12 DAYS (CHAPTER 96.0)
It didn’t take long for everyone to find and fall in love with the Pub.
Whereas the Brandy Lounge was pretty much a ‘gentleman’s affair’, the Pub was a reminder that in life all things good should be simple and drinkable -- it was all about having a good time, not savoring the damn blasted booze! It was authorized built by one of Bendian’s female ancestors, Cladia MaBren, a ale wench until ‘rescued’ by Seaheim Rapier some one hundred and forty years ago; a marriage many in the lesser Rapier Clan despised until Bendian took the hand of Naressa Solo the no name, no wealth, no stroke librarian. Being a woman of simple love and simple taste, Cladia Rapier knew she could never return to such haunts once married into wealth, so with Seaheim’s minute blessing she brought ‘home’ with her.

The Pub was an exact to the letter replica of the old place Cladia Rapier worked at only cleaner and without the barfly patrons of course with a great deal of solid, wood polish furnishings. Few over the years had attended the Pub because there were so many other places in the mansion -- particularly so many other places in the mansion that had adult beverages all ready at hand. However when Naressa discovered its existence in Rapier Manor she ordered it fully staffed and allowed the house staff access to it. By doing this Naressa opened a moral booster, for many that worked in Rapier Manor rarely got time off and because of security reasons just couldn’t leave. Naressa had opened much of Rapier Manor’s many availabilities to the workers to keep their perspective fresh and their imaginations satisfied as much as possible; in turn it made the staff better workers. There were limits of course to the free drinking privileges for sobriety was a major Rapier Manor/Rapier Technologies requirement; termination of employment included hangovers. The threat was never repeated anywhere in the Pub because the responsible were diligent and hard workers and always outlasted those who were likely to screw up.
It didn’t take the Heroes long to fall in love with the room once they entered it. Mathaniel lead the group easily, but it was their ‘escape’ that proved the most difficult. Destiny was willing to go, even with the news that Nach would be there, but did not want to leave the others behind. Nowen defied the med droids and got dressed in medical jumpsuit to tag along. Alluetia was too seriously messed up to be drinking, so Casper thought to stay with her, but on her insistence he went. With meditation and focus, Casper’s ankle was doing fine; in fact it was too healthy; he could walk with a non-medical boot that just held his foot in place. As Casper walked with the group, he strangely felt the Force was still working on healing the wounded leg without any thought on his part to heal it. Strange, but it did not alarm him. He promised to perhaps bring Alluetia something back alcoholic in nature as she fell asleep. After all, he was not going to drink.
Nach had seen them and raised the gallon mead bucket in good cheer. The group made their way over. He informed them all that he had contacted Dizzy, and not long after the Sullustan strode in and joined them.
The highlight of the night was almost instant when Destiny pointed and screamed joyfully, “DARTS!”

Mathaniel followed her finger with a pint of Deep Black Hell freshly put in his waiting hands by a rather pretty blonde Nubian female named, interestingly enough, Pristine Sterling. There in perfect working order and fully accessorized was the sharp object throwing game. Both Vhinech nearly killed one another trying to be the first one to the dart board game. Whereas Battrition was the Vhinech’s most popular past time, darts was a very close second, or third in one’s life next to Battrition and, first and foremost, the Path. Perhaps it was the idea of trying to throw a sharp, pointy object at something as the poisoning effects of alcohol settled in that made it so appealing to the Vhinech, or perhaps just throwing sharp objects. In no time whatsoever, Destiny lead the warrior Mathaniel by thirty points.
“The usual, Pristine,” said Dizzy with a smile as he sat next to Casper; Casper sat next to Nach, while Nowen looked at all the varieties of beer available. Like the Brandy Lounge the place was fully stocked, except there was no wine or heavy liquor at the Pub, it was all ‘drag out’ brews. “Got a preference, Nowen?”
Nowen cleared his rough throat the best he could. Scratchy, he said, “Anything ultra smooth and cold.”

Pristine gave Dizzy a pint of Minted Spectacle, which wasn’t spectacular or mint flavored but perhaps was the only good thing from Cato Neimoidia in his opinion. She said to Nowen first, “Sounds like you need Blue Grass.” She then trained her light blue eyes towards Dizzy as she tended to Nowen’s drink. “Where’s the misses?”

“Tending to Lady Juna, I think,” guessed Dizzy.
Nach pondered his gallon intently for a few moments. He asked Dizzy, “Then you have not conspired with her?”

Dizzy cocked a large eyebrow. “Conspired?”

Sighing, Nach corrected himself. “Conversed? Spoke to?”

“Oh, eh, no, not since Juna had whatever issue that happened.” Dizzy took a drink. “I can guess what it is.” Nach kept to himself then; he figured to let the Sullustan find out that his wife Muriel was behaving….rather goofily.
Nowen drank the Blue Grass and sighed as the fluid cooled the insides of his throat. Plus it was gentler to drink than the homemade stuff the Vhinech called ale; good stuff, but sometimes when it was too ripe the smell was enough to make someone drunk. He said to Dizzy, “Casper here’s got me up to speed on some things, but what’s new.”
Before Dizzy began Nach had pointed to Casper out to Pristine. In front of the Jedi was now a quart-sized mug of dark beer. Casper said politely, “I’m sorry I don’t want anything.”
The bartender only smiled at him, winked, and said, “Then nurse it then. It’ll keep ya company like a well rounded milking breast.”

Dizzy and Nowen both snorted in their drinks. Nach put an arm around the smaller, young man’s shoulders and said, “You need this little bit of brew in you, pup. There is enough to make you a little unawares, however I give you my word this will be the only one you will have.”
Casper sighed a little and tried it. Deep Black Hell did not get its name because it was a nice, friendly drink to have at the end of the work day. The brew about killed Casper, or at least as he choked on it he thought it was trying to kill him. Nach only laughed, patted his back lightly, and encouraged the Human to have a little more.

Dizzy told the others all that he knew, and for a few moments there was stillness in the group of men. It got profound enough that eventually Destiny gave up on destroying Mathaniel in darts and had asked what was wrong. Mathaniel was grateful for the break in his humiliation, but the news sober him to the realities that others could be hurt and therefore humiliation should be the least of worries. Nowen, much like Muriel in trained mind set, pictured a lot of realities in his mind as well on the news.
Dizzy drained what he had left and got Pristine to get him some Deep Black Hell. The young women and the few in the Pub that were Rapier workers did not know of Naressa’s plight until now, and many were shaken by the news. Pristine had agreed with Dizzy’s end proclamation, affirming, “She shouldn’t have done that. She’s a fine woman, Misses Rapier, and never there be a bad word about her within shot of my ears or I’ll be flattening some skulls.”
“I can’t grasp it,” admitted Dizzy as he and everyone else continued to drink. “That chick can bend spoons better than any of us can and outspend and outsmart every bureaucrat or Hutt I know. Admitting to something she never did is just so stupid.”
Casper fought down another gagging fit on his fifth pull of beer and said, “Perhaps not, Captain.” Clearing his throat, he continued. “These acts she pled guilty to places her in the Jedi Order’s hands now. She’ll be safe from all political enemies.”

