not that try to figure out how to get things going again; this galaxy is finding out fast it can’t wipe its own ass.”

Destiny cut in before Muriel spoke. “Captain Arnes, the way between Tatooine and Dantooine is vast. If my memory is strong, I comprehend there are very many drop out course change points along the way.”
“Worse if they drift off course, or had to use an escape pod,” said Muriel. “It could be weeks of searching by yourself.”

“It could be with a thousand ships,” said Dizzy. “Trouble is we don’t have weeks. We got, what, ten days? One of us still has to go to Cofka!”

Muriel sighed deeply, nodded, and said, “You’re right, Dizzy.”
The chatter in the transmission suggested he was chuckling. He mused, “What was that? Transmission got….a little destabilized there and I didn’t catch that.”

“I said you’re right, Dizzy,” said Muriel loudly.

“What’s that, I didn’t copy?”

Destiny, a widow, recognized marital banter right away and suppressed a response. Muriel smiled, but said venomously, “Destiny, where are the weapon systems on this ship? Where is he transmitting from? Lock on target when you do!”
“Whoops, gotta go, bye Hon,” said Dizzy, and the transmission ended.
Muriel just looked at Destiny and said, “I can’t let him be right too many times.”

Destiny shrugged her shoulders. “Without wives where would husbands learn wisdom?”

“Learning is one thing,” noted Muriel as the Vhinech-Wookiee piloted them back towards Rapier Manor. “Using what they learned is another.”

Destiny then joked, “That is why heavy cooking pans were invented.” She landed the ship, at Muriel’s behest after they laughed, outside along the East Wing of the mansion; from there, they could simple walk to the terrace that lead to the new command center. Wisely they left the ship in stand by mode and brought the ship’s only operational data pad with them.
It did not take long for Casper to conclude, “So it isn’t just us.” With the data pad they had full control of the Hauler’s systems, including the transceiver. After some time he was barely able to locate the alien transmission in the Debris of Cofka, but not the probe that was sent there. “Under the circumstances, I would have been surprised if the probe was still working.”

“It’s a Rapier probe,” said Muriel, overstating the obvious as everyone sat around the data pad. “Anything Rapier is not working.”
“But older things do.” Casper looked past the window that faced the East Lawn, looking right at the Hauler. “Or rather anything that doesn’t have a Rapier product in it, in some fashion.”
“I knew it was not the Legacy,” said Nach with certainty.

“I agree,” said Casper. “Curious question is how it was achieved without tripping anti-virus software? How was it done?”

“Regardless of that,” said Muriel, “Dizzy did bring up a point. It may take him time to find Juna and Enothchild. We have a ship; maybe we should go to Cofka and find the Device.”
Nowen nodded but added, “One problem.” He showed her the work he was doing trying to bypass the Rapier Technology in the wrist computer on his body armor. “If we go, we’re practically going into the unknown relatively defenseless.” He grabbed his Guardian blaster, pointed it at the wall, and squeezed the trigger: nothing. “And weaponless. There’s no telling what we’ll run into on that Device.”

“I am not afraid of going to Cofka alone,” said Nach. “I welcome anyone that will follow if they do not fear death.”
“There are some weapons in the Deep Armory that aren’t Rapier attached,” said Muriel. “Not much in body armor; nothing close to Saberhide.” She sighed and added, “We are going into an unknown variable. I rather have the best strapped on, not the runner up.”
“But you shouldn’t go alone because of that,” said Casper to Nach. “If you falter against the unknown, there will be no one that takes up the cause.”

“Then what about Nal Hutta?” questioned Mathaniel for the first time in the conversation. “Is not Magus Prophet’s child there?”

“I think it’s safe to say that Faith’s responsible for this,” said Casper with a nod. “Nal Hutta will be no easier a task than Cofka.”

“So where does that leave us,” asked Nach.

