13 DAYS (CHAPTER 94.0)
No more than three seconds in the hyperspace transmission from Rapier Manor to the law firm spacecraft the Rapier attorneys were on was the conference call figuratively melting under the cursing blitz unleashed by one Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia the First. At their retainer fee, all the attorneys could do in their ship was sit there and take it for the next full hour.
One full hour.

One cold hour.

And even then, Juna was not finished. But she gave them mercy and killed the transmission. The gist of the one sided conversation did feature everything Muriel knew and had told Juna as Juna ran to her room and spent an hour trying to hail the Rapier attorneys. When she reached them, they did not get Juna Rapier, who so much like Naressa Rapier could be mad but still talk in calm voice even with a pinch of daggers on every vowel. The type of tone was commonly referred to as Naressa Rapier’s Daughter, and it was rare that Juna ever showed that attitude to any employee under Rapier salary.

No, what the Law Offices of Huggy-Levan, Puresteel-Puritt, Dovetail-Chinber-Bestly, Pang-Ottor, and Crumb got was old school: they got Bendian Rapier! They got Bendian Rapier’s Damn Daughter! They got Bendian Rapier’s Damn Daughter at pissed off!!! And as they say in the legal business the universe’s smallest musical instrument played them a song of sympathy afterwards!
Sometime during the one sided conversation, where time was unknown but Muriel referred to as the moment between the twenty-ninth use of the word ‘ass’ and the twentieth use of the word ‘sling’, and Muriel couldn’t remember if the phrase ‘in a’ was in there or not, the red head had to plug her ears. She didn’t know if it was the dark side of the Force, or Juna’s yelling, or just the overall tone of the moment, but for the first time since Muriel was four years old and she and her mother lived in the brothel she had never had the pleasure of covering her ears because of the amount of hell that came out of someone’s mouth.

Also at some point, Dizzy had come into the room during the Juna verbal head removing. He lasted five seconds. Always the wise one, Dizzy said nothing, and walked right out the door. 
Everyone, no matter where they were, did not go to Juna’s room -- they didn’t even attempt to enter her side of the mansion. Her angry voice alone was more than enough deterrent; the dark side was nothing more than additive. Guests, workers, droids, and MITES: they all stayed away!
Juna paced after the call, and when she paced she paced the entire length of her room. Meanwhile Muriel regained some of her hearing, which was not due to loud volume, and made inquiries on Juna’s behalf, contacting people they knew on Dantooine. During the waiting she would eye Juna, remembering that Juna had somehow figured out how to escape her Saberhide prison and that she and the rest were still in some danger; she spotted the body armor lying amok in one of the chairs. Muriel had long ago stripped off her body armor and was wearing business casuals; not much defense against someone capable of just touching in order to get results.

Juna, though, appeared to preoccupied with her anger to attack her or anyone, and Muriel was honestly surprised Juna was not taking a ship to Dantooine right now. Her first fear was that until Juna made that running turn for her room. As much as she gained new bravado by beating up her friend earlier, Muriel made no attempt whatsoever to condemn Juna for her tirade. Yes, the lawyers were late in reporting Naressa’s arrest, but Muriel surmised it was Naressa’s doing. Naressa had to get her ducks in a row, and in Naressa’s position those billion dollar ducks were difficult to row.
That did matter to Juna, turning away from Muriel, ignoring her look, turning around to pace back down the length of her room again. Because of time and necessity, Muriel had the voice-only transceiver activated; the encryption and data streams were faster and better, plus it kept Juna’s Sith Maiden appearance from prying law enforcement eyes. Juna and Muriel knew the authorities would be watching and listening from Naressa’s side of the conversation. In reality, with her anger threatening to go off like a nuclear warhead, Juna did not care.
After Juna had completely another three laps Muriel got done speaking quietly to an official and said, “Ju-.”

Muriel never saw Juna make the run from the other end, but suddenly Juna was right in front of her with a hopeful look in her glowing eyes. She was nearly knocked over by a gust of wind, and the curtains nearby whipped up in Juna’s wake. Muriel said, “It will be a few hours before Naressa can be allowed to talk to us.”

“A few hours,” said Juna with gritted teeth. She frowned disgustedly. “Do they even know who they are dealing with here?” She thought for a few moments and then said, “The Senator of Dantooine: get him!”
“Juna, you know and I know no one during an election year is going to go near this,” reminded Muriel, daring to put acid in her true statement. “The media is all ready having babies based on our own P.R. department’s stressed message boxes. Back channel flunkies are the best we can do.”
“Then keep trying!” Juna turned away and started back down to the other end of her room. “Contact Coruscant if you have to! I want to speak to my Mother now!” Muriel had all ready tried that, but not all of her inquires had been answered. The time difference was the second reason why response was slow; the all ready stated political ramifications were always first.
After another five minutes of pacing Juna called Muriel’s data pad to her hand from across the room; it nearly broke in her hand and it nearly broke her hand, hitting it so hard. Juna called up the law firm’s reports on what happened and nearly lost it in anger again: Vesgevi! She remembered she had ‘heard’ that name in her mind earlier and now regretted ever ignoring it.
Muriel had went white when she saw the Vesgevi name plastered many times in the report. She didn’t know what to make of it, but she kept it all to herself. Granted, she had told Enothchild and Dizzy about it, but she didn’t know if Juna knew who they were. She didn’t need Juna yelling at her.

