THE FADING LIGHT: PROLOGUE TWO: THE KRAYT DRAGON

Part One: The Last Day of Infancy-Age Eleven.  7 years before The Fading Light.

With awakened child-like enthusiasm and stretching tiny body that made little popping sounds, Juna Rapier arose from her extraordinarily large bed and very quietly moved about her royal bedroom to put on her clothes so she could stand outside on the terrace without any interruptions and just enjoy the early dawn before she had to become a very responsible person. This was her personal morning ritual, one she has done ever since she was 5 years old when she began to study Nubian politics and was by and far the most important thing she does in the morning when she is on Naboo; if she doesn’t, Juna could never really see how she can get through the day. Given her intelligence and position as being the leader of billions some would think she shouldn’t really latch onto such a ritual that called for her to be just a girl. But to her, sometimes life is all about being a child and there was no way she was going to let her age, or other people, dictate what happiness for her is. 

And so, with big fluffy bantha slippers, a t-shirt 10 times too large for her, and her long time companion Chewie, a stuffed bantha child’s toy secured firmly in her arms, and a ringed sketch pad with pencils lodged in the rings, Juna deactivated the security fields to her bedroom window and went outside just as the twilight ended. The air outside was muggier than the climate controlled interior confines that was her appointed home that was the Palace of Theed and it reminded her that the middle of summer was indeed here, and many more days of it lay ahead. But she’ll miss some of those days. 

As Queen Angelleia of the sovereign system of Naboo, Juna was leaving today to personally secure a trade treaty with the planet Seovenear to keep the Nubian fishermen and the industry itself happy with a new buyer of their goods. More importantly, to her anyways, it was a way to make new friends and visit far away places, the things she dreamed about as a girl growing up in Rapier Manor. Those days spending time in the Grand Library and reading about adventure in far away lands she truly missed the most since becoming Queen. All the more reason to do this morning ritual of hers. She won’t have a chance to do it while on Seovenear and eventually, as she gets older and older, she may marry, have children, and eventually all the adult responsibility will catch up with her and phase such pleasantries out of her life. 

Force, Juna hoped it wasn’t too soon. 

She sighed as she sat down in her chair outside. Like the summer season, Juna was watching her 11th year of existence in the universe fly right by and it seemed to be flying by much quicker than when she was 10 and 9.

Age 8, however, makes any year in her life look like a day. It was the year she ran for, and of course won, the crown to replace the legendary Queen Landana, whose 4 decades of rule alone would give a would be candidate fits at night wondering how they could top that. It was also the year that she was running period. Running from danger, despair, death; basically, the dark side of the Force. With Force sensitivity beyond comprehension, she spent a month running away from those who wanted to exploit her raw and untapped power. And much, much more.

Juna cuddled Chewie tighter when those thoughts came into her conscious. The majority of that year in her life happened in one month, and it was a very dark month. It began with her being kidnapped while on a diplomatic mission to the dying world of Vhanba by the warrior and ruling race known as the Vhinech Order. Having been mislead by her own father because he felt that if she succeeded she would have great leverage in the elections later in the year, Bendian Rapier had unintentionally sent into an awaiting trap that was put together by the fallen Jedi Jurivicious Pern and the attack that was the trap was lead by…

Juna stopped thinking about it, opened her sketch pad, and reminded herself why she was up this early and out on the terrace.  Sitting down, she happened to look up at the still dark morning and smiled knowing that somewhere out there, somewhere in one of the star systems which inhabited one of those twinkling balls of light above her head, was her Knight in Shiny Force; Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch. 

A Vhinphyc from the same destroyed world that the Vhinech occupied, he was her protector when things in her life became a little too dark for her to handle. He had saved her from Pern’s clutches, and did all he could to make her feel better from having the dark side of the Force almost seduce her into becoming a servant of evil. He was everything she imagined a Jedi to be in her imagination, big, strong, fast, and without fear. But he had more. Enothchild had the most powerful love-filled heart than any non-relative being she has ever known. That same heart and her heart shared a lot in emotion and had very much in common. They had a bond, one that in Juna’s opinion was unbreakable and could never be a mistake. She knew this because she loves him. 

She told him so, and he smiled. Of course being far older than she was he was probably in the opinion that it was just a crush, and possibly he looked at her as the daughter he will never have; after all, there are laws against relationships when it comes to age, especially since now she is 11 and he’s 103. Juna, on the other hand, knew her heart well and never threw the word love around as if it were going out of Coruscant style. She did love him beyond a father-daughter, or mentor-student relationship. She wanted more than that. She also knew that she had to wait, which made the whole growing up situation a little more tolerable. Juna figured 7 more years, when she is a legalized adult, and from there her heart had no limits.

Juna took a look at Chewie, let the Force fill her senses, and said, “Good morning, Enothchild.”  Certain that he had to hear that, she took one of the pencils out of the rings, let the Force flow through her at a steadier pace, and began to sketch out an image. Being that Enothchild was a Vhinphyc, it helped to think of him with Chewie the stuff bantha toy as a visual aide since Vhinphycs resembled banthas to a degree, the most telling of recognition being the horns on their head. That was followed by Enothchild’s enormous size and very muscular body, which many a time while holding on to him for dear life 3 years ago she could feel them through all that thick Jedi clothing he wore, threatening to bust out as he tensed up to do something. And of course his shaggy, patchy colored long hair that she absolutely adored, which she surmised many a night that hairs on his chest had to be the same color and…

Juna stopped sketching for a few moments and felt her heart racing. She said to herself, “Wow…That is strange.” 

She put her hand up to her heart and closed her eyes, feeling every beat thump against her rib cage and vibrate against her skin. She’s had a similar feeling before, when she had kissed him on the cheek 3 years ago in Rapier Manor’s Grand Library. But this…this was a little much. It seemed to coincide with her thoughts about him, so she wondered if maybe…maybe he was responding to her good morning to him by sending a heart-felt feeling to her. For that, she really gave Chewie a hug, imagining Enothchild the one actually being on the receiving end of it. 

For which she gave the stuff animal a kiss, and said, “Sorry, Chewie. Nothing personal, but that was for Enothchild.” Tucking Chewie under her left arm, she went back to sketching.

Of course, one would question her sanity about sketching with no lights on. But then again, only a few people knew that she could use the Force, and in this case she used it to draw, never really relying on her eyes anyways. And with no lights on, no one would disturb her; the Articles of Royalty dictate that if the Queen was up, than so was the government regardless of the hour, and so if a light came on the handmaidens, her chief of security, and a good share of the Naboo cabinet would be made to get up. She didn’t want to do that to them because she was an early riser anyways and this was her quiet time.

Before Enothchild came into her life, Juna learned from her favorite book, ‘A Knight is Born’ which was written by Jedi Master Nadja Moranna, she had this universal power that binds everything, but she really had no control over it. The Force would either come to her while she concentrated on drawing, or if she did something repetitively that it was second nature like stirring her hot cocoa, or if it was due to her reacting to potential threats like the poor Gungan that happened to mistakenly scare her by emerging from the river when she was playing by it on the family property. She didn’t know how far it was distance wise, but her telekinetic push launched him over the 15-foot high stone fence in a hurry. 

Ultimately this lack of control made her made her susceptible to the dark side, in which after being mentally raped by Pern and the planet Vhanba’s exploding demise Juna was deep into the dark Force and threatened to consume her. She didn’t want it, and it made her ill to fight something that strangely enough felt right. But with ‘A Knight is Born’ fresh in her mind, she knew what the dark side was really about and how it turned Dux Gheruit from loving and caring brother and son into an evil and insane dark entity.

Enothchild saw only one way to save her; show her how to use the Force. It was a clear violation of the Jedi Code that he swore to obey as Knight and Master, but he couldn’t bare to watch Juna fall into the embrace of the dark side, all caused by his former friend and Nadja’s last trained apprentice Jurivicious Pern; Enothchild being Nadja’s first Padawan. It was a dream of hers to want to be a Jedi, but he limited it to the most intermediate of mental defense fundamentals, which she learned to do. Juna really had no idea how strong she was until he showed her with just focusing inward and she could feel all that power within her, power that kept itself buried no matter how hard she tried to access it. It didn’t matter to her at the time. 

What mattered was that Enothchild showed her the Force, all be it a small part of it, and did so out of the kindness of his heart. A heart she felt when she sought out his protection from the sleepless nights while on Alderaan. Those times where filled with the dark side threatening to seduce her, and so she sought refuge by sneaking out of bed and laying gently on his lap as he slept in a chair, her head laying against his chest. Being so close to him, being right up close to a creature filled with light, negated the effects of the seduction, letting her sleep and making her feel very well protected. And cared for. And…

Juna stopped sketching again and took in a deep breath to try and calm herself down. Her little heart was just going a thousand miles an hour and she felt very light headed and warm. This sudden burst of euphoria from thinking about Enothchild was totally new to her and it did scare her a bit. Granted it felt…strange, yet it felt good. Felt…very nice.

She shook her head, as things again got a little too weird for her again. Juna got up and went into her room. With some focus and a gesture, she used the Force to turn on the small lights in the living quarters so she could maneuver around. Knowing the illumination of her room sent a little alarm to her staff, Juna immediately sought out to minimize the over dramatization by turning on her comm and contacting Sele Nevere, her Chief of Staff and Queen Landana’s former body guard. Two of Juna’s quick heartbeats later, the older woman’s voice answered in polite, seemingly not tired tone, “Yes, your Highness. How may I help you?”

Juna tried her best to get into her royal form, which was more out of habit than necessity. She sounded a little choppy though. “Sele…I need you…Please come, but don’t make it a big deal, please?” That last part was spoken in her normal tone of voice.

“Angelleia, are you all right? Do you need a doctor?”

Juna shook her head, but remembered that this was just a comm call, not a holographic transmission. “I-I just need some company, that’s all.”

There was a noise that Juna didn’t right away recognized, but then Sele said, “I’m on my way, your Highness. I think something is wrong with you. I need you to lay down and relax. We will be there with the doctor shortly.” She knew what it was now; Sele had hit the Royal Panic Button to wake up everyone. Of course Sele was doing her job. 

Sometimes, Juna wished no one did their job right. This was one of those times.

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

 By the time everyone showed up, the feelings of euphoria wore off and Juna felt like her own, child-like self, all be it a little embarrassed by the attention she was getting. All her handmaidens were here, including her Royal Bodyguard and Royal Body Double Deannta Desser, Chief of Staff Nevere, Royal Physician Lunette Solms and several of her staff, Secretary of Foreign Affairs and one time Evramora colony prime minister Cessa Evannava, Theed Governor and the man that would be in charge of Naboo if she goes to Seovenear Sio Bibble, Royal Captain of the Guard Kettle Baines, and Royal Pilot and Leader of Bravo Squadron Les Archer, whom of course would be the one that takes her to Seovenear is she goes in the Royal Spacecraft and so was on a need to know.

Doctor Solms, an elderly woman with gray hair and blue eyes, did what all doctors do best with a patient that didn’t know what was wrong with her. She took Juna’s temperature, checked her ears and throat, peered into her eyes and under the eyelids, took a tiny sample of blood and ran it through her portable analysis device. After all that, she said, “Well, you are a little flush with color, but I don’t think you are dire trouble.”

Really, Supreme Chancellor? Thank you so much in pointing out the obvious, thought Juna. She thought that because about a year ago because Naboo was late with it’s federal harvest report, which the planet received a Republic waiver from trade taxation because a share of the harvest was sent to the poorest planets of the Republic that needed it. Chancellor Valorum basically said, “Well, you are a little late with the report, but I don’t think you are in dire straights.” Which she responded with, “Really Supreme Chancellor? Thank you.” The reason other than the wording being similar was the fact that he spoke to her a little too much like a parent to a child, which unfortunately she responded just like a child and that irked her. That was Juna’s conflicting problem in life; she doesn’t want to grow up, but at the same time she can’t wait to. 

So Doctor Solms ‘expert analysis’ seemed to bring that one back into her conscious. “But according to Chief of Staff Nevere, it sounded like you were a little shortness of breath and seemed disoriented when speaking,” added the doctor. “We’ll see how the blood test comes out. Shouldn’t take a few more seconds.”

Of course the scene was filled with the obvious concern, which was genuine based on the fact the Force told her so. Personally she thought it was over. Whatever happened wasn’t going to happen again because she knew it passed without side effects. And more importantly she might be able to use the Force to prevent it from happening again, or overwhelm her. She could handle this, for she has handled all ready tough peace talks and law negotiations and treaty signings so this was no big deal. This was a little thing. That’s all. Little.

Deannta was sitting beside Juna on the bed and gave her a look and smiled, saying, “You will be all right, your Highness. You’ll see. We won’t miss this mission.”

Juna liked Deannta a lot. She was kind and friendly, and importantly just as dedicated as Juna when it came to matters of the crown. Juna’s teacher Muriel Thahada Arnes would point out that such a dedication to the job of being the Royal Bodyguard and some times stand in was required, but Juna appreciated the work ethic nonetheless. What impressed her the most about Deannta was the fact that she wasn’t Nubian but from Corellia, a very far away place and far away for someone that was a year younger than Juna to be away from her parents. Once elected to the throne, the Royal Staffers saw a problem; Juna Rapier was a very beautiful little girl. It wasn’t just a polite opinion, and Juna was never narcissistic about it, but according to everyone else it was so correct it wasn’t just set in stone it was it’s own planet of fact. 

Visually and vocally, as well as genetic predisposition, a Royal Bodyguard had to come very close to looking like Queen Angelleia from facial features to body shape and in the long run height, weight, and growth. No one on Naboo in the candidate pool came close to her visual appearance, which they would have happily traded away that is until they looked at her genetic profile. Being part Corellian, Juna was going to be tall, which the average candidate to be her bodyguard was only going to top off at 5 foot, 6 inches. She is projected to be 6 or more inches taller than that, which was the byproduct of having very tall parents; both were 6 foot in height. 

And so they looked off world to find a candidate and found Deannta, who was skipping grade levels with her intelligence and had actually submitted DNA to a few colleges that were studying the connection between genetics and genius. From there, the staffers learned about it, met with her, and the rest was history. In return for risking her young life if need be, Deannta Desser was getting paid very well, and with the Queen’s connections a guaranteed free ride with any university of her choosing. There were other benefits, but there was room for more in Juna’s opinion, even if it meant getting it out of her own fat wallet. Fact in the matter was that Deannta, although intelligent and wise, was like any other Corellian: willing to take a risk. Being part Corellian and feeling that in her blood, Juna knew that all too well.

The chime went off, and Doctor Solms said, “Well, lets see what got us all up.” Which Juna again blushed a little after that declaration. They didn’t seem to mind being up, and it is their job to make a fuss over her after all, but honestly, looking back at it, it was unwarranted to go through all this trouble for just a little thing. “Oh.” 

“What is it, Doctor Solms,” asked Juna in Angelleia tone, better known as the Royal Voice, which her Nubian accent is heavily played on with each word. That way, if she had Deannta posing as her she could talk normally and no one expect anything.

Solms looked up from her readings and said, “Can you…clear the room everyone? Except for Angelleia’s handmaidens. They may stay because this is somewhat of an private matter, but one they should be made aware of.”

“Is it serious,” asked Governor Bibble.

“Not serious enough to wake the other governors, no.”

He nodded, and all the men and other staff left. Both Sele and Cessa gave Juna a look of possibly knowing something, but Juna didn’t want to use the Force to pry it out of their minds. That was wrong to do to someone who was a victim of the Force when Jurivicious Pern used it to take away Evramora from her.

Once the door was closed, Doctor Solms sat down on the bed and said, “Congratulations, your Highness, today is your first day in becoming a woman.”

Juna was a little perplexed and said in normal tone, “I don’t understand.”

“Your blood shows an increase of hormones. What triggered it…was the beginning of puberty. Congratulations you are officially a young lady.”

Some of her handmaidens smiled, and even Deannta smiled too. However, Juna was not happy. There…must be some mistake. The machine was broke it had to be. What happened couldn’t be puberty. It just couldn’t. 

So instead of being happy like everyone else, she said, “Let me get this straight, and feel free to stop me at any time, Doctor. I wake up the entire Palace of Theed at 5 in the morning because I felt funny, practically making this whole situation very close into becoming a national security crisis bordering on epidemic proportions which everyone was ready to notify the Supreme Chancellor of my sudden demise if it happened…and you’re telling me after all that I had was a hormone overload?”

“I won’t put that in overdramatic terms, but yes. It will be in my staff report first thing for everyone to review.”

Juna very slowly lifted her blanket up that covered her lower body and very slowly put herself under it while very slowly pulling the blanket up at the same time in the futile attempt to make her appear to be not in the room. She was so embarrassed right now she wanted to disappear. She could feel her face becoming so red it was a star ready to go nova. She wished she had her Royal make up on to provide more of a shield against revealing such a brightening red color of her skin. What could be more disastrous in her life right now? It couldn’t get any worse than this. 

“Juna, it’s nothing to be ashamed of,” said Solms, unaffected by the blanket that now covered the body of a blushing world leader. “Let me tell you what to expect, and the rest of you listen up because your Highness is in a very unique situation and very soon most of you will be in her place. If I were you all, I would pay close attention to her on this trip.”

Correction, it just did get worse. Juna didn’t want to hide any more. She wanted to die. She is now officially a fricking freak of nature.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Part Two: The Scales of the Dragon-Age Eleven.

Seovenear. 

Finally!

Queen Angelleia heard the news about their arrival in the system and was never so thrilled to have heard such news and be anywhere in her entire life. With business soon to dominate her royal court, the focus will, hopefully, turn away from the hot button discussion that people kept bringing up to her attention in private; her little hormone imbalance. 

Well, that’s how Juna viewed it as anyways. The men left her alone, but for crying out loud every older female on this trip had to make it a point to say something; Doctor Solms might have said it was private, but it was obvious the adult women on board knew what happened, and all had official royal reports on it in the event something, in Juna’s mind, hormonal happened. As if she was a smuggled cargo of explosive tiberium on ship full of lit fuses on a collision course with a gas-mining planet that was on fire with no way to stop they seemingly wanted to be that careful with her, and she hated it. The women had this tone that made it sound like she was in a marathon race, having won after running the distance between Coruscant to Naboo, leaving her opponents in the dust back at Alderaan and thus it was a time of celebration. 

At least that was how Juna viewed what their opinion was on the subject: Yippee! Hooray! Hallelujah! Rejoice! Add one more being to the list for the Greater Glory of Womanhood! Which sometime between Naboo and Seovenear while in hyperspace Juna had this uneasy feeling that they were actually going to spring a party on her when she got back to Naboo over this biological event; she hoped the hell not! The Force didn’t tell her that, but it was a gut feeling nonetheless.

Okay! I’m starting to become a woman! Happy? Good! Just leave me alone! It’s bad enough that I feel like a fricking freak of nature right now, thought Juna, and she made efforts to transmit those feelings through her words and eyes in the conversation. 

However, all she got back was, “Are you sure you are feeling all right, your Highness?”

Juna gave up.

 Getting dressed and getting into character, Juna set aside her child problems and became a woman in a regal sense, Her Royal Highness Queen Angelleia of Naboo. To her it was the ultimate form of dress up and play, and after a few dress rehearsals while running for the crown she found it to be fun and entertaining. There were times all ready in her short term as Queen that it was like being in the middle of war zone getting her from one dress to another. When the Royal Family of Alderaan came to Naboo, Angelleia went through 5 changes of clothing in one day, every piece different in color, style, and importance to detail. The only constant was her Royal Face; the make up that dominated her features and betrayed her as Naboo’s Queen. Overall, it was always interesting to watch how her handmaidens could help her pull it off a wardrobe change every time, especially when they had only a few minutes to do it in.

Now, though, it was time to be in the right mindset. She is Queen Angelleia of Naboo, and she is here to secure a treaty with the people of Seovenear so her people will have a new buyer of their caught aquatic life and in return they make a hungry people happy and ensure a long lasting friendship. Angelleia was more than happy to make people happy by any means possible, but she did have reservations about how to go by it. To her, the truth was all ways in use and never meant to be twisted around. A handshake was a handshake, or the equivalent of a handshake because certain species and cultures had different ways of greeting and sealing a deal but they were just as important, and of course some don’t have hands. And words from her are all ways meant to be precious, not something everyone perceives as credits they can pocket and use for spending. What she says she means and she would never backstab a potential friend.

Question was, were the people of Seovenear willing to be her friend? All indications were that the ruling race, the Seovens, were very interested in this one sided treaty that benefited them. Who wouldn’t be would be with a layman’s observation, but the Seovens gave Angelleia the impression that it wasn’t about gaining or taking an advantage, but about feeding their starving people. Their priorities were indeed proper, or what her good friend, hero, and Sullustian smuggler Dizzy Arnes would say. They have their shit so together it’s in one pot and organized enough to all go down the drain in one flush.
“What’s funny, Your Majesty,” asked Cessa Evannava, standing next to Angelleia as the whole landing part stood in front of the hatchway awaiting clearance from security to descend down. Apparently without realizing she must have let out a chuckle.

Clearing her throat, she spoke regally, “It is nothing. Just a memory.” Dizzy Arnes was a great source of laughter when you needed something to make you laugh. The owner of the Millennium Falcon was always equipped with a foul mouth observation that was far better than a courteous explanation. And they made more sense. “Is everyone here?”

“Still awaiting for your general staff, your Highness,” whispered Deannta softly, and then the Royal Bodyguard rolled her eyes; Sele was insistent that after the episode this morning that general help staff accompany Angelleia and her handmaidens wherever they go and wouldn’t take no for an answer. General help staff never really had no business going with her even on long trips they were so unimportant. Sele just was a worrywart, making sure that the well trained and highly efficient handmaidens weren’t swamped by another episode like this morning. 

Deannta pointed out again, “I really should be the initiator, your Highness.” Meaning Deannta, as bodyguard, should have posed as her in greeting in the event of an assassination attempt.

Angelleia looked at Deannta and said, “You know me, Deannta. I have to be the first one that kisses the hands and shakes the babies on these trips.” 

When she said that, she did so with her very straight royal face, which got a little giggle out of everyone. Deannta knew she wasn’t going to win the argument with her. Usually standard procedure to a destination outside of Naboo for the Royal Bodyguard to pose as Queen Angelleia during initial contact with foreign dignitaries to prevent an unforeseen assassination to befall her. This trip the circumstances demanded Angelleia in the flesh because the Seoven took ruses as insults. To date up to now, Angelleia hasn’t put Deannta in the position yet and doesn’t want to; the principal of someone ‘taking a bullet’ for the sake of her life didn’t appeal to Angelleia at all since she was more than capable in stopping it than Deannta was. That, of course, was her decision, and of course the Force was with her. There have been a few times Angelleia had balked about going on an off planet mission because the Force warned her ahead of time of some impending danger, citing a reason and then make it up later. 

Of course no one in the Royal Court knew she had the Force, and more importantly they shouldn’t know. She wouldn’t think of using it to gain an overbearing advantage, but if word got around the galaxy that she was Force sensitive all those potential allies and current friends in the Republic would denounce her given that some of them had problems with the Jedi Order being able to go around and use the Force without them really being under any control, especially when a Jedi can read minds. A world leader or senator that is a heavy player in politics wouldn’t go near her knowing that she could just focus and pry into their mind undetected, taking away any secret advantage they have away. Although her Royal Court was loyal, they weren’t all silent; that’s why the news media stays in business.

Captain Baines walked back up the ramp, his large frame filling his Nubian soldiers uniform. The light yellow skin on his face was covered with sweat, and his rounded brown eyes expressed readiness and coolness. He said confidently, “All clear, your Highness. They are awaiting us at the foot of the ramp.”

“I take it they were not joking about the climate,” noted Angelleia.

“No they weren’t, your Highness. It’s so humid here it only takes 5 seconds to look like I do right now. I don’t know how they can even sleep during this period.”

“They evolved in these conditions, Captain. Like it or not, we must do as well.” Angelleia took a step forward, paused, and said, “But if we get this over with quickly, we won’t have to worry about evolving ourselves.”

Nothing killed the tension like a little humor.