Sighing again, Muriel said, “We have some time to get to Cofka or Nal Hutta. I say let’s get some high grade survival stuff together and wait for Dizzy, Juna and Enothchild to return. Then we all go to Cofka, or to Nal Hutta, and increase our odds of success. I think we can all agree that with those two the odds improve.”
There was some silent contemplation, and finally everyone agreed with some head nod. Muriel chewed her bottom lip. Her idea made sense, but only if Dizzy could find Juna and Enothchild alive. She imagined the search clearly in her mind in metaphor. If the search area was the size of a cubed room that was one hundred feet in length in every direction and was unlit, Dizzy, Juna, and Enothchild would be free floating electrons only able to move the width of the structure per month.
Dizzy had only ten days. Prospects were far from pathetic even further from poor.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Enothchild realized they were alive first. He breathed in air for a while before he moved and drew Juna over to him. Juna coughed a few times before she opened her eyes, and she kept still while she regained some semblance of thinking clarity. Though from the outside it did not look as roomy the luxury vessel’s escape pods had plenty of room even for Enothchild’s bulky body. What mattered was that it hummed with life and operation, and thus the two were alive.
“How many brain cells you think we fried?” asked Juna rhetorically. Her head hummed just as her body extremities tingled with oxygenated blood.
“Not enough I think,” joked Enothchild back. Her attempt at humor failed him; she knew it was a loser, but someone had to say it. He flinched as he moved his head and thought his horns would catch the ceiling; through roomy, Enothchild could not stand up. “We’re lucky.”
“Damn lucky.” Juna crawled towards the front of the escape pod. The window in front was much like the cockpit, showing everything and connecting the other parts of the pod with the rest. The controls and readouts were fairly simple since it was an escape pod. “Too damn lucky.”

Enothchild joined her and squeezed next to her. Looking out he saw space and only space. “No debris.”

“We burnt the escape boosters.” Juna pointed at the gauge. “As soon as he got ourselves yanked out of there with the RCS.” She ran a diagnostic, which did not take long. “But I can’t tell you were the Heirloom was, or where we are now. Last known coordinates were never downloaded to the pod.”
“Did you see where we were before dropping out of hyperspace?”

“No. Everything told me to drop out. If I hadn’t, we wouldn’t be having this conversation.”

Enothchild rubbed his chin. “Well, we could talk about that now or see what else is going for us in this pod.”

Juna nodded. “We would have had a better chance if we would have gotten to the aft section above the reactor. The life boat is better supplied” she shook her head “but it could have been trashed when the motivator imploded. RCS and booster are good for orbital insertion and landing, but according to our pathetic sensor array there isn’t anything to orbit around or land on. Pod can sustain us for about two weeks.”
“And the good news?”

“We’re alive.”

Enothchild smiled at her. “True. But what about the distress beacon?”

Juna double checked it. “It’s working, transmitting at hyperspace low gain frequencies. Anyone that passes by should hear it, but they have to pass by close. If we’re close to a HoloNet relay then someone will definitely hear us.” She then remembered something and started playing with the miniscule sensor package that was on board. “Unlike some escape pods, it does have a limited transceiver capability in the low gain bands. Maybe I can get NavNet, see right where we are.”
“I would think you would have us close to the Corellian Run by now,” guessed Enothchild.
“If I flew in a five degree curve non-stop, sure,” said Juna dryly as she looked over the readings. “But my course took us around an uncharted asteroid field. To save time, I used Tynna as my reference star.”

Enothchild rolled that over in his mind. He then said, “That takes us away from the Run.”

“Given how much time we spent in hyperspace, yeah it does.” Juna kept checking her screens as she talked. “But it shaves three days off of our travel time to Dantooine.”
“Well,” began Enothchild somberly, “it did, or was to.”

Sighing, Juna nodded and said, “If I knew this was going to happen I wouldn’t have made the course.” She fiddled around some more, and finally sensed the troubles of the universe. “Enothchild?”

“I feel it,” he said. There was a great disturbance in the Force all around them, near but more so farther. “It’s considerable.”

“Faradi and Faith must have unleashed the Legacy.” Juna kept toying with the controls, but then she stopped. She shook her head and said, “No they didn’t.” She looked to Enothchild. “If they had, this pod wouldn’t be working. The virus would have downloaded into the system.”