Juna went over the report over and over again and then her Mother’s confession and did not believe one word of it. There was factual points in it, she could sense, but the rest to Juna was so fake she saw the words just become transparent on the screen. Slowly Juna began to understand that it was her Sith Maiden eyes that was doing it, that it was the Dark Side revealing the falsehoods of her Mother’s statement. She did kill Surmon Vesgevi, and Vesgevi’s men, but in those words of so few there was more substance to it; Naressa had good reason, and since falling Juna had come to understand that good reasons also existed in the Dark Side.
After another hour of waiting for something, anything from Dantooine Juna made some calls to Rapier Technologies. After nearly an hour Rapier employees came in with materials and supplies and left after dropping them off. Muriel, tired of strolling around the transceiver equipment, asked as Juna began fiddling with it the parts, “What you got there?”
“I’m making lightsabers for Mathaniel,” said Juna, remembering down to the last detail what the Tigra-Vhinech’s weapons looked like in terms of dimensional size. “The Magus may need them.” She looked up from her mess. “My weapon is in the Deep Armory.”
It wasn’t a question; it was a command. Muriel ignored the tone because she understood that Juna was under a lot of stress. “It is, but Juna it isn’t going to do you any good right now.” Juna just turned her attention back to the part and accessories and went to work. Muriel made an observation. “Don’t that, like, take days to do? A lightsaber is supposed to be constructed by the owner, I thought.”
“In terms of peace and intimacy, yes,” remarked Juna sternly. The Dark Side moved her mind and moved her hands. “In reality all you need is a well put together weapon. All that crap about taking time and applying your energies to it won’t save you in a dire situation. Unfortunately for Mathaniel, he doesn’t have the luxury of time.”
And with that, Juna slid in control components into one of two hollowed out tubes. She then slid a cap onto one end, then other, and began putting in the synthetic crystals that would control the blade. She tried anyways, and then she realized she had to shape the crystals. From where she got the crystal she pulled out a crystalline shaver. She then recalled earlier and she looked to Muriel. “I’m going to make you one, too.”
Juna made the necessary calls again before Muriel considered objecting. Muriel just conceded to Juna’s wishes; if working on lightsabers was going to keep Juna preoccupied until they get someone from Dantooine, then she was all for it. She did ask, however, “Does Destiny get one?” Juna looked at Muriel with a slight frown. “Or Nowen?”

Juna was done with the new request when asked. She shook her head. “Nowen has no Force talent. Destiny….” She adamantly shook her head. “She’ll inadvertently kill someone.”

“Maybe the bad guys.” Muriel’s sarcasm was totally lost on Juna at the moment.

The hours would tick tock away. Muriel had lunch brought to them and Dizzy did come in to say hello and asked Juna how she escaped before Muriel could clock him; Juna did not answer him, and all she consumed was fluids. The repairs to the Ruby Heirloom were complete, a factoid that nearly got another slap from Muriel when Dizzy announced it. She would take him outside and explain to the Sullustan the list of why he should keep his big mouth shut until she told him it was safe to open it again. Dizzy took the hint and kept to himself when he re-entered the room. 
Meanwhile, Juna finished and tested Mathaniel’s light-sheaves, mimicking the best she could part of his attack routine. The blades, a dull reddish-orange, were perhaps not the best choice of color for a light warrior, but it was the best Synthetics could do as far as a different color than red. She wisely stopped when part of her jump suit ripped open at the side. A change of clothes again found Juna wearing another fighter pilot’s jump suit before she took the new supplies delivered to her to begin Muriel’s lightsaber.
The main shafts were specifically machine tooled before delivery per Juna’s instructions. Mathaniel’s weapons were as simple as the ones he carried now except she had a Path scripture about the true meaning of battle engraved in both handles, along with the primary, five-star symbol of the Path, two apiece, on the each side of the emitters on both weapons.
Muriel noted that her lightsaber handle was made out of Saberhide, absolutely black in color, and having the same magnetic couplers that her Guardian Series XX-o body blaster had. It was shaped in the style of the old Order of Guardian’s Graduation long handle steel saber dagger; shorter than Juna’s own weapon, with curveting in it as a feminine touch. Juna labored in the construction of the internals of the weapon due to its unrelenting give. Half way through, which was the same amount of time it took Juna to construct Mathaniel’s weapons, Gosten Crisiol, the creator of Saberhide himself, arrived with a case marked Muriel Thahada Arnes on it, which Juna accepted. She set it by her work and continued to finish work on the lightsaber.
As the day entered late afternoon, Dizzy and Muriel reappeared to Juna’s genuine surprise. She looked around, looked at the windows, looked at the transceiver equipment, and asked the red head, “Where have you been?”
“We were talking,” said Muriel, her face flushed and purple eyes shiny with satisfaction than with tears. “You didn’t know I was gone?”

Juna ignored the situation and said, “What if someone sent us a message to contact them!”

Muriel showed Juna her comlink. “I would have been notified, see? You’re here.” She straightened her clothes when it they just appeared to want to bunch too much around her breasts and hips. “It’s all right.”
“Yeah, Minx,” said Dizzy, helping himself to the water on hand at a service table. “Everything’s all right.”

Juna walked around the transceiver and did note that no messages were sent, that they were still in receiving and hailing modes. Still, her anger began to bubble once again. She looked at Dizzy and said astutely, “First, it’s not all right, and second, for the love of lobster, would you please, pretty please, zip up your pants!” 
The Sullustan looked down and did that; Muriel sighed and shook her head. Juna then looked at Muriel and snapped, “I’m sure you did a lot of ‘talking’! I mean during a time like this, nothing beats ‘talking’! Loving, married couples should do all the ‘talking’ they can during the dark times, because, hell, it could be the last time you two ever have ‘talking’ .Tell me, was it ‘straight talking’, an ‘oral argument’, or were one of you just ‘speaking out of you’re a-‘!”
Muriel got the hint and she said with angry sarcasm, “Okay, I’m sorry we ‘talked’!” She was more than happy to have ‘talked’ with her husband, and if Juna wanted to call sex ‘talking’, that was fine by her! “Are you happy?”
Dizzy said, taking what Juna was giving him, “And for your information, it wasn’t talking, it was a lot of ‘hand shaking’!”

“DIZZY!” Muriel began chasing the Sullustan all around the room. “Come here! Come here!!” She missed the back of his head with a round house open hand. “Come here!!!”
“But we all ready played that game, hon,” chided Dizzy, having more fun at this than his wife was, pulling furniture behind him to trip up his quicker muse.