The Naboo contingent made their way down the ramp with Queen Angelleia in the lead. Down below stood the Seovens; bipedal humanoids that appeared very close to Humans in body structure and skin tone, but besides the fact they could speak Basic the similarities ended when you count the hairless heads featuring three eyes, each one a different shade of color and not one of them a Human color to boot. Plus the third eye was where a Human mouth would be; according to the pre-diplomatic report Cessa worked up they spoke through their own ears and ate through their hands, so handshaking was a definite no-no unless she, really, wanted the smell of lunch on her hands. In fact, they would consider it to be kissing, so a real definite no-no. They greeted by crossing their arms in front of them, one hand on each shoulder, and bowed with eyes casted downward. Which they did upon approach, and Angelleia did as well. 

But the most interesting thing about them was the desire on their behalf to be living artwork, tattoos. They believe the only painting canvas, the only modeling clay, the only college and the only photograph was the ones they displayed on their body. All ready with the 8 or so Seovens in front of her, Angelleia could see unbelievable detail and workmanship, which was continually being upgraded and new images applied. It was, in essence, a lifetime process to complete their artwork. When they die, their bodies are put through a process that nullifies decay, and the dead are displayed for view out in a large field. 

“Greetings, I am Chief Houket Envandowd,” said the Seoven leader.

“Queen Angelleia of Naboo,” she said. “You humble me with your presence.”

“And I with yours.” The chief looked her over very carefully; obviously he like many world leaders she has met in person were not use to how tiny and very child-like she was even with her age being widely known. Envandowd especially focused on her face for a long period of time. He seemed entranced by her face most of all, taking in every detail by the looks of things. “Very beautiful.”

“Thank you,” she said. The compliment was, strangely enough, not unexpected. Angelleia found other alien beings making some remark about how beautiful a child she was, and these were beings known to hate other race’s appearances with a passion; why they thought she was beautiful anyways remained a mystery to her. What was unexpected was his bluntness to say it in front of everyone, usually the complimentary beings waited until no one was around to make their observation. “I hope our two worlds may do agree to peace.”

“As do I,” said Chief Envandowd, who gestured towards a building. “Please, you must be roasting out in this climate. Humid season is most hazardous to beings such as yourself.”

“Thank you again. You’re hospitality is most gracious.” She proceeded to walk beside him while the others followed closely behind. 

“Your gift of food is even more. And you want only the currency in return?”

“And friendship, the currency is for the hard working people that I represent. However, maybe some day we may do favors for each other as a sign of friendship. But ultimately, that is up to you.”

“As long as those intentions are not to propagate a lie, than I see no problem. Do we put this favor in writing?”

“Absolutely not. Like I said, the favor is between friends. I will not bind you to your word with written word, kind sir. Unfortunately, to appease the Trade Federation, we must put this trade agreement into writing or they think there is a conspiracy on our part to corner the market in the sales of aquatic life forms for consumption.”

Chief Envandowd nodded as the entire group entered the building. It was so much cooler in the building that probably was designed for alien guest with an environment set to tolerable levels for Human and other visiting alien enjoyment. To her curiosity, though, the Seovens threw on coats that looked as if they were meant for harsh cold climates. He saw her and tilted his head to the left, a sign of smiling. He answered her unasked question. “Our bodies are directly adaptable only to the planet, given our world’s unusual climate changes due to an erratic planetary tilt schedule. That is why we have none of our kind at the Republic Senate although we our members of the Senate. Our bodies are slaved to this natural enviroment. We have tried artificial environments of different sizes and varieties on Coruscant, but they all ways fail.”

“It must be terrible,” said Angelleia.

“Not really. Oh, we can travel through space in ships equipped with our enviroment, but for only short periods of time. Still, we aren’t totally helpless, and honestly we are very happy here.”

“Except for the food shortage,” noted Angelleia.

“Unfortunately, yes. Our handicap of not having our elected representative on Coruscant has finally caught up with us, and of course the political mediator that we spent large sums of credits on did not help. So our plight has fallen on deaf hears, save for yours.” He shivered a bit before continuing, caused by the cool enviroment in the room. “This has been the longest humid season in recorded history. We have tried moisture vaporators but it isn’t enough to wet even the surface of the ground for our crops. The entrapped heat and atmospheric pressure is not helping matters at all as well.”

“If you like, we can include other provisions into the deal which include more and different types of food and water for consumption.”

Chief Envandowd looked a little shocked. “All this, and just for the sake of friendship and the credit pay out we agreed to in the primary negotiations?”

Angelleia had to give Envandowd credit, he was a good leader and tried to honestly back door a ‘locking vestment’ clause in this deal, trying to guarantee the old rate and get the extra food and water for nothing. She didn’t mind that; the whole point of politics is to gain an advantage, any advantage, even with a friend so it looks like you win. Envandowd was one to do this, but unlike some real jerks of the Republic he wasn’t going to toss in an accusation after, for example now, she said, “Well, adjustments will have to be made in the currency area because as it currently stands only the fishing industry is benefiting from your patronage. I hope you understand. But I also assure you that the amount we agreed to should not change much.”

She had encountered several beings that would have been offended by those very words and they would go on a temper tantrum. But not Envandowd, who said in understanding, “Absolutely. Secretary Evannava made it clear in the primary negotiations that such things may have to be done.” He looked behind Angelleia at the young woman. “But her descriptions about your generosity and wisdom were not enough.”

“I shall endeavor to improve, your Majesty,” said Cessa to Angelleia in a joke, which both sides had to laugh a little. 

“We shall sign the treaty tomorrow then,” said Envandowd proudly and with volume. “It is our custom to do so, for we must still judge you worthy of our trust.”

“I understand. How may I prove so?”

“Be our guest tonight at a celebration. It will be held outside, I’m afraid, for our customs call for it. We will party, and then at midnight our time we will put our thumb prints on the treaty. Agreed?”

“Yes,” said Angelleia, and she smiled. “We will be there.”

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

Later that evening, the Nubian party was escorted to an ancient site that was decorated for a great celebration, and Angelleia was carefully guided to her seat next to Envandowd. Angelleia noted that no dead bodies were here on display as artwork so eating wasn’t going to be difficult. As they neared the end of eating, a group of males and females came out and began to dance for everyone’s enjoyment. All this fun in the humid night, and it was nowhere near midnight yet. As Angelleia figured, this had to be a test of attrition, to see if she would fold due to the climate. She didn’t know if that was the Seovan’s game, but she was ready for it nonetheless. She chose her lightest full-length dress, which was willowy and seemed to be all puffy around the arms. She ditched the headdress that normally goes with it, but went with a tight to the head hairstyle. It made her head a little warm, but nobody on her Royal staff really wanted her to let her long air go wild and all over, the way she likes it. All and all, she was regal enough for the climate.

Sitting alone with Chief Envandowd gave them time for small talk. They exchanged many stories of diplomacy and child hood memories, which of course Angelleia only brought up her funny ones and avoided all the nightmares of her life. As the late hour approached, he asked, “Did you know…I would be testing you?”

Angelleia looked at him and said, “Honestly…yes.”

“Was it that obvious?”

“Kind of. But I won’t hold it against you. After all, I am offering and not really asking for anything, money aside. But that money is for the people that will feed you. Beyond that, I make it a point to make new friends with my galactic neighborhood whenever I can.”

Envandowd did his Seoven smile and said, “You are far wiser than I expected, even for your age.”

“Thank you again. I like that very much to hear you-.”

“STOP!” Envandowd suddenly jumped up and was staring at Angelleia with shock in his three eyes. Angelleia looked around and noted everyone was looking at her. The band stopped playing their instruments and the dancers looked on. All the Seovens that she could see took one look at her…and gasped. Captain Baines put a hand on his side arm, and the handmaidens began to feel around their robes for their pistols. Angelleia tapped the Force to get a feeling for Envandowd’s emotions. Yes, it was surprise, followed by a little anger, which is expected but at this point it wasn’t threatening. He pointed at her and said, “You’re face?”

Angelleia took her hand and wiped at her cheek. Pulling away, white makeup came off. The humid had finally loosened the molecular bonding in the makeup and was dripping now as she sweat profusely. She said, “This? I will have my people fix it in no time.”

“Then you…what are you saying? You are…not tattooed?”

Angelleia gave Cessa a look, which Cessa made a gesture saying that the subject did not come up. The subject that her Royal Face wasn’t actually tattooed artwork that, in Envandowd’s opinion, had to be. It was an honest mistake; no way could Cessa have known about it. That’s why Envandowd said she was beautiful; he thought Angelleia’s face was tattooed to signify her royalty. That was why he was so comfortable around her.

She stood up and made the greeting gesture quickly, holding the bow for a long time, and said, “Forgive me, Chief Envandowd. I know what you are thinking and it wasn’t my intention to mislead-.”

“I…I trusted you,” he said with a quiet voice. The man was truly hurt by this. “This seriously alters things, Queen Angelleia.”

“Please, don’t throw away this opportunity, let me explain-.”

“I…cannot sign the treaty until I have consulted with my fellow elders.” He sighed heavily and said, “Forgive me, but I must ask you to return to your ship. From there, I will tell you what are decision is.”

Angelleia sighed a little too obviously, but she didn’t care. It was all a misunderstanding caused by a tiny error no one in her court saw coming. She didn’t even see it coming, until it was too late. It was just one of those things even the Force didn’t warn her about. Of course with the Force being just like life it wasn’t perfect, it wasn’t obvious, and it didn’t do everything anyone wanted at any given time. She nodded and asked, “May Secretary Evannava stay with you so you may ask her questions in regards to me?”

Envandowd looked at the Secretary of Foreign Affairs and said, “I will grant you that for now, but nothing more.” They both gave the farewell gesture, which was the same as the greeting gesture and separated.

As Angelleia came up to Cessa, the older female said, “I am so sorry, your Highness.” She looked upset about it, feeling that she totally let everyone down. But she fought the tears down along with the emotions. She was rattled, but was able to keep her head.

“It’s all right, Cessa. It’s not your fault. This is a minor detail. The chief as granted me my request for you to stay with him to answer any questions he might have. Okay?” When Cessa nodded, Angelleia nodded as well and said, “We haven’t screwed this up yet. Trust me.”

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

As midnight came and went, Juna sat with Deannta and the rest of the handmaidens in her private chamber aboard the Royal Starship, all in new clothing and Juna without makeup, which the very thing that symbolized Naboo’s traditions and its innocence may have just cost them a new friend and of course bring added dissention from the fishing industry which did not favor Queen Angelleia in office at all. Their push for Pirus Krendel to be senator not too long ago, and their drive to put Pirus’ son on the same throne Juna won in that same election, was not forgotten and surely this set back would be broadcasted all over Naboo if it becomes worse. Juna’s view of the fishing industry as Queen Angelleia is very well known; such a living should be made by individuals and families and not by large industries who constantly stir up trouble by treading into Gungan controlled territories, in which the Gungans respond with violence back on whoever may be within their sight range. Of course with Krendel’s censor order, the fishing lobby lost a very powerful voice and looked for any mistake to capitalize in regards to her dealing with them. This treaty, if it gets signed, meant she satisfied their lust to end her career for now because it put money in their pocket. With failure, they have ammunition that Juna had to wonder and worry about.

The group was talking quietly amongst themselves when Cessa let herself in. She bore a neutral expression, so whatever news she had may not be too good, or too bad. She said, “Chief Envandowd would like an unofficial word with you, Juna. No make up. No handmaidens. Just you and him in the Royal Chamber.”

“Very well,” said Juna. She got up and took in a breath, asking, “Did he ask you anything?”

“Yes. He asked if you are a being capable of telling the truth. I told him you have ever since you got here. I tried to explain the mistake, but he told me that if there was a mistake, then you should be the one to explain it.”

Juna nodded and said, “Good job, Cessa. I can always count you.”

Deannta advised, “Your Highness, you shouldn’t go alone.”

“Noted. But I feel that I must do this on his terms.” Juna let the Force flow through her. Sensing no danger, she said, “Everything will be all right.”

Deannta looked to be ready to protest more, which Juna gave her a look and the Royal Bodyguard finally stopped. She just turned away from Deannta, not waiting for her to say anything, and walked into the Royal Chamber’s auxiliary entrance, which was a hidden doorway along the sidewall. Chief Envandowd waited by the main entrance of the room and once the wall closed they were alone.

They exchanged greetings, and very carefully Envandowd moved up to her and put his face close to her face to inspect it. He stood back up to full height and said, “It looked so real in the pictures. The face you had worn.” He shook his head a little. “My people don’t put much faith in unnatural images. Now you know why.”

“I sometime wonder about images as well,” said Angelleia in regal tone. “Over the years, it is amazing how makeup has evolved to the point of looking like real skin in spite of the color.” She regarded him with a little smile, but stopped when he didn’t return it. Becoming astute, she said, “A friend of mine once told me that my eyes could deceive me so don’t always trust them.”

“A wise friend.” Angelleia offered him a chair next to her throne and both sat down. “Tell me, and be honest and unbearucratic about it, but was it your intention to deceive us with your painted face? Or mock us?”

Angelleia put her hands together and said, “I swear I meant no offense or deception. Please, you have to believe me. If I have offended you, then I must beg forgiveness.”

Envandowd looked a way for a moment, and then asked, “Why do you paint your face? Is it ceremonial? What does it represent?”

Angelleia smiled a little, folded her hands together and said, “Tens of centuries ago my people were warriors that fought amongst themselves for all the wrong reasons. Back then we were primitive, and hence not part of the Republic. At the time, we didn’t care about a grand galactic union or even to share territory. We were factions fighting wars over the smallest of hills and driest of rivers. Then suddenly Naboo was plagued by a massive drought, and a dust storm from the Great Baustus Desert lifted sand high above the planet and covered all it could. This catastrophe brought our people together and we settled our differences, which brought forth the Great Time of Peace, which is still going on today. Upon the union, they decided that the world would unify the different styles of government. The two strongest styles were a republic and a monarchy. And so the constitutional monarchy government was born, and the royal ruler would be elected. And thus the traditions were born in which the King or Queen had to remind the people why we are together as one, and the Royal Face became that tradition.” 

Angelleia took her hand and gestured over her face as she spoke. “The white paint represents peace, with the red dots on each cheek representing symmetry, or everyone agreeing to set conditions to live in peace. The paint that divides my lower lip is called the ‘Scar of Remembrance’, which is the ultimate reminder of the time known as the Great Time of Suffering, as people went without water their lips became so dry they bled.”

Envandowd nodded in full understanding and said, “Strong traditions.”

“Indeed it is, and a very important one. So are the traditions of peace, honor, and more importantly truth. It just isn’t because I wear this crown or dawn the paint, but because I am a being that holds her convictions to the letter. I hope you believe that.”

“I do,” he said. He gave her a little smile; a little crane of his head, but then said with regret, “However, I need more to give to the elders so they can believe you.”

“Is there something I can do? I must warn you, though, I have my limitations, but I will consider whatever you place in front of me.”

“There is, however you must do.”

“I don’t understand. I must do?”

“The proof. You see it is our tradition that for one to speak the truth and prove it, one must do what they think they can do. We judge its sincerity, and deem that one truthful. Like, say, you were to come before us and say you will make the humid season go away, and then try and do it. You succeed, you win our favor because you told the truth. You fail, then you must be telling a lie.”

Angelleia nodded and said, “Can it be anything?”

“Yes, but it also must be something Seoven. Otherwise, the seriousness of your act of truth will not be counted.” Envandowd stood up and Angelleia follow suit. “You have one day to make your claim. If you do not, then you must leave.”

Angelleia stood up and said, “I will do what it takes to earn your people’s trust. I promise.” They both bowed to one another, and she watched Envandowd leave, feeling her chances to actually save this mission rise. Of course it was going to be a challenge, but Angelleia was not in any way bothered by it. She will do what it takes, even if she has to stay up all night researching the database.

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

Suddenly, Angelleia woke up, and lifted her young head off her office desk in her private chamber and worked the taste back into her mouth. It took her a second to realize that something was sticking to her face, which upon further examination with her hand it was a sandwich, or what was left of the sandwich she had her general servants whipped up for her earlier in the morning. She pulled it off her face, took a bite, set it down, and tiredly picked up a data pad and went right to work again. Indeed she stayed up all night, and so did the others trying to help her. When 10 a.m. struck she could see that Cessa, Deannta and the other handmaidens were either asleep, about to sleep, or were close to hurting themselves due to the lack of sleep causing clumsiness or short lived insanity; Deannta swore she saw handmaiden Weena’s head roll off her body and rolled around in a little circle. Knowing full well they haven’t slept since prior to 5 in the morning yesterday, Angelleia ordered a break and sent them off to bed, giving her assurances to them that she would be sleep as well.

Of course, she fibbed a little; she was going to keep working until she was too tired to keep going or a solution was found. Which somewhere around noon she must have dozed off because she ordered the sandwich around that time. She had to admit the sandwich made a good pillow. It was now 3 in the afternoon, and a solution still didn’t present itself even after going through all the available text on the subject of Seoven culture. A good share of it dealt with the tattooing ceremonies, but she skipped those and went to other possibilities of interest. 

Unfortunately most of it had to do with feats of great will power and physicality which she was unable or unwilling to do; test of strength being the least extreme, laying on ones back on a pile of hot coals as two warriors pressed a large stone on the front of your body the most painful. Being a little girl in this situation was hurting her because she was so small and scrawny she couldn’t see herself competing against anyone in strength and given her feathery stature she figured that she would be cooked to a mouth watering golden brown on those hot coals in about 5 minutes, which prompt this little visual in her mind:

“Oh dang, we cooked her,” said Chief Envandowd. “She truly lied to us after all. Oh well, we shouldn’t let her go to waste. Another 5 minutes on the other side and supper’s ready! Hey everyone, it’s time to have a Naboo Barbecue!”

Angelleia put her face in her hands and shook away that thought. If she did any of those or the other things, she surmised that maybe it was possible with the Force, but also highly unlikely. For one thing she could control it to protect her mind to where she can use her full power, but when it came to other things it was based solely on dire necessity and need. Otherwise the Force just sputtered; she could stir her hot cocoa, for example, with her mind, but only after she repetitively did it physically. Also there were the other factors. Enhancing her strength through the Force only went so far, maybe only doubling it and that wasn’t saying very much. As for the coals she could shut off her pain receptors. But that would rub the Seoven the wrong way; after all, by shutting off the receptors it gave the impression that she was incapable of feeling. Through her studying, she found that in their culture, pain was listed as an acceptable truth. They put themselves in trances, sure, to limit the pain, but they give their interpretations of how it felt afterwards. Angelleia couldn’t lie to them and make up a bunch of hooey. 

Maybe there was still something she was missing. Maybe her mind was a little shot at the moment. With the Force, perhaps it could point out a solution she was overlooking, too tired to perceive it but there. With a very deep breath, Angelleia let her eyes close and her conscious drift. She…she felt something within her, and touched it.

“Excuse me your-.” The voice made Angelleia jump an imaginary parsec out of her body. The owner of the voice screeched as well, startled by the sound of shock from her mouth. Angelleia turned around and standing behind her was a young girl, about her age, in royal servants clothing. She bowed her head, clutching her tiny hands together and said, “I’m so sorry, your Highness, I didn’t mean to scare you. I’m so sorry.”

Angelleia chuckled a little bit; she was so out of it she didn’t even sense the girl entering the room. She stood up and walked up to the girl, gently forcing her head up. “It is all right.” Once the girl looked up, Angelleia paused for a few seconds. It was funny, but there was something odd about this girl. “Do…do I know you?”

The girl played with the hem of her dress nervously, seemingly a little afraid because now the leader of her home world was talking to her. “I don’t think so, your Highness. I’m just part of the help. I don’t know why you would know me.”

Angelleia felt a little sorry for her. She said, “But I do, I mean if I haven’t all ready I would like to know you. Really, I don’t want anyone to think that I don’t know them, especially anyone that works towards helping the people by helping me.”

“I don’t think dusting helps the people THAT much, your Highness,” said the girl.

“Sometimes it’s not what you do that matters, but how you do and the why that people judge you on the most.”

“Really?”

“Yes, really.” Angelleia gave the girl her lopsided grin. “Let’s face it, if Chancellor Valorum was to stay at the palace, and he notes not one speck of dust in his room, then I know it was done by you for the express purpose of making me look good.”

The both of them laughed a little. Angelleia regarded the young girl more and took in the sight and had to admit one thing; the Royal Staffers somehow missed her because she was very much like her. Dark brown hair, dark brown eyes, the same height and body structure, her beautiful face closely resembling hers, and even her voice would be similar to hers with just a tiny bit of training. She could pass off as Angelleia’s twin sister. 

The girl noted the observations and said with a clearing voice, “Is there anything wrong, your Majesty?”

“No. Oh no, I’m sorry,” said Angelleia, feeling a little embarrassed. Her she was gawking at this girl and making her feel uncomfortable. “Why are you here?”

“For your plate,” she gestured towards the partially eaten sandwich. “It was delivered a while ago and we all assumed that you were done. I tiptoed in, hoping you were asleep, but when I saw you just sitting there…I had to ask if you were…sleeping.”

“Oh, I see,” said Angelleia. Granted it was customary for the general service help to walk in quietly to take care of things like cleaning the bathroom or the like, especially if Angelleia didn’t have the anti-disturb light on. Which with a brief look at her door, the indicator was not glowing so the girl assumed it was okay to enter. “I was. I mean I was sleeping before you came in. I was…I was thinking and you startled me. No, please, go ahead and take the plate away. Give my compliments to the chef, though. It was a good sandwich, and it made a nice pillow.”

  The girl made a little face as if her Royal Highness had flipped her wig. But she walked up to the desk anyways to retrieve the plate as Angelleia sat down on the bed just because it felt like the best thing to do now. The girl looked all over the desk and said, “Forgive me your Majesty for asking, I’m a little naïve, but…is this schoolwork?”

Angelleia let out a laugh and said, “Far from it. I am sure you heard about what happened last night by now.”

“Some of the guards have said there was a falling out of sorts with those strange people out there.” The girl shivered a little. “They give me the creeps.”

“They would on first sight, yes, but once you get to know them they are just like you and I.”

The girl smiled nervously. “I wished I had your bravery.”

Angelleia smirked and said, “All you have to do is not live by your fears. It is as simple as that.”

“I see.” The girl said this time not sounding too convinced. She bowed, then went to leave and then stopped. She turned around and said, “Are we going to die?”

“No,” said Angelleia. She could see a little fear in the girl’s face, so she got up and walked up to her, putting her hands on her shoulders just like an adult would to a child. This was one of those times, as a leader, she had to show that she had more courage than her subjects. “If we fail, we will be asked to leave and never be allowed to come back. That’s all.” She sighed and looked up a bit. “Which I may be suspecting that we’ll be doing exactly that. I’m afraid I cannot see a solution and I will be letting our people down.”

The girl looked at her with renewed earnest in her eyes. “Is there anyway I can help?”

“If you know a way to woo favor from the Seoven, sure. Unfortunately dusting doesn’t count.”

The girl nodded and looked away for a moment, her mouth contorting and twisting around as if she were trying to think of something. Angelleia had to give her credit she seemed very willing to help, and she really did appreciate it. Although it might be for not. “Maybe you should be a Seoven.”

“You mean think or act like a Seoven.”

“No, BE a Seoven. According to the story I heard they seemed to like us because they thought your Royal Face was actually tattoo artwork. I think in order to regain that trust, I think you have to be a Seoven. Or close to one as much as possible without having to grow a third eye.”

Angelleia heard her words, and thought about them. By golly that made more sense than anything else she could come up with. Apparently this girl was more insightful than even the girl thought herself. She asked, “Do you have an idea how I become a Seoven?”

“Oh, I don’t know, your Highness. I mean it just seems right to do it that way. “ She leaned a little closer to counterpart. “But when I was little, when I played Jedi Knight, I made an effort to look like one. A robe. A stick for a lightsaber. My mother thought I was crazy, but that was only because as soon as I put that stuff on, I was a Jedi Knight.” She suddenly blushed a little. “Boy I talk too much. You must think me silly.”

“No, I don’t,” Angelleia said with full sincerity. It was uncanny that this girl who resembled her in appearance apparently also had a child hood that resembled hers as well. Her mother Naressa was never fond of her using or reading about the Force, or have her learn about the Jedi Order. Angelleia, Juna, herself before she began training to become Queen played Jedi Knight in the Grand Library in Rapier Manor with a bed sheet and a telescopic teaching pointer. For the first time in her life, she met someone that was just as unique and similar as her and…it did something for her. Certain feelings lifted off her conscious and she found that she could think and feel with clarity again just as she did prior to the falling out at the party. This girl was a blessing in disguise. “Thank you. You are a big help.”