Dizzy gave Casper a glare. “Casper, you know her; I know her, but your pals don’t know her. Tell me: you think she isn’t dead the moment their boots hit the tarmac?” Casper looked at Dizzy sincerely. “I know what they do to dark Force types. Enothchild told me all about it. In fact I almost saw what Jedi do; it almost happened here twelve years ago.” He tapped the bar they were all sitting and standing around with an accusatory finger. “You’re telling me they won’t kill her for being what she is?”
Casper found no help. He could only say, “Precedent is that dark siders had always fought back with death was upon them, a natural response. Maybe by giving up, she will be spared.” He then added, “If she’s spared, then I can clear her name! Don’t you see, she’s bought herself time!”
The enlightening thought slowly worked up Dizzy’s spirits. Casper’s intention was not to lift them, but to fortify the fact that with what he knew he could possible save her. It wasn’t a ploy to get him to a comm unit to talk to Coruscant, but he didn’t say it. Still, though, such spirit lifting always had that caveat that reality was the only real truth in the galaxy. Both Destiny and Mathaniel were too out of the mix enough to supply opinion, but given their natural perspective and life experiences they took a wise Path and said nothing; nothing bad spoken was not speaking bad of anyone at all. Nach had his doubts only because of his prejudices, and because unlike Juna he did not know Naressa. Nowen was much like Muriel and saw the political realities of Naressa’s guilty plea; even if she didn’t do it, there were perhaps thousands of worlds lining up to make certain it appeared that she was guilty. Besides that Nowen knew Republic history, and knew two things: what Casper said about precedent was true, and he knew that no Jedi would ever let a Sith-like creature live one more second if they could help it.

Casper knew the latter reality as well. The longer his hopeful thought remained unchallenged, the more skeptical he became of it. By all accounts the Jedi Council knew of matters that Naressa Rapier had committed that not even Enothchild Sarch, or even Juna, was aware of. It was a dagger-in-the-back feeling that Casper had the longer he thought about it. There were indeed matters the Jedi Council’s twelve members knew well about before the Jedi brought certain matters before them, but to the still learning and not yet fully wise they blindly never believed that. Casper was one of them, but not anymore. Like Enothchild before him, like Ros Ofcheck who last year finally realized it, Master Yoda and the others had known things way before that were supposedly brought to their attention for the very first time, and thus they pretended to be surprised. The riddle was, to Casper at that moment, which matters did they know of?
“Let’s hope you’re right, Kid,” said Dizzy with a little raise of his mug. He looked around and yelled, “A toast!” Everyone around raised their drinks; Pristine got herself some Green out of Left Field. “To Naressa Rapier: no one else like her!” The toast complete, everyone went back about their business.

A few hours and few drinks would pass, and Casper helped himself to another beer, and it would be his last one. He was a little drunk, but he could still feel the pain in his ankle, but it didn’t compare to the guilt he felt for ever condemning Naressa. He could only stare at the mug and promise again and again that he would, somehow, make it up to the Sith Maiden. He smiled at himself at the thought; not so long ago, the idea of clearing a Sith’s name was unthinkable. At the thought of that again his fingers nonchalantly felt for the pouch that contained the Sithian Language Ball, but then he remembered he had left it and his belt back in his hospital room.

Meanwhile, Destiny’s aim only improved after every pint she downed, which at the pace she was setting it was one pint finished by the end of the game. Dizzy sulked away to get himself another downer. He tagged Nach on the shoulder and said, “You’re turn.”
Nach looked at the dart board, then back at Dizzy, and then back and said, “That was accelerated.”

“I know,” moaned Dizzy.

“She won by triple digits!”

“I know!”

“Did you even attempt to lock on target?”

“I know, I know,” said Dizzy in great embarrassment. “For crying out loud I know.”
From over at the dart board, Destiny pointed a cute finger at Nach and said, “Come and meet my challenge, Vhinphyc, if you dare!” She nearly fell over, but in the next moment she had a dart in her hand, threw it, and scored it dead center on the board. On the field of war known as darts, Destiny feared no one!
“Damn,” muttered Nach, finishing his second gallon of beer. He looked to Pristine and remarked, “Prepare another! I feel I shall be back very soon.”
Nowen came from the fresher station and relaxed in a seat by Dizzy. The Guardian had his fill, or as much as his throat could take. Still, he was enjoying the company in spite of the melancholy. He asked after looking around, “Where’s the big fella? Oh, I see him.” Knowing what was in store over there, he shook his head and exclaimed, “Why try?”
“I don’t know,” said Dizzy with a somber head shake. “The V-Wook’s got that covered. I fear the fools that ever challenge her on a dart board-like battlefield.”

Nowen shook his head in amusement. He then asked, “Where the hell is Muriel?”
“My Wife, gosh I don’t know,” said Dizzy with some inebriated doubt. “I like left her a message, you know. She would enjoy herself here, you know.” He got Pristine’s attention. “Hey, where’s my Honeypoo?”
“Don’t know,” said Pristine. She held up a finger, went to a terminal hidden under her work station and called up her level of security clearance. Whenever someone left after too many drinks, she could use the MITES to locate them and keep track of their whereabouts. “She’s coming.”

“Oh good,” reasoned Dizzy with a smile. A motion got his attention immediately; Muriel had just arrived. It took Dizzy a little while longer to understand what he was seeing, but what he saw confused him. 

Nowen, on the other hand, let his mouth fall open. Muriel was a complete, sweat-soured mess. Her nice, full length attire was ruined by body sweat and rips that suggested that she had been performing martial arts moves in them. Her red hair was practically pasted on her skull from over exertion. She painted as if she ran full tilt all the way from the Gym to the Pub.

Truth was Nowen was not off the mark at all!

Dizzy sobered a little as Muriel caught her breath, standing there at the entrance, eyeing him with saucy intent. “Hon? You okay?”
“I…” Muriel gulped down some air and thumbed behind her. “I’ve been…working out.”

“In your business dress?” questioned Dizzy.