Exasperated at the dirty jokes, Juna turned back to Muriel’s weapon and continued to work on it. After the door at the other end closed loudly, the red head, blushing in embarrassment and flushed with anger, returned alone to Juna’s side. She said, “Sorry.”
Juna grabbed the recently delivered case and shoved it in Muriel’s hands. Muriel opened it when the case recognized her hand prints. Inside was a set of Saberhide body armor pants specified for Muriel’s lower body. On the right thigh was a light gray area that was the shape of Muriel’s soon-to-be completed lightsaber; with the weapon locked into the space, it would virtually vanish and to the naked eye it would not exist. Both suit and lightsaber power sources would make certain the weapon would not fall out of the hole.
Muriel thanked Juna and then the tension was back. Muriel went to the transceiver and checked the messages. Juna finished Muriel’s lightsaber and turned it on; the blade was short sword-like in length, thin, and a blazing orange that seemingly matched Muriel’s hair color. Juna shut it off and tossed it to Muriel.
The Guardian took it with both hands once she sensed the throw. Muriel personally had respected the lethal brilliance that was lightsabers, but never desired to have one. There was, at times she had seen, too much importance on the weapon by the wielder. Even as a marksperson, Muriel kept her reliance on her blaster to a minimum. Mechanical parts could always fail no matter how well it was put together. Power packs could drain unexpectedly or explode. She went into battles with some expectation that her body armor would always protector, but as she learned a hard her lesson over ten years ago when the Vhinech had stormed the Tantive One; though the armor saved her life, she had expected to take the blaster hits to her chest and shake them off, but instead she had fell back from their impacts, smacked her exposed head and neck, and was knocked unconscious. From there, she fought as if her armor was just another piece of equipment capable of failure.
Yet, whether it was because of the moment, or the circumstances, Muriel relished the weapon in her hand. She had not crafted it. She really had no idea how to appropriately use it, even if she had learned how to fight with knives and swords. Muriel didn’t really know what to say.
“Don’t mention it,” said Juna, turning away before Muriel yelled at her for intruding into her mind. Juna didn’t care about intruding, nor did she care about Muriel. As much as Juna was before about training Muriel she was more concerned about her Mother. Now with weapons out of the way, she had absolutely nothing to do but brood and get mad all over again.
The transceiver chimed, but Juna didn’t rush back to it. Muriel went to it, read the hail, and exploded, “Juna, it’s your mother! It’s audio only!”
Juna was back to the transceiver before Muriel had finished her sentence, and again the gust from the run nearly knocked Muriel on her back. The hail was strange: it was from Naressa, and it was from a jail house in the city of Eurna, the capital of Dantooine. The transmission would not begin until Juna’s thumbprint signature was supplied in supplemental.

“A trick?” questioned Muriel.

“By whom?” asked Juna. Not thinking twice, she called up a reader screen on the transceiver with encryption and placed her thumb on it. Once it read, confirmation was made through several servers, their offices, and finally with several entities that Juna was familiar with as their names were listed, such as Rapier Technologies and many of the departments in the Republic that deal with business and finance.

The screen cleared, and the transmission connected; the transceiver on Juna’s and Muriel’s end showed that the conversation was being monitored. That did not matter to the young women in the room when a familiar voice spoke to them. As much as she tried to sound strong, the other two sensed Naressa Rapier’s distress very clearly, “Hello, my Gessa.”
Juna felt all of her constant hatred suddenly vanish. Muriel had expected Juna to show some of her still simmering anger for Naressa for what had happened with her and Enothchild. In fact, as Juna closed her eyes and felt so weak kneed she propped herself up against the transceiver barely by her arms, she saw the love affair between her Mother and her late Husband again. But that memory held no power over her anymore; the anger of that no longer possessed her spirit. Juna had won Enothchild, and Rune was behind that lust more than Naressa was.

Juna whimpered, and when she whimpered it was chilling to Muriel because her friend just couldn’t find it in her heart to speak. Juna couldn’t say anything no matter how hard she tried. She could see her Mother in her mind, in a jail cell, being constantly watched by armed men, being monitored. Juna wanted to tell her Mother to stop lying! She wanted to tell her Mother to escape! She wanted to tell her Mother stay right there because her loving Daughter was on her way to save her!

The sigh was very audible from Naressa. She then asked, “Is Muriel there with you?”
For a second, Juna wanted to kill Muriel: how dare she ask for Muriel, and how dare Muriel be here! The next second, Juna was glad Muriel was here. Muriel was grim and stoically said, “I’m here, Naressa, how are you?”

“As fine as I can be,” assured Naressa, sounding half hearted. “Listen, Muriel, do me a favor, will you please?”

“Anything.”

“Verify Juna’s thumbprint with yours as witness.” Muriel did, and on the terminal access screen thousands of files were transferred to various locations, and to Juna’s bedroom. “Thank you. As of now, Juna is ninety-eight percent owner of Rapier Technologies, assets and liabilities. Please have Juna schedule a meeting with the remaining share holders in thirty days time.”

“I will,” assured Muriel with a tight lip. Naressa had absolutely relinquished control of Rapier Technologies to Juna. Naressa’s expectations were such that where she was going she was not going to need controlling shares or credits to spend. Muriel worried of that place.
Before Muriel could ask anything, Naressa said, “Business is out of the way. There is really nothing else to talk about.” Juna gasped at that and tightened her grip on the transceiver. “Oh, don’t worry, my Gessa. You and I are going to have a private conversation. I just wanted to let everyone else know before hand that I have nothing to discuss with them. Our time, unfortunately, will be very short. I ask that you forgive for that before hand.”

“Okay, Mama,” said Juna, wishing otherwise but willing to placate her.

There was a pause, and then Naressa said, “[I will speak in] H’tes. [You will speak in the] Von'chol. [Okay?]”
Muriel frowned at the hissing, cackling, angry noise that came from Naressa’s end of the conversation. She then noted Juna, and she saw that Juna understood every word Naressa had said. She could have sworn they were the same language, but one part of the conversation had a different sound to the next part. Muriel heard “Eu’tai emasi H’tes einsho. U’si Von’chol emeri’osk eosay. Pre?” What Muriel didn’t know, but most certainly Naressa did, was that Dantooine’s finest were having a fit that the conversation was now untranslatable.
“Pre, Mamul,” mumbled Juna, speaking and understanding the different emotional dialects of the Sith Language. It was not going to be difficult for Juna to be von’chol e’steph. Still, like her skin and her hair and her demeanor Juna never questioned yet why she could speak a language she had never learned yet seem to know easily, or why it felt so good and comfortable to abandon Basic and have this kind of conversation with Naressa in spite of the circumstances.
“Pre,” said Naressa. Both Sith Maidens pictured each other in their minds as they spoke. It was not difficult with their love for one another, not because of some farsight they happened to possess. That was how Naressa began to conversation.
“[I can see you, my Light in the Shadows],” said Naressa. There was no Sith word for Gessa; she had to improvise. “[You are strong as well as beautiful, you always have been. You have so many questions, more than you ever have even when you learned how to talk. But that was my fault then and it is now: I will not be giving you the answers. Like myself, you will have to learn as I did: on your own. My flaw all these years has been my unending need to weaken you.]”