“Really,” she said dreamy like, spellbound momentarily by such a powerful leader giving her praise. “I only suggested something. Nothing more.”

“But it has given me focus, and for that you deserve my gratitude.”

“Oh no, your Highness, don’t go out of your way for me. It’s embarrassing enough as it is. I don’t need to be awarded. Really. A thanks is enough.”

Angelleia felt compelled to do something nice for her, but there was strong emphasis in the girl’s words to make her remember that there were matters to attend to. Maybe when she had time when they got home she would engage in conversation with this young girl again. She said, “Very well. I’ll let you go. I have some thinking to do. Thank you again.”

“You’re welcome your Majesty.” She said with a little bow, turned and left. 

Angelleia turned and went back to the desk, then realized something; right on the desk was the plate with the sandwich on it. Rubbing her eyes, she thought the servant girl had picked it up. Then another thought occurred to her; what was her name? She couldn’t summon her when she got home to award her if she didn’t know her name. Quickly she ran to the door and out into the corridor…

 Nothing but guards.

 She peered left, than right, used the Force to find the girl’s whereabouts and sensed nothing, and went to ask the guards if they saw which way she went. But suddenly she was hit with an idea and stopped from speaking, her mouth slightly open. The guard looked at her and asked, “Is everything all right, your Highness?”

Angelleia had an idea now, and it was an idea that would work. She changed her mind on what she was about to ask and said, “I need you to summon Captain Baines and the rest of the Royal Court to my room. We are going to the Seoven government.”

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

After some time getting situated, the party entered the building they all were in yesterday to avoid the humidity and awaited for the arrival of Chief Envandowd and his council to arrive. Angelleia didn’t tell the others what her plans were, but it got them curious, more so when she refused to put her Royal Face on a clear violation of royal protocol. She didn’t explain herself in that regard either, but Deannta noted that when Sele found out the old woman was going to roll her in grave and she wasn’t dead yet. Angelleia assured them that it was all right, because she knew something else that was really going to make the Chief of Staff flip when they came home. That is, if she was successful in convincing the Seoven her trustworthiness. 

Chief Envandowd and his council arrived, and immediately he seemed to take notice of her lack of paint. He let his walk slow to contemplate what it meant, and picked up the pace to indicate that he saw no answer why. He asked, “Queen Angelleia…have you gave up on your traditions? If so, I hope it wasn’t because of us.”

“No, I haven’t,” she said with a smile. “But I felt the truth should be a constant, and since you know my face and what it looks like without make up, I am compelled to leave it off for the time being, so you and the others will listen to what I have to say.”

“I see. You have decided to show us the truth you speak. And so you have chosen a way to prove your words.”

“I have.” Very calmly, Angelleia stepped forward away from her group. “I want your people to tattoo me, and make me part of your people’s artwork. I will allow myself to become a Seoven.”

Cessa made a very loud noise of disapproval. So did everyone else in the Nubian party. Her Royal Highness…was going to look like them? They took another good, hard, long look at the Seovens, who surprise was just as equal in value as theirs, and saw nearly all, or all, of their body that was visible was covered in the ancient practice of ink, skin, and blood. The images were on their faces, their eyelids and even on the backs of their ears. Force only knew where else they marked themselves, which made the females in the Royal Court squirm a bit. Especially Deannta since she was the Royal Bodyguard she had to look like Angelleia and that meant in everything including visible markings! There were things she would do for her Highness, but she couldn’t imagine herself being tattooed from head to pinky toes and everywhere in between. Corellians were adventurous, but they had their limits. Deannta was sure this was one of them.

Angelleia, however to Chief Envandowd’s surprise, did not flinch or hesitate. She was serious it bordered deadly. She did not react to her own words in revulsion. She was damn sure about this. He said, “You…want to look like us?”

“Trust, it is said, is a shared experience,” said Angelleia in hindsight, thinking about her own past. Thinking about her, Enothchild, Muriel, and Dizzy’s shared experience of survival as a prime example. “How can we share our trust if we have not shared something? I discovered that we have nothing in common last night, and it saddens me. After all, the truth is more believable from someone that looks and thinks as you do.” She paused to let it set in with them. “The last true prejudice in this galaxy of ours is trust, for you see we trust beings that are our own species too easily. We compensate that ignorance with a shared experience. And so, I feel that shared experience must be done. And so I offer myself to become one of you, to share in such an important tradition.”

Chief Envandowd looked very perplexed, and his council looked just as perplexed. He said, “Give us one moment.” Angelleia nodded, and the Seoven group got together in a shock ball huddle and began to talk quietly.

Cessa came up to her side and whispered, “Juna…are you insane?”

Angelleia looked at her, and dropped out of her royal form for a moment and said, “You have a better idea?”

Cessa blinked a few times, and then said, “The lying on hot coals idea doesn’t look so bad now.”

Angelleia nodded, but said quietly, “That may be so, but in either case I am going to be marked up. I have a choice: grill marks or body art.”

The two females broke up their little get together when Chief Envandowd broke up his group and said, “Your proof of truth is most admirable, and you have cited excellent reasons for it. However, you also pointed out that this was needed to be a shared experience.” He gestured towards the Nubians. “You have not shown us anything, so how can we in good conscious make you part of our art?”

“On the contrary, we have shared,” said Angelleia. She walked up to Envandowd and put a hand to her face. “I have told you about the traditions of the Royal Face. You sat and listened to my story, and you had judged it to be a strong tradition. As I said, the truth is part of that tradition, and thus it qualifies under what I have said today. I should point out that outside my own blood family, a hand full of people, and my royal court, you are the only ones to have truly seen what I look like without my Royal Face. I do this to share with you my true self. And to show you how far I am willing to earn your trust.”

Chief Envandowd held up a finger, and again brought his stumped council together and they went into another discussion. Captain Baines stood beside her and mumbled, “Good speech, your Majesty.”

She only nodded, and the Captain of the Guard stepped back. Angelleia could sense this to be the right course of action, and wouldn’t you know it the others were thinking the same thing now. She could sense their thoughts, and although they were wondering if the lack of sleep made her crazy, they weren’t questioning her sanity or her decision. In fact they were moved; their Queen was going out of their way, more so than any person they know, to just secure a one-sided favorable agreement. With that resolve, they pondered what more Angelleia was capable of doing, and by golly they were going to stick around as long as she Queen to find out.

Finally, Chief Envandowd turned around to face her. He looked her up and down, taking in the visual of the Human girl in front of him and was weighing his thoughts. He said, “Your Highness…you have moved us with your convictions. But in good conscious we cannot necessarily do what you want to prove your sincerity. We feel it’s too much.”

Angelleia didn’t like that. Why, she didn’t really know, but she didn’t like that. They were not going to be let off the hook. She asked, “Do you question my integrity? Are you now saying that you have lied to me this entire time about proving myself worthy of your trust? Do you think this is a game you can play with outsiders?”

He was quick to answer, and there was genuine apologetic regret in his voice. “No, we weren’t. I swear it.” He gestured to her, and finally sighed and let his hands drop to the side. “We feel we would be doing your people a great disservice if we make you a Seoven. It…seems wrong to decorate your life upon your flesh, although it would bring us great joy I can see the look of noncompliance in your party’s eyes. I can only imagine how a million of your subjects would view it.”

Angelleia thought for a moment, and then said, “What about…a single image.”

Envandowd’s grew large. “Yes. YES! A single image. A sign of your trust in us by going through the ritual, and a sign of our trust in you.” He snapped his fingers. “You shall go through…the Ritual of the Soul. Do you know of it?”

“I do. It’s when your artist map one’s soul, and then applies an image to one’s body in what their soul represents.” Angelleia smiled and said, “I would like to do it. Immediate, if possible.”

“Very well,” said Envandowd. “Tradition calls for you to bring one ally to this ceremony so they may bare witness.”

She gave both Baines and Deannta a look to let them know that their objection to the procedure was noted. “I have no problem with that. Cessa, would you like to go.”

Cessa blinked and said, “Yes, your Highness, of course.”

“Then you must follow me, and we shall go to the Temple of Souls.” Envandowd gestured for the two female to follow them, and soon both Angelleia and Cessa were walking along his side.

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

After a long walk through the building and streets, Chief Envandowd stopped in front of a large pyramid structure, which had to be the Temple of Souls. He said, “This is as far as I go.”

“Are they expecting us,” asked Cessa, her blue eyes regarding the temple and the beings moving in and out of it. “It would seem improper for us to just barge in unannounced.” The young woman’s apprehension levels just rose with each step they took towards the temple. She still did not think it was a good idea for Angelleia to do this.

“If Angelleia truly wants this, than her unannounced arrival isn’t a issue.”

Angelleia nodded and said to Cessa, “Let’s go. We have people to get fed.” She turned towards Envandowd and said, “I will be back down to sign that treaty. You will see.”

“I have no doubt that you will,” he said. All three made the Seoven gesture of goodbye, and the two females began walking down the path.

Cessa looked around again, then whispered, “You know if you have any second thoughts…”

“Why do you think I chose you to come with me, Cessa,” asked Angelleia.

“Hopefully not because you think I need a tattoo.” She thought for a moment when Angelleia laughed. “That is curious. I mean if you get this….wouldn’t Deannta have to get one? I mean…well we can always cover the tattoo but of course the Seovens will put it somewhere on you where it is visible for all to see, I’m sure. But over all it’s royal doctrine, like if you get a mole on your cheek, then so does Deannta. So, why me?”

“Because with the Ritual of Souls, they measure the soul of the individual and apply that individual’s soul on their body. So, because they believe in the truth, that individual’s soul art is their own, and cannot be replicated on another person.”

“I get it! If Deannta wanted a similar tattoo they won’t do it because it isn’t the same soul. It would be a lie.”

“Exactly. And if we go home and the Royal Staff feels that Deannta will have to have the same tattoo, I will not permit it, because it will offend the Seoven. Not even a fake one.”

Cessa made a noise to acknowledge that fact as they began to ascend the ancient steps of the temple. “Given their reaction to your peeling paint job, you got a point. But…that doesn’t fully explain why you chose me.”

Juna smiled and dropped her royal persona. “Because you initiated this whole diplomatic situation and I want you to see it through. I want you to, because I greatly appreciate all the hard work you have done. I don’t think people give you enough credit, and honestly I don’t think I do either. So I want to change that, starting with you witnessing this. In the Seoven’s eyes it shows your commitment to this mission, and to our friendship, and it will get around that you were there for me, and for our two people.”

Cessa Evannava blushed a bright red as they reached the top and kept herself from crying. She had harsh criticism during the elections in which she and another candidate faced Juna for Queen, and it was a little unwarranted. It was aimed directly at Cessa’s tenor as Prime Minister of the Nubian colony of Evramora, where it came to an abrupt end with the Vhinech Order’s take over of the planet. Jurivicious Pern had used the Force to trick her into submission, and of course made her leave the planet to seek refuge on Naboo. But some of the hard core Nubian patriots viewed it as nothing more than weakness in spite of the fact that Pern practically mental raped her and destroyed her creditability. Juna didn’t like that, and thus made Cessa her Secretary of Foreign Affairs not out of pity but out of ability; given normal conditions, Cessa was a very good ambassador and a reliable leader.  

“Thank you, Juna,” she said. “That means a lot to me.”

“It’s the truth, Cessa,” said Juna, and gave the 21-year-old woman a hug. “I’m proud of you. I really am.” They pulled apart, and their bare skins made sickening sounds as the sweat from the humidity made their skin stick to their clothing and skin like tape. “Ewwwwwwww!” they both said in unison. “Let’s go inside and hope it’s cooler in there.”

“I’m with you. Let’s go.”

The two of them entered, noting that it was a little cooler but not much, and for a while the temple hallway was dark. They saw torches straight ahead, and so proceeded that way until they ran into a receptionist desk. The male behind it looked at the both of them and asked without even caring that they were Human, “Are you here for the Ritual of the Soul?”

Cessa said, “She is, I’m just here to watch.” Angelleia giggled a bit and rolled her eyes.

The being nodded, and hit a button. He then said to Angelleia, “Very well.” He reached down into some place hidden out of view and produced a very flimsy robe. “If you will go to the privacy stalls by the near wall, remove your clothing and put this on the priest will be here momentarily.” 

Nodding her head and looking around, Angelleia saw the stalls where she could change in and went to do so, but Cessa grabbed her arm to give her pause after having looked at the robe. Acting motherly, she asked the receptionist, “Remove her clothing and put this thing on? Why is that required?”

“In order to sense one’s soul, one must have nothing on to block it from being sensed, hence the need for the robe. I understand your objection since she is a Human child and thus another reason for the robe; we have respected other being wishes when they have partaken in the ritual and so the robes have been introduced. But understand traditionally those who wish to be examined for a proper reading and approval for the Ritual of Souls are generally naked regardless of race, gender or age.” The receptionist folded his hands together to present himself as a lecturer. “It is One of the Five Truths we hold dear: as individuals we are born with nothing of except our souls. The nakedness is not permanent. After your soul has been measured, the priest will provide you with a robe once he approves you if you do not use the one I give you. I recommend the latter option, for to receive the priest’s robe is a blessing of good fortune.”

Angelleia thought it over, and handed the cleric back the robe he gave her. She said, “Well I for one am for traditional accuracy and good fortune. Wouldn’t want anything to impeded the process.”

Cessa understood and the two of them went to the private stall so she could undress. An Angelleia removed her royal clothing, Cessa mused, “I should remember that the next time I want to get lucky on a date. ‘Remove your clothing in the hall, or thou shall not come in. It is tradition for all, especially the man, to be in their birth wear in my domicile’.”

Angelleia laughed out loud and got down to her underclothing. She pulled off her top and whispered back, “It’s all right, Cessa. I can understand your concerns, but believe me I don’t have a fricking thing that’s interesting to them on my body right now anyhoot.” She made a quick, hidden gesture to her chest. “I am as flat as the Burgundy Mesa on Dantooine.” 

They both about died with that humorous observation. Cessa said, “Not for long, you know.”

Angelleia blushed and said, “Don’t remind me. Yesterday was a total screw up from the moment I called Sele for help.”

Finally, the two saw the priest appear through the special observation window-mirror that allowed them to see outside, but others did not see inside. Cessa said, “You know, Sele is going to have babies with this tattoo thing.”

“Let her.” Angelleia then added a little angrily, “Maybe if she had kids she would know the difference between me and an ordinary child.”

Cessa made a surprised look, but put it away upon the arrival of the priest. He was indeed Seoven, and he sported a crème-colored robe and a white dress. Well, it wasn’t actually a dress, more like an elongated tunic. But the word ‘dress’ kept popping up in both Angelleia’s and Cessa’s minds; Angelleia almost laughing when Cessa let out in her wander thoughts where she could get her one because it would look better on her. The priest knocked on the door and said, “You require to go through the Ritual of the Soul?”

“I do,” said Angelleia, had Cessa open the door to allow him in, and she greeted him with a little bow. The priest bowed as well, and he put his hands together, which he began to rub them hard and fast for a good long time. Now this was the curious part of the whole ritual because Angelleia wondered how they actually measured and mapped the soul. There was no modern or ancient electronic technology that she could see or detect with the Force. And honestly this guy in front of him was Forceless as dirt, meaning that he must have had too low of a midi-chlorian count to even feel the Force let alone use it. She kept waiting for something, and finally he separated his hands and reached out to touch her. 

And suddenly, he pulled back, never having touched her, and said, “LORD!”

“What? Did I do something wrong? If I did, I’m sorry.”

He didn’t answer and rubbed his hands together again. He went to touch her again, and again he failed to touch her and he jumped back with absolute shock registered on his face. He stammered out, “Your soul…it’s incredible!”

“How so?”

He went to say something, and then he shook his head and said, “I don’t know! It’s just incredible. It’s filled with so much…feeling…and wisdom…and life. How old are you?”

“I’m 11,” said Angelleia in confusion.

“11! My dear girl, you can’t be 11. You have the soul of a being that is at least a thousand years old! And it’s so powerful…it is beyond anything I have ever measured.”

Angelleia heard that and didn’t know what all to say about it. The priest was telling her the truth, and his sincerity in his words was greatly enforced with this unbridled passion within him. She asked, “Does this mean you won’t allow me to go through with the Ritual of the Soul?”

The priest, to her surprise, dropped to a knee before her and took her hand. He said, “Oh no. Oh, please let me do this. It would be a great honor for me to perform the ritual on you.” He looked away for a moment in thought. “I’m going to need help. This…this is so big.”

“Juna,” said Cessa very quietly, expressing a bad feeling she had. It was obvious what was on her mind and she pictured it as a headline, which Angelleia could see in her own mind: 

NABOO QUEEN MADE INTO RELIGIOUS ICON BY SEOVEN RUBBING HANDS CULT! MANY WORSHIP THE GROUND SHE WALKS ON!

Angelleia was taken aback by this, but refound her focus and said, “Do what you must, for I am at your mercy, kind sir.” 

The priest recollected his wits and said, “Yes, of course, little one.” With a smile, he removed his robe and gave to Angelleia for her to wear. “Follow me.” He led the two females up a hidden, long stairwell that was connected to the private booth. The stairs were made of old heavy concrete blocks, which the trapped dampness from them and the surrounding walls cooled the air and made Angelleia shiver a bit as the drafts touched her at places where her bare skin was not protected. Once they reached what could be called the ceremony room, he said, “Wait here. I will be right back.”

Once he left, Cessa rubbed her hands together, and put them on Angelleia. She said, “I don’t feel anything.”

“I do, your hot hands,” said Angelleia. “Remember, their mouths are in the palms of their hands.” Cessa nodded in remembrance. “They must have heat sensors in their mouth tongues like snakes so they detect body heat, or maybe bioelectric auras produced by one’s body.”

“Sounds right,” said Cessa. She picked up something that looked like it was meant to scoop ice cream out of a carton and showed Angelleia. “Do you have any idea what they use this is used for?”

Angelleia let her senses fall on it, and after the Force gave her an answer, she said, “To scoop ice cream out of a carton.”

Cessa tossed the ice cream scooper back where she found it and realized that they may have been in a temple, and maybe in place where rituals are performed, but this was actually for all intent and purposes the priest’s apartment. There were indeed items of ceremony here and there, along with his laundry hanging from the ceiling on an old clothesline. She heard taken bows of poverty and living simply, but this took the fish.

Cessa took a seat next to the large, raised platform where the ritual must take place. She watched Angelleia calmly jump up on it and sit down, letting her legs dangle over the side. Finally, the older female asked, “Aren’t you the least bit nervous?”

“No, because you are being nervous enough for the both of us. Relax, Cessa. I’m going to be fine. My mother has a tattoo and she said it was the best thing that ever happened to her when she was young. So why can’t I have one?”

“Okay, then tell me this, how do they know what to draw on you?”

“I don’t know, maybe the same way they measure my soul.”

“Then, that could also be held true for the size of the image.”

Angelleia nodded at first, then looked back at Cessa. “What are you saying?”

“Juna, you might be getting a single image, but if they go by your soul…and they aren’t kidding about how big it is…it’s going to be a single HUGH image.”

Angelleia thought, and then her eyes grew a little wide. “Boy, I didn’t think about that.” She smiled and said, “Cool!” She flashed a toothy grin and let her legs kick. “Oh I can’t wait to get this done now. This is going to be soooooooooooooo wizard.”  

Maybe Angelleia was nervous because she wasn’t acting like a Queen, but Cessa couldn’t deny her enthusiasm. Apparently she wanted to go down with the burning ancient ship filled with tiberium she set sailed on after hitting a dozen or so ice bergs. 

Soon afterwards the priest brought about 4 more priest, they all took their turn rubbing their hands to validate the first priest’s claim, and they all bore the same shock. They huddled together, which finally the first priest walked up to her and said, “We have decided that the image should be placed on the surface of your back.” He took his finger, put it at her neck, and then removed the finger and touched her again at the small of back. “Down and all the way across.”

“That’s all,” said Angelleia. “For a minute there I thought it was going to be my whole body.”

The priest rolled up his sleeve and pointed at a symbol that was only 3 inches in diameter and said, “My soul is great, one the most powerful measured in the temple, and this is how it is translated into artwork.”

“Wow,” said Angelleia.

The other priest said, “In fact, we are being diplomatic, given your age and your species. We have purposely shrunk the image down…because it is too large to ink out!” Angelleia’s eyes bulged at that. “But if you wish full body art, we can accommodate.”

 Angelleia finally felt the importance and impact of everything catch up with her. A little of her bravado vanished and she gulped down her fear. She said quietly, “Back is fine.”

They all nodded, and began the ritual. They first helped her off the platform bed, and laid a blanket across it. Secondly they removed her robe and very carefully put her on the platform face down, which they took the blanket and covered up her lower body. They got her a pillow so she could rest her head, and they moved her long, sweaty hair out of the way. 

The lead priest showed her a bottle and said, “This is a compound that we must put on your back to soften the tissue and create a molecular bond with the ink. With our technique, there is no need for touch ups and there is no way to remove the image once it is applied. Not even laser or molecular burn. Understand?” She nodded. “This will feel cold. But it will numb and soothe you.” She nodded, and he poured the clear substance on her back. Rubbing it in, it almost made her fall asleep because it felt so good.

Cessa made a little noise that brought Angelleia’s eyes to open. All five priests had a box and in each box were hundreds of wiry needles. Each one took a position around her, and pulled out a tray of ink. The lead priest looked at her in the eye and asked, “Do you want all black, or full color in your art work?”

Strangely enough, she didn’t put a lot of thought in her answer. “Black.” Something told her that it was only right that it should be black, although the color on the priest’s bodies looked very vivid and real.

The priest smiled and said, “Most definitely. I think it does suit you.” He caressed her head once to reassure her, which he was glad she smiled at him. “This will take time to do. That’s why I have my 4 brothers here so they speed up the process. Okay?” She nodded again. “Here we go. If you need to sleep, you may.”

Angelleia actually did that as she slowly nodded off while she felt the pressure of their hands on her tiny back. The long night was catching up with her, and a short nap wouldn’t hurt.

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

“BEHOLD!”

Angelleia about launched herself into orbit when the priest all yelled in unison, still asleep when they made their mighty announcement so it came as quiet a shock to her when they bellowed joyfully. They actually had reached out and grabbed her, preventing her from taking a nasty fall over the side of the bed. They very carefully eased her back down and made sounds of encouragement and assurance. The lead priest thanked his brethren and they bowed and left. The lead priest then put his hand on her head and said, “Lay still. Your friend went to get your clothing and will be back shortly.” He looked at her. “How do you feel?”

Angelleia stretched a little, and drew in a cleansing breath. As she did, her back stung at her and she said, “A little sore.”

“That’s normal. Just relax and the healing patch we have on your back will take care of it in about 5 minutes.”

She reached behind her, and felt the fabric of the patch on her back, barely clinging on to her very sweaty little body by the medical tape it used to hang on. Curious, she asked, “How long was I asleep?”

“Through the whole process. Two days.”

“Two days?” He nodded at her. It finally dawned on her that she was hungry and thirsty and had to go to potty. She was so lost in the euphoria of what was happening that all this time she was asleep. “I was asleep for two days?”

“I don’t know for sure really. You made little noises and spoke quietly when we worked on you,” he said after some contemplation while getting her a big glass of water from the nearby sink. He gave her the glass and she gladly accepted it. “You were in a state of semi consciousness I think, which does occur a lot to many during the ritual.”

“I hope I didn’t say anything rude or private,” she mused.


“Nothing that made sense actually. It seemed like you were speaking in a foreign language. But there was something you said over and over that we understood clearly.” 

Before she asked, a little cooking clock went off with loud ding and he helped her up, making sure the blanket was wrapped around her body somewhat. Very carefully, he pulled off the healing patch, looked, and smiled brightly. “You said the same word we priest viewed as being your soul, so we knew it was the right image for you.” He took a scanner, ran it over her back, and then hit a button on the scanner. From the ceiling above, a holographic projection module came to life and projected the image that he scanned off of Angelleia’s back. Once it appeared, Angelleia’s mouth dropped open and she let out a loud sound of surprise and awe. He said, “Behold, Queen Angelleia, the Krayt Dragon!”