She slicked back her very damp air and looked at him with befuddlement. She gestured at him and noted, “Yes. Why is that…a problem? You…worked on a ship…while wearing that nice shirt…I bought you for….your birthday.”
Nowen motioned for Pristine, who looked at Muriel with a slack jaw. In moments that woman gave the man bottled electrolyte solution. “Muriel, catch.” He tossed it and she took and nearly drank half of the tall bottle down in one gulp. So fast she nearly threw it back up.

“Look,” said Muriel between gulps, “I’ve been thinking about you…all this time and…” She pouted a little and just said, “It’s making me hot.” She then begged, “I want you so baddddddddddd.”
Dizzy’s blinking patterns did not match. The left eye would close, but the right eye would only close shut. The eyes would be wide open. Then the right eye would close on its own. He drained the rest of his beer and said, “Oh really.” He belched, and she did something very, very, very bizarre: Muriel Thahada Arnes did her best to sniff his bad air.
Wiping his mouth, Dizzy asked sincerely, “Are you sure you’re all right?”

“I will be,” she purred. Muriel got very close to Dizzy, put a hand on his lap, and then said, “Once I begin to…” her voice dropped to a tiny whisper. Nowen couldn’t hear it, but whatever it was it had to be pretty damn good because the Sullustan began to bounce his legs up and down excitedly.

“And then…” Muriel said aloud and continued to whisper. Dizzy’s large lips parted open as she continued to whisper in his ear, and he dropped his mug.
She pulled away and said, “And if we don’t do something about this soon, like right now, then I’m going to rip off your clothes right here and-.”

Dizzy put a finger on Muriel’s lips. He said what she wanted to hear. “I am sooooooooooooo right behind you!” She very uncharacteristically squealed like an overanxious little girl and ran for their room, running even while cramping. Everyone else finally saw that and just couldn’t make sense of it.

Proud of himself and not questioning his wife’s weird behavior, Dizzy just hopped to his feet, slapped his gut, and just proudly said, “It’s a burden being me. A burden I wouldn’t wish upon anyone.” With a cheddar smile, he strutted out of the Pub.

Nowen just shook his head and said, “He’s going to get hurt.” 
Just then Nach flopped down next to the Human with a deep, angry expression on his face. Meanwhile, Destiny was doing a celebratory dance. Nowen had to ask, “Well?”
The Vhinphyc slowly looked to the Guardian and mumbled, “What do you thought process?”

Nowen got up and said, “Well one of us has to get drunk enough to be lucky.” He went over to challenge Destiny, to which the Vhinech-Wookiee gladly shoved the darts in his hand and promptly spotted him some major points. It wasn’t going to matter; Destiny was always going to win, no matter how much they threw into her body.
Mathaniel sat by Nach, and then they were both joined by Casper again. All three being comfortable around each other was absolutely lost on them and that fact could it be really explained. There they were, watching Destiny score high once again, and talking amongst themselves like long lost friends.
“Is she cheating?” Nach wisely asked the two Force users sitting one each side apiece.

“Not once,” remarked Casper. “She doesn’t strike me has having anything more than rudimentary ability.”

“That’s all she has,” said the Vhinech that knew her best. Mathaniel drank some more Hell before going on. “She worked with her late husband in the ironworks on Sanctuary.” He gestured with a hammer motion over his shoulder, striking something not there, the motion always parallel to the ground. “Thor had showed her how to shape heated ore at eyelevel. She worked sometimes twelve hours a day back then. She would make a great Advancer.”
Nach made a small noise in his drink. Mathaniel waited for him to say something further. He said, “She must utilize her stride effectively on a battrition field. I would put her in the Interceptor position.”

Mathaniel chuckled. “Ah no. A few months ago I ran circles around one of her own, without the Force mind you.”
Casper interrupted, curious about the discussion. “Did you say battrition?”

The two natives of Vhanba looked at the Child of Lonestar with looks of insult. Nach asked, “You are not aware of battrition?”

“I have heard of it,” admitted Casper, “but I don’t know anything about it.”

The Tigra-Vhinech put a hand to his head and mused, “How do you people live in this Republic?” Ignorance of the spirit Mathaniel could understand. Lack of any intelligence he could like it or not accept. The lack of battrition, on the other hand, was too much! It killed him inside when he was banned for life from the New Paradasia battrition field. Rediscovering battrition awakened him and every Vhinech after the flight from Sanctuary had dulled their collective spirits.
Casper looked at them and felt like apologizing; he interpreted their expressions as entities absolutely insulted; like the Jedi had taken their Path charms and rubbed them in feces; like a young boy that got their daughters pregnant and then took money off their dresser drawers.
After a few more moments of vocal feet dragging, Mathaniel and Nach together explained battrition to Casper. In short time Nowen joined in and offered what little he knew. Of course for the first time all night Destiny was shut down, but after a few minutes the female was sleeping with her elongated head soon laying on the bar counter. Pristine only yawned, pulled out a pillow, and tucked it under Destiny’s head. It was still many hours before last call, and based on the conversation the party had only just begun to get started. She did one more thing before cleaning the day’s mess on the counters along the sides of the Pub; she turned on the holographic skylight, which just transforms the ceiling into the night sky. The darkened Pub was lit up by a three full moons light.
“Haven’t had one of those for a while,” remarked Pristine. But after rains that soured the mood of the mansion, she welcomed anything that resembled normal.
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With careful walking and the use of the elevator, Dizzy managed to reach the ground floor in one piece. His belch carried a long way down the empty expanse of the manor’s center, but he didn’t care. All he thought about was his red headed baby, who had decided that tonight that being an absolute freaky sex freak was actually a good thing. After so many years of marriage, and keeping things within the realm of known fun loving couple practices, the idea of Muriel in the required blue fuzzy lingerie, with a egg wisp, a blaster, and a platter of string cheese -- one of her many suddenly saucy and creative ideas whispered in his ear oh, oh, OH so delicately -- made Dizzy forget all worries and want her. 

Never mind how an egg wisp, a blaster, and string cheese was going to rationally fit in to their play, but as far as Dizzy was concern it didn’t matter. He did wonder, on the other hand and if they had time tonight, how she was going to do that thing she described to him with her toes and with his ears. She went into details, but on step three he was too turned on, or too drunk, to remember. Proof was in execution he supposed, but if she pulled it off….
The glare of light drew his inebriated attention towards the enlarged skylight above that ran down the center of Rapier Manor towards the front doors. He remarked, “Three of a kind. I win, ehehehe, BURP!” All three of Naboo’s moons glowed with an unbelievable and very rare blue light. The brightness of them hurt Dizzy’s large eyes more than the dim night light status the mansion was operating under. He moved on for his room, trying not look at the spectacle, reminding himself that he was moments away from his own personal ‘three of a kind’: Muriel’s breasts and oh so nice hinny.
He never got there. No sooner had Dizzy reached the connecting corridor and stumbled along the southern wall the door to the wing’s linen room opened and familiar womanly hands snatched him off his feet. Door closed quickly, ending the beginning of Dizzy’s squeak.