“[No, Mama, don’t say that],” cried Juna. “[You only wanted me to be good].”
It was harder for Naressa to maintain h’tes; her only salvation was to h’tes herself. “[At the expense of your peaceful life, I did that, and I was wrong. I should have shown you the way, or at least had the] Jedi [show you].” Her sigh was long, venomous. “[It was wrong for me to take your love when I knew you coveted him.]”
“[I forgive you]!” Juna gripped the transceiver as hard as she could possibly do with her natural strength in distress. “[I forgive you for it all]!”

There was some long pause in the transmission because Naressa -- and Muriel wiped her eyes because she knew -- was steadying herself. Muriel didn’t understand a damn word, but the powerful context needed no protocol droid to tell her what it was about.

“[You do]?”

“Yes, yes I do,” weakened Juna, laying her face against one of the speakers transmitting the sound. Her hand caressed the fabric surface. “Please come home! I don’t want to lose you! I can’t lose you, not now!!!!!!!!!” She quieted down more and mumbled, “Don’t you want to touch your Gessa? Don’t you want to hold me?”
There was another long sigh. Once she composed herself, Naressa said, “[There…maybe more time for us, my Light in the Shadow. To achieve it, we need more time. The time grows too short to extend it. You, alone, must give us time].”

Juna continued to caress the speaker as if she was caressing her Mother’s chest, but it was such a poor substitute. Naressa voice, to Muriel, regained a hateful tone. “[Do not seek me, my Light! It is a waste of time that you do not have! Do not avenge me! Raise no hand against those who have wronged me, in any way: only if they have raised a hand against you directly! If the] Jedi [kill me never bare ill against them! Never, do you understand me? You will give me your word!]”
Juna clawed the speaker, tearing the fabric, upset by her Mother’s words. She never wanted to hear such a thing in her whole life: the Jedi to kill her. She held such a fear that day Enothchild had first felt Naressa, and how Juna hated that look the Jedi Master had given her. She hated it when the likes of Ros Ofcheck and Casper Knightshade looked rather put off by any mention of her Mother. Muriel had her sour looks as well, and Juna always hated it when people looked at Naressa, spoke about Naressa, thought about Naressa so negatively. Her Mother was the greatest woman she had ever known! Why couldn’t they see it! Were they jealous! Was that why they hated the Rapier Clan! It was not the money, or the politics, or the power: it had to be because Naressa Jaina Solo Rapier existed!!!!!!!!!

“[Your Word]!” Naressa’s demanding voice cut into Juna’s angry thoughts, like any mother’s voice did to their child. “[I raised you to honor and obey your word! I will have it! Your Word!!!]”

Juna wept quietly and said in Basic, “I promise.”
Naressa was not going to chastise her for the lack of use of the Sith tongue. Juna would remember eventually as the conversation continued. “[That’s my] sir’ul. D’figa sir’ul.” There was a long, difficult inhale on her part before she continued. “[You must stop Prophet! You must stop your girl! Both will be difficult; your girl terribly difficult!]” The most difficult statement she thought she would have never said to Juna came over the speaker. “[Embrace the power of the Dark Side, my Light. Only then will you have the power to defeat all of our foes, and do what you believe cannot be done.]”
“[And Faradi]?” questioned Juna, remembering to speak in the Von’chol.

The pause was long and short; not as long as the previous pauses. “[By defeating your girl and taking control of yourself, only then will you have defeated your Grandmother! Understand this, my Light, and understand it now: your girl must be destroyed or Faradi will rule us all! When she does, if she wins, then we will never truly see each other again. I will have your Word on that as well.]”
Juna didn’t hesitate. “I promise.”

“[Your Word, my Light, I mean it! Swear it]!”

Juna got a little angry and responded in the H’tes. “[I swear it!]”

“[Excellent],” was Naressa frigidly happy response. She then added, “[Use whatever means necessary to get it done, but remember who you are, and remember who will help you]!” Juna only moved her eyes to regard Muriel. “[Even the weak and foolish possess strength and wisdom not yet revealed. Keep them close. Keep them safe. Keep them your friends.]”
Without being urged to do it, Juna promised, “[I swear I will, Mama].” She sniffled loudly and wiped at her face.

“[You will win, my Light in the Shadows],” said Naressa. She said in Basic, “You wouldn’t be my Gessa if you didn’t.”

Juna pouted when her Mother’s voice spoke so softly and proudly of her. The hard rain that flowed outside went unnoticed by her, and suddenly she felt alone, no Muriel in the room and suddenly she wasn’t hugging a transceiver. She had Naressa in her arms, holding her as tight as she could. She could see her Mother’s eyes.
“[Don’t leave me, Mama,]” begged Juna.

Naressa smiled down on her and stroked her head. “[I can’t be there for you forever. You knew a day like this was to come.]”

In her heart she knew her Mother was right. And then she said, “[They will kill you.]”

That lovely smirk graced Naressa’s face. “[I may die, but they will never kill me. I have you, and therefore I’ll live forever in you].” Her smile took in her face and she said, “Wish for better things, my Gessa. They’ll come true. They always do. They always will.”
There was a loud squelch sound, and suddenly Juna was back in her room. 
Transmission terminated!

“No! NO! NO!!!!!!!!!!!” She bang the transmitter with both her fist; the second time, even before her fist made contact, the Force came out of her fist and crushed the entire system before Muriel could check to see that Naressa had ended the transmission. Naressa had promised it would be short, but clearly she purposely made it abrupt so she would be not swayed by Juna to change her mind.
Juna was running. Her tears streaked from her eyes as the large doors blew out and off their hinges violently, nearly hitting her as she was in full stride heading for the Hanger Bay. But it was not Muriel’s impassioned shout that made Juna give up on her Force Sprint to the available ships at her command. She slowed to a disillusioned walk, gulping air as if she had been forced to swallow it, but ironically desperately needing it. She turned to her right and just ran, ran as fast as she could between her normal running and Dark Side-enhanced gallop. She didn’t know why she blindly ran, but in blind despair, in blind rage, in blind fear, what did anyone know what they were doing?
Juna’s reaction did not go unnoticed. Naboo was suddenly soaked in rains of sadness. The helpers and workers on the ground floor yelped in shock when a blurring shadows swept by them in a hurry and a coldness followed in her wake that chilled all.

Muriel got a hold of Dizzy on her comlink, warning him that Juna was possibly on her way to the Hanger Bay. The Sullustan emerged from the Millennium Falcon with the ship’s posit switch going into Dizzy’s pocket. Dizzy then went to the interior controls and closed the exterior blast doors.