Queen Angelleia, Juna Rapier, never seen anything so beautiful and powerful in her entire life even for a image that was all black, moving her into silence as she looked it over, touched by it. The dragon, found on the planet Tatooine, was etched in dark detail, the priest making sure even with the image, which was infinitely larger than the image, was inked out in even the smallest of details, right down to the separation in the scaling. Three humongous horns, one above each eye and one in the middle of its head, dominated its head and her upper back. Rows of long, meat shredding teeth exited from its mouth in an unintentional evil smile. Ridges of dorsal fins ran down to from the back of it’s neck to nearly the end of its tail, matching up nicely to its sharp, fin-like tail that was sharp as a dagger. Four massive but short legs aided in its support of its bulk. But there was a difference from a Tatooine krayt dragon and this one on her back other than the lack of color. This one had wings; finely spun wings that opened and where draped over its body. And she didn’t realize it at first, but she noted that her krayt dragon has yellow eyes.

“You gave the eyes color,” she asked in curiosity.

The priest looked a little guilty. “I’m sorry, your Highness, but it seemed proper. Although we cannot remove the color, I can apply over it with black.”

Angelleia stared at it and mused, “No. No, that’s okay. It makes the whole image stand out more. But I thought krayt dragons were wingless.”

“Many eons ago, the krayt dragon was a free roaming creature in the universe whose numbers were in the millions. That is the main reason why they were filled with treasures found in only the most special of worlds. They flew with wings made from the cosmos, following the migration routes of life as beings began to colonize uninhabited worlds, thus giving the krayt dragons newfound food. Over time, as they were hunted down, they soon lost their will to roam, and thus they lost the ability to fly. They finally found a home, on the world Tatooine, and have lived there ever since.” 

He stopped for a moment of dramatic pause. “The krayt dragon, like you, are a rare creature to find and is the most honest and noble of predators. They present themselves in battle. They know what they want. They live for the hunt, and that is what makes them an honest being because they never play with their prey. Once one is found by them, one is dead by them. But in your case, it shows how great your heart and spirit is. It is large and grand, and it tells all your feelings. Those who wish to deceive you will see it and show their fear. Those who wish to be your ally will take care,” he drew up her robe again to cover the tattoo, “to cover your back.” They smiled. “You like it?”

“ I love it. I love it a lot. Thank you so very much.”

“Thank you for allowing me the honor,” he said with a bow. 

Cessa came in and said, “Finally, you’re up sleepy head.”

“Yeah, thanks for letting me sleep for so long.”

The older woman presented Angelleia with fresh clothing and said, “I sent word to the handmaidens for them. I specifically requested a open back dress.” Angelleia smiled, letting her know that she appreciated that. With such a designer cut in the dress, Chief Envandowd would most definitely see it upon her exit from the temple. Chewing a nail, Cessa asked, “Can I see it?” Angelleia turned around and she gasped. “My word, it’s unbelievable!” She then whined, “I want one.”

Angelleia laughed a little, and then the priest rubbed his hands together and touched Cessa’s head. He pulled away and said, “It’s only a preliminary examination, but I think I can do yours in very little time.”

Cessa looked at Angelleia and the leader said, “It probably won’t be a krayt dragon, or large, but it will be something. Go ahead, we have time.”

The priest pointed towards a door and said, “If you like, you may use the fresher. It has a shower and you may use it to clean yourself up while I work on your friend.”

“Thank you once again,” said Angelleia. She went into the fresher, and noted the big mirror that rested on the wall across from the shower. She turned the best she could to see it, and once again felt in love with it. It was here, it seemed, and she truly felt that such a beast did exist within her. The priest’s words seemed do so much to bring forth such feelings, and it just made her so glad that she had this done. She couldn’t wait to show the others. She couldn’t wait to show her mother.

And Enothchild.

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

Halfway home, and Queen Angelleia was back in her royal form with a signed treaty in one hand and memories in the other. Chief Envandowd was very impressed with the artwork on her back, and of course signed the treaty. Before he did, though, Angelleia added another gift to the all ready generous pile they were going to send them: competent representation in the Senate. She authorized the Seoven government to call on Nubian Senator Dace Palpatine and have him submit any political grievances, legislation, and represent them in matters they are interested in on their behalf. If Senator Palpatine was tied up in committee, than her Royal Highness herself would take up their cause. Envandowd was very ecstatic at this and declared that the next 1000 children born would be named after her. After some time in the hope that she could change his mind, Angelleia finally cave in and agreed to 100.

All the while on the trip home, Queen Angelleia kept her tattoo under full-length dresses. Quite a few people saw it and freaked out, in her opinion, over it. Some folks were a little overly curious and made trips to the Throne Room to see it, but were met with the disappointment of her where a long blue dress that revealed nothing other than her hands and her painted face, and of course a purple head dress that covered all sides of her head excluding her face and its long fabric ran down to cover more of her back. Not that it mattered, but it put an emphasis on letting it go. After some discussions with Deannta, the two decided that they should share long dresses for now on and only have Angelleia wear exposed back dresses at select social functions. The latter was still in debate, and of course under advisement.

However, at least she wasn’t the only one that people wanted to gawk at. People were a little surprised at Cessa Evannava and her very unique new look. Just as Angelleia thought of her, the cabinet secretary walked in and the two gave each other a smile. As she smiled, her facial expression was better outlined by the long, framing tattoo that adorned her face. A black, 4 point star rested between her eyebrows and then multi-colored diamond shapes feed off each side of the star, running across both outlines of her eyebrows and curling around the line of her eye sockets, the lines ending just under her eyes as it tried to go back towards her noise. What made the tattoo more interesting was the fact that the ink sparkled, some form of beta ray bend in the compound. It seemingly enhanced her facial expressions, which happiness being the most beneficial from the tattooing. According to the priest, through Cessa, she was a hopeful romantic, always trying to do the right thing to win favor, which was good because the tattooing was going to get her a man.

Angelleia hoped the Seoven all spoke the truth. She hates to think Cessa was duped into a big joke, although the Seovens live by the truth. But Cessa liked it nonetheless and out of the blue as she sat down next to Angelleia she said, “Thank you.”

She needed no explanation. “You’re welcome. Like I said, I appreciate your work and loyalty.” Angelleia sighed and said, “I wished I could find that girl. Seems no one has seen her around.”

Cessa knew who she was talking about. Angelleia told her about the servant girl that came to her room on the way back down the temple stairs and offered the suggestion. “We’ve checked the passenger manifest. Everyone is accounted for, including little girls. They don’t match your description of the girl. You sure she looks like you?”

“Almost a sister, or even my twin. I tell you Sele she was real.” Angelleia hesitated a little. “Or at least I thought she was.” She rubbed her eyes a little. “Maybe I imagined her. I had awakened only after 3 hours of sleep shortly before she came in.”

Cessa nodded slowly and said, “Maybe your imagination created someone that represented your intuition. You know, somebody like you that share your thoughts and feelings and is somebody you can talk to in order to work something personal out. If that’s true, it doesn’t hurt to have a imaginary friend like that.”

Queen Angelleia thought a little bit, and sat back in her chair. Indeed, she did help her out, so maybe it was some form of intuition that she had and her tired mind generated the girl. Maybe that was why the girl appeared so real to her, and was conveniently just like her with her life story about playing Jedi Knight. Funny here she was growing up and she had an imaginary friend, a very child like belief. Was she trying to cling on to childhood as much as possible? If so, then why, after this trip, did she feel that growing up wasn’t so bad any more? The whole idea of maturity, brought up a few days ago, didn’t bother her now. In fact, she saw it as a key stepping stone in her life, and one she glad had happened. Why she was not sure, but it seemed to go hand in hand with the girl, and if the two were connected, she was surely happy.

“No,” said Queen Angelleia, finally responding to Cessa Evannava’s point. “No, it doesn’t.”

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

Part Three: The Wings of the Dragon-Age Thirteen. Five years before The Fading Light.

Bravo Squadron Leader Les Archer must think he’s cute, which of course he pointed out shamelessly more towards his personal appearance as well as his flying ability with that opinion. He wasn’t afraid to boast, regardless if it’s a dogfight or a dance reception. But in either case he was always careful with that chip on his shoulder whenever he was around the presence of a woman. 

And that was why Queen Angelleia, in her Nubian X-70 Trainer fighter, was going to let him know that she was on to his little game and embarrass him with her version of throwing wine in his face; ‘splashing’ harmless, low watt blaster cannon fighter on the nose of his better equipped, more advanced N-1 star fighter. Without warning or even the slightest hint of deception, Angelleia opened up her cannons on him in a quick flyby, splashing her hits on his nose and killing both the simulated shields and destroying the fighter canopy. ‘Officially’, Les Archer was dead.

 As part of her royal training and also being Commander in Chief of the Nubian Armed Forces, Angelleia was responsible for knowing about the many tactical aspects of the forces she commanded, both ground and air. It was required for her and her handmaidens to go through a self defense and weapons combat course when she reached 12, which at least once a month they go through a refresher course that compressed the 4 week training regiment into one day. It wasn’t anywhere near what regular beings go through when they join the military, but it was demanding nonetheless. And they followed the recommendations to practice whenever they can outside the refresher schedule to stay sharp.

After the self-defense training came the pilot training. And that is when the instructors, Les Archer being Angelleia’s instructor, found he was going to have the easiest time with Angelleia, and honestly spent more time on the handmaidens. Whenever Juna Rapier wasn’t studying politics or doing what children like to do, she read up on flying spacecraft and learned to read technical schematics on several ships, including all the Nubian spacecraft used today. When she was 8, Les watched her pilot an YT-1300 Corellian Stock Light freighter and pull off maneuvers with the heavy vehicle like she was a snub fighter combat veteran. The class began with him showing off blue prints of a N-1 Nubian Defender snub fighter, and after Angelleia corrected him at least 4 times for pointing out the wrong item, he decided that she would be better suited being his helper than being a student. 

When it came time for aerospace simulated combat, where everyone fights in a computer generated enviroment in mock-ups of the fighters, Angelleia defeated the computer, and then later went on to defeat several Bravo Squadron hopefuls. Here they were, 6 young adult men and women who have piloting and have trained with the Republic Navy, who had at one point possible been in their fair share of aerospace combat and they were having their tails handed to them by a 12 year old girl with very little flight and absolutely zilch combat experience.

Now 13, Angelleia has flown all that Naboo has to offer as far as space flight vehicles go. She even has her own N-1 parked in the hanger underneath the Palace of Theed, but unfortunately she wasn’t allowed to fly it unless she was in a real combat situation. However she spends time with it, toying with the controls so it was her own personal craft and no one else’s. She even created a shareware file that she has her astromech droid, RT-8V, or just Artee, uploads into whatever craft she is in and duplicates the best it can to match her N-1’s configuration. Artee does his best, she couldn’t think of her droid as ‘it’ or she because she was surrounded by a lot of estrogen all ready, to compensate for those losses when the program fails to find anything resembling her personal configurations, and together they have made a wonderful team. 

Case in point with the ‘destruction’ of Bravo Leader and his superior spacecraft; he was so sure this time that she had no advantage, and of course one never knows when such a scenario could come about. Angelleia didn’t take too long to finish him. She switched to the ally channel, and asked, “So, Bravo Leader, tell me did it take 1 minute or 1 point 2 minutes to beat you? I can’t tell this dang thing has dial indicators and measures time by whole seconds.”

“Very funny, Little Minx,” he responded back. He did have traces of humor in his voice, all be it humbling humor. “Maybe I should order up the rest of Bravo Squadron and make the sides fair.”

“You really think so,” she asked earnestly. Angelleia was still a little girl at heart and was awed by his praise. “You think that I’m that good?”

“Your Highness, I KNOW you are that good,” he said in praise, kind of bending the rules a little about making transmissions by identifying a flyer. In this case an important flyer. “Oops, here we go-.”

“Bravo Leader, watch what you say in transmission,” came the voice of the aero defense commander, who was transmitting from the surface of Naboo.

“Acknowledge Ground Control,” he said. Angelleia knew why they jumped on him; security and safety. The Queen of Naboo was right now in space with a fighter with no live combat weapons on it. If, and it was a big if but a if nonetheless, there was someone or a bunch of someones out there planning to attack Naboo, it would be a very nice present for them to know that the Queen was in space in a defenseless space craft with only one fighter in the vicinity to protect her. She would be too much of a juicy hostage, or a target, to pass up. So it was wise to go by handles, which many Bravo Squadron wannabes use when going up against a Bravo Squadron regular, and normally they were animal or plant names.

Which Little Minx fit Angelleia like a glove. She heard the term applied to her a few times as she was growing up, a combination of her mischievousness and her love for long hair and wearing it all out. It kind of reminded everyone of the Nubian mink; a little, fluffy hair critter known for it’s mischievous savvy and quickness. Given her child-like shortness, Little Minx sounded just right for her, and the other pilots in Bravo Squadron liked it. 

That meant a lot to her to know that, her peers in the flying department acknowledging her as a pilot. Every once in a great while, usually when she is flying or before or after she does, Angelleia hangs around with Bravo Squadron and talks flying. When she first started doing it, they were just as equally shy around her, being Queen, a girl, and…a girl, as she was of them. But soon that shyness faded away, and they can talk about anything. When she’s down there, and they are talking, she isn’t a Queen and they weren’t her pilots. They are all pilots, all equal with respect and modesty; that shared dirty jokes and swore up a storm sometimes, which neither Queen or pilots could do if anyone else was around. Once they get away from the others its just another get together among pilots.

And they shared information, like, “Okay, Bravo Lead-…us…run…again…right…some...radio…” faking a comm malfunction. Angelleia purposely cut her words short, trying very hard not to laugh. Switching over manually, she dialed in the encrypted combat channel and said, “That’s better.” Which it was ‘better’ for her because she could talk to Les privately. “You really think I could face all you guys, Les?”

“Well, I might be exaggerating too much,” he said after he had joined her on the private channel. “I think one on one your aces. No bullshit. I wouldn’t lie to you, Juna.”

She knew he wasn’t lying. The Force would have told her, just like when he purposely went soft on her the first time they engaged in mock combat several months ago. Angelleia ordered him down to the ground and from there she chewed him out in his private office. She wasn’t vicious with him like she was with Pirus Krendel, but it was effective because the next time they flew he didn’t relent. In fact they fought in 5 combat scenarios and beat her in each one, but he had to admit it got harder and harder to do so. The last fight of the 5 he only won by technical submission; Angelleia’s fighter ran out of main fuel. So, she had to surrender and be dragged home by tractor beam. Since then, Les as never let up on her on bit, and he has ordered that no one does either otherwise they were going to here it from him after they heard it from her.

“Thank you, Les, you’re a good teacher,” she said, looking off to her port side and watching Les pull his N-1 into an equal flight formation. If anything, it looked like Les was checking out Angelleia’s comm problem from Ground Control’s standpoint. But this formation also served to keep the encrypted transmission from being broken into. 

“I don’t think I have anything to do with per se, but if you want to hand out credit, I would be more than happy to take it, without penalty of interest, of course.”

“Hehehehe, I like that one,” said Angelleia. “But I thought ‘interest’ was what you were striving for when you took ‘credit’?”

“Now there’s a shot,” he chuckled. She watched him shake his head, then shake his fist. “Next time I think I will bring up Bravo Squadron to take you on.”

“I can always order them grounded,” purred Angelleia. “You know I can.”

“Yeah you would you little cheat.” He quickly broke formation and dared her to race him back to the palace.

“CHEAT! I’ll fix you.” She pushed her stick hard and down, and the X-70 groaned as the g-forces built up briefly from the little maneuver. “Artee, dump the power from the weapons to the acceleration compensator.”

Artee hesitated and said on the heads up terminal: I KNOW YOU, YOUR HIGHNESS. YOU WANT TO GO BALLISTIC. PLEASE, THE LAST TIME WE DID THAT I LOST MY LUNCH.

“Hey, it ain’t my fault you don’t have a cast iron oil pan,” she noted. “Do it so we can make Bravo Leader eat his words.” As she waited for the accelcomp to register 110 percent proficiency, Angelleia made a note; all this talk about ‘lunch’ and ‘eat’ made her hungry. A lot of things made her hungry it seemed, and it boiled down to her ever-growing body, which personally she didn’t see any changes since she was 8 other than after the treaty signing at Seovenear she began to have what she called ‘The Monthly Visitor’, a little saying her mother used to say. A saying that made her growing pains much more enjoyable when thinking about such a humorous, as well as embarrassing, time in her young life.

Until she read a book ‘The Human Anatomy and All It’s Functions’, prior to when she read it at 5 years old with Muriel Thahada’s guidance, Juna would wonder why her mother Naressa was cranky and irritable for short periods of time on the same group of days every month. Finally, when she was 4 and asked that question for the umpteenth time, Naressa told her a little snappishly that her Monthly Visitor was here and told her to leave her alone. 

Perplexed, little Juna would spend the next year looking for this mysterious being who was staying at Rapier Manor around the same time every month, unseen by the naked eye, that gave her mother and, it turned out from time to time, her father a hard time. The help weren’t helpful because they didn’t know who she was talking about, so either this being was invisible, or maybe he or she used the Force to put a mind whammy on everyone so he or she could go around undetected and give her parents grief. Whoever or whatever it was it was a powerful force, and in Juna’s young mind if it constantly harassed her mother and her mother was powerless to stop it, then it was even more powerful than the Boogey Gungan that hid under kid’s bed and threatens to eat them every night. There was times before Muriel came into her life that she actually set up elaborate traps for the Monthly Visitor, one time setting up one outside her parents bedroom, but all it did was give her father Bendian a black eye.

When Muriel came, and the Monthly Visitor was supposed to be around, Juna asked her if she seen the evil culprit that has hounded her mother once a month.

Muriel didn’t stop laughing for a while. When Naressa came to the library and asked what was so funny, Muriel told her.

Both women didn’t stop laughing until Bendian came in and complained about the noise, literally hearing them laugh from his study 5 floors up. They told him.

He laughed until the very next sunrise. He totally forgave her for giving him a black eye.

And…Little Juna didn’t know why they laughed.

When Little Juna was shown the book, she did what she always does in that situation; go find a blanket, and hide under it until the embarrassment wore off. Now, as she continues to age, she has her Monthly Visitor and although she didn’t feel cranky or irritable personally thus not effecting her work, Sele made sure the scheduling wasn’t filled to the brim when the biological function came for it’s weekly stay. It sucked because it did cut into her flying time, having to catch up with two major meetings in one day it seemed. To have everything scheduled around her was one thing, but have it scheduled around, say breathing for a similar example, was another. Sele insured her that it was for her own good until she grew and adjusted to the changes. Angelleia imagined Sele’s opinion being that 50 years old would be the cut off point. 

And who could forget Doctor Solms giving her and the handmaidens another lecture when this ‘blessed’, and Angelleia uses the term very lightly but the old woman made it seem like a miracle, event of Womanhood occurred. Unfortunately it was done with no blanket in sight. Again, she wanted to die, a Jedi ‘One with the Force’ vanishing act would have been acceptable to her. And unfortunately, she hasn’t totally grabbed the concept of Affect Mind, so she couldn’t blank their minds and then make a quick exit.

Just as the thoughts wore off, Angelleia finally pulled out of her straight down nosedive and leveled off, missing the ground by mere meters. Artee was expressing his displeasure so fast that the onboard computer couldn’t translate all that he said. Given the tone of his chatter and beeps, it was more than likely that he was saying his prayers. The fun part was coming just a few seconds after she leveled off and she said, “Hold on.” The effects of gravity from the dive slammed into her body, and the whole craft shook and vibrated as the acceleration compensator did it’s job with dissipating lots of the gravitation fall out, but the rattling was violent nonetheless. Which Juna said as she vibrated, “M-M-Man w-wh-what a rush.”

“…Come in, Little Minx, respond!” Les’ shouts were finally heard as the comm came back on line. Apparently he thought she lost control of her craft and was desperately trying to get a hold of her to see if she was all right.

“Les, where are you,” she asked, looking at her screens. He wasn’t in front of her, so…

“I’m still descending and heading for the hanger. Technically I’m behind you. Are you all right, or where you just pretending to be insane?”

“Pretending,” she said, and pumped her accelerator lever hard forward. “See you in the hanger, Slick.”

“Shit!” The sensors now indicated that he brought his N-1 to full acceleration and was now gaining on her slower vessel. “I’m going to catch up with you, Juna, you’ll see.”

Technically, the race to the hanger wasn’t exactly to the hanger, but to the deceleration point some 5,000 meters from the hangers themselves. Their ships could come to a complete stop with lesser distance, but flight rules dictate that all ships entering and leaving Theed have to do a mandatory slow down beginning at that point. Although it was a military exercise and were waived from the rule, both pilots honored the rule as good practice and flight ethics. 

Until then, all bets were off. “You’ll have to have your astromech droid get out and push, Les, to catch me.” Angelleia switched her comm back to normal comm channels, than added before transmitting, “That is if I keep this bird straight.” She got on the comm and announced, “Tower, this is Little Minx on approach. Standing by for landing orders.”

“Acknowledge, Little Minx, stand by,” was their response. Now here was the way to determine who reached the marked, especially in a photo finish like this race was going to be. The deceleration points were transceiving sensors arrays so that dictated, when multiple ships are on approach, which ship lands first. In other words, like this race, whoever gets to the point first gets to land first, and thus wins the race. The tower will call out the winner.

“Tower, this is Bravo Leader on approach. Standing by for landing orders.”

Angelleia turned around momentarily and saw a gleam of light behind her: Les Archer. The time between her transmission to the tower and his was only 5 seconds. He was gaining and gaining fast. Her private comm cried out, and she switched over. “Not now, Les, I’m busy.”

“Well, I was going to say thank you. I took you’re advise and made my droid get out and push.” He began to chuckle a bit. “Unfortunately he can’t fly…”

“You ejected him out!”

Artee screamed on the screen: WHAT! And panicked. The droid momentarily disengage himself from the interface and it caused Angelleia’s ship to shutter a little. He plugged back in, but the damage was done. She had to kill some of the throttle to gain control, and she watched Bravo Leader fly by her with his droid still firmly in its socket well. Artee watched the fighter reached the point first and said: SORRY, YOUR HIGHNESS.

Angelleia said, “That’s okay, Artee. He knows how sentimental you are to your fellow droid. Besides, we got to let him win once in a while, or he won’t play.” She slowed her ship down and waited for landing orders as she watched Bravo Leader land his fighter into the hanger.

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

After spending time in a flight debriefing and getting to know more about the pilots under her command, Queen Angelleia left the hangers and was immediately swamped by her handmaidens as she went to her private quarters through a secret passageway so no one could see her without her Royal Face on. They talked briefly about her flying exploits, but then they slowly guided her back to her job, reminding her of things to do and messages that were received in her absence. All the while Artee slowly brought up the rear as he traveled on his three-legged wheels up the stairless ramp. Normally astromech droids were suppose to stay in the hanger or on the Queen’s Royal Vessel, but RT-8V was Angelleia’s friend and so her friend stayed with her in her room most of the time, only venturing out when she flew. Once they reached her private quarters she plugged Artee back into a power conduit, took a shower, and had her handmaidens transform her back into regal form. She didn’t mind, for now she could spend the rest of the day in happiness knowing that she flew.

Queen Angelleia entered the Throne Room in her red and gold gown and headdress and was met by Sele at her throne. The Chief of Staff said, “Welcome back, your Majesty. Did you satisfy the tomboy in you?”

Ugh, sometimes that woman…Angelleia checked her emotions knowing that Sele was kidding to an extent. After all, the one time Royal Bodyguard to Queen Landana had to learn how to fly as well. But she saw to do it as only part of the routine, not a progressively repeating hobby of interest for a lady. She sees Angelleia doing too much, especially flying which Sele felt that was a manly thing, thus the remark about being a tomboy. It also coincides with Angelleia showing her disinterest in becoming a woman, especially a woman under Sele’s standards. If she didn’t know any better, she thought the old woman was jealous of her! OF HER! A 13 year old girl with no breast and too busy to have a social life! Sele could go to her room after government hours every night and not worry about things. Angelleia didn’t have that option until the morning.

“Greatly,” said Angelleia in a smiling response. She looked at Deannta and ordered, “Make a note that I want another flight scheduled by the end of the week.” She turned back toward Sele and let her see the ‘take that and like it’ look in her eyes. The Chief of Staff could only nod, knowing full well both Angelleia’s business and biological schedule was clear for the week. The governors and town supervisors were on hiatus, and really nothing in the Republic concerned them. All and all, it was quiet. “Has my mother called?” No one mentioned it on the way up to her quarters and strangely she forgot to ask.