Nodding, Enothchild said, “The Legacy Virus does not ‘toy’ with people.”

Juna heard some whispers in her ears. She stopped, her hands over the controls, listening intently. Enothchild’s left hand took up her right hand, snapping her out of her trance. He asked, “What is it?”
“It’s called Shut Down,” said Juna, repeating what the Winds of the Force were saying. She went back to playing around with the transceiver. To herself, she said, “Why not the head’s up before?” It annoyed her that information came to her out of nowhere when she had no reference about it before, and it really annoyed her that the information came too late; first Vesgevi and now after the destruction of the Ruby Heirloom this.
Enothchild never asked her to clarify her statement. She was too focused on their survival; there would be a time for questions later. His experience with Naressa told him again that Juna was operating in another plane of the Force. There was so much that the Sith Maidens could do that was relatively unknown even to the Jedi. Unlike Naressa, Enothchild knew Juna would be more open to discussing these interesting powers.

“No NavNet,” said Juna after some further checking of her systems. Enothchild did not like the sound of that. “And nothing was downloaded from the Heirloom, so I really don’t know where we are.” She looked at Enothchild as dread began to worm into her conscious. “That means no one knows where we are even if they were able to look for us!”
“It’s all right,” said Enothchild. “I’m sure it will take time, but-.” He stopped when he noted her tightening body. “Juna?”
“We’re not alone,” she said venomously. Juna followed her feelings, turning her head towards the rear of the escape pod. A ‘relation’ wanted to gloat and had started to poke the back of her mind. She couldn’t ignore her; not when she had everything to do with what was going on. She locked her eyes on the white skinned ghost in Sithian attire. “Faradi!”
Enothchild looked to the rear and used his senses. He expected perhaps something similar to Nadja’s ghostly appearance before them. There was nothing there, or rather nothing he could see with his eyes and with his mind. In his heart, on the other hand, he knew Faradi was there.

“You will properly address me as your Nana, Girl,” seethed Faradi wickedly. She appeared sitting cross legged just in front of the hatch, her arms crossed powerfully in front of her. “Give me at least that courtesy if you will not bow to your superior.”
Juna just seethed with rage, but she noted that despite her victories Faradi was just as angry with her. She did not have to guess why as the Faradi crept closer to Enothchild. Out of instinct, Juna just placed herself between them. Enothchild was a little puzzled by Juna’s reaction. Repelled, Faradi sneered and her face twisted into an impossibly horrible frown that she would not have been able to make if she were alive. The Spirit retreated completely to the shadows of the pod.
Faradi spat, “I guess all is not terrible. You Wished him back to life. All it means is that I get to kill him again!”

Juna sneered back, aloud, “You will not claim what I will not allow you to claim! You will find that even hell will have great difficulty with me!”
To that, Faradi just chuckled, “Fool, you are in hell! I have brought it! And if I cannot have the Tragic Hero’s life, then this galaxy will die a painful death!”
Juna looked behind and up at Enothchild, drawing his attention towards her. He was so unaware of the conversation because of its one sided nature, but he could tell just by Juna’s emotions how awful it was. He put his large arms around her waist for support. Faradi winced and repelled further back until her ‘body’ touched the hatch.
“I don’t care,” said Juna, not speaking aloud what she fully meant by it. She knew Enothchild would object if she said her true feelings. She couldn’t bare to look at him; her eyes locked on Faradi. “I will protect my Love from you to the bitter end.”

Faradi knew she was holding back from Enothchild. She shook her head and said, “Such a Sithspawn, you are so much like your parents: little liars.” Scoffing, she took one look around the escape pod. “You don’t have the luxury of time, Girl. The Shut Down has taken out the Republic: whoever can function won’t give an ounce of their piss about a lone, low grade, short range homing distress beacon far off the trade routes.”
“Our friends will come,” said Juna. Somehow she knew they would; she knew the Millennium Falcon was not affected by the Shut Down. “They will find us.”

“And then what after that?” Faradi just made a face of condescension. “If they find you, what are you going to do?” She crossed her arms again and gloated, “You haven’t put much thought in this, have you?”