Destiny was going to leave the Medical Bay but went back when she felt the chill; Mathaniel bravely left to investigate, ordering her to stay by Nowen, Alluetia, and Casper. Nach was puzzled by the commotion and followed Mathaniel out to investigate.

Casper was awakened from his healing trance, and he was too late in stopping Mathaniel with a shout. In the cosmos, in the void of hyperspace, Faith felt her Mamul’s anguish and began to struggle with herself….
Juna passed out from the exertion of emotions…
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

12 DAYS (CHAPTER 94.1)

When Juna woke up, she was still skidding, sliding, and finally stopping by striking the flower box mantle that was the base of the memorial to her Father in the very center of the mansion. The impact rattled her, dropping her on her back breathlessly. All she could do was lay there, crying, stare upwards at the still-bust of Bendian Rapier, looking on proudly at the biggest piece of art in the Walls of Vision: the portrait of a young Queen Angelleia the First, his Daughter. Above it all was the elongated skylight that matched the orbiting track of the moons and sun of Naboo, put in by Naressa when Rapier Manor was rebuilt years ago. The sky was black, matching and foretelling Juna’s durasteel mood.
Eyes finding the Saberhide statue-sentry droid representing Bendian Rapier, Juna struggled to find her breath as she childishly reached towards him from her prone position. At the moment, she possessed nothing that represented that she had any strength. “Papa! Help me!” She clawed the air with her fingers as if to catch him, but she grabbed air; she grabbed nothing. “Help meeeeeeee!!”
The sentry stood unmoving, and unloving. Juna could only sob on the floor, and struggled to come to grips with what was happening. “Mama, don’t leave me! You’re my only hope!”
Something…reappeared inside of Juna, something that had been missing for a long time. She could feel her Mother again, in her heart. She crossed her hands over her heart, closed her eyes, and she could ‘see’ Naressa more than feel her. Just as she gained some reprieve from her grief, the image of her smiling Mother spoke and assured her that, no matter what happens, she loved her and she encouraged Juna to do what had to be done.
“No Mama,” begged Juna, clutching her chest hard, clawing as if trying to get her heart. She could hear her Mother’s whispered pleas in her ears, like the Winds of the Force. Soothing words of instruction and loving words of care and haste came through the Mother-Daughter connection seemingly broken since Naressa had suffered the Fading Light. Having suffered the Fading Light and forgiven her Mother, the connection had returned. It was beautiful.
It was awful with every second passing, with Naressa’s feelings telling Juna’s feelings to do what MUST be done.

Juna leaned against the floor box and shook her head. “I can’t abandon you. If you die, we won’t feel each other any longer. Are you ready to die and accept that?”
In her heart, Naressa did not answer Juna. What suddenly came in was new, conflicting emotions that were first alien to Juna, and then when she heard a child’s cry in her ears she quivered and barely held herself up by the edge of the flower box. Both voices were both familiar; one of Naressa, and one of Faith. The horrible fact that Faith was her Daughter had finally reached Juna, and she was frighteningly overwhelmed by the change of her emotions. Juna hated herself for ever raising a hand against her Daughter! Juna could not believe she had ever hurt her Daughter! Juna could not believe that she failed so terribly as the mother of her Daughter Faith! She abandoned her Daughter to Prophet! She abandoned her Daughter on Tatooine! Daughter! Daughter! DAUGHTER!

“Stop it!” Juna clutched at her head with both hands. She could barely understand why the sudden conflict within her. All thoughts of ever believing she could kill Faith were replaced by the feelings of horror of ever believing she wanted to kill her Daughter. Juna knew what this was, but no matter how hard she tried for the next several minutes she couldn’t bring herself to stop referring to her Daughter as her Daughter -- other terms came in, like….Gessa.
“She’s not…” Juna’s thought ended before her mouth clamped shut; she tried to say Faith was not her Daughter, that Faith was good as dead. She could not deny the fact, and truly she hadn’t, but the denial was no longer in terms expected. She could not say she could readily, easily destroy her Daughter no matter how much, at the moment, effort she put in hating her Daughter.

She couldn’t stop thinking Daughter!!!!!!!!!!

The very first thought of killing Faith that got through the torture in her mind chilled Juna’s heart were only an hour or less ago it would have not. She attempted to convince herself that Faradi was in control of Faith; it was Faradi’s face she saw under the lifted helmet! It was Faradi’s voice that came from Faith’s mouth. It was too late for Faith; she was doomed!
Juna’s self-argument did not hold up against her conflicting heart. The whispers continued but now in her heart, from her Mother, from her Daughter, and neither left her alone. She found herself being forced to choose which voice was the guiding voice. She had to choose between saving her Mother or saving her Daughter. She had to choose so much! Save the universe! Let it suffer! To hell with her Mother’s wishes! Save her from the Jedi! Save them all! Kill them all!!!!!!!!!!!
Muriel arrival stirred Juna to a state of some control. The whispers lightened, but the presence of her Mother and her Daughter haunted her still. She felt Naressa in her heart and Faith in her gut. Juna couldn’t shut it off: she loved them both! “Juna, Juna, I don’t know what to say. I thought-.”

“I was long gone?” finished Juna edgily after wiping her eyes dry; it didn’t stop her from crying; nothing seem to, not even her returning anger she was barely controlling. With anger, her mind began to formulate Dark plans.
“I just,” began Muriel, wiping her eyes clear. “I just don’t know what to say.”

Mad, Juna looked at Muriel and pitied her friend; she was weak, she did not know power, and therefore she would not know what to say. Muriel had her use; that was why she lived. Juna kept those evil thoughts to herself, at her Mother’s behest. “Say nothing, my Friend.” She did her best to sound friendly, but it didn’t come out quite right.

Juna stared long and hard up at her Father, and for the first time in a long time her mood grew sour towards Bendian Rapier. Only unlike any other time it was easy. Her angers before were from trivial to that terrible day that Bendian’s lie caused Juna to go to Vhanba. It was a terrible form of hindsight that was gripping her, and it just hit her all at once.
“He, on the other hand, as a lot to say, so he should say something,” Juna said pointedly, her Royal Nubian accent coming out both to mock Bendian’s memorial, his memory, and just because it became very easy to suddenly sound so venomous. “Political enemies will make sure my Mother dies. His desire to conquer pathetic people and his hatred for the Jedi has signed her death warrant. And like everything here, I have inherited hatred, of my Father, of his hatred.”
“Oh, Juna, don’t do this,” begged Muriel.