“No, your Highness,” said Sele in apologetic tone. “I’m afraid she hasn’t.”

Angelleia had to wonder if Sele was not relaying her mother’s messages on purpose to get back at her, but then again the handmaidens would have known about transmissions received in her absence. Unless of course she believed her paranoid suspicions about Sele’s wrong doing. But the woman wasn’t lying, and thus Angelleia worried about her. 

Angelleia said, “Get me an outside transmission line to my mother at Rapier Manor immediately.” Sable, one of her other handmaidens, nodded and carried out her order as she sat down in her throne with a hard thump, letting her worry be betrayed. And her concern showed on her trained face. 

Naressa Rapier made it a habit to visit her once a month for the first year of Juna’s reign as Queen Angelleia, but that all changed after Juna was awaken by a sudden upsurge of dark side power similar to the power levels her mother generated when Naressa made Jurivicious Pern a permanate fixture in the ground with the Force. The levels, however, suddenly increased with much more intensity, more than she thought her mother was capable of, and then it stopped. Juna was about to call when the build up ceased, and wondered if at that time if Naressa was just testing her power, or had awaken from a bad dream. Then again, Force sensitive beings don’t necessarily dream, they have visions they think are dreams if they don’t know their visions. Given her mother’s tremendous power, it would be kind of hard for her not to have visions.

Since that night, Naressa’s trips to the palace were less frequent not because of any problems with Juna finding time. In fact she ordered time for these visits, but taking care not to have them interrupt important matters. Each time the stays that were once overnighters became less than less, the last visit only lasting half a day. It seemed her absence became worse after the Seovenear mission, which Juna showed off the krayt dragon tattoo on her back to her mother. Her mother acted pleased, but deep down Juna could sense displeasure. In fact she was sure her mother absolutely hated it, wishing her Gessa, her ‘Light’ once translated from Old Corellian language, didn’t get it.

Naressa’s last visit was three months ago and lasted 8 hours with very little discussed. She didn’t look well either; remembering that made Juna even more worried. Her mother…looked old. She had no life in her at all. No youthful energy that defied her age. And to top it all off, Juna really had to concentrate, using her full focus and power, to feel her mother’s presence, which before that night she sensed her mother’s dark side tirade she didn’t need to focus at all to know that she was here and loved her. She began to wonder the worse; what if the dark side had finally consumed her mother? 

Enothchild Sarch had told Juna on many occasion that the dark side of the Force was a constant predator and did everything it could to devour it’s own believers with its power. Many Sith Lords in the past were too weak in will to control the overwhelming dark power, and thus were easily destroyed by either their own or by the Jedi, or by their own doing, the power practically destroying them from the inside out. Maybe that was what happened and Naressa doesn’t want to inadvertently seduce her over to the dark side. Perhaps she was beginning a process of slowly weeding Juna out of her life to guarantee it, and keeping her presences tight to her body so Juna couldn’t feel her.

Juna…would like that touch right now. She suddenly said very mutely, “Mama.”

“Your Highness,” asked Deannta in concern. “Are you all right?”

Before she could answer, Sable said from the transmitter controls, “My Queen, I have a Priority One Message, Coded Urgent, non-visual!”

Queen Angelleia superceded Juna Rapier and she said, “Let’s hear it. On speakers.”

Deannta turned the channel on, and a voice began to rattle off: “This is the Mersader Conglomerate. My identity is unimportant, but my message is. Our battleship has just taken control of one of your colony passenger liners just out of the Lystet System and has 56 hostages in our grasp. I assure you that we will be spacing them if our demands are not met. We will contact you with instructions and began negotiations.” The signal then suddenly cut off.

“I want verification,” said Angelleia, standing up. The Lystet System and the planet Lystet were part of the Nubian Colonial States. “Get me Captain Baines in here now. And send for Les Archer. Put Bravo Squadron on Defense Condition Yellow and stand by for launch instructions.” Everyone began to run around to carry out her orders, except Sele, who waited for her to say, “Get me Supreme Chancellor Valorum immediately.”

“At once, your Highness,” said Sele, all ready on her own computer.

“Shall I prepare myself for possible camouflage,” asked Deannta. Translation: drop out of sight and only come out when Angelleia needed her bodyguard to stand in her place. In the advent that they do go into negotiations, she wanted to be the one that faces the terriorist. 

Angelleia lost herself for a moment, for this was very monumental in not only her royal life, but her personal life as well. The Mersader Conglomerate were allies with the Vhinech Order, and supplied the evil race with weapons and ships and the means to make them. They aided the Vhinech with her kidnapping 5 years ago, in which the action brought on a war with the two parties against the Republic, the Trade Federation, and the Jedi Order, which the first major engagement almost put a death nail in the Republic, Trade Federation, and the Jedi as they tried to liberate the Nubian colony world of Evramora from the Vhinech. 

In the end, though, the tide turn, the Vhinech Order was nearly wiped out, and the Mersader Conglomerate battle fleet was made to limp away. Over the past 5 years since the Battle of Evramora, the MerCons, their nickname among the Republic and Bravo Squadron pilots, have lost greatly. Many of the member planets that made up the union have given up and rejoined the Republic to fight against those who wish to continue the war. It really wasn’t a war anymore, not one anyone could write about. The engagements were small, not even a shadow of Evramora. But they were still pesky, and Angelleia knew why.

The Vhinech Order.

Him.

If the MerCons were right, and they had Nubian hostages, it means the Vhinech are there. And if the Vhinech are there…HE was there.

“Your Highness?” Angelleia looked at Deannta, who was asking her something again. “Do you want me to decoy you?”

Angelleia closed her eyes to summon courage, but with the fear in her heart, she said, “Yes. Stand in my place so I may organize a strategy.” And for the first time ever, Deannta was going to be ‘queen’.

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

As the night blossomed over Theed, Angelleia stood out on her terrace and sobbed as she tried to get a hold of herself and found it difficult to do. This wasn’t caused by what was happening now, but what had happened then, only 5 years ago. She was able to get through her discussion with Chancellor Valorum, and was able to attend a mission planning meeting which Les laid out battle plans for a potential rescue mission if the negotiations fell through. Since the Lystet System was much closer to Naboo than it was to any Republic battle group or Jedi Knights for that matter, Naboo was on its own for two days. Two days Angelleia knew she didn’t have. She could feel it; they were going to kill the hostages. This had to be a ploy. A trap to lure her back into…HIS clutches.

She dropped all her royal pretenses as soon as she reached her private quarters and asked everyone not to disturb her unless the terrorist made contact with them again, in which case Deannta as Queen would take the call and Juna would be one of the handmaidens. If the negotiations reach a point to where a one on one conference was needed, Juna didn’t know if she could even be a handmaiden let alone a queen there. Not if it meant…HE was going to be there.

To look at her.

To stare at her.

To eventually touch her. And to make her his property. His pet. His concubine.

Juna clutched herself and said, “You must be strong. He can’t hurt you. He’s far away.” 

And yet, she couldn’t say HIS name. In spite the fact that she speaks to millions sometimes out on the steps of Theed and flies fast in snub nose fighters with only a inch of metal between her and the outside world, saying a name seemed much more frightening to her. If she said his name, she feared that HE would respond to her. Either by the Force, or worse just appears out of thin air. Or in his case appear after taking on the entire Nubian Volunteer Forces and wiping them all out. She knew he could do it. One could put a battleship in front of him and he would stare it down to scare it away. One can get the biggest and strongest creatures in the universe, the baddest bounty hunters and mercenaries you can find and he will kill them all without a mark to show that he needed much effort to take care of the job. Ten Jedi Knights would give him trouble, but in the end he will eat them alive.

For he is…Juna closed her eyes and tried to will courage back into her heart by saying his name. “Magus…Prophet.” 

She held fast for a very long time, listening with both her ears and her mind, and when she didn’t feel him with the Force respond to her saying his name, Juna broke down and cried. She expected him to answer her, like he did on Vhanba. Like he did on Alderaan. Like he did even on Naboo 5 years ago. 

The whole process of Prophet wanting her started on Vhanba, when he led the Vhinech to board the Tantive One and kidnap her. His large hands, so large they could swallow her young head and crush it if he wanted to, touched her with a dark Force touch. He wanted her untapped power, and therefore he wanted her as his slave. His weapon. When she escaped Vhanba, and Enothchild, Muriel, and Dizzy took her to Alderaan, Prophet eventually caught up and had his hands on her again. This time she knew he wanted her to be his equal. His partner. His apprentice, or Study as the Vhinech call it, in the Force. And finally…on Naboo…he held her in his arms and she could see into his blood red eyes that he wanted her for more than just her power. His intentions where very clear to her, and nothing was going to stop him from obtaining her. Those same hands that touched her proved that with the blood of her father on them.

Juna buried her hands into her face, the memory coming back again. It had been like this since the terrorist made known that they had hostages and it was the reason why she was in such an emotional mess at this point over Magus Prophet. The Vhinech warrior murder her father, goring him with his black horns, and then ripping him apart with his bare hands. Those same hands that wanted to touch her, and hold her, and…

She heard the door close inside the room and just about had a heart attack. She listened carefully to the noise inside the room.

“She’s out on the terrace…I think she’s crying…leave her…she’ll get hungry.”

The general staff was delivering dinner and wanted to give her peace. She wanted that, peace. Peace from having to deal with this troublesome situation. Peace and assurance that Magus Prophet wasn’t trying to get her. She didn’t know what to do. Enothchild was on the other side of the galaxy the last time she talked to him, which was a day or so ago. If somehow she heard his cry it would take several days for him to get back. Dizzy and Muriel were somewhere, but this was a political and military situation, not a personal one per se. And her mother…that was a big question mark at the moment. Out of all her handmaidens and friends at the palace, she couldn’t exactly relay her fears. Cessa Evannava was scared into uselessness by Prophet when the Vhinech Order took over Evramora so bringing it up was not a good idea at all. 

Juna felt a hand on her shoulder, a small hand, and she turned around…”You.”

The helper girl from Seovenear, here, now. She gave her Royal Highness a towel and said, “Beg your pardon, your Highness, but I couldn’t leave you like this like the others did. If you like I will go, but promise me that you won’t be alone. I will get one of the handmaidens, or even Chief of Staff Nevere with your permission.”

Juna dried her eyes and tried to say something, but was still upset. The girl sniffed a little and said, “Now I want to cry. I don’t want to see you like this because you were so nice to me.”


Juna found some courage somewhere and regained her royal composure, but it still didn’t change her mood and you could tell in her voice. “Now I don’t need the both of us crying.” 

“Is it…something I did, your Highness?”

“What gave you that idea?”

She chewed on her lip and said, “Remember on that planet with the tattoo people. Well, you said if Chancellor Valorum was to stay at the palace, and he notes not one speck of dust in his room, then you knew it was done for the express purpose of making you look good all thanks to me and…and rumor has it that the Chancellor called you…are we going to war with the Republic because…he stayed one time and found dust?”

Somehow, Angelleia barked out some laughter and said, “Oh no, we’re not. There’s a hostage situation evolving Nubian citizens…and I had some personal memories come back. Private memories.”

“You mean…you were a hostage too,” she asked somewhat earnestly, as if wondering…wondering about something related. Somewhere related. 

Angelleia looked at her again and stared hard into the girl’s eyes and asked, “Were…were you on Evramora?” The girl’s eye turned away and she nodded her head yes. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you.”

“Were you there?” Her brown eyes were wet and wanting to connect with Angelleia in some way. “Were you at Evramora?”

“I wasn’t,” she said. “But I was kidnapped when I was an ambassador by the same people responsible for Evramora. The same ones responsible for this new hostage crisis.”

The girl pulled away from Angelleia and paced around, finally sitting down in one of the cushioned chairs near a fireplace and said, “Why do they pick on us? What have we done to deserve this? Why don’t they leave us alone?”

Angelleia looked at her and sighed a little. She had asked herself those same questions when she was 8 years old when the Vhinech sought her out. She said, “I think it has something to do with me. It seems like they don’t want to leave me alone.”

“I don’t understand. You make it sound…so personal.”

Angelleia walked over to the chairs that sat around the fireplace and sat next to the servant girl. She looked down in her lap and played with the hem of her dress, something she used to do when she was little and scared. Scared like she was now. 

“It’s…a long story. You see…they think I am some sort of…omen.” Angelleia was being carefully with what she said. She didn’t necessarily want to tell this girl, whom she knew nothing about, her life story. She stopped when she felt things needed to be edited or changed, but did her best not to lie. “They have…went out of there way before to…try and obtain me and I fear this may be another attempt.”

“That’s horrible,” said the girl, reaching out and grabbing hold of Angelleia’s hand, trying desperately to give her Queen comfort. “I can understand…your distress.” She closed her eyes for a moment, and then said, “I…lost my father at Evramora.” Angelleia shot a look at her, and she began to feel the emotional pain of losing her own father again. “I volunteer off and on between my studies to work here to support my family because of it. We were never wealthy in the first place, and so we lost everything on Evramora when the planet was destroyed.” She finally broke down and whined, “And my…father…with it.”

Angelleia drew the girl towards her and gave her a hug and a shoulder to cry on. She felt her shoulder get wet, and the young Queen who thought the girl who was just an imaginary friend saw that opinion fly right out the window. The girl trembled, and quivered, and shook with sadness and grief, and somehow that made Angelleia look at this situation a little differently. 

For the first time since this whole hostage situation started, she looked at it objectively, like the Queen of Naboo should. This wasn’t necessarily a plot to rekidnap her. If it were, it still mattered that other people, innocent people, were involved. As she continued to examine everything, she rediscovered the fact that the Vhinech had affected everyone. Although she was part of their grand plan, the Vhinech made sure those who were in their way died, and those they could exploit were exploited for their own personal gain. She remembered Jurivicious Pern and Magus Prophet coming to Naboo with every intention of getting her, which included in the process a Vhinech surprise attack on Queen Landana here in the palace and the Battle of Evramora that also served as a distraction from their activities. With those activities of acquiring Juna, killing her parents were needed then so be it. Magus Prophet murdered her father Bendian Rapier, and almost killed Enothchild Sarch, the love of her young life.

With all that swimming in her head, Angelleia felt…a spark of flame within her. It slowly grew, and it began to heat her blood, bringing it to a slow, simmering boil of bubbling redness. But there was something holding her back. Fear was still there. No. Goodness. Angelleia felt her anger growing, and her goodness came and kept it under control. She didn’t need the dark side of the Force in her life now. Not now. It won’t help things.

The girl pulled away and dried her eyes. She said, “Sometimes I wish I had the power to close my eyes and make my father come back to life.” She looked at Angelleia. “Or wipe those bastards out with just a single thought.”

Angelleia reclaimed her wits and said in retrospection, thinking of her mother, and thinking of herself in regards to the Force, “You don’t want that power. Believe me. You don’t want it for either reason.”

“But…it would be right. It would make things right.”

Angelleia thought about her mother again, and said, “Sometimes being right and doing the right thing has its drawbacks.”

The little girl pulled away, looking offended. “Forgive me…your Highness, you have such power. You can’t make our love ones come back or think the Vhinech away, but you can take action against them and do so in the name of justice for our people.”

“The justice you are referring to is a legalized form of revenge.”

“And it’s wrong. But didn’t you just say doing the right thing has its drawbacks? So why not just do the wrong thing if you feel that way?”

Angelleia sighed…and actually asked herself that same question. She did have the power; not the power of the Force to use, but the power of the Throne she was elected to. She was…IS Queen Angelleia of the Naboo…and she had power and resources, all be it small they did exist. They were there, waiting to be used and she was afraid to use them.

Correction: she was afraid to use herself. She was afraid of the what might be and the unknown. Prophet may or may not be there. This may or may not be a ploy. But she won’t know unless she is involved. Her fear…kept her from being involved in this.

“Someone once told me all you have to do is not live by your fears,” said the girl in a huff. Still upset with Angelleia for being in a non-revenge frame of mind. “They scare me, but they have wronged me, and if I was you I wouldn’t take it any more.”

Angelleia looked at her and thought about it. Yes, she was afraid of Prophet and the Vhinech, but she always wasn’t afraid of them. On Alderaan, 6 Vhinech warriors chased her all over the Marymaine Plains and all by herself she took them out with luck, her wits, and the Force. And here, against Prophet, as the Vhinech was ready to kill Enothchild, Juna tapped all her strength in the Force and caused Prophet’s thrown lightsaber to spin and mortally wound the giant, taking out a hunk of his skull, which eventually gave Enothchild the opportunity to finish Prophet off, or so they thought but the damage made Prophet retreat. Since then no one has seen him or heard of him being anywhere. Many of the Vhinech Enothchild has captured in his hunts haven’t seen Prophet at all and these were highly rank officials in the Vhinech Order. And giving it more thought, maybe…he was afraid…of HER! That’s why he was having the Mersader Conglomerate do this hostage scenario. Because he ISN’T THERE! 

Angelleia stood up and said very regally, “I’m not! I will take it to them. I will no longer sit back and let others fight OUR battles when all it does it cause our people, our families, to die. I will no longer tolerate it.” She stormed over to the room’s combox, turned it on, and said, “Angelleia to Bravo Squadron Leader.”

A few seconds later, Les answered, “Yes, your Highness!”

“Orders, Captain. Go to Tactical Alert Red! I want all pilots to the hanger and ready to fight in one hour. And I mean one hour, understood.”

Very quickly, Les answered back in military tone. “Yes, your Highness. One hour.”

“And Captain,” she said, taking a look at the girl, “I want my ship ready. I am leading the attack. You will be my wing man.”

“Your Highness?”

“Is there a problem, Captain Archer.”

It wasn’t a question. “No your Majesty.”

“My ship. Prepped. Before the hour is up, Captain. Angelleia out.” She shut off the combox with a hard push on the button, and slowly breathed in to calm down. She looked at the girl, and saw the look on her face. “Forgive me, I do not normally act this way. If I scared you, I am sorry.”

“Scared me,” she said questioningly. “You…have inspired me. By my Father’s memory, I have all ways admired you, your Highness, but just now…you are going to lead the attack. I-I don’t know what to say.”

“Then maybe it is best for you to go now. I have much to do. Much to prepare for.” Just as the girl was about to leave, Angelleia said, “Wait.” She walked over and stood in front of the girl and asked, “Please, what is your name?”

The girl, who was so much like Angelleia, looked into her Highness’ eyes and with pride and glee, she said, “Faradi.” She smiled warmly after saying it, happy that her Highness had asked. 

“Thank you, Faradi, for your company and wisdom,” said Angelleia. “Please go get the others. I will need them.”

“Yes, my Queen,” she said, bowing and quickly leaving the room. As she did, Angelleia went into the other part of her private quarters and got Artee awake from sleep mode. As she did, there was this momentary…hiccup in the Force that made her take a deep breath and blow the hiccup away.

“Your Highness,” called out Deannta moments later. Angelleia grabbed her flight gear and with Artee in tow went back into the main room and was greeted by her handmaidens. Her bodyguard looked a little worried and said, “You summoned us?”

“Yes, I have decided that the negotiations are over,” said Angelleia. She undid her hair and tossed the hairpins on the table stand next to the chairs. “I’ve decided to go get our people and bring them back.” She regarded her handmaidens’ shocked looks and added, “You will play a big part in bringing our people back as well. Here is what you will do, and listen well. I am not going to repeat myself.”

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

Exactly one hour later, Les looked at the opening doors and saw Queen Angelleia making a beeline for Bravo Squadron. He shouted, “Her Highness on Deck!” Immediately all of the 24 pilots that made up Bravo Squadron stood stock still in attention as a sight no one has ever seen before appeared within their visual scanning. Unlike her training fatigues, Queen Angelleia sported the traditional pilot garb of long coat, pants, holstered blaster and flight gloves. One of the differences was the gold trim that dominated the uniform and Royal Crested seal she bore as her rank on the front of her red flight shirt above her chest. She bore a Royal Face, but a very unique one. Her face was painted white, but the red dots that represented symmetry where replaced by finger streaks of red that started just under her lower eyelids and ran down to her jaw line, giving her the appearance of actually crying bloody tears. She still had the traditional split-lip appearance on her lips, but the lipstick was purple instead of red. All and all, it meant peace, but peace through war.

Les threw her a bow and said, “Your Highness, all are accounted for, your ship is standing by, and we await your orders.”

“Thank you, Bravo Leader,” she said in equally effective tone. She very slowly began to walk down the line of pilots that stood before her in the middle of the hanger bay, letting them take a good look at her. They never seen her like this before, and it scared them a little to see a young girl who looked ready to destroy. Gone was their Royal Highness of peace and kindness. Gone was pilot they loved to have hanged around and share jokes and secrets with after flights. Before them stood a warrior demanding with her eyes blood, the blood of those who wish to do them wrong. Angelleia prepared herself like this because she wanted them to look at her in a different light, and although she knew they were loyal to her, they were only loyal to her because she sat on the throne and not because she flew with them into battle. That was about to change. She had thought of a bunch of things to say, but after getting into a heated discussion with several Royal advisors and Sele, Angelleia was just mad enough to wing it.

“I know what you are all thinking. What in the hell is she doing here?” She stopped in front of one of the pilots. “Be honest.” When he gulped, she moved away before he could answer, effectively silencing him. “What is a 13 year old little girl doing in this place ready to go into combat? I can sense it. It’s on your lips. It’s on your mind (which she told the truth there because she could read their thoughts). You know why I know?” She hesitated for a few heartbeats, and then yelled, “BECAUSE I AM A PILOT! AND PILOTS DON’T BULLSHIT OTHER PILOTS IN MATTERS SUCH AS THIS!” There reaction to her swearing was kept to the barest of minimums. “You see me as your Queen…which is correct. You see me as this little girl…correct again. And if I were to say that the fact that I am flying with you all makes you want to piss yourself with the fact that if I die you would think it your fault, I would say…perfect score.”

She stopped, turned around to face them, and said, “And so, if you feel that way, then I might as well order you all to stay here while I GO GET ME SOME VHINECH ASS!” The pilots made a little noise of objection. “I’m sorry, I didn’t hear that. What did you want to tell me?” They spoke up again, telling her that no, they didn’t want to stay. “I see, so you would like me to stay here while you go fight? Hmmmm.” There was some hesitation, so Angelleia worked up some air and bellowed, “ARE YOU TELLING ME THAT YOU ARE COWARDS, THAT YOU ARE AFRAID TO HAVE ME AS YOUR WINGMAN? THAT YOU ARE AFRAID OF ME LEADING THIS MISSION?”

“NO!!!!!!!!!” shouted the pilots.

“ARE YOU TELLING ME THAT YOU HAVE NO CONFIDENCE IN ME, FEARING THAT NOT ONLY WILL I LET YOU DOWN BUT LET OUR PEOPLE DOWN AS WELL?”

“NO!!!!!!!”

“ARE YOU TELLING ME THAT YOU HAVE NO CONFIDENCE IN YOURSELVES, THAT NOT ONLY WILL YOU LET ME DOWN BUT LET OUR PEOPLE DOWN?” 

“NO!!!!!!!”

“Then prove me wrong, ladies and gentlemen.” Angelleia said that right in front of a fellow female pilot. “Show me what Nubian pride and spirit are made of. Show me your courage. Show me your heart. Whatever happens out there in the void happens. But you know what? If we survive this, if we all survive this, than we can come back here and say I KICKED ASS, I TOOK NAMES, AND NO ONE IS GOING TO TAKE THAT AWAY FROM US!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

“YYYYYYYYEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!”

Angelleia held up her hand to quiet them, and she said, “Better yet, let’s show these MerCon stick jocks what Nubian pride and spirit is. Let’s show them what the difference is between courage and the weak ass ploy of cowardess they decided to live by with the taking of our people. Let’s show them our heart…as we rip there’s out of there chest ARE YOU WITH ME?”

“YEAH!

“ARE YOU WITH ME!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

YYYYYYYEEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!”

She got very quiet, and gestured for all them to come closer to her. Once they did, she kneeled down and they did also, staring into her eyes and not looking away as she looked into theirs. Angelleia said, “We go in as planned. Drop and Pop, Attack Pattern Delta. We draw them away from the hostages, take out their ships one by one if any, and then board the vessel. We initiate attack on Deannta’s signal.” She looked at them again and said, “I am so proud of you. So proud I have faith in you all. A faith that says we can do this. We are going to do it.” She held up her hand, and everyone stuck his or her hand on top of hers. She asked loudly, “WHO DO WE WANT!”