Muriel’s lips pressing hard and heavily on Dizzy’s larger lips ended the rest of alarmed noise. She was cleaned up, in fact still very wet from the shower she had taken; the water staining the blue fuzzy lingerie ensemble that Dizzy just died over every time she wore it. Her efforts to arouse him were totally effective, but never had he felt this much physical passion from her in his life. Her workout before had ‘cut’ her body, and obviously warmed her up for this for every muscle just rippled across her body as she attempted to get the buttons undone on his clothes as she continued to take his breath away.

Pulling away, Dizzy panted and said, “Oh Hon-.”
Muriel was on his lips before he could any more air.

Dizzy had to shove her hard, but he held on to her. He loved this, but it was actually a little too much for the moment. He said, “Red, wait, let me catch my breath. Can you wait a moment?”

Growling, Muriel shook and yelled, “I can’t wait anymore! I’m burning up!” She grabbed Dizzy’s pants, and on the second tug, even with his blaster belt on, the whole deal ripped off his body.

“HOLY CRAP!” Dizzy fell down, got away, but got back up. Muriel held his pants with wonder on her face, but then threw them aside and looked at him with pure greed in her eyes. “Muriel….don’t get me wrong because this is so fricking hot….”
She eyed him coyly, eyeing his exposed lower body, and mused, “Oh…I know. I can see.”

Dizzy could only chagrin at that. But then he shook his head and said, “But, but, but, but, but wereinthelinenclosetandwecantgetnastyinhereitsjustnotrightpeoplearegoingtosleeponthisstuffand-.”
“OH SHUT UP!” Muriel leapt at him, flying tackling him!

“HOLY CRAP!” belched Dizzy. Whites and colors flew in the air as the couple flipped over the sorting table. After a few moments the Sullustan found that being in the place came in handy. Muriel became a ‘yeller’, which prompted him to gag her before with one of the dinner hankies that rained down on them. But make no mistake: in this sudden passion for lust, Muriel was the man! Dizzy learned after gagging her to hold very still or they were going to go through a wall!
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A few hours passed in the night, and the stillness and quiet sometimes scared many of the occupants of Rapier Manor presently, but on this night there was a little something else. There was creepiness in the night brought about by the blue moons, brought about by the slight chill in the air, and brought about by the pure quiet. Unless one was doing something they could never feel comfortable or safe. Sleep was very hard to come by.
Pristine had said her goodbyes to the lone patrons at the Pub. She put the bar under ‘analysis mode’, which allowed drinks to be served from a fountain behind the bar but only after the Pub’s sensors scanned the body and determined if it was safe to serve. Nowen tried it, but the machine would only serve him water or juice or anything else without a smidge of alcohol in it.

With the night winding down Nowen pretty much gave up and just waited his time at the bar with the rest of them. Nach returned from the fresher station, went to the machine, and got a foamy pint with no problem. All six gallons of malt beer did to him was enlarge his bladder unnecessarily. A small problem he corrected just seconds ago.

Nowen just mused, “Totally unfair.”

“You have had too much,” said Nach with a small smile; the irony of ‘too much’ was not lost to him. He looked at Mathaniel and said, “So have you.”
“I can manage,” stressed Mathaniel, but Casper put a firm hand on the Vhinech’s shoulder and eased him back on the barstool. “Maybe not.”

Casper could have had more, but he cut himself off on purpose. He said to Nach, “For Alluetia? You really shouldn’t.”
Nach looked at it, but then he shook his head. “The woman should not be left out of our merriment.” He looked at Destiny and shook his head. “She cannot sleep there all night.”
“We got her,” said Nowen, thumping Mathaniel’s chest. “I’ll crash in their room.”

“And you, Casper,” asked Nach “where do you go?”
“Back to the infirmary.” He hobbled around a bit, though he felt little pain in his ankle due to his consumption of beverage. “I’m probably going to be in trouble with the doctors.”

“Doctors, they no nothing,” spat Nach. He waited for Casper at the door and made sure the other two could get Destiny all right. He never doubted Nowen or Mathaniel; he was certain when sober they could manage a two hundred and fifty pound female Vhinech-Wookiee. When they managed a few feet he and Casper moved at Casper’s pace to the elevator. They collectively rode it down, and then went their separate ways.
Mathaniel and Nowen each had Destiny’s arms and dragged her along with them, careful not to hurt her feet or legs or ruin what was more or less a thrown together dress; essentially it was a well stitched bed spread. Her lanky body and her weight was only half the battle. Destiny’s long hair heated the men, doubling their exertion, and at times causing them to rest. Being a little intoxicated, particularly Mathaniel who had more than Nowen and was never a slam it home drinker until he competed -- and lost -- to Nach, did not help them.
They stopped in the connecting corridor, their sixth such stop in their travel. They let Destiny’s limp body slid down the wall. Blowing out and fanning himself, Nowen said about her, “She’s a load. She can put them down, can’t she?”

Mathaniel nodded, chuckled, but then said, “I’m to blame for that. Sometimes I wonder if she does impulsive things like this out of grief.” He rubbed the back of his damp neck. “Actually this whole night’s been one crazy cluster bomb. Everyone got harvested tonight.”
Nowen heard the term before and chuckled too. He said, “Nach’s a pretty okay guy once you know him.”
“Yeah,” agreed Mathaniel. “Who would have thought it? I really never have.” He crossed his arms and elaborated. “I mean Sarch doesn’t really count because I never let myself get to know him.” He looked at Nowen. “Did you know him?”

“Of him, but not him,” said Nowen. “Nach didn’t talk about him. Under the circumstances, who says we can blame him.”

Mathaniel nodded, and then asked, “And the elder Rapier?”

Shaking his head, Nowen said, “Never the pleasure, but word of mouth is she’s drop it all beautiful. Actually, Naressa Rapier is the most reclusive famous person anyone had ever heard about. No one has a picture of her, no kidding.” Mathaniel had eyed him with a healthy dose of skepticism. “I’ll prove it. We’ll go on the HoloNet Archives and do an image search.”