Juna just snapped her finger at the statue and snapped in Muriel’s face. “There is no Krendel for Prophet to use! There is no Senate seat with his name on it! There is no billion credit company! My Mother was contaminated by him! By him!”

“And without him there is no you,” was Muriel’s retort. Rarely was Muriel ever a defender of Bendian because Juna had always done a great and honest job. Muriel only appreciated Bendian when he showed real backbone and had admitted his wrong doing. She was very disturbed by Juna’s irrational approach to the problem. “So you rather he never met your mother! This conversation is never taking place without him!”

“I cannot live like this: if it means not living at all, so be it: I THOUGHT OF SUICIDE BEFORE!” Juna clarified that statement with hand gestures. “I was this ‘close’ to letting Faradi take me.” She held her finger and thumb super close to Muriel’s face, and then snapped her fingers rudely at the red head. “Faradi’s take over would have killed me. Then I wouldn’t have to suffer this, this fate! I had no one, Muriel, that is why it was easy for me to throw it all away. Enothchild: gone! My Father: gone! My Mother….” 
Juna stopped and breathed hard in anger. “Where is my loyalty to my Mother!”
“You honor your mother by giving her your word,” said Muriel strongly.

“Okay,” began Juna, “your mother, Serena, tells you that her old bed hustler is going to kill her, but she tells you to let it happen because in some twisted, benign way it saves the galaxy.” She put her hands to her hips. “Do you.” Muriel frowned and Juna demanded, “Do you!”
“Eh, well hell no!” Muriel crossed her arms and tried not to snap back. “But you must see the reason with this!”

“I don’t!” Juna was wide eyed with anger and her lips curled viciously. “I would trade my life for hers! Do you hear me! My Life For Hers!”

“Ju-.”

“I will not feel her die,” seethed Juna through teeth. “I will not murder my Daughter Faith! And if this galaxy sees fit to execute my Mother, then this galaxy CAN DIE!!!!!!!!!”

Juna pointed behind her at her Father’s memorial. “He can’t save her! You can’t save her! Only I can save her!” She came to realizations in her mind and she said, “I can save everyone.”

Muriel slowly shook her head. “Juna, for God’s shakes, listen to yourself.”

Juna shook her head this time. She took Muriel quickly by her shoulders. Muriel really flinched, uncertain what Juna was going to do. Juna only smiled at her, and the smile did not put Muriel’s renewed fears at rest.
“I’m not going to take you,” assured Juna with that ‘friendly’ smile. “I need you. Do not fear me, you and Dizzy are safe so long as you are both on my side I can protect you.” Exhibiting sincerity, Juna brushed Muriel’s hair with the back of her hands, and then stepped back from her. “I want to make you happy. I would like to show you what I all ready know. You possess great potential in the Dark Side. With my guidance, nothing will ever harm you, and you can get what you want.

“We will, you and I together, will go to Dantooine and save Mama. And, and then the three of us will track down Faith and sway her to join us. Collectively Prophet doesn’t stand a chance against us! No one can face us!

“When most of the Republic is destroyed by the Vhinphyc’s weapon, we will rebuild the Republic in a grand, democratic image! The bureaucracies and most of our political enemies will be gone!” Juna spread her arms wide and let her eyes open so wide and they glowed so brightly. “There will be no one left on Coruscant that wants Mama dead! I’ll get to know my Daughter, and you and Dizzy can have any child your hearts desire! Any child, any children! No one can deny us!”

Juna saw absolutely no flaws in her plan, and she saw no problems in both its morality and in its execution. Muriel appeared overwhelmed and awed, and to Juna she couldn’t blame her friend because it was so brilliant, so ambitious, it was going to work. “You, I, Naressa, and Faith: a Coven of Four Disciplines! The galaxy is begging for us to save it! But for too long it’s been saved time and time again the wrong way! This galaxy as been saved to spare the wrongs of it! The people lack the will and the ability to change it! All they do is talk, and debate, and vote and like Nach would say their ignorance shines through once again! We know the way! The right way to correct this!
“Oh please, say yes. Say yes now!” Juna clasped her hands together and begged Muriel. “Or you can think about it while I go get Mama. At least promise me you will think about.” Juna looked at her hopefully and smiled.

Muriel was quiet throughout the presentation, and she slowly, quietly said, “I have thought about it.” She turned sharply at Juna and yelled, “ARE YOU OUT OF SMECKING MIND?” 

Juna was genuinely shocked. Muriel continued. “You want to stand there and tell me that you want billions of lives wasted so you can rule the galaxy!?!?!”
“Not rule it,” stressed Juna. “Correct it. The four of us, and not just me.”

“LISTEN TO WHAT YOU ARE SAYING!” Muriel bravely screamed into Juna’s face. “That data you presented to us is not fiction! Innocent people are going to die! You’re suggesting that’s a good thing, are you crazy!!!!”

“It’s not crazy when you think about it,” said Juna with some growing urgency. She was losing Muriel; she had to convince her. “The corrupt have ruined the galaxy, it’s all ready dead. They’re a cancer eating the Republic from the inside out. That cancer has pooled its resources together to ensure that the murder of Naressa Rapier is carried out as they hope!” She stressed, “I am stopping a premeditated murder!”
“By allowing a massive one for the expense of one life?!?”

“YES! For her life is more than the billions out there that waste theirs, waste it on spice, on alcohol, on uncontrolled sex, on the desire to be completely stupid! Over and over again they put people in power that is a reflection of their weaknesses! I will insert myself in the destroyed place and lead them on the principals of their strength!”
Horrified by Juna’s answer, Muriel asked her exasperatedly, “And children, Juna, would you condemn them!”

That cracked Juna’s resolve, but even surprising her that cracked healed seconds later. “Children are doomed by the ignorance of their parents.” She hesitated again and then said, “It’s best to let them end, before they repeat the stupidity that their parentage passes down to them through nature and nurture.”

“Oh, you don’t believe that! I can’t believe you!” Muriel clenched her fists and smacked one hand into the palm of her other in a punch. “You don’t believe you just said that!”