“THE MERCONS!”

“WHEN DO WE WANT THEM!”

“NOW!”

She said, “Than man your ships, and may the Force be with you.”

Les was a little overwhelmed, but Angelleia didn’t care when he shouted out loud, “LET’S GET PISSED!”

With one final roar of approval, they broke the huddle and ran fast for their ships. Angelleia watched Artee load himself through the underneath droid loader hatch before she climbed into her N-1 star fighter. She pulled on her helmet and went through a kick systems flight check. As she did, Artee said on the screen: GREAT SPEECH, YOUR HIGHNESS. POWERFUL. INSPIRING. I WON’T LET YOU DOWN.

“Thanks, Artee,” said Angelleia in her helmet mic. She turned on her tactical broadcast signal and said, “Tower, this is Dragon Leader. I am hovering over the tarmac and proceeding out. Notify command.”

“Acknowledged, Dragon Leader. And good luck, your Highness.”

Angelleia nodded, feeling that it was only appropriate to be wished luck. And her new designation, Dragon Leader, bore such a significants to her. She looked at the situation this way: she was a krayt dragon, who discovered that her hatchlings were stolen by a pack of rancor who feared her in a direct test of survival and so felt that when she wasn’t looking, they could just walk into her lair and take away her hatchlings. But the rancors were careless, for they left a trail for her to follow and hunt them down, and take back what is rightfully hers. For she is the Krayt Dragon, and she was the greatest predator of them all.

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

After a few hours in hyperspace, Bravo Squadron dropped out of hyperspace in the Olan System, which was the Lystet System’s closes neighbor, only 10 light years away. The system was filled with metallic objects and had no civilization of any kind on any of its three lifeless planets. The metals found in the asteroids and other stellar matter was minor, and therefore none of it was mined. All and all it was lifeless except for the 25 Nubian fighters that slowly parked themselves behind the largest of the planets, Olan Two, floating in non-orbit. 

As they reached their positions, a Nubian dust off carrier emerged from hyperspace and joined Bravo Squadron. Normally used for carrying N-One fighters to long range targets, this vessel was going to be used by Naboo’s Voluntary Army as an insertion vessel. Once Bravo Squadron has tied up or defeated the MerCon battleship, the dust off carrier will force itself to link up with the battleship, cut into the hull, drop troops, and begin to look for hostages.

That is, if the MerCons contacted Theed again with ransom demands. 

Queen Angelleia was sure they will call very soon, and Deannta will keep them distracted by playing the Queen. With standard transmission or holoprojection, Deannta was going to be dressed up and ready for whatever the way the MerCons transmit. Turning on her all squadron tactical frequency, she said, “Bravo Squadron, this is Dragon Leader. Stand by to get an exact fix on the target’s transmission.”

She shut off the comm and put a gloved hand to her chin, adjusting her goggles again before continuing her contemplation. Angelleia knew the MerCons had to be very near by, even in the Olan System because with all the metal around it would be difficult for long range sensors to pick it up with some of the magnetic disturbances here caused by the metal and ion particles from the star. Her intuition tells her that they haven’t cut and run, that they didn’t take the hostages off the captured vessel. They were all still there, just moved off the main passenger line so Lystet ground sensors couldn’t detect them. Or they were on the edge of this system, gambling that the Republic will not have a response to their act of terrorism and given the nature of Nubians in general, they had nothing to worry about from them.

Angelleia was going to prove them wrong. As far as she was concern, Naboo has been pushed around long enough in regards to warfare. They have relied on the Republic heavily in the past, and the Trade Federation for a very high price, much more than the Naboo military’s own budget. Angelleia hasn’t asked the Trade Federation for help yet, and starting today she decided that their help was not needed. How she knew for sure wasn’t too clear, but it had to do with the Force for sure.

And her anger. 

Artee chimed in on the heads up display: THERE IS A HOLOGRAPHIC TRANSMISSION TAKING PLACE SOMEWHERE WITHIN THE OLAN SYSTEM.

“Let’s hear the sound, Artee,” she ordered. “Begin a trace on the exact source of the transmission. Signal the others to stand by.” He beeped affirmatives, and Angelleia sat back and listened to the conversation on her embedded headphones in her helmet.

The guy speaking on the other end identified himself as a MerCon nobody in Angelleia’s opinion. He wasn’t a Vhinech or Cade Hooley, the main brain behind the MerCon battle fleet. After a while, he said, “Understand, your highness, we won’t hesitate to space the hostages. All we have to do is override their environmental controls from our ship and they will be sucking void for air.”

Deannta, in perfect Angelleia voice, said, “There is no need for such horrors on innocent people. But understand, I for one do not like to negotiate with terrorist if I can help it.”

Angelleia adjusted the comm controls on her dashboard that regulated the transmission volume in her helmet. The dust off carrier, which had laid out portable transceivers with heavy encryption protocols along its flight path and thus was the reason why it arrived later than Bravo Squadron, provided the feed. In effect, it created a transmission pipeline that was undetectable, and of course didn’t tip off the MerCon battleship, which might have personal listening and looking for possible hostiles. 

She had to admit, though, that Deannta was a great actress, even though this was the first time Angelleia used her as decoy. She kept the conversations bureaucratically long and one sided, frustrating but not overly frustrating the man in charge of this terrorist operation. Angelleia patched back to Artee and asked, “Anything?”

NO, YOUR HIGHNESS. THERE IS TOO MUCH SPLASH BACK.

She tuned into the tactical frequency, “Dragon Leader to Bravo Leader and Bravo Two. You two got anything?”

“Negative, Dragon Leader,” said Les. “There’s too much interference.”

“Same here, Dragon Leader,” said Ric Olie, a young but gifted pilot. “We’re not even sure if they are even in the Olan System.”

“There’s a holographic transmission in progress in the system,” noted Angelleia. “It’s got to be them.”

“Then we would have to risk a recon mission,” said Ric. “Because for all we know, it’s somebody else making that holographic transmission and the transmission is bouncing off the rocks.”

“No, we could lose the element of surprise. And I know it’s them.”

Les cut in and said, “Without an exact fix…we don’t know for sure and we can’t do this surprise attack.”

Angelleia sighed heavily and said, “Stand by, I’m going to try something.” They acknowledged her, and she sat back and closed her eyes, all the while listening to the conversation. After a moment, there was a stirring in her conscious that was caused by the Force, and so she let it dictate matters. Her ears became very warm as the energies swirled within them, and suddenly the conversation to her seemed…very real. Real as in it didn’t sound like the voices were being transmitted, but that she was in the room with the terrorist. When she opened her eyes, she almost panicked as she found herself not in her fighter, but on the bridge of the MerCon battleship. 

She stood behind the captain of the vessel, who was talking to a holographic representation of Deannta as Queen Angelleia. They were talking, but Angelleia knew that the stall tactics were beginning to fail based on the emotions on both participants’ faces. She glanced around, and it was clear no one paid attention to her at all. It would be silly to overlook a little girl in Nubian flight gear and a painted face if she was really there physically. But it also proved to her one fact: there was no Vhinech on board the ship. If they were, she would have sensed them, and they her for placing herself here with the Force.

Angelleia felt her mental powers draining, and so went around the bridge to find astronavigation charts of any kind and find out where exactly they were. As she got near the pilot’s station, she took a look out the large battleship windows…and saw a planet. A very familiar planet. Surrounded…by metallic asteroids made up with poor metallic ores.

She reopened her eyes and stared at the planet in front of Bravo Squadron and said, “Well I’ll be a drunken Gungan.”

“What is it, Dragon Leader,” asked Les.

Angelleia brought her maneuvering jets on line and for no good reason she whispered, as if afraid to let people outside Bravo Squadron onto her little secret discovery and said, “They are on the other side of the planet right in front of us.”

There was nothing but quiet for a few seconds, and then Les said, whispering, “How do you know?”

Angelleia didn’t want him to know that she could use the Force, but had to give him an excuse anyways. She whispered, “Think about it. Galactic irony. If you were them, wouldn’t you hide out in this system?”

Ric butted in, whispering, “It makes sense. What would it hurt to check it out?”

She began to use her jets to slowly cause her fighter to coast upward, towards the planet’s magnetic pole. She whispered, “We all stay in formation, and go over the top of the planet. The magnetic field will keep us hidden.”

“Copy, Dragon Leader,” whispered Ric.

“Roger, Dragon Leader,” whispered Les.

As she piloted the craft, she whispered in realization, “Why are we whispering?”

Very soon, there were a couple of chuckles and snickers from everyone in the group. Les whispered, “I don’t know.”

Ric whispered, “Me neither.”

Angelleia thought back a little, and she realized what she was doing. She started it all and said in normal volume, “Very funny, guys.” She could hear both Les and Ric snicker some more at her expense. Oh well, if it lessens the tension, she’s all for it. At least they might have been relieved. Angelleia found her gloves were cutting into her own flesh as she squeezed hard on the controls. And the sensation got worse as they all reached the planet’s north pole. 

Artee suddenly said: YOUR HIGHNESS, SWITCH TO PRIVATE CHANNEL.

Angelleia did, and Les’ voice started the conversation. “Are you nervous?”

“What gave you that idea,” Angelleia said nervously. 

“If you want out of this, now is the time. No one will think you a coward, Juna.”

Angelleia closed her eyes and sucked in a big breath. Letting it out, she said, “I guess you are afraid of me taking out the bad guys and making you look bad, right? Don’t worry Les, I will save you one.”

“Juna-.”

“I’m in this,” she said very quickly. She heard enough from Sele Nevere about not being involved in this and she wasn’t going to hear it from Les either. “I’m in it, or we all go home. Understood?”

After a few seconds, Les Archer finally said, “I understand.”

Juna relaxed herself and said, “I have to do this, Les. If I don’t…the MerCons won’t leave us alone. The Vhinech won’t leave me alone either.”

“I understand. I really do.”

Angelleia watched the private signal link separate, and she switched back to tactical mode. And just as her fighter’s nose peeked over the globe horizon as they began to descend towards the other side, she saw the back end of the battleship. Quickly, she brought her fighter to a halt, which caused everyone to halt as well. It was like they were a great Nubian war tribe, riding four-legged beast, coming to a halt on the rise of a hill and watched their prey in the valley below.

Just thinking that drove Angelleia’s heart to thunder so much blood through her ears it made her briefly deaf. This wasn’t a simulation. This wasn’t war games. This was as real as it gets. Very soon, they were going to engage an Oblivion-class battleship and who knows if it has snub fighters with it. There were living beings inside that ship. If they send out fighters, there would be living beings in them too. Living beings capable of thought, and love, and having families. Capable of repenting and accepting a second chance. As she closed her eyes, she wondered if Les wasn’t wrong. Maybe…she should back out of this.

Then again…there were living beings that were in that passenger liner docked right next to that battleship. Men and women and children; families or soon to become families or childhoods just starting. Perfect lives, or close to perfect lives, ruined by the greed of others, their existence used for some form of financial gain. It does matter to the MerCons that they are innocent, for innocent people don’t fight back. And in there mind’s eye, they feel very sure that those innocent Nubian people’s government, their very own Queen, does not fight back either. Once this is all over, to them, they will do it again.

And again.

Angelleia’s brown eyes opened and she decided not to drop out of this fight. She decided that those beings that held her people hostage, those same ones she had reservations about facing in combat, indeed were living beings, and therefore had a conscious. That is, they made their choice, and she is reminded that the choices one makes determines their destiny. If they feel that the best way to feed their family is at the expense of innocent people they feel should be terrorized and killed, then Angelleia sees no alternative.

“Bravo Squadron, prepare for attack,” she said in her most sternest regal tone, guaranteeing that they wouldn’t hear one note of hesitation. “They won’t kill the hostages. They will try to cut and run with the passenger liner with them on it.”

“How do you know,” asked Les.

Angelleia ignored him and said, “Focus your attacks on the battleship. Take the engines. Take it alive. If not…then not.” She adjusted her goggles and fired up the main engines. Holding stead fast, she suddenly could hear the negotiations again between the MerCon commander and Deannta, and by the sounds of it the negotiations were over. “Shields up, double front. And call out any fighters.” She flexed her fingers, then gripped the steering controls and yelled, “CHARGE!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

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

Bravo Squadron held tight formation as they began to approach both the MerCon battleship and the passenger ship. Finally within torpedo range they faked the target lock, then scattered towards preassigned coordinates. The MerCon battleship was late in responding, and therefore Bravo Squadron got in two clean passes before heavy cannon fire raked at them. Angelleia, Les, and Ric swept underneath, took their shots, and did a quick outside recon check of the passenger ship. Optically and scanner wise, the ship was intact and if the MerCons had personnel on it they could disengage the two ships and go there separate ways. And Force wise, Angelleia discovered that she was right the hostages were still on board. She could sense their fear and their distress. If she could she would have used the Force and somehow calm them all down, tell them that everything was all right. But that wasn’t an option now, and really the only thing she could do is get on her headset and order, “Dust Off-3, begin your approach to our coordinates.”

The dust off carrier’s captain replied, “Acknowledge, Dragon Leader.”

“They’re powering up,” said Ric as he passed over the passenger ship’s engines. “They’re separating from the battleship.”

“Good call, Dragon Leader,” said Les, who had just as much equally surprise as Ric was. He swooped under the leaving passenger liner and met up with Ric. “They must have a skeleton crew on board. Do we attack the engines?”

“Affirmative, Bravo Leader,” said Angelleia, and immediately began making her run for the engines. “Artee, I want a technical schematic to that ship, please.” Artee beeped an affirmative, and immediately the blue prints to the Nubian A-16 Long Range passenger vessel came up, along with tactical information on where to hit it to prevent it from leaving. However, Angelleia didn’t want to take that chance right yet. “Bravo Leader, give them hell in their ears.”

“Copy Dragon Leader,” said Les. “Attention MerCons on board the passenger vessel, this is Captain Les Archer of Her Majesty’s Bravo Squadron Aero Defense Force. Shut down your engines and surrender.”

The response wasn’t friendly. “Stick you surrender straight up your ass.”

Angelleia shook her head and just said, “Wound her.” She opened with her dual laser cannons first and strafed the engines. Both Les and Ric followed behind her, taking shots at spots she didn’t initially hit. The engines buckled and smoked, but the vessel kept going.

However, the attitude changed on their end very quickly. “Are you all nuts? We have your people here!”

Angelleia cut in before Les said anything and said, “Then shut down the damn engines before we do it for you.” 

The back of her head suddenly got warm. 

“Break right!” Just as she did, she watched several heavy blaster beams miss hitting her and her wingmen. The MerCon battleship still had some fight in her and was making it a fight. If the Force didn’t warn her, they would have been dead. Switching back over to the tactical frequency, Angelleia asked the nearest Nubian to her based on sensors, “Bravo Four, what’s our status?”

“We’re all still here, Dragon Leader. We got this covered, but the MerCons now seem interested in taking out the passenger liner,” reported Bravo Four. 

“Switch to torpedo warfare,” ordered Angelleia, bringing her fighter around and heading back towards the battleship. “Leave the passenger ship for now. It ain’t going anywhere.”

“How do you know for sure,” asked Ric.

“Because I hit the main hyperdrive exhaust manifold and closed it. If they jump, they’ll blow.” Angelleia looked at her sensors again. “Besides, the dust off carrier is closing in on it now. Our main concern now is this battleship. We can’t let it pick off the carrier.”

The Oblivion-class battleship loomed ahead, and Angelleia quickly changed her shield harmonics to give her double protection up front. The battleship began to open fire on her, and quickly she spun the ship around on its trajectory axis. Targeting, she fired two torpedoes at the battleship’s nose then hugged the surface of the massive vessel; all the while she just kept firing her blasters at the hull over and over again.

Suddenly, a wave of nausea hit her and she momentarily stopped shooting and flying, letting the fighter go out of control for an undetermined period of time. The feelings…were very familiar to her; there was a feeling of…shock, pain, and then finally silence. Those feelings she felt before, when she fled Vhanba in the Millennium Falcon with Enothchild, Muriel and Dizzy. That time, the planet exploded and caused massive rippling in the Force that caused her own over abused Force senses to be punished more. Then, a couple of the flightships that housed the Force-sensitive Vhinech were destroyed by debris their death screams through the Force reached her. Unable to control the flow input from the massive disturbance in the Force, Angelleia died from the shock of it all. 

But she was revived.

“Pull up!”

Dizzy had brought her back to life.

“PULL UP!”

She was alive, well…

“FOR OCEANS SAKE, ANGELLEIA, PULL UP!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

And in the middle of a fight, in space, flying a star fighter in the middle of an explosion cloud, which she finally pierced through and the MerCon battleship’s hull was now right in front of her. Pulling up and readjusting her shield harmonics, Angelleia managed to get free from her dooming course, the deflector shields scraping the paint off the battle ship and bouncing her. Angelleia felt that jolt and momentarily lost control, sailing away and up from the battleship. If she didn’t regain control, the MerCons will track her and destroy her. In fact, the Force was warning her now, her entire body feeling warm and growing hot on the surface of her skin. She cut her throttle and pulled up into a classic atmospheric stall maneuver. In space her ship won’t stall, but the sudden build up of gravity from the tight move slowed her down enough to regain control and her composure. Righting her orientation, she quickly began to evasively roll to avoid those cannons targeting her. She plotted a wide arc, took in a cleansing breath, and felt herself in control of the Force once again.

“Dragon Leader, you all right,” asked Bravo Leader. Les pulled up along side her, and she could see him looking at her. 

“I’m a little burnt, but I’m all right,” assured Angelleia.

Artee replied on the teleprompter: SPEAK FOR YOURSELF. GET ME THE HELL OF HERE!

Les looked at her again from his cockpit and said, “Then let’s get to it, Dragon Leader. What do you say?”

Angelleia looked at him, and although being close to one another meant that they were probably 50 meters apart in formation, she could still see a big grin on his face. She was sure glad that he was there for her, by her side. And more importantly not begging her to leave after that loss of concentration, basically letting her concentration shift from her to the dying voices on board the MerCon destroyer all in thanks to her attack. That was why she blanked out and loss control. Her hands, her actions, caused the feeling of death, and somehow Les Archer had the feeling that it affected her even though he didn’t know the whole truth about her. Between the lines, Angelleia could hear in that last statement: taking life is never easy, regardless of the circumstances. But you have to go on. Get back in the fight, get it over with, and go home.

“Let’s get this over with,” said Angelleia. She redialed her shields back up and proceeded towards the battleship, ready to fire her remaining salvo of torpedoes when her mind began to flash a warning. She looked at her sensors and saw no danger. She looked around and saw nothing. But she took note of one thing: the battleship stopped firing. And the danger was still here. “We got company.”

Someone called out, “Where, I don’t see anything.”

“Maintain visual scanning,” said Ric, who’s voice got really shaky. Unlike the others, Ric and Les had experience with the MerCons and the Vhinech in space combat. With nothing on the scopes, and the battleship’s silent behavior without surrendering, which could only mean one thing: Vhinech. “Where did you see them, Dragon Leader?”

The Vhinech had an annoying but effective space combat tactic. With the Force-Hiding technique they learned from Jurivicious Pern, they can cloak themselves in an undetectable shroud of Force energy, thus organic or artificial sensors couldn’t detect them for short periods of time. They used it very effectively against the Republic at Evramora and at several battles since.

Right on cue, 5 visibly seen Vhinech-owned Sullustian Moonhaulers emerged from hyperspace on an intercept angle and began to attack. The boxy freighters were the favorite ship of use for the Vhinech due to its speed, firepower, and reactive hull armor, which included a self-healing hull compound that sealed itself when it occurred minor damage. Also with its heavily shielded engines and over protected reactor it meant that just trying to cripple the ships were way out of the question. So, 5 Vhinech Moonhaulers, or V-Haulers as they are usually called, were well enough equipped to take on Bravo Squadron, especially since the all the pilots had that Force sensitivity edge.

However, as Angelleia passed the emerging V-Hauler group, her senses told her that there were 10, not 5, ships on the Vhinech side of things. She said, “EVERYONE GO EVASIVE! THERE ARE MORE OF THEM!!!!!!!!” 

Angelleia watched the sensors light up, telling her about the new contacts, and then watched two of the 5 visible V-Haulers vanish from her scopes, and three new contacts appear out of no where; two in front of her. She fired at them, and gritted her teeth as their blast hit her front deflectors. Turning, she watched one of the two disappear, and then another reappear…IN FRONT OF HER! She let loose a barrage of laser fire at it and banked hard left…and almost ran into Bravo Twenty! She began to get frustrated, and in the process almost took off Bravo Sixteen’s cockpit canopy. Angelleia tuned to another tactical frequency and said, “Dust Off-3, this is Dragon Leader, what’s your status?”

“Dragon Leader, we have secured ourselves to the passenger liner and are currently taking on the forces there.”

Angelleia thought for a moment as she used the MerCon battleship as a pick to protect her from a sudden V-Hauler attack. “When you secure the hostages, let me know. We will then get the hell out of here.”

“Understood, Dragon Leader.”

“I got a V-Hauler on my tail,” Les called out. “Help.”

“On my way, Bravo Leader,” shouted Angelleia, and hot tailed it towards Les’ last position. 

She saw the V-Hauler in question fire on Bravo Leader, than began to vanish. Angelleia fired a tracer pattern, in the hope to hitting it based on it’s last know trajectory, but she knew she missed it. It reappeared again, splashed shots on Les’ shields with it’s rapid fire cannons, then broke away when Angelleia got a torpedo lock on it. She knew, however, from the Evramora tactical data that if she fired the torpedoes, the sensors in the torpedoes would reach the perimeter of the Force curtain used to make the V-Haulers invisible and lose it’s target lock. It was always a good chance that the torpedo would miss, and lock onto something else. The Republic got creamed that way, when a Headhunter fired concussion missiles, the Vhinech do there little hide and seek trick, and the errant projectiles found a friendly, disabling or destroying that friendly ship. There was no way she was going to do that and have that on her conscious.

As she flew around to track another Bravo pilot being pursued by a V-Hauler, Angelleia felt the back of her mind get hot: SHE WAS BEING PURSUED NOW! She identified her fellow Bravo mate ahead of her and said, “Bravo Sixteen, this is Dragon Leader, I need you to do a S pattern shake.”

“Dragon Leader, I can’t shake him,” said Bravo Sixteen. The young, female voice on the other end was as shaky as a child that had done wrong and was now confronting her parents. “He’s over top of me.”

“Do the S pattern, Sixteen,” repeated Angelleia. She began to do her own S pattern to avoid being shot. Sixteen’s name flashed in her mind and she said, “Tamera, please, if you don’t I can’t help you. I have a turkey on my six, too.” The V-Hauler in front of her began firing. “No! Tamera!” Angelleia went to fire, but the Force warned her again, and this time she had to pull out of the way of the fire from behind. Just as she did, Bravo Sixteen’s shields went, and the V-Hauler that had once pursued Angelleia joined its brother and destroyed Sixteen.

Angelleia watched that, and felt her stomach knot up. Her body began to shake, and she began to grind her teeth. Her blood pressure skyrocketed as her hate and frustration burned in her brain. Before getting too lost in this wave of emotions and death, she yelled, “Dust Off-3, status!”

“We’re having trouble, Dragon Leader. They are holding the line.”

Angelleia didn’t want to hear that. She wanted to here them say that they secured the ship and therefore Bravo Squadron could bug out. But no, that wasn’t the situation. If they bugged out now, those hostages were good as dead, and so is the rescue team. And it would be her fault. 

“NO!” she yelled in her helmet comlink. Angelleia shut off her targeting computer, her sensor arrays, and finally…her shields! She took the shield power and allocated it to her acceleration compensator. She hears shouts of protest, but she wasn’t listening to anyone. Not to Les Archer. Not to Ric Olie. Not to Artee. She tapped the Force, projected outward with it, and the universe lit up like Coruscant on New Year’s Eve night. All the Vhinech, visible and invisible, appeared before as white globs of light, and their projected flight patterns appeared in yellow against a now bluish outer space backdrop. 

Enraged, she gave pursuit to one of the invisible V-Haulers; invisible because she just knew it was invisible. She could feel the shock from the pilot when he realized that she wasn’t just flying by, she was targeting him manually. He held his concentration, and she give him credit for that for normally a Vhinech can only do Force-Hiding for short periods of time when performing tight maneuvers, or have to reallocate their concentration for something else. This guy was skilled with the stick as well, using every advantage and avoiding every disadvantage the V-Haulers had. He was very good.