She dawned on Juna. All the sudden, there she was in her mind. Juna whispered, “Mama?” She looked to Enothchild. “Mama’s free.”

“Oh yes, she’s free,” gloated Faradi happily. She soured. “Free until you save the Republic, Girl.” Juna looked quickly to her Grandmother. “She escaped, Granddaughter, after she had discovered that the Shut Down, HER SHUT DOWN I MIGHT ADD, was used by me to paralyze the Republic.”

Juna did not know how to respond to that. Faradi continued, “Alas, the Republic has bigger issues to deal with than one, mere Sith Maiden. In less than ten days, the very retches who want your mother dead will be wiped out. Along with its death will go her crimes. Think about that!”

Juna was thinking about that, and suddenly she was even happier that Enothchild did not know what was being said from Faradi’s end. Faradi then said, “On the other hand, in order to save the Republic that will want to destroy all that is Rapier, you will have to come to Nal Hutta and destroy your precious Faith.”
Juna looked to Enothchild again, forgetting that he couldn’t hear the conversation. He only looked at her and said with concern, “What?”

“He will not stay away,” purred Faradi, overstating Juna’s fears. “He loves you so much he will never allow you to go alone.” Juna trained her frown at Faradi. “Please! Bring me the Tragic Hero, He who bares the Mark of the Flames, Juna! Bring me my destiny!!!”
“NEVER!” The escape pod shook, causing Enothchild to stick his hands out to brace the walls. It was fruitless, though, if the pod shook apart; even the mighty Vhinphyc could not keep space from taking them.
Suddenly Juna was struck by the epiphany. She remembered the visions she had been having for days. She never had given it another thought, and had not told Enothchild. The battle with the Dark Cloud…it had to be Faradi as Faith. With Naressa free…
Faradi shook her head slowly in mock sadness as Juna composed herself. She mused, “Dear Granddaughter, you have quite a decision to make. I dare say the question is do you love him enough to lie and withhold what has just transpired between you and I, or do you love him enough to tell him the truth and allow him to die while attempting to save a galaxy that does not cry out your family’s name to save it?”
Faradi leaned in and menacingly leered, “That is if you allow yourself to be found in time.” She winked and continued. “The Adamant Consortium Array, the Desilijic Clan Palace, Nal Hutta. You got ten days.” She faded into the shadows of the escape pod and was gone.
“Well?” asked Enothchild after Juna sat there and only began to think about the so many issues she had to deal with. “Juna?”

Juna worked her mouth around, trying to work up a lie and trying not to tell the truth. She had thought Magus Prophet to be her greatest tormentor, but Faradi Nimh had replaced him in the wake of his death and had surpassed him easily. She pulled herself away from Enothchild and crawled on her knees towards the front, gripping her arms for some form of self assurance. She was also afraid he would find out by just touching her; ironically a reverse of how their relationship would actually work if he could do such a thing.

Enothchild eased himself towards Juna’s turned back. He placed his hands on her shoulders; the tension in them was telling, and he felt her resist him a little in his fingers, but she relaxed just a little. Still, it was not comforting to know his Wife was in so much emotional discomfort. “Juna, what did she say?”

“She was tormenting me,” she said, finding some words to speak that reflected the proper context without saying enough or absolutely having to lie. “Gloating that after all this time I have become that which you and I both hate.” She was then jolted by one of those pokes that she and Enothchild had largely ignored during their love making. It was much more intense then before, and her body naturally tightened from the touch.
Enothchild took his hands off of her when she jumped. He looked at his own hands and said, “That’s getting to be annoying.”

Actually, despite the pain that came with the jolting that she could never anticipate, Juna welcomed it. If anything it gave Enothchild something else to think about. It also gave her one more troubling thought on her plate: the latest ‘no touching’ reminder was bad; the Spirit of Prophet was largely gone, and soon Juna and Enothchild were not going to be able to touch one another again. It added a brand new wrinkle to what the current problem was.