“Its child abuse, Muriel,” said Juna trying to make it sound logical. “They teach their children to repeat their mistakes, and the majority of them do! Over and again, the cycle repeats itself and justice is never done, and nothing gets fixed! The cycle must end, so when the newborns enter the new life I will create-.”
“ENOUGH!” Muriel screeched that so loudly at Juna it made Juna jump. It also began to make Juna frown. “Enough, stop it! The more you talk the less I want to hear what’s going on in your mind! You think I want to learn anything from you if this is what you see as a solution?” She backed away from Juna with a shaking head. “The Juna I know would never thought of this!”

“The Juna you know is dead,” was Juna’s cold reply. “That weak, irrelevant shell of a girl couldn’t prevent the horrors from taking away her life. All the loves she had, all the people she cared for. She believed in foolish ideas and the hope that others were far better than they were. Well in short time she couldn’t stand to live in such a utopia that does not and will not exist in the galaxy’s current state.” She then said, “Not without Enothchild. Not without my Mama.”
It slowly began to dawn on Juna, and slowly perspective began to fall back into line with her sanity. She let herself fall down into a sitting position; she sat hard on the head of the flower box. “Not without my friends not in peace. Not without all suffering ending. Not….not without peace. Not without peace.”

Juna put a hand through her black hair and did the best she could to think of another way, but no other way even appeared as a hint. The Dark Side told her there was only one way…

It dawned on her damningly. The Dark Side.

“Oh no,” whimpered Juna. “I…can’t think of no other way. There is no other way to do it. The Dark Side has me and ….I can’t let go! It’s dominating me! It’s taking what is left of my soul!” She gripped her hands tightly together as if to try to flush it out. She discovered that she might as well cut herself into pieces because the Dark Side was another part of her body, an important part. In her whole life she had never felt so natural in this Dark state. She felt no longer freakish or helpless. She felt like a woman. She felt like a true warrior. It was the cost that now scared her!
“There is no other way,” whispered Juna to herself. “There’s no…other way.”
“There is always another way,” countered Muriel, seeing Juna’s despair, her struggle, her need to embrace rationality. “You know it, Naressa told you, I’m sure of it!”

Juna nodded her head but said, “But that’s not the way either. That’s not the way. My way is the only way…” She gripped herself and just shook from the realities of how cold ‘her way’ truly was. “Pern was right: I am evil!”
Her emotions just running on the Force, Juna was frantically trying to figure out another solution. “I can only win by evil! Evil is the only way I know now. I find nothing in sacrifice. I can’t even spell the word ‘good’.”

Muriel went to her and stressed, “Juna, it’s all right.”

Muriel’s emotions, however, only fueled Juna’s anxiety. Muriel was not helping at all. Muriel was a reminder of someone being wronged; through what Juna had absorbed from her, Juna knew how dead Muriel felt when she lost that beautiful Sullustan baby to corruption, how enraged Muriel was at the unfairness. Muriel was a reminder of what burned in Juna, of why she spoke aloud the thoughts that dominated her.
“It’s not all right,” said Juna, standing up, slowly having a panic attack. She sought inside of herself for answers. She only found empowering Darkness, and she hated it, and yet she welcomed it. “I…can’t think of any other way! There are no other ways! Curse me I can’t think! I can….I can only DREAM! Is that all I’m good at, dreaming!?! Dreaming doesn’t solve anything! It feeds no one, it clothes no one, it shelters no one! But all I am is evil, or all I am is just a dreamer who wishes and wishes and never gets what she wishes for! What does it take to make wishes come true!”
Breathing hard, Juna just looked at everything and Muriel. She struggled and panted and finally she just unleashed what was inside of her, eclipsing her better judgment. “I wish my Father was alive! I wish Enothchild was alive! I wish you and Dizzy were happy! I wish my Mother was free! I wish all those I know was healed and free from guilt and no longer suffered from my wraith! I wish all that can be does become and does so on a bright and beautiful dawn!”

After saying all of that breathless, Juna felt very weary and leaned against the flower box. “I wish…that is all I do.” She then felt strangely weary. Her bones numbed from the inside out, and she felt dead. “I…wish….”
Juna fell.

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

12 DAYS (CHAPTER 94.2)
Muriel was first startled by the flash, and then by the thunder outside. The coldness of Juna’s presence had been cold since her return, but even the cruelty of a few minutes ago did not compare to the literal breath-seizing frost that prevented Muriel from breathing. Muriel thought as she swooned momentarily that Juna had her in a Force choke, but then she could breathe. For the first time in so many days there was a startling contrast: being around Juna did not feel cold at all.
And she watched Juna awfully collapsed, like a person having just spilled out their last drop of blood bleeding to death. Muriel was to her side, casually examining her, thinking that this was troubling, disturbing, and that she should do something.
Yes thought Muriel I will do something: I will go have sex with my Husband!
Muriel rose to do just that, and then she caught herself. She did nothing more at the moment than think. Mathaniel saw movement in the forever lasting corridors of Rapier Manor and ran as fast as he could to the memorial. Muriel looked at him with a confused frown on her face, unsure why he was running. Mathaniel leaned close to Juna.
“Don’t touch her!” Muriel remembered something important: oh yes, Juna’s skin. Dangerous. “Uh, let me….call some droids to carry her. She just fainted I think.”

Mathaniel eyed the red head suspiciously: something was definitely wrong. “What happened? What’s going on?”
Muriel didn’t hide her sigh. The questions were two too many as her mind wrapped itself around her Dizzy. She found herself wanting to see Dizzy completely naked right now, not talk to some pubescent Tigra-Vhinech! “She…just had a bad call. Her mother’s going to die. Just tragic.”

To this, Mathaniel didn’t know how to react. The nature of the news was not as disturbing as the way it was given. He had known the two women shortly, but he sensed a great deal of connection between Juna and Muriel. The connection appeared, apparently, less. “Aren’t you going to call for help?”
“Hmmm. Oh yes, of course.” Muriel walked away, fidgeting over her comlink, giggling as she pictured Dizzy running naked through a purple Alderaanian wheat field. She mused quietly, but happily, “What’s wrong with me? Oh wow.”
Mathaniel nearly caressed Juna’s head when Nach’s warning shout echoed throughout the house. The Vhinphyc jogged as fast as he could from the east, out of breath from the running and looking. “Do not touch her! She absorbs the Force, such as she did to the red haired one. See her…”
Mathaniel looked up at Nach when the Vhinphyc talked, but then he followed Nach’s gawk. He looked down at Juna and saw nothing unusual at first. Nach looked over at Muriel just to get her attention and just kept looking at her. Mathaniel looked and noted that once again only Muriel was the odd one there. Muriel looked vibrant and shiny, and her hair was a bright, bloody red all over; no gray hairs and she looked radiant and young in the face.