He realized now that Angelleia was just better. And based on his emotions in reference to her perfect countering of his maneuvers, he knew she was far stronger in the Force than he was. She could literally smell the fear, even though they were several hundred meters apart and the vacuum of space between them. She could sense his panic, and his cries for help with the Force. It was at that moment that Angelleia focused, was shown a weak spot in the shields, and fired repeatedly. The rear deflectors went first, and when he tried to adjust the shield harmonics, Angelleia dove low and attacked underneath, right at the cockpit. The cockpit erupted in flames, and then the V-Hauler exploded.

Angelleia wasn’t done; another Bravo Squadron member was being dogged by another V-Hauler. The ships were off to her left and up, passing her. She shouted, “Oh no you don’t! I won’t let you!” With a very harsh turn to her left with the steering yoke, Angelleia pulled a fighter-shaking maneuver that should have tore the wings off but with the augmented acceleration compensator and the Force as her guide, she pulled off the move, even though her little body’s pain caused by the g-forces made her cried out. The pain didn’t matter; no one else was going to die in this fight. No one else in Bravo Squadron. It was not going to happen. Not as long as blood pumped warmly through her body.

She hit the V-Hauler, and before it could do a vanishing act, Angelleia harassed it by accelerating under it and faking it into rolling out of her way, bringing her fighter within a meter of the V-Hauler, making it look like she was going to ram it. The maneuver cost him as three Bravo fighters caught it in mid roll and hit it perfectly. The pilot taken out, they totally went to town on it with all of their firepower until it too was destroyed. Being too close, Angelleia had to drop speed on her fighter and she glad she did as if she would have continued a large piece of the V-Hauler that just scrapped off the top of her canopy could have done much, much worse.

Immediately, Angelleia picked up a V-Hauler on her tail; they finally began to see her as a viable threat because she could feel another one joining in the pursuit. She just said, “Come on. Come on! COME ON!!!!!!!” She knew they could hear her through the feelings they got from her through the Force. She was now a very large target to them with her Force aura surrounding her N-One, and inviting because her shields were down. Angelleia, however, was going to show them that they couldn’t hit the dark side of Naboo’s moon. She banked hard right, then rolled and looped downward, which she twisted then to the left and climbed, barely missing the forgot MerCon battleship. She, however, fired at the battleship anyways. It responded, but she dodged the response and almost got her two pursuers roasted for their trouble. 

Someone let out a shout, indicating that they got a kill. But Angelleia was so tuned out she only felt the Vhinech’s death scream. She could see in her mind that 7 V-Haulers were still out there, and two were barely keeping up with her. She decided that she was going to make those two pay. Angelleia began a series of crazy maneuvers again, using the MerCon battleship as her little valley of fun. She held her fire, but kept them interested by exposing herself as a target. She continued, until she threw on her targeting system again, and locked her torpedoes on the upcoming command center of the battleship. The battleship commander panicked and began to fire at her. Very quickly, she said, “Artee, program two torpedoes to explode two seconds after launch. Tell me when they are ready.”

Artee response was quick: NOW!

Angelleia fired, and pulled up so hard she almost passed out. The torpedoes sailed towards the command center, but detonated far short from its intended target. But, the torpedoes were meant to do two things. First, it made the nervous MerCon commander fire all his weapons at the projectile. And with the sudden explosion, it blinded the V-Hauler pilots momentarily and caused their ships to buckle up when the explosions shockwave hit them. When they buckled up, they ran right into the battleship’s wild blaster fire. One V-Hauler was destroyed, while the other one was made into a disabled wreck, coasting out of control on a course that took it up and away from the MerCon ship.

That left 5 V-Haulers, and now they really did give a damn about Angelleia. She could feel their hate and fear, and their intent: they wanted her dead. Angelleia slowed down so they could catch up, and then she turned her rear deflectors back on, doubling the shield energy as 3 of the 5 ships gave chase. She dialed in a new encrypted channel, in which Artee sent a signal to the rest of Bravo Squadron to switch over, and she said very calmly and in neutral tone, “Bravo Leader, I need you to get as many fighter as you can and meet me at the rear of the MerCon ship.”

“What the hell for,” he said in disbelief. “Dragon Leader, we can give chase-.”

“I said meet me at the rear of the battleship, and be prepared to perform a Crescent Loop.”

Les let out a chuckled and said, “Oh, I got you, Dragon Leader. Sure. We’re on our way.”

Angelleia turned around in her set and looked over it. She focused inward, and with the Force she transmitted at them, You know what? Those buddies of yours we killed? THEY SUCKED! AND YOU ALL SUCK TOO!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

They put in an extra effort into making Angelleia’s life hell. Her face got warm in Force warning, and the MerCon battleship began firing regardless in the fact that they still had V-Haulers out there fighting for them. It was obvious to her that they feared Bravo Squadron, that they were going to lose this fight if they didn’t do something to end it. Since the Vhinech seemed inadequate to pull it off, then the MerCon contention was we were going to shoot, and if they hit them big deal. It made Angelleia work at it, but it made the Vhinech’s lives hell. Given their blinding hatred for her now, they didn’t care about the fact that their two fellow Vhinech were too busy with the other members of Bravo Squadron. And they realized all too late that 10 Bravo fighters were traveling underneath the MerCon battleship very quickly. Timed perfectly, Les and the others performed the Crescent Loop attack; basically it calls for a large group of fighters to come together and loop all at the same time and at the end of completing the loop they open fire all their weapons. 

In this case, they used the MerCon battleship as a way to hide themselves. Angelleia pulled up at the very last second as the others completed their loop and just rained hell at the stunned V-Haulers. They tried to move amongst the combination of laser fire and torpedoes, and all they got in their efforts was the void of space. Les let out a shout of victory, and the others did as well.

Angelleia wasn’t done. She looped downward and out, taking her back towards the MerCon battleship’s engines. She let the Force fill her, fill her body like it hadn’t before, and she focused all her attention on the battleship. She waited for the red Force targeting tendrils to lock somewhere on the MerCon battleship, and she waited.

She waited, and then there was a lock.

She waited, and the battleship began to fire at her. 

She waited, and avoided them with ease.

She could see where the hull wells wrapped around the outer engine assembly and fired all her torpedoes. Banking hard right, she put more juice into straightening out her fighter and getting the smeck out of there. 

Angelleia cried out, “BRAVO BOUNCE!” 

Which told everyone in Bravo Squadron to clear out of the way of the battleship. Letting out her breath, she felt a rumbling, and then a disturbance in the Force. She closed her eyes as she felt the battleship’s core breech. She clutched at the sides of the cockpit as the battleship began to explode from within. And finally she gritted her teeth when it completely exploded. The death screams of those on board echoed in her head briefly, and then they faded away like water vapor in her conscious. She let out an exhausting sigh and just coasted in her fighter.

Les chimed out suddenly, “The last V-Hauler is bugging out! WE WON! SONUVABITCH, WE WON!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

“YAAAAAAAHHHHHHOOOOOO!!!!!!!!!!” cried out Ric Olie in jubilation. “Home team wins!”

Another voice cut in. It was from the Nubian dust off carrier. “Dragon Leader, this is Dust Off-3, the terriorist have surrendered. Repeat, they have surrendered. The hostages are secured. We did it.” 

Angelleia just sat back and closed her eyes, letting her star fighter slow down to 300 kilometers an hour. She just let herself coast, letting the adrenaline overload fade away and focus on clearing her mind of any bothering thoughts. She heard Les say, “Dust Off-3, this is Bravo Leader. Acknowledge and good work. If you can, get an anchor line on that passenger liner and we’ll tow it home. Also get a tractor beam on that disabled V-Hauler. He’s getting interrogated, and then his ass is getting sent to Sanctuary. The rest of you clowns, excellent work. Go into escort formation and guard the ships.”

She finally turned the fighter and head back towards where the battleship once was and coasted through the area. Angelleia didn’t know why she did that, but suddenly someone said in her head I know you did your best to save me. I appreciate it, your Highness. My death is not your fault. Angelleia let out a noise of concern from her lips. It…it was Bravo Sixteen. Thank you for not giving up on the others. That means so much to me.
“Tamera,” asked Angelleia.

We showed them, your Highness. We showed them.

Angelleia began to cry a little and she realized what was going on. She had flown her ship right through the very spot where Tamera died, and through the Force Tamera was letting her know that she was there, and that before she totally faded away with the rest of the matter in the cosmos, the female pilot wanted to ensure Angelleia that she was all right. Angelleia could feel Tamera’s pride for her, and happiness. Angelleia said out loud, “We sure did, Tamera. We sure did.”

“Juna?”

Angelleia snapped out of her trance and looked to her right. She could see Les pulling up beside her and looking at her upon matching her speed. He said, “Are you all right? You said Tamera.”

Angelleia lifted her goggles and wiped her tears away. Some of the white paint on her face came off, but not so much where it was too noticeable. She looked across at him and said, “I’m fine now. Thank you for being there, Les.”

“You’re always welcome,” he said. He didn’t care that they were talking on an open channel. She didn’t either. “You did all you could for Tamera.”

“I know,” she replied. She reached up and snapped back on her goggles. “I’m all right about it now. Really.”

Les shook his fist at her and said, “Good, because I am mad you! Fighting without shields? Taking on a battleship all by yourself? You pull shit like that again and I will have the governors vote to have you grounded!”

Angelleia let him see her smirk, and then she laughed. He laughed too, and a few others in Bravo Squadron laughed as well. Les looked at her again and said, “That was the sickest flying I have ever saw. The sickest.”

She adjusted herself in her seat and said, “Well I had to since you were busy watching and not fighting I had to carry the fight all by myself you lazy bum.” With that, she accelerated to cruising speed towards the other members of Bravo Squadron, giving him a little girl cackle all the way. 

“One of these days, Little Minx,” noted Les. 

Angelleia just laughed, and over time reformed Bravo Squadron, escorting Dust Off-3 in an encircling protective flight formation. Soon, they all plotted a course for Naboo, and all at once they made the jump into hyperspace, once again leaving the Olan System in a state of boredom and uselessness. Only the wreckage of metal from destroyed ships, and Angelleia hopes her child-like fears towards the Vhinech, remained, here forever to keep the dead system company as reminders of the Krayt Dragon’s triumph over her adversity.

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

Part Four: The Gessa in the Mirror- Age Sixteen. Two years before The Fading Light.

The years go on by, and Juna Rapier, standing out on the terrace in the early morning sunlight and basking in the chill of the winter air, finds that the old sayings are true. As time journeys ever forward, the young girl can never physically journey back to those youthful and joyful times that define her very existence now. Like all other people she has changed so much that it was impossible to change her appearance to reflect the memories so etched in detail in her mind. Like many thing she has reached a stage in her existence where it appears that signs of aging are obvious, which in this case it was physical maturity.

Today Juna has reached the Age of No Return, the age universally accepted by everyone in the Republic as the proverbial home stretch towards becoming an adult.  

Today is her 16th birthday.

Sighing and forgetting such worthless philosophical thinking on such a beautiful morning, Juna pulled her stuff animal toy Chewie closer to her breast…chest and said with a headshake, “Kind of hard to hold you close to my heart now, isn’t it?” The old, worn child’s toy just stared at her with its one remaining glass orange eye and permanent smile, both unresponsive to her question. “Sometimes I hate the fact that you are silent, Chewie.” Juna smirked and drew Chewie closer to her head and snuggled, her very first friend just as old as her. 

Chewie was with her in the crib as an unnamed critter, then with her as she walked journeyed through the Grand Library of Rapier Manor and soon given a name after hearing the word be whispered in her ear by the Force. When she repeated the word, she looked down at her stuffed bantha toy, and the name just fit him (she couldn’t see him as it or her). She said quietly, “Happy birthday, Chewie.”

Of course witnessing this overzealous outpouring of affection on one inanimate object brought a string of objections from one of Juna’s newer friends with beeps and whistles. She turned towards the sounds of RT-8V’s tantrum, which featured the droid using the hydraulics in his wheel assemble to rock him back and forth in attention getting protest.

Juna smiled, kneeled down, and said, “Come here Artee, I’m a big girl so there’s a lot of love to hand out.” 

The astromech droid dropped his third wheel down and rolled right up to her. Juna put an arm around his body and he showed his appreciation by making purring sounds. Leaning her head against him, Artee whistled something in repetition until Juna asked, “Are you wishing me happy birthday?” He whistled an affirmative. “Well thank you, Artee.” Of course, unlike Chewie, Artee was a very emotional droid and very expressive, but it sometimes required repetition, or a protocol droid, or some form of translator that he physical or electronically is hooked up to truly understand what he trying to convey. 

Standing up, Juna walked over and laid Chewie on her empress-size bed and walked into the large bathroom fresher for her morning shower. She passed by the large bathroom mirror, and like second nature hesitated to look at it. In a short while she will look into the reflective glass and the results were always the same. Just plain Ol’ Juna Rapier staring back. Her little phobia with mirrors she felt personally should have been done with a long time ago, a fear that developed after her journey through the dark side forest of Sabbath, the blackest place on the planet Alderaan. Once a town filled with innocent people, the place was cursed by the actions of the fallen Jedi Dux Gheruit, whose blood shedding of those innocent caused the black forest to rise and consume the town within it’s dark side ecosystem.

As a test of her new mental defenses he had showed her to employ and to wean her off her reliance of needing him constantly, Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch had 8-year-old Juna enter the domain of evil by herself with the sole purpose of just getting to the exit on the far side of the forest. Along the way the specter that haunted her young dreams, the creature known only to her as Vader, chased her all over the ruin, blood stained town until she gave him the slip in a dark basement. As she rested, another dark entity appeared before her and pointed her to a mirror and in the mirror was THE darkest, blackest, death-filled creature she had ever seen. And it was Juna Rapier.

16-year-old Juna shivered at the memory and closed her eyes to find an inner peace within her. After escaping the horrors of Sabbath and revealing all she saw, Enothchild ensured her that the forest reveals certain truths, but in it’s quest for fear, anger, or despair it will show unsuspecting beings false visions or representations to achieve its daily allowance of dark side emotion consumption. So it was a safe bet that the visual of Dark Juna was nothing more than a trick. To this day, Juna thought it was the most impressive trick she has ever known. That…that thing touched her and she could feel it’s dark desires and emotions.

And…and it was still HER.

So she never really looked at mirrors the same way again. After 8 years, like now, Juna would glance casually at first to see if it was just her, not the dark her, and once satisfied of who it was glancing back she would then present herself more fully towards the mirror. Now she only did this when she was alone for she somehow knew that Dark Juna wouldn’t appear with anyone else around. Dark Juna was her own private torment, and of course all in her mind. At least she hoped it was just in her mind.

Juna stood sideways to the mirror with her left side facing it, glanced at the mirror…and at first nothing was there. She realized though that she had to cast her glance more downward after getting a glimpse of the top of someone’s head. When she did, she noted…a little girl and immediately overreacted and turned away. After all these years, it couldn’t…be her. Why now, on this day of all days?

She remembered what Enothchild had told her and she said, “I don’t live by my fears. I won’t let this dictate the rest of my life.” She clutched her heart and said, “The love of my life wouldn’t lie to me.” Swallowing some air in the attempts of finding courage, Juna opened her eyes and turned quickly around to face the entity in the mirror and tell her off once and for all.

Except little Dark Juna was not there. Nor was the nearly 6 foot tall, very well endowed 16-year-old young woman that Juna is now. Instead the image reflecting back at her was 8-year-old Juna in all her youthful innocence, her body and hands held in the same position as her older counterpart. Juna let out a little noise and her small counterpart followed along in mouth movement. Both smiled at the same time, and then both revealed their relief by baring it with a toothy smile. A single tear drop dribbled down their face from their right eyes, Juna remembering and understanding that this was a day to begin looking forward to, not looking back at, life. This was a sign in her mind that her childhood was over. Not forgotten, for she can always look into a mirror and see it, but now another stage in life has began, and its time to move on. 

And with Enothchild’s encouragements in her mind, it seemed only fitting that this visual of her at 8 would set her mind at ease and put her fears aside. And now nearly an adult her childhood wish was almost ready to come true for she was almost within reach of pursuing a relationship with the Vhinphyckian Jedi Master. Just the thought of it made her heart swoon similar to when she thought about loving him when she was young, only with more…maturity added to it. Given the fact that he was coming to Naboo for her birthday as well made this all the more good to have happened, making Juna’s day.

She said to the little girl staring back, “I will never forget you.” Juna closed her eyes, blew out a held breath, and looked again. Her very own image stared back at her. She said, “I can’t wait for him to arrive.”

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

Part Five: The Heart of the Dragon- Age Sixteen

Of course, certain things had to be taken care of first before Juna Rapier could ever spend time alone with Enothchild tonight. One of them the big Royal Gala being held in the Palace of Theed to celebrate her birthday; a social function drummed up by Sele and everyone else within the Royal Court. It was going to be very formal affair that Juna felt compelled to cancel until they said that she could invite anyone she wanted and decide how the party was going to be, like formal black tie for example. Juna decided to invite her friends only, which were many and numerous, leaving out the snob hierarchy that normally dominate these functions. The invite included one big item: the Jedi Order. In other words any Jedi could come in and attend the party regardless of how many showed up. It was an open invitation that was sent to the Jedi Order, which they expressed their pleasure over such an offer with showers of thanks. The Jedi Council couldn’t attend, but they made it clear to all the other Jedi that it was their option to attend and accept Queen Landana’s hospitality. 

Juna, of course, made sure special invites were sent under guard to her mother, and Bravo Squadron delivered invites to Dizzy and Muriel Arnes and tracked down the whereabouts of Enothchild Sarch to get his invitation. It was imperative that Enothchild got his. Juna wanted him so badly to be there so they may talk about things, especially in regards to the both of them and the possibility of a future relationship. 

The second decision on her part was to make the party a costume party. Not a ball, where everyone just had those stupid masks to cover up their appearance, but a dress up affair that was fun and you could be anyone you wanted. The looks on Sele’s face were one of neutrality, but Juna could sense the older woman’s slight displeasure over it. But…there was something going on behind those gray eyes of hers and Juna couldn’t put a damn finger on it. In fact it seemed much of her cabinet seemed distracted lately. Not that it showed on its face because for the better parts of the past year small arguments grew into large ones whenever the Seovenear Treaty came up again. The Seovens’ climate plight had ended two years ago, and now they could sustain themselves without Naboo’s help. However Angelleia has held the treaty together in spite of the fact that farmers and fishermen were losing money in the deal since the treaty called for the supplies to be sold at a fixed rate. Now the market prices have increased, but the Seovens pay less than everyone else, which undercuts the profits.

But Juna was determined not to break the treaty, and even invited Chief Envandowd to the party to show her support for maintaining the treaty and ties the worlds share. Juna’s argument was that another plight could strike and breaking a treaty was not wise. But the subject would come up when the poll numbers fluttered and all those cabinet members Juna asked to remain with her even with Queen Landana’s reign coming to an end were afraid of losing their secured job. Juna did not care about poll numbers because the ever-annoying fishing lobby under Pirus Krendel fixed them with his behind the scenes ranting. And besides the problem was not great in Juna’s opinion since it only hurt the big companies, not the individuals.

Still, she couldn’t shake this feeling of…movement. Combine that with her wanting anticipation for her mother, Dizzy and Muriel, and especially Enothchild to be here and it made her all fidgety with both nervousness and suspicion.

“Please stop moving, your Highness,” noted the Royal Dresser, the man’s high pitch, very womanly voice snapping her out of her trance. “It’s bad enough that you keep growing but I can’t fit you properly if you keep moving.”

“Sorry,” said Juna, looking down at the pants she was being fitted for as part of her costume. It had been roughly a few years since the rescue operation in the Olan System, and ever since then Juna had left behind that little girl body of hers and seemingly went right up to the fully grown adult version of herself. In two years the late bloomer went from 4 to 6 feet tall and her tiny frame became more curvy and full. And the often joked about flat chest swelled and in everyone’s hidden opinion did it ever. So fast and good size she had to skip training supports. It was as if Juna was stuck in childhood too long and her body decided to skip puberty and go right to her final stage appearance.

With all that came some unsettling issues. Those comments about her being beautiful by some of the male dignitaries she meets now had a very sexually charged leering undertone to them, either in voice or in thought. And it wasn’t limited to just Humans either; while on the Mon Calamarian diplomatic mission that lasted a month both the Calamarians and the Quarren slowly but surely viewed her as an attractive creature, while at the same time looking at her fellow Nubian females as ugly or just not for them. In all she could feel the males wonder, the way they thought varied but the subject was still there, what she was like if she was in their arms…Naked…In bed. It created some unwanted tension sometimes and therefore Juna, as Queen Angelleia, never met anyone of them alone like she would have done when she was younger. Not that she didn’t expect them to jump on her or anything, but those feelings of wonderment from them were somewhat similar to how Magus Prophet viewed her even when she was 8-years old and it was a little nerve wrecking.

On that note, it wasn’t limited to males of any species as females were affected in two distinct ways. One way was their fear of her. They were intimidated by Juna’s mere presence, especially if these were married females; the last social gathering had women clutching onto their husband’s arms as she walked by them as if they were afraid that she going to physically take them away. Why it was Juna wasn’t sure, but the women’s reactions were always primal, a subconscious response that figured into their intuition. Even Juna’s handmaidens bore some underlining fear of her and when she asked Deannta why that was her Royal Bodyguard just could not answer. 

The second was totally unbelievable to Juna; there were females attracted to her! Miniscule in number, not a lot, but there were one or two women she met in the past year that viewed her with such interest just as creatively as any male. The most notable case of the phenomenon being a couple of months ago with one of her own loyal handmaidens, Weena Welchrest, asking for her Royal Highness’ confidence. Juna agreed and the two of them went to Weena’s room where the young blonde cried her eyes out and admitted with shamefulness in her voice and regret on her mind that she wanted to explore a sexual relationship with Juna outside the current professional, political relationship that existed between them. The young woman, actually two years older than Juna, knew her Queen wouldn’t pursue such an activity, but had to tell her because Weena was being tore apart by the secret, and Juna could sense the turmoil being so bad that it bordered on Weena becoming suicidal. Fearing such a tragic occurrence taking place, Juna assured her friend that she was not offended by Weena’s feelings towards her and went further by saying that she was genuinely flattered by her remarks. She also encouraged Weena to stay on as a handmaiden, ensuring Weena that she was there if they needed to talk and private counseling could be arraigned. 

Since then Weena has been better, and Juna showed her support for her when Weena told the other handmaidens about her gender preferences by holding Weena’s hand throughout, and then giving Weena a hug at the end. Over time the other handmaidens accepted the fact and Weena was as normal as anyone else again. It kind of gave Juna an advantage because Weena’s advice was far different from the others when implied with her own personal feelings and Juna has awarded the handmaiden graciously.

Juna stole a glance Weena’s way and saw the pretty blonde working hard on her own costume like the rest of the handmaidens. Unfortunately her little movement caused the Royal Dresser to accidentally poke her in the leg with his needle. “OUCH!”

The Royal Dresser whined, “Please, your Highness, I beg you not to move.”

Which an annoyed Weena stuck up for her good friend and just said, “Stop being such a whiny bitch for two seconds, will you? She’s got a lot on her mind. Cut her some slack.” She looked to Juna and said shamefully, “Sorry.”

Juna smiled and said, “That’s all right, Weena. Thank you.” She looked down at the Royal Dresser and said, “I’m sorry for moving. I guess I do have a lot on my mind.”

Deannta walked by with a large glass of water and handed it to Juna. “Can’t blame you, really. The whole Seoven issue just won’t go away.” She watched her Royal Highness down the glass and took it back with a little shock on her face. “Glad that wasn’t Corellian whiskey you just dumped down your throat or we would all be legitimately worried.”

Juna looked at the glass, then at Deannta, and finally at the other handmaidens and gage the looks on their faces. They all looked a little worried and she could feel their apprehension in regards to her uncharacteristic behavior. She said, “Seoven is part of it, but the other things are a little more personal.”

“Your mother,” asked Handmaiden Selena, who looked at Juna with her light green eyes and freckle face. “Is she coming?”