“I thought-,” began Mathaniel, but his dulled senses picked up on a flutter in the Force. He stopped and did his best to read it, but all that did was swim his brain. It was, he thought, something…

“What is it?” asked Nowen. “You going to get sick?”

“No.” Mathaniel cleared his mind and let go of the Force when the dizziness just got worse. In moments he was better. “I thought I sensed something odd, but…”

The linen door across from them opened and out came a naked Dizzy Arnes carrying a very naked and passed out Muriel Thahada Arnes. He did not see the others until he closed the door and turned around, cradling Muriel in arms like a baby. He had thought he was alone, but apparently not.

And then it hit him. 
Naked. 
Naked. 
Wife is naked. 
People gawking at the naked couple who happened to be naked. 
Their clothes were ruined; that was why they were naked. 
OH. So. Naked.

Dizzy positioned Muriel in front of him, almost standing her up, with her back to Mathaniel and Nowen, and using her whole body to cover his. After that, he had no other bright ideas. After the hours of fury and destruction that was their love making Muriel just passed out in pure exhaustion. To the dubious point of not sounding bold to himself, Dizzy had been genuinely surprised that he wasn’t asleep first after the tumultuous sexual activity they both engaged in. He even had to check Muriel’s pulse, but she was alive, but only dead to the galaxy.
Dizzy just said, “Hi guys.” He really, now, really had nothing to really say for he and Muriel as two strangers they just met less than a day ago just looked at what was in front of them. “Turning in?” He pushed Muriel’s legs in a little more because….well….Dizzy didn’t want to brag but just because Sullustans were short in height did not mean they were short in other places….
“Ah….yeah!” Mathaniel could barely talk, blushing the biggest, brightest red a young male could dare bare to others. He tried not looking. OH did he ever try not looking. He reminded himself that it was out of moral principal. He reminded himself that Misses Arnes was a married woman. He reminded himself that it wasn’t his place to stare at her gorgeous, naked buttocks….
“Yes, big day tomorrow,” said Nowen with less embarrassment. Unlike Mathaniel the former husband had seen a naked woman and had been in a Guardian co-ed locker room surrounded by naked women. And he had walked behind female Guardians in their body armor, strutting around in the tight fitting polymorphic carbonite without a care in the world. What he wasn’t used to, and it was difficult to avoid no matter how hard Nowen tried, was the Sullustan’s defining male member. The damn thing was just all over the place, swinging around like it had a mind of its own, making Nowen sick to his stomach.
“Ah yes, big day,” said Dizzy with a head nod. He chuckled and noted the central area connection the house. “How about those moons, eh? Something else?”
“What? Oh righttttttt,” said Nowen, who suddenly realized that he was looking at Muriel’s ass when he said that. “Moons. Yeah. Big.”
There was a very long uncomfortable silence.

“Well,” said Dizzy with a clearing voice.

“Well,” said Nowen, slapping his hands together.

There was another, very long uncomfortable silence.

“Very well,” said Mathaniel. “Come, Nowen.” He reached down and grabbed one his side of Destiny again. Nowen was over there quickly and together they lifted their friend up. He looked at Dizzy, who had turned his body and Muriel’s body like so to keep his covered. “I…eh….give us five minutes.”

“Will do!” Dizzy fumbled for the door behind him, and once he got the damn thing open he barely got himself and Muriel back inside.

Mathaniel just mumbled, “Not that I really looked, but it’s no wonder why she’s knocked out.”

“I know,” said Nowen, paling at the thought, and soon they were safely in their room. Before long, Dizzy would get Muriel to their room.

Meanwhile, Casper and Nach walked slow and had less adventure. They talked little until the Jedi said, “Before I left the Rapier Tech sensor arrays had picked up a broadcast signature very similar to the homing beacon you recorded.”

Nach’s mind was moving just a little slow out of tiredness more than from drinking. He finally asked, “Is it broadcasting from a source?”

“Yes, the Debris of Cofka,” said Casper with a bit of a smile. “The good news is that the Debris of Cofka is only a day away from here. It’s in the Royal Nubian States.”

“To merit the words of good news there must be information that is considered bad,” said Nach, expecting a problem.

“The bad news is that Cofka is polluted badly with debris and heavy radiation.” Casper clasped his hands behind him. “Analysis can be done from here but it’ll take a whole month. If we go there it may take us weeks to find the source of the broadcast.”
“So it cannot be a relay, or a mirror,” asked Nach rationally.

Casper shook his head. “Somehow I doubt it. Unlike your version of the homing beacon this broadcast is defined and pointed in a narrow band towards the galactic core. Where I don’t know, but something like that suggests not a homing beacon, but a message acknowledgement.”

Nach thought it over some more and found the young Jedi to be too right in the assessment. He said, “It could be a targeting beam. I believe it is locking on to the most populated planet in this galaxy, the largest personnel threat.”

“Coruscant,” said Casper. Before he continued his sandaled feet brushed something gritty on the floor. He stopped, and it took Nach a moment to realize he had. He bent down, touched it, and remarked, “Sand?”

“What?”

“Sand,” said Casper more empathically. He peered on the smooth floor and noted a repetitive pattern of sand. “From someone’s boots.”

Nach lifted his foot and then sighed in disgust. “I am not a good guest!” He stomped his boots down, and from the traction cleats came sand that he had gathered from Tatooine. “I have noted a cleaning droid chasing me every since I had come into this fine home. I am dragging the earth of that foul planet with me and I have soiled this monolith.”
“At least it wasn’t bantha dung,” pointed Casper out. He slowly stood back up and the two continued to the Medical Bay. “That brew in your hands will get too warm for Alluetia to drink if we dither for too long out here.”
“Correct you are, young Jedi,” said Nach with a small smile on his stoic face. It did not take much time for them to enter their room. Alluetia was propped up in her bed was fast asleep. “I should not wake her.”
“Perhaps,” reasoned Casper. He eased himself back into bed.

Nach sighed and said, “No, this cannot wait. She should have at least one sip.” The Vhinphyc was gentle in putting his hand on her right shoulder and gave her a gentle shake. “Pardon me from ending, Captain Hailstorm. I disturbed you because I felt you should have not been left out of jovial time.”
It took a little bit to stir Alluetia around, but towards the end of Nach’s statement she was wide eyed and happy to see the small goblet he had. She smiled and said sleepily, “Mighta kind of ya.”

Sitting up more, she licked her lips and got her arms moving; they moved slow, but compared to a few hours ago where they didn’t want to move at all it was improvement. Alluetia took it, but Nach helped her ease it to her lips. She sipped, and then sipped some more, and finally a good gulp full went down her throat. Relief filled her and she suddenly felt so much stronger.