“What?” asked Muriel innocently, looking between the two males.
“You are cured,” said Nach. The giant bent down to look more closely at Juna. The red streaks in Juna’s black hair were less prominent, becoming blacker the longer Nach looked at them. He ran his hand through her wavy locks to see if there was still some indication that Muriel was still in Juna. There were very fine red highlights and the edges of her hair were red tinged. “I do not comprehend.”
Mathaniel squatted down next to Nach and observed Juna with the Force. The Sith Maiden’s presence was weaker; the Vhinech was not overwhelmed by darkness, nor did he sense much darkness in her. It was genuinely odd to him; though her power felt lower it was active enough to suggest she was awake. It contradicted all that was known about the Force and those who used it.
“I sense weirdness,” was all Mathaniel could say. He went to touch her, but Nach’s hand swallowed his forearm. “I was only going to probe her deeper.”

“Do not touch her,” stressed Nach wisely.

“You touched her.”

“Only her hair.” Nach played with the locks. “I have made contact with her hair prior with no adverse affects. She can attest to what would occur when you touch this one’s skin.”
Mathaniel took a look at Muriel and it was not that he did not doubt Nach’s word anymore on anything; it was just that he could not dare ask her because she had changed. The red head had finished the call, but now was twirling her hair and staring off absentmindedly towards the skylight. Her mind was totally on something else. Mathaniel did not want to intrude, but he kept getting mental impressions from her that felt hot to him.
“Help’s, well, you know,” she just dumbly, numbly spoke. Eyes shiny with energy and life, she asked the men, “Have any of you seen my Husband.” Before they could answer, she just continued on. “He’s this tall. Big eared. Big eyed.” She went through a series of hand gestures to match the description. Then she held her hands out in front of her as if holding a box. “This…”

Muriel shook her head. She widened what she imagined in her head, and it translated into her hands. “He’s this….”

But then she shook her head again. She extended the width again. “He’s …” 
She struggled, moving her hands in and out. The two aliens just looked at her strangely. “Well, he’s at least” she settled on a size, then changed it again, moving her hands wide between her shoulders “this hung.”

“Whoa, eh.” Mathaniel rubbed the back of his head, uncomfortable, finally getting her point. Nach just frowned at Muriel. “I don’t notice….NO I haven’t seen him!”

“Not I,” stressed Nach. A pair of nurse droids arrived with a portable med bed and loaded Juna carefully in it. “She does not appear to be suffering or injured.” Mathaniel agreed with a head nod.
“Eh? Who?” Muriel then saw Juna. “OH!” She threw a hand at her friend and said the nurse droids. “Take her to her room. She’s been emotionally damaged tonight. Poor thing.” She then looked around and asked, “I don’t see him.”

Mathaniel looked around, but Nach just let his eyes dart back and forth. The Study said, “Your husband?” to clarify.

“Yes.” Muriel rubbed her head and checked her hand; she thought she was sweating, but she was still relatively dry. She fanned herself and said, “Is it warm to you two here? Who’s hot?”
The two natives of Vhanba exchanged looks of confusion. It was Nach that broke the scene by challenging Muriel. He asked her straightforwardly, “Womb-man, are you high?”

The question made Muriel a little more lucid. She blinked at the statement, and then at herself. She focused, grabbed her comlink, and said, “Dizzy, you can unlock the doors to the hanger.”
“Okay, Red,” was Dizzy’s response.

“Oh no, wait!” shouted Muriel, but the comlink transmission had ended. “Oh darn! I wanted to know where he was.”
As the nurse droids began pushing Juna away, the two males again shared a bemused look. Nach said to Muriel, “Did you not speak to him to unlock the way to where the ships are?”
Slapping her forehead, Muriel bemoaned, “Oh golly, you’re right! He was messing with the ships again! I didn’t want Juna to leave, and…” She shook her head and looked determined to do something. Her first determined thought was to find Dizzy and cross the Sullustan’s eyes with unbelievable amounts of passionate lust. She wanted to borrow some of Naressa’s ‘play things’ hanging in the older woman’s closet to make the experience very memorable. She was to the point of removing her clothing right there, unbuttoning her dress top…

And finally Muriel seemed to realize that Mathaniel and Nach was right there in front of them. She blushed, but the color came easy to her because she was already flushed with erotic emotion. She breathed in, and then out, and then mutely like a girl she whispered, “excuse me.” She went right after Juna.

The two males just stared at the once level-headed Human, watching her entire departure, watching the red head struggle with turning after Juna. The two just kept staring, not sure what to make with what just happened. Even the event of moonlight appearing within the breaking cloudy skies raining down through the skylight to open the black rose blooms that surrounded Bendian Rapier’s memorial did not to deter their stares.
Nach showed no hesitation when he looked at Mathaniel as an equal and said, “I require ale! Lots of ale! Are you with me?”

Mathaniel looked to the Vhinphyc, and very much so he wanted to drink something bad for him. “I am if you know the way to such glory.”
“There is much in the place referred to as the Pub,” boasted Nach, knowing the way, being told where it was after the disaster of the Brandy Lounge. He held up a might finger and pointed it excitedly straight up. “Four floors up and one half mile to the east of this mansion’s central complex. Come; let us drink to the poor souls of Humans who we will never, ever comprehend!”
“Wait,” said Mathaniel to stop Nach. “Can I get my friends?”
Nach thought for a moment, and he couldn’t argue the point. It was amazing: he so much wanted to be smashed, if it were possible to get so drunk, he did not care who shared in such fortune. His leeriness for everyone in the mansion, what tiny bit had been left before he arrival to the Memorial, was completely gone!

“Yes! The more the healthier! Bring the Wookiee! Bring the Guardian! Bring the young Jedi! Bring even your pilot! Carry them if you have to! Remember” Nach stopped Mathaniel before the Vhinech enthusiastically ran “four floors up and one half mile to the east. Use locator panels if you get lost, ask for the Pub.”

“Right,” said Mathaniel with a smile, ignoring completely what had happened with them and Muriel and with Juna. He thought his behavior a bit strange, and Nach shared in such a thought, but DAMN IT! He wanted a drink, and he wanted to have a drink with the Vhinphyc. The suddenness of friendship was never questioned.