Enothchild’s hands were on Juna again, and he rubbed her shoulders and arms. He then drew her back to him, and the back of her head aligned with the magnificent heart that thumped in his chest. Juna felt its pounding and felt its glory; truly, upon his return, it had become more than it had before.
“We won’t let her scare us,” said Enothchild. His forehead touched the top of her head. “And you are just the same to me now as you were then.”

Juna closed her eyes when she heard him. He was so much to her, so much more than she had bargained for. She said, “You won’t let me go?”

“Never,” he assured her, hugging her more to his chest. “It is our love she fears the most. The both of us, together, can destroy her.”

Enothchild urged Juna to turn around to face him. When she did he leaned down and kissed her so delicately and long. In the back of her mind she wondered how many more kisses, hugs, or simple touches did she have left. She understood her abilities now: the more power she used, even if she was not directly Invoking the Spirit of Magus Prophet, the weaker Prophet’s energies within her became. In Dark Purity form, shutting down absolutely from the Force, or blocking it out, was not an option. She had to limit herself.
Pulling away, Enothchild caressed her face to illicit a smile from her; small, but it satisfied him. “We’ll get through this. All we have to do is summon the others.” Juna suddenly became apprehensive. He gathered her attention again. “Right?”
Juna answered quickly, “Yes! Yes.” She sighed as if to show she wasn’t paying attention. “Yes, I know the Millennium Falcon can fly.”

“Then all we have to do,” began Enothchild, sitting himself in a meditative position, “is act as a stronger homing beacon.” Juna sat across from him, a bit unsure. “It’s a very old trick. I’ve never done it, but it’s not impossible to do.”
Juna was not thinking of the trick at all; she was aware of it, how she didn’t know, but she didn’t care. Her thoughts were filled with the dilemma of being found. Fear had entered her Dark heart, a fear that dominated her, that made her afraid of losing Enothchild forever if they are ever found in time. She wanted him alive, but it conflicted with her belief that she would never hide anything from him. Unlike before when she didn’t tell him about Mos Essa it was because Enothchild knew in some respects. He didn’t know about this, not about her Vision.
“The difficulty is in range and whoever is listening.” Enothchild settled in, closed his eyes, and immediately frowned. “It would also help that the dark side was not so prevalent in the galaxy. It shadows my perceptions.” He propped open one eye. “A-Hem!”
Juna looked across at him when he did the exaggerated throat clearing. Enothchild told her, “Calm, Juna. You are not helping.”

Blushing a mild shade of grey on her white face instead of red, Juna said, “Sorry.” She did her best to calm, but all she could think of was Enothchild, about him living for a longer time. Faradi had said she Wished him back to life. Wished?
“I can’t,” said Enothchild with some frustration. He looked to her and said, “It’s up to you. You can do it.”

And like that, Juna had no choice. Enothchild looked at her with those unsuspecting amber eyes that melted her heart no matter how cold it was. She played a little dumb. “What must I do precisely?”
“Send a telepathic message, a constant one, outward to our friends and to your mother,” instructed Enothchild. “Dizzy should be back at Rapier Manor by now.”
Feeling the truth of it, Juna exhaled, “He’s fine.” She looked well past Enothchild through her eyes. “He’s looking for us in the Falcon.” She then stated the obvious as an effort to slow the process. “He isn’t Force sensitive.”
“One does not need to be to feel the Force,” reminded Enothchild. “Sometimes the inclination to go somewhere is the Force giving a direction. The same principal is applied here. If Muriel’s with him, or Casper, it won’t take him long to find us.”

“If not, longer,” said Juna to emphasize the bad news of it.

“And remember, your mother is free now. She may be able to come rescue us.”

The dread of that fact finally filled Juna; she fought that down the best she could. The Vision of Naressa and Enothchild kissing, and through the act Naressa absorbing Enothchild replaced the old vision of the two of them together; both were nightmares to Juna. She didn’t know what to exactly do.
“Juna?” Enothchild got her attention. “Is there something else?”

“No.” Juna looked at him and fought her sadness down. “No, nothing else.”