“Wow, that’s great stuff,” she said with genuine surprise. “Is this Deep Black Hell?”

“It is,” said Nach.
She looked at Casper, and then asked Nach, “He didn’t sip any, did he?”

Nach eyed the young man, and then said, “He had three rounds.”

Alluetia looked at Casper, who looked too busy staring at his data pad. She said aloud, “Good going, Casper!” He looked at her in surprise. “How you feel?”

Unsure what was spoken, he just said, “Fine.”

She looked at Nach and she shook her head. “He’s so drunk he doesn’t know it.” She drank again, moaned pleasurably, and said, “Damn, that’s like the best Hell I’ve ever had. What, they have the fricking brewery in this place too?”
Casper pondered what Alluetia was saying and, strangely, he considered her enthusiasm. The Force beckoned him to. “How are you feeling, Alluetia?”
Alluetia thought for a few moments, wiggled her body parts, and said, “I’m still sore, but it isn’t as bad as before. What’s weird is that once I took a hit of Hell I’ve actually felt a whole ‘hell’ of a lot better.” She winked and drank some more, causing Casper to smile.
Nach looked between the two and mused, “It is written that after Presence had blessed the waters of Qal’gosh’on many who had drank from it were intoxicated with happiness.” He then emphasized, “Qal’gosh’on, in reality, turned out to be a natural liquid alcohol spring.”
“Like beer?” asked Alluetia dumbfounded. She imagined a river of golden goodness.

“Nyeta,” was Nach quick to correct. “Not like the alcohol derived from fermentation. Not ale or whiskey. Just as most of Vhanba’s waters were concentrated acid, this river of alcohol was just another unique event. It is not clear whether or not anyone had tasted those clear waters before, however Qal’gosh’on was forever referred to as the River of Spirit Lifting.” He then pointed at Alluetia’s drink. “Sprit.”
“Ah,” she understood. “That’s cool.” She drank a little more, savoring it, and again insisting, “But by golly, maybe the places I go for this stuff don’t clean their gear. I mean its so fricking good.” She joked, “I might have to break an ankle so we can stay here.”

“Don’t over do that now,” admonished Casper.

Alluetia ignored him, drank some more, and then realized something as she watched Nach get up and leave her side. “Ah, hey. Big guy!” Nach turned around. “Your name escapes me.”

“They have been calling me Nach around here.”

“Okay, Nach….um, why didn’t you wake me up earlier?”

“Earlier?” Nach looked at her confused; Casper had actually went back at looking at his data pad for the latest on their collectively projects. “I was not here earlier. You must be mistaken. I just now brought you the beverage from the Pub.”
“Oh,” she said, and she finished with what was left in her small goblet. “I could have sworn….” Alluetia waved the whole idea off. “Sleepin’. That’s what it was, I thought I was awake. I’ve been cooped up here I don’t know what day it is anymore.”
“It cannot be helped I am afraid,” offered Nach apologetically. He looked in the other room where he had been working on the Vhinech problem and saw a long list of things he had to look over. “Your pardon.”
“Sure.” Alluetia drifted back down into a more comfortable position and looked over at Casper. The Jedi continued to obsess over what he had discovered before leaving her. “Your pardon, too.”

“Hmmm.” When Casper looked he noticed that Alluetia flipped to her side. Sighing and uncrossing his tired eyes, he looked back down at his data pad. His mind, though, drifted and soon his eyes followed suite. Often they locked onto something and he fell into a trance until he felt his body slack just a little.
“Sir!” The exclamation from the nurse droid caused Casper to snap awake. The droid then admonished, “Alcohol! In your system!” The nurse droid looked at a frowning Alluetia. The nurse droid scanned the older woman with her eyes and electronically gasped, “You too!”

“Oh socket it, droid!” whined Alluetia, causing the droid to rasp. “A little booze isn’t going to kill us.”

“Oh!” The droid was, if possible, beside itself. “Oh! Oh! OH! I will see to it that you, you, you both….get something coming to you!”
Alluetia mockingly thought for a moment, and then asked, “An enema, Nurse Ratchet? I can only hope.”

The nurse droid, having been ‘made to suffer’ enough, turned to leave on her repulsor jets but then slowed down. She looked down and fretted. “Sand! Sand in this room!” The sand was minute in quantity, but enough to foul up the landscape wake of the nurse droid’s propulsion system.
In no time a small cleaning droid waltz in and cleaned it up. Casper turned from his data pad again and watched on. His passing interest in it momentarily changed to curious. The nurse droid continued on with her rant, which killed Casper’s interest as his head began to ache with the first hint of hangover. “I swear on the Maker, on my Maker, that this hi-jinx will end! All I ask for is a clean place for healing and very cooperative patients.”
Casper finally set his data pad down and laid back to rest as the droids took flight. He couldn’t help, even as his eyes grew heavy, how everything had so suddenly changed in the last few hours alone. If it could be said, if dared said, today was a very good day for everyone in Rapier Manor indeed.

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

12 DAYS (CHAPTER 96.3)

Dizzy had managed to get his and Muriel’s naked asses back to their room without running into anyone else. He got her into bed and then took a shower, and then finally threw on a pair of warm-ups she had bought for him as one of the many attempts on her part to get him to exercise. He was amused the entire time, thinking of those warm-ups while he rinsed off and counted all the heavy bruises decoration his bluish skin. He postulated that if the exercise routines were exactly what he and Muriel had done tonight he would gladly become a health nut!
Checking her, Dizzy found her not running a fever and having perfect, glowing color; he didn’t miss her hair’s natural state return either. The ebbing effects of beer had long vanished from his system once Muriel got his adrenaline going with her unbridled and unnatural sexual tenacity. In some ways he knew she possessed it, but quite frankly he couldn’t understand what finally brought it out. It did, strangely to him under his fortunate and very lucky circumstances, bother him. He found a data pad and accessed the MITES to do an on site scan just to satisfy his curiosity.
“Normal,” he repeated what the MITES turned up. Dizzy about put it away, but then turned on the microphone and asked a dumb question. “Eh, how about like the last four hours or so. No!” He thought harder, thought back to when the news of Naressa had hit. “Eight hours. Any record of her vitals?”

The Rapier Manor Core, with its many capabilities to understand even the different forms of communication expressed using the Basic dialect, analyzed the request, mapped it to it’s owner, opened the Archives, matched it to one Arness ‘Dizzy’ Arnes, and knew exactly what the subject wanted after interpreting his needs.