Enothchild smiled at her to assure her that she was very capable of doing anything; as Juna listened to the directions on becoming a Force beacon for all their friends to ‘hear’, she was very afraid of that fact.

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

9 DAYS (CHAPTER 101.3)

On Nal Hutta, Faith found little calm even as she tended to her slave Rose. She did not harm the little girl, but she showed very little tenderness like before. She summoned the child to the Desilijic Clan Palace, where Rose found food for the two to share. She came to Faith, meeting together at the transceiver array’s control room. After some rather repulsive failures to consume raw meat on Rose’s part, Faith cooked the food for her slave. The Force Fire nearly melted the meat, but Rose consumed the burnt offerings with no complaint. Still, to Faith, such things were an inconvenience that pestered her. Even Chewie, her long time companion, gave the Sith Maiden-Vhinech no peace. The herbivore attempted friendship contact many times with his long time caregiver, but the forth hissing growl chased Chewie to the refuge of his new, younger friend.

After many hours, Faith felt her Mamul’s beacon call for help. Briefly she grew sad to the siren call. It was replaced by renewed rage. She could see Juna and Enothchild very clearly in her mind, in an escape pod many, many light years away. A mixture of satisfaction and disgust blended to make frustration; satisfaction to see her Mamul and her Jedi lover in helpless situation; disgust that such a situation meant the both of them were not coming anytime soon.
“Oh ye of, little Faith.” Faradi looked to her left, looked at Darth Rune. The Sith Maiden smiled. “You do not believe they will come?”

“They must come!” Faith stood up, talking aloud in Sith. Rose, who was holding Chewie while quietly huddled in a corner, stood up and awaited her mistress’s instructions as a dutiful slave. Rose never questioned her mistress’s discussion at thin air. “They cannot come to me stranded!”
“Oh ye of, little Faith,” joked Rune again. “I have taken the necessary steps that will ensure of their coming. Enothchild Sarch will not allow my Granddaughter to turn a blind eye to the Republic. His devout and inspiring need to save and protect the pathetic is a flaw too easy to exploit. A weakness the truly powerful cannot have.”
Rune then assured Faith, “They will come. Heroes always come. But heroes don’t always win.” She then looked at Rose, to which Faith felt her measure the child. After all she had said Faith expected Rune to disapprove.
Instead, Rune turned to Faith and smiled approvingly. “The perfect child: obedient, worshipping, quiet. Most importantly of all you made this little Rose your own. I envy you, I truly do.”
“You can have her,” said Faith. “All I want is my Mother and her lover! I want to kill them! I want to kill them slow! I want them to know how much I miss my Father! How much his death has hurt me so much!”

“I appreciate the gift,” mused Rune, overlooking Faith’s rant, “if I could only touch Rose to accept it, Muffin.”

Faith looked at Rune repeated, over and over going between Rune and Rose. Rune instead changed the subject. “You should meditate, build your strength up for the coming fight, let the new Darkness from the fools of the galaxy fuel you. Unfortunately with your father’s strength added to hers, Juna has become a much more powerful threat. The advantages are still all on your side, Muffin. Time is one of them. Use it to prepare for the coming victory.”
Faith understood Rune’s point. Her fury was constant but not applied, thus it was wasted energy just keeping her awake and seething. Her Wishing before had weakened her significantly, and she discovered that no amount of food was replacing her spent energy, and it was a lousy substitute for accomplishment. She needed to retune and gather her energies.

She was struck by a question in her mind. Faith asked Rune, “Wish? My Father, I Wish?”

Rune’s eyes widened. She said, “I’m afraid once a Sith Maiden like your mother has a spirit she has taken, Muffin, it belongs to her forever. The Taken are not inherited; they are wrongly removed from the normal constant of the Spiritual Force. Such removal is not forbidden, but…the best way to put it, is that your Father now resides in the universe of Juna Rapier. He’s stuck there until she is dead.”
That news only made Faith more determined now to kill Juna. She growled, “I shall free him! I shall!”

“I know you will,” Rune said with a wicked, satisfying grin. She then lied, “And nothing will give me more pleasure.”