After a moment readouts of Muriel’s biological activities appeared and the computer immediately outlined very interesting points that puzzled Dizzy more than worried him. For hours, Muriel’s testosterone levels had doubled themselves at almost every hour, peaking around the time they had the romp in the linen room, and about the time he carried her out the levels crashed to well below normal, and now her estrogen levels were running slightly above the average.
Dizzy, of course, didn’t know what to make of it in full context. He just scratched his head and switched the data pad to message mode. He stepped away from Muriel after kissing her on the forehead. He said in the microphone built in on the bottom of the data pad, “To Housekeeping, first thing in the morning Central Middle West Linen Closet….everything” he slyly looked back at Muriel and shook his head in happy amusement “and I do mean everything, has to be picked up and washed in there. Sorry, Captain Arnes.”
Still a little too keyed up to sleep, Dizzy was just about ready to lay down by Muriel and just stare at her until he did fall asleep. The data pad, however, beeped. He looked at it and read the message from what was called Overnight Robotics. “It wants to what? Oh no.” 
Sighing he left his room and went straight to Juna’s room half a mile away; the whole time his bare feet made smacking-popping noises on the marble floor. Once there, the small cleaning droid turned its attention towards Dizzy as it waited just outside Juna’s partially opened door. The door propped open was what drew the Sullustan to the location to begin with. Dizzy just said, “Go away, man, you’ll be noisy. Go on now.”
The droid whistle away, retracing it’s guide path from where it had come; a shiny, bright, new polished path. Dizzy shook his head and mused, “Selective cleaning?” 
Regarding the door, which was close to the bedroom side of Juna’s living quarters, Dizzy stepped inside with curiosity. He left the lights off and worked his way around the room to the separating wall. The bright moonlight was fainter now than before, but once Dizzy used his Sullustan eyes it wasn’t hard to navigate, and no time he found Juna still sleeping peacefully in her bed.

Quietly, Dizzy mused, “Wish you were with us, Minx. I know you don’t drink, but you could have used the company of good drunks tonight.” He realized that in the morning things were going to be sour again, under the circumstances.

Thinking of sourness the odor that could be used to describe it reached Dizzy’s nostrils. His stomach churned easily on the stench, and he was so surprised that it didn’t wake Juna up it was so bad. He looked around for the source, and his large eyes locked on some bad looking clothing, lying scattered all the way to the nearby bathroom door.
Someone turned the water on to the shower.

Trying to place the smell, Dizzy then spotted large boots and he suddenly had his answer. Shaking his head and sighing in disgust, Dizzy walked up to the partially opened bathroom door. The only illumination in there was a night light. He knocked on the door lightly and chagrinned quietly, “Nach? Nach, it’s me Dizzy. I’m coming in.”

Pushing in, Dizzy found the shower easily enough. The privacy field was on full, so only an outline exists of its occupant. He closed the door behind him to speak louder. “Hey Nach. Hey buddy, you’re in the wrong room, you dumb shit.”
Dizzy got as close as he could to the pinkish energy field; he could see the Vhinphyc standing very still in amongst the water jets that fired from all angles. Smiling, he joked knowing that Nach could hear him, “You know, I thought Vhinphycs never get drunk. I thought that was absolute bullshit. You were throwing pales of brew down your big mouth long before I left. That was, what, four hours ago? You probably didn’t stop, did you? And you probably soiled yourself or puked, but did you have to do it here, in Juna’s room? Come on, man, that’s so lame.”

After the soaping cycle began and the room heated from the change in cycle, Dizzy laminated, “Look, dude, if my Wife caught you in here she’ll kill you. If Juna catches ya, she’ll definitely kill you. That nasty smell you smell: is you, and I’m telling ya you better get it cleaned up. So, stop what you’re doing, and let’s come on out, and maybe we can somehow clean it all up. Hmmm. OH!”

Dizzy just realized the error of his statement. He said, “You need clothes. You can’t be putting no nasty stuff back on, brother.” Nervously, he fiddled with his hands and said, “I think…Enothchild left some clothes here. Keep on showering, I’ll be right back. There in his old room here, I think. NO! The Heirloom! I’ll be right back!”

Dizzy was out the bathroom, closing the door, and out in the hall and closing Juna’s door before he even said, “Oh man, he’s so wasted he can’t even talk.”

After a little time, Dizzy found that indeed Enothchild left some clothing on board the Ruby Heirloom, but no extra boots. He let himself quietly in and made his way around the separating wall. He saw the bathroom door was open, and much of the carpet was wet from footprints leading to Juna’s bed.

Dizzy took one look at the bed and saw a large form hovering over Juna. He dropped the clothes right there and clenched his fists tight. He had seen this scene played out too many times out in the fringe, and what Juna had told him a month ago a friend of hers had also been attacked and raped by a drunk. He regretted ever saying that she should have been with ‘good drunks’ because there was no such thing. Whether or not Juna had to be conscious in order to drain someone Dizzy wasn’t sure, but he wasn’t going to let it happen
He said aloud, “No fricking way! Get away from her, you drunk son of a bitch!” The Vhinphyc stood up from his seated position. Thinking there was a better way to settle it then by the losing end of physical violence, Dizzy just said, “That’s it, Nach, come on now. Just turn around and walk on out of here.”
Juna stirred a little, but was completely out of it. Her stirring drew Dizzy’s attention towards her, away from the giant that now moved towards Dizzy. He limped his way into the dim moonlight, but if Dizzy was paying attention to begin with he wouldn’t have needed the light to see.

Taking note, Dizzy said, “It’s about time you….” 
The last of his sentence got hung up in his large mouth as he looked at the male. He eyes fluttered and twitched and seizure like crazy trying to comprehend what he saw. When his mind made a determination he never believed it. Both his hearts pounded hard in his chest as great, horrible fear took the often brave smuggler. His hand never reached for the blaster he did not wear at the moment as his instincts would have made him do. Dizzy Arnes wanted to scream, but all attempts kept getting stuck in his throat.

The very faint, low glowing yellow eyes got to him first. Finally the realization that the Vhinphyc in Juna’s room was, in fact, not Nach’cht’musik Allegro'con'brio struck him when his big black eyes took note of the face.

A friendly, but strong hand found Dizzy’s right shoulder.

At that moment, Dizzy screamed like a little Human girl.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

12 DAYS (CHAPTER 96.4)

Elsewhere, not far away, Mathaniel awoke to the disturbance in the Force before he heard Dizzy’s cry. He momentarily sobered up, grabbed his weapons from his belt, and was half way to the door before Nowen ran past him. Though weaponless, the Guardian had a sense something was wrong and there was no time to get armed. Both he and Mathaniel were scrambling out into the hall and would reach the source of the problem in a few minutes.

Downstairs, Casper awoke right up and yelled, “Nach!” The Vhinphyc came out a few seconds later, looking a little tired. The Jedi struggled to his feet and with trouble walking he just said, “There’s trouble upstairs. It’s Dizzy, he’s frantic with fear!”

Nach was out the door and running the best he could, pulling what appeared to be a bone handle club from literally out of nowhere.

Alluetia was barely waking up and asking, “What’s up.”

“Alluetia, stay here!” Casper threw all his equipment on, and then remembered he had no lightsaber. He just tossed his hands in the air in defeat and left the room anyways. He did his best to walk fast, but something caught his Force attention and drew him back. He did so, and looked further down the hall, towards the Morgue. He noted how only part of the floor was shinier and cleaner than the rest of it, and it followed a path from Morgue, to Infirmary, to the outside corridor.

Casper recalled what Alluetia had said earlier about Nach being with her. He then recalled the cleaning droid….

Doubting the thought that crossed his mind, he went right to the Morgue.

Muriel sat up quickly, suddenly, as the Force momentarily pushed her awake based on a gut feeling. She stumbled out of bed, barely able to walk she was so drained of physical strength, found and fought to put on her bed robe, the last several hours a blur that she did not care to revisit. She knew Dizzy was in trouble. Her man was in danger. Her man needed her badly!

Meanwhile, Mathaniel and Nowen were completely lost. That is until they heard what sounded like running footsteps. They waited patiently, and then at the last moment leapt from around the corner. Mathaniel pulled his weapons away and his body away in time to prevent a nasty injury to a running mad Dizzy Arnes. Nowen ended up on his back with the panicky Sullustan still trying to run like hell on top of him, on the ground.

“Dizzy!” Mathaniel did his best to help but that made Dizzy just panic more. Nowen reared back enough and slapped the male hard enough to stun him to some semblance of calm. The two got Dizzy up and were appalled by his appearance. What bothered Nowen was that he seen a look like this before: a couple of months ago at New Paradasia, the little Vhinech girls after having found Patcher’s and Blessed’s murdered baby.

“Dizzy, what is it?” begged Mathaniel, trying to get the shaken and shaking Sullustan to calm let alone answer. “Dizzy! What is it!”

Dizzy tried to talk but his lips flubbed and nothing sounded sane. With that, Mathaniel reached into himself and said, “Rest.” He really had to use a great deal of the Force to get Dizzy to pass out, and even then Mathaniel knew the effect would only last a mere few heartbeats. Dizzy’s eyes closed, and then opened right back up, but he looked more stunned than panic driven.

“Dizzy, is it Lady Angelleia,” asked Nowen quickly, looking down the corridor for any trouble. He gave Mathaniel a look; the Tigra-Vhinech had his eyes dead locked down the corridor; he sensed something. “Did she attack you?”

Dizzy slowly shook his head. He was so deathly pale with fear.

“Is it someone else?”

Dizzy nodded.

Mathaniel gave one stern sentence and meant every word of it. “Stay right here!” Slowly he moved down the corridor, letting his senses guide him, knowing full well that Nowen took what he said as an order and both he and Dizzy were to obey it. Something very disturbing was not far away. It did not approach, nor did Mathaniel want it to, and nor did he want it to live any longer than necessary. Whoever it was, it was not Lady Angelleia. Her presence was very distinctive; this he could barely sense, as if the entity lived on the edge of perception, at the border between life and death.

“DIZZY!” boomed Nach’s voice. Again, he yelled, “DIZZY!”

“Nach!” Nowen left Dizzy for the moment and ran to the central complex. He waved Nach to him and ran back to Dizzy. The Sullustan hadn’t moved an inch, and he hadn’t really stopped shaking yet. Nach lumbered his way to the scene. “Something’s up.”

“I know,” said Nach, looking down at Dizzy and was startled by his appearance. He had not know Dizzy all that long, but he never would have thought the male a fearful creature. A weary realist, but never a cowering whelp. “Are you all right?”

Dizzy finally found his voice. He found his legs. He was standing up and grabbed Nach by the freshly cleaned animal skins and demanded hoarsely, “Where were you?” His eyes got so wide the other two were amazed they could see the whites of them that rarely could ever be seen. “Where were you!”

“The Infirmary,” stated Nach with concern for Dizzy. “What do you mean by your query?”

“Dizzy!” Muriel appeared from the other end and limped towards the group. “Dizzy, what’s wrong?”

“Stay with him,” instructed Nach, pulling away and quickly as he could retracing Mathaniel’s footsteps. He knew where Juna’s room was, and he had a feeling it was where Dizzy had came from. His hope was to find Mathaniel along the way. 
“Did he say anything,” Muriel asked Nowen. In her need to find Dizzy, she never thought to grab a weapon or even a data pad to check the security systems. The alarms, however, did not sound to alert of an unauthorized presences. Then again there was no telling what Juna’s daughter Faith could do.
“Juna hadn’t attacked him,” Nowen shortened it. “But there someone else. That’s all.” He clutched at Muriel’s right arm. “Weapons.”
Muriel looked around and said, “Next hall over, small caliber, hiding in a secret panel under the portrait of Optimus Rapier with the hunting rifle.”
Nowen followed Muriel’s instructions and found the painted portrait. He noted that the small panel just under the portrait was different from the rest of the much larger panels all around the portrait. He pushed the panel on instinct, and it came out automatically to reveal a drawer with six fully charged light sporting pistols. He grabbed two, then a third for Dizzy, and ran back.
Meanwhile Mathaniel found the only wide open door in the wing of the house; Juna’s room. His senses told him that what he was stalking was still in there. He never gave it any thought to who or what was in there, and momentarily he felt his knife blades were perhaps inadequate. He threw away such unnecessary posturing and tightened his grips.
“Whatever you are,” Mathaniel dared to speak. He felt it knew he was there, so surprise was no good. “It is best that you come out so we may settle this evenly.” He took a few more steps towards the open doorway and assumed a fighting stance. “Last chance!”
There was someone huge in the shadows, just inside the door, looking at Mathaniel. It lumbered forward, its large legs covered in heavy gray Jedi slacks and heavy brown boots. The tunic was strange: it bore the image of one humanoid attempting to impossibly insert its foot up the rear of another humanoid; the context of the image was backed up by the words ‘My Foot Up Your Bum!” right under it in big black letters.
Finally the head of Enothchild Sarch broke the shadows.