Now that totally changed Juna’s thinking about tonight. Her mother, Naressa, has been very absent in her life the last few years and it has gotten worse and worse. Bound and determine 8 years ago, Naressa vowed to visit her daughter once a month for a few days and did so without hesitation or problems the first year or so. But ever since that night Juna felt Naressa power up with the dark side of the Force her mother has not been the same since. Ever visit grew farther apart and lasted shorter than the previous visit in length. The last time Naressa was at the Palace of Theed was for Juna’s 15th birthday, exactly one year ago. Naressa looked so very ill Juna asked her mother point blank if she was dying. Her mother assured her she wasn’t, but something was eating her emotionally. 

Again it was not that she being consumed by the dark Force like other long living dark side entities Enothchild told her about. If anything it seemed it was linked to Juna, and that bothered her greatly. They still correspond by letter, but even that has become very rare and short. There is a hope that with Enothchild being here that maybe the Jedi Master could get the answers that she couldn’t. 

That is, if Naressa shows up. There was no indication at all that she would attend, and even the honor guard that served the invitations indicated that Naressa was insistent about not receiving the invite from them and so left it in the hands of the house servants.

Juna swallowed apprehensively and said with little confidence, “She will be here. I know she will.” The other handmaidens could nod their heads, but knew Juna’s confidence was not there. “I wondering about the others and if they will make it.”

“I’m sure they will,” said Deannta with a little smile. “You’ll see, Juna.”

“You know who else will be here tonight,” noted the youngest handmaiden, 13-year-old Asia. “Tomas Krendel.” The other handmaidens made noises of approval about that news. “He is such a dream ship.”

“Please,” said Weena, “He’s not all that. Everyone here can do better than His Royal Second, Prince Veruna.”

“And how would you know,” said Selena. “You like girls.”

“Correction, I like women. And besides I’m a dogfish and a dogfish knows a dogfish, Selena, and that boy’s a dogfish.”

“You’re just jealous.”

Everyone stopped and looked at Selena as if the teenager swallowed paint. Weena could only raise her eyebrow and smirk in amusement. The handmaiden thought about it and said, “You know what I mean.” She then looked for an out from the embarrassing position she put herself in. Finally she locked eyes with Juna and said in a mutter, “He’s got it bad for Angelleia.”

That snapped Juna out of any line of thought and she asked, “Who does? He does?”

The other handmaidens, at first, looked as if they were going to say Selena was lying. But over time Juna could look in their faces and see that she was missing something. Juna asked, “When did this become common knowledge to everyone but me?”

Deannta cleared her throat and mused, “There’s a very loud rumor going around the pub circuit that he’s dying to kiss you.” Juna looked at her bodyguard with shock. “But it’s a rumor. I wouldn’t put stock in it.”

Juna just sighed; if it wasn’t the tabloids it was her own handmaidens that tossed around bad rumors. Tomas Krendel, of course, was Pirus Krendel’s son. On top of that he is Juna’s successor to the throne based on the election results, he was a very distant second place, unless Juna bares a child. By law, unless Juna herself states otherwise, her child would succeed her to the throne if she were to step down without having another election. So, being second in line, Tomas made regular visits to the Palace to be brought up to speed on procedures and protocol. And yes he did have eyes for her; Juna knew he was like every other male that comes before her. But there was no indication that he was so attracted to her that he wanted to lock lips.

Was there?

Given the turmoil over her mother, the Seoven situation, and of course confronting Enothchild with her desires for him have put a larger than normal hydrospanner in her Force usage. Her cluttered up mind made relying on the Force impossible, so instincts and common sense have been the norm lately for guidance. 

Juna looked at it as just simple talk about nonsense. She said, “Well I’m not interested.” Her handmaidens looked at her again with surprise. Juna looked back at them, and then firmly put her hand on the Royal Dresser’s hands to halt his progress to say, “Tomas Krendel is young, charming, and handsome man. He’ll make someone very happy someday. But I have absolutely no interest in him.”

“But what if he does for you,” asked Selena. 

“It would be like a fairy tale,” said Asia. “Young, handsome Prince Veruna marries Queen Angelleia and both live happily ever after.”

Weena made a loud noise. “If you believe that malarkey I have ocean front property on Tatooine to sell you and your next door neighbor are a Tusken Raider couple who are quiet and friendly.”

“And what’s wrong with her loving someone other than Tomas Krendel,” pointed out Deannta. “I mean where does it say that some pretty girl has to marry a handsome guy? Granted, it’s a plus, but I mean looks aside character does count.” The brown haired Corellian pointed at Weena. “She has point. Juna can do better than Tomas Krendel. All of us can.”

“Does that mean you won’t hit on him, Deannta,” asked Handmaiden Cloudia, batting her eyes to imply that the full-blooded Corellian was only saying that to get her hands solely on the young bachelor in question. “Leaving him for little oh us?”

“It will be better than trying to whore myself on him,” Deannta implied. It was a known fact that Cloudia and Deannta, although friends, had loud spats at times. Sometimes the two said some very impersonal things to say about one another and it escalated matters. “Does that make you happy, Sunshine?”

“Enough! Come on, guys.” Juna stepped away from the at-wits-end Royal Dresser and put herself in between Cloudia and Deannta. “We don’t need this. And I won’t have it.” She cleared her throat and said, “The official line is that my heart belongs to another man, so my interest in Tomas Krendel is a professional one.”

She returned to the Royal Dresser to finish her pants and realized that she just made THE biggest mistake a young woman could make: reveal a secret love to her unsuspecting, out-of-the-know friends. Like mynocks to a power cable, all the handmaidens made there way to Juna and said in unison, “OOOOOHHHHH!” Even Deannta and Weena shared in the teasing and all Juna could do was roll her eyes. The questions came all at once and repeated over and over. “Who is it? Who is it? What’s he like? Is he rich? Handsome? Tell! Tell!! TELL!!!”

Juna never told anyone outside of Muriel and her mother that she had feelings towards Enothchild Sarch. She didn’t necessarily wanted to tell her friends now, not before she was going to be with Enothchild later tonight and in private; that’s all she needed was them snickering if they got together and ogle at them from afar, or possibly try and listen in on their conversation. She had to say something to throw them off. She said, “All I can say is that he will be here tonight. That’s all.”

“AAAAAHHHHH,” the girls all said in unison.  They went their separate ways, snickering and pondering who the mystery man in Juna’s life was, a billion questions of speculation.

About that time, Doctor Solms waddled in and noted the girl’s chitchat as Juna’s tailoring was done. The elderly woman smiled and said with a bow, “Good afternoon, Queen Angelleia. How are you doing?”

“I am well, Doctor Solms,” said Angelleia in regal bluster. She tilted her head to the side and wondered, “Why are you here, if I may ask?”

“Well, your Highness, as a requirement under Royal Protocol, and as your doctor, when a young Queen reaches your age one must be sat down with her handmaidens and explained the ways of sex and contraception.”

A few of the handmaidens were in the middle of drinking some cider let the fruit drink exploded from their mouths upon hearing the subject matter of the discussion their Queen was going to partake in, fighting their giggles with clamping hands over mouths. 

The Royal Dresser got up and said, “Well, I see my work is done here.” As he grabbed his things, he fought with every fiber in his being not to laugh out loud, but let the snicker bleed from his lips anyways as he walked out the door.

Juna could only let her eyes balloon out and given her nice demeanor she didn’t have the heart to tell Solms that she all ready knew about those things; she read the books. Besides that she was so embarrassed she couldn’t say anything. Doctor Solms timing, as always, was impeccable in regards to making her look like a freak. Juna wondered how it could get any-.

“You see, the safest sex is no sex at all,” noted Solms, who reached in her medical bag and pulled out… 

NO! Thought Juna. She did not bring what I think she-! Oh shit, she did and she’s holding it up. She brought an ASP-10 Denier chastity belt! Oh Force, why me?
 “And this contraception device as always worked flawlessly. You wear them like undergarments and with the electromagnetic locking mechanism that requires a friend’s or a parental guardian’s voice password to unlock it no ‘uninvited’ guest will get in.”

The snickering was non-stop; the handmaidens all blushed but none of their coloring faces matched Juna’s ever-growing nova star red. There were all ready a few whispering about her having to wear one of those archaic contraptions tonight; whether it be for Tomas Krendel or for her secret love. Juna thank the Force that wearing something like that was not a requirement of Royal protocol; she could imagine embracing Enothchild tonight in a hug and have him feel the locking mechanism when their bodies made contact; the whole thing was so bulky one couldn’t hide the fact that they were wearing one unless you wear several layers of clothing; which of course the designers of the device intended it to be bulky to promote embarrassing situations. And the whole concept of wearing one and having someone know you are wearing one so they can ‘unlock’ it so she would have to go to the bathroom. It gave Juna the impression that folks would look at her, if she wore one, that she was easy.

 “Now, now it’s nothing to be embarrassed about, your Highness. After all, you are practically a woman, and the wolves will be scratching on your door before you know it. So it’s best to be prepared for all matters if you are not ready to have children. No offense, but we females can easily be snookered by the most kindly of words. The next thing we know.” Doctor Solms actually hopped high and landed with her short, hidden legs spread apart. “It’s ‘Welcome to My Spaceport. Dry dock vacant’.” The handmaidens busted out in laughter when she did that. Even Weena fell to the floor clutching her gut. Deannta tried in vain not to laugh, but her lips just fluttered her joy out.

Juna very casually grabbed the brown Jedi-like robe laying in a chair next to her and pulled it on, making sure the hood came up and she drew the hood around her bright red face tightly. She had wondered how it could get any worse and Solms once again proved that it could get worse. She thought to herself All I want is the night to come. Like right now would be nice. Please?
But just when Juna thought the worse was over, that nothing more could make her even more willing to hide with shame, Doctor Solms asked the other handmaidens, “Now who would like to see the Queen demonstrate the proper use of these devices? Hmmm.”

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
The guest for the party began entering the Palace of Theed around 8 in the evening and all awaited eagerly for Queen Angelleia’s arrival to the Main Ball Room via the long, winding steps that hugged along the east wall, where portraits of leaders past and great, ancient wars were fought hung neatly in solid gold and highly polished frames. Many of the guests did their best to get into the costume party spirit of things and since these were not the usual uptight socialites they pulled out all the stops in creativity and festivity.

Queen Angelleia took a quick look out into the crowd from a hidden perch just out of sight at the rise of the stairs, trying desperately to see if Enothchild was out there. No one could miss him since he was very tall and very wide and compared to the other guest they would have been dwarfed by him. She all ready knew that Dizzy and Muriel had arrived but she didn’t met with them before the party so there costumes were going to be a surprise. The Seoven delegation could be seen clearly and they actually looked like they were game. Chief Envandowd was dressed like some sort of plant life she had to ask about. Just the slightest smile on her face, Angelleia closed her eyes and projected outward with her senses in the hopes of detecting either Enothchild or Naressa…and nothing.

Angelleia turned to her costumed handmaidens and asked, “Has anyone seen or heard if my mother or Jedi Master Sarch had arrived?”

Everyone shook their heads and Captain Baines, in regular uniform, came up to her and said, “No report of Jedi Master Sarch arriving, your Highness. As for your mother I haven’t heard anything from the front doors.”

Sele came around the pack, sporting an ancient Nubian Veteria-era look, which featured a dark blue fluffy wig and a large white dress that expanded outward at the hips and lifted and bunched her partially exposed bosom. She said, “We can wait on your descent if you like, your Majesty. Wait for your mother’s arrival?”

Angelleia inhaled and then exhaled a long held breath. “No. The people have waited long enough. I am sure they are just running late.”

Captain Les Archer came up the stairs and was probably the most creative person in the world in a sarcastic sense. He was wearing his flight gear, and he was made up to look like he crashed. He had fake blood on his face and a steering yoke supposedly running through him. He caught part of the conversation and noted, “My pilot that search for Jedi Master Sarch had one hell of a time tracking him down. Apparently he was on Sanctuary and of course he got the message a little late. Always that chance he will show up a tad late.” He then smiled and said, “On a more…overly creative note, you should see Captain and Misses Arnes.”

Angelleia’s eyes widen with curiosity and wonder, thinking what Dizzy and Muriel were wearing to suggest the tone of voice Les used. She said, “Let us get this party started.” Soon, Sele had the public announce system let people know that Naboo’s Royal Highness was coming down, playing the Royal Crown Entrance tune. Angelleia appeared by herself first to show that it was indeed her and everyone took a moment to finally realize that it was her. 

Angelleia clothing suggested that she was a Jedi Knight and it had it all; the tunic, the trouser pants, the high boots, the belt, and a mock up of a lightsaber that was actually a throttle assembly off a old speeder bike. But what off set the a-typical Jedi look was that she made herself into an alien to boot. She wore a skull-encompassing headpiece that had fake hair that went from light brown at the skull to dark brown at the ends and it shaggy and sprawled out. Among the hair and just on the opposite sides of her headpiece snow white horns, made from a plaster mold, ran smoothly away from her head for a few inched, then curled back and around and outward like a bantha. She sported multi-colored contacts, which the irises of the eyes were pie-wedged into four pieces and each pie wedge was a different color, a mix of blue, green, brown and gray. And when the guest applauded, she smiled to reveal pointy teeth and held her hands up to show off the long, pointy, and painted white claws at the end of her fingers.

In other words, she was dressed up as a female Vhinphyc Jedi. She recalled seeing the visuals of what a female Vhinphyc looked like off of Enothchild’s personal disk when the male Vhinphyc was recovering from his injuries sustained in the Rapier Manor Battle and so found it fitting to be dressed as such a unique and unfortunately instinct creature. She had a good bet nobody else was dressed this way.

The next few minutes were spent with her greeting some of her guest, none of them getting anywhere close to guessing what she was dressed up as, after giving a formal speech and they all wished her a happy birthday with a shout. Then with Captain Baines in tow she began her search for Dizzy and Muriel in the large crowd and instead ran into Chief Envandowd and the Seoven party. They gave one another the traditional Seoven greeting and Envandowd said, “You are very crafty, Queen Angelleia. I didn’t recognize you at first.”

Angelleia smiled and said, “I didn’t recognize you either.” It was a joke and both laughed at it. “I see Secretary Evannava Ferngully explained the whole costume situation to you quite well.”

“She did, and I must say it is quite amusing and fun.” He waved his hand over Angelleia’s hand and said, “I am proud of Cessa Evannava Ferngully, for her artwork as shown her destiny and she followed it. She is married, and all thanks to you she was able to find her way.”

Which Angelleia was glad as well. Cessa got married two years ago after a three-year courtship that began soon after their return from Seoven. A young lawyer by the name of Horatio Ferngully saw her with her sparkly tattooed face and had to meet her. It was the tattoo artwork she received after Angelleia had the krayt dragon tattoo done on her back and as prophesized the Cessa got married because of it. Angelleia had to wonder if her tattoo would bring her such luck and fortune just as it did for Cessa. 

Angelleia said, “Thank you for showing the both of us your culture and wisdom. I am sure we will continue to share our traditions with one another.”

Envandowd gave her a nod and he and his group moved off to talk to the people who were curious about the Seoven culture. Angelleia moved about quickly through the crowd in the hopes that she didn’t get stopped again in her quest to find Muriel and Dizzy in this large group. But as she moved she looked at Captain Baines and asked, “Anything on my mother or Enothchild?” 

He shook his head no, all the while listening to guard reports with the portable listening device in his right ear. Baines looked past Angelleia, did a double take, and said with an amusing, growing smile, “Oh my god.” He quickly put his hand up to his mouth to keep from laughing. Based on the look in his eyes, it had to be either shocking or priceless.

Angelleia turned around and finally got to see Muriel and Dizzy…and just about died laughing. Her royal composure went right out the window and she put a hand to her mouth in the attempt not to exploded into hysterics. She was honestly surprised that no one else here thought of the idea, but perhaps they thought about national pride being hurt. But leave it to these two to make it acceptable for tonight. 

The both of them approached Angelleia…dressed as Angelleia in royal guise, or close to it with the different color but matching style of dresses the two of them wore: Muriel wore blue while Dizzy wore red. Both had the headdress, which Muriel’s red hair formed around her head, and fake neon blue hair around Dizzy’s head. All thanks to Muriel’s expertise on looking like a queen, both their Royal Faces were perfect and their Royal posture graceful and flawless.

But Angelleia would look right at Dizzy Arnes and begin another round of laughter: he looked so damn ADORABLE! 

All her life Angelleia heard the phrase ‘doll-like appearance’ when people described how the Queen of Naboo looked like in a general description. With Dizzy dressed up like her, that expression absolutely showed and then some. Looking at him with those large black eyes dominating his white painted face reminded her of a cuddly plush toy with shiny buttons for eyes. To add more comedy to his all ready humorous appearance, Dizzy let his large gray tongue lick his red painted lips slowly and teasingly, which caused Angelleia to cry tears of joy.

Muriel approached first with a smile and said in regal tone, “Pardon us, kind lady. We seem to have lost ourselves.” Her mannerisms matched her voice so well she could pass off as a queen.

Dizzy spoke with a higher range voice and added a touch of femininity to it, but somehow managed to speak very royal-like, all be it a terrible version of her. “You see we are part of the Queen Angelleia Fan Club, Alderaan and Sullustan Chapters, and there is a convention in town. By any chance do you know where it is?”

Angelleia could only shake her head in the attempt to not laugh…and finally just let it out. She reached over and gave Muriel a hug of welcome and said, “It’s so good to see you.” She looked at Dizzy and said, “Come here, Mouse.” Angelleia had to bend down to give the now shorter male Sullustan, it used to be that he was taller, a hug and then a kiss on his check, which he gave her a kiss on the check as well. She stood back and said in regal tone to Dizzy, “You look very beautiful, your ‘Highness’.”

Dizzy smirked and said, “Yeah, it was my ‘ex’-wife’s idea.” Muriel playful slugged her alien husband in the arm. Always the eternal smart ass, he leaned closer and tried to whisper, but said loud enough for Muriel to hear, “I wanted her to wear her little bedrider outfit and I wanted to be her bedseller…Ouch! All right, I’m joking. Ouch…oh baby. OUCH!” Once she was done slugging his arm, she smiled at him and embraced him at the shoulders in a hug. “Anyways we thought you would have gotten a kick out of seeing us like this.” He stepped back and looked at her and said, “What in the blue hell have they been feeding you girl, steroids?”

“Told you she has grown, Dizzy,” noted Muriel. Unlike Dizzy, Muriel had made frequent trips to Naboo, about once every six months just to chat. Dizzy was busy being a respectable person. That is he was busy trying to get his friends to get out of the smuggling business by offering them large sums of money. It usually required the captain of the Millennium Falcon to hunt them down, thus sometimes leaving his Human wife behind. Muriel didn’t mind; it was his time to reminisce with his old buddies. “She isn’t the little girl I used to watch over anymore.”

Angelleia kind of blushed at that statement and turned her head away shyly. Dizzy then pointed at her costume and said, “Let me guess: you are…a deranged purr.”

“No, I’m a Vhinphyc female Jedi,” she noted.

The both of them smiled and said in unison, “OOOOOHHHHH! I see.” They understood fully now. Completely. Yes ma’am, they do.

Angelleia turned a brighter red now and drew her Jedi hood up a little. She said, “I thought Enothchild would get a smile on his face if I looked like this.” She began to snicker and point at Dizzy. “Unfortunately you will most definitely top me in that category.”

“I doubt that, Juna,” said Dizzy, who batted his large eyes to show off his overly big fake eyelashes. It took them a few moments to get the next round of laughter out of them before they continued talking.

“By the way, where is Ol’ Bantha Head,” asked Muriel, normally a saying Dizzy would say, but the usually well-spoken red head was becoming more and more like her husband everyday. Dizzy should some manners similar to what Muriel offered, but just some.

Angelleia casted her fake multi-colored eyes downward briefly. “I am not sure. I was hoping he was late.” She looked a little worried as she glanced at the large, ancient clock on the west wall. “The party only has an hour or two to go.”

Dizzy put a hand on Angelleia’s shoulder in spite of Captain Baines’ look of objection. The Sullustan didn’t care if he was saying Juna’s real name, put a hand on her, or neglected any other bad manners so long as his ‘little drinking buddy’ as he affectionately called her upon their return to Naboo 8 years ago from escaping the Vhinech from Alderaan did not mind. So far Angelleia didn’t. 

“Listen to me you little Hotty you. If I know Enothchild Sarch he is on his way. If not, then maybe, just maybe, he’s taking care of some Vhinech party crashers near here.” He moved closer and gave her a wink. “Wouldn’t want some double minded assholes ruining your b-day, now do we?”

Angelleia smiled a little with slightly lifted spirits and said, “I suppose you may be right Dizzy.”

“I’m all ways right.” Muriel made a noise. Dizzy turned to her and said, “I am too.”

“I have learned in my many years of marriage now that Sullustans have a massive superiority delusional complex as well as a high tolerance to pain when abused by their wives.” Before Dizzy could object, Muriel wrapped an arm around his cross-dressing husband’s shoulders, than slid it around his neck and playful pretended to choke him out. “See how he is. And you wonder why I act this way.”

Dizzy strained out, “But sweetie poo…” She silenced him with a little squeeze of her arm against his throat. “Makes you wonder why there is a divorce rate.” 

Angelleia giggled at the scene as Muriel escorted Dizzy in the modified headlock to the dining table. After a minute she released the hold, and the two let one of their hands drift over to the other’s body and made sure the hands found a butt check to hold on to.

Captain Baines saw that and shook his head, whispering in Queen Angelleia’s ear, “I don’t get it. What do those two see in one another?”

“Fate, Captain Baines,” she responded. “Fate.” 

The sort of fate she wishes she will have with Enothchild. The sort of fate they will discuss as soon as he gets here.

Angelleia slowly strolled over towards them with a big smile on her face and soon joined her two very good friends at the table. Two beings she considered to be a major part of her family; Muriel the big sister and Dizzy her younger brother in spite of his older age. Of course ‘brother’ and ‘sister’ who have romantic interludes, but she won’t hold that against them. 
The three sat together for most of the evening and made small talk about things; mainly it was all about Angelleia as the husband and wife assured Angelleia that their life, save for the exception of sex, was boring. Dizzy’s comment brought another slap to the head from Muriel, which the Sullustan only asked for another. That made Muriel fret, and Dizzy just liked it when his wife fretted; certain things, according to him, jiggled just right. As the trio talked, one of them would note a young male dressed up as a ancient Nubian high seas pirate walk by and steal glances at Queen Angelleia from time to time. Angelleia knew it was Tomas Krendel under that costume, but didn’t say so to Dizzy and Muriel until…

“Yo ho ho me Mattie, the fresher is on the other side of the ballroom,” said an annoyed Dizzy. “That is if ya don’t want to make the dance floor into a poop deck.”

Angelleia stood up and introduced the approaching young man. “This is Prince Veruna, Royal Second to the Crown of Naboo.” Angelleia referred to Tomas by his Royal Name. “Prince Veruna, this is Captain Dizzy Arnes and, of course, you know his wife Muriel.”

“Oh yes,” the young man said with a hard-feelings tone to his voice. His voice was still bit high in pitch and so it came out a little to annoying to both Dizzy and Muriel’s liking. It was no secret that the Krendels did not like the fact that they lost to a Rapier, but what burned Tomas was Juna’s use of a Political Guardian like Muriel Arnes. The red head had crafted the political offense for Juna where whatever came out of his mouth was used against him so there was a no love loss between he and the red head who just nodded her head. He then turned towards Dizzy and stuck out his hand for a handshake. “Captain Arnes, I have heard so much about you. The Hero of Evramora.”

Dizzy just looked at his hand, sniffed and said, “Have you washed that hand lately, Junior?”

The little remark caused the young Krendel to suddenly want to wipe his hand on his pirate’s coat, doing his best not to show it. Angelleia gave Dizzy a ‘bad Sullustan’ look in which Dizzy thought loudly, knowing Juna could hear it with the Force. The little prick deserved it. Nobody talks to my wife with that smart ass tone. Angelleia wished that didn’t transpire; although she hated Pirus Krendel, she considered Tomas to be a friend.

Tomas Krendel just nervously smiled away the play on his trying emotions Angelleia knew where not in the best of shape. The young 17-year-old was doing his best not to emulate his father Pirus, for he honestly told Juna during the elections 8 years ago, as political opponents, that he may share in his father’s passions but not in his motives and methods. However it just seemed whenever anything went Kessel on Tomas he either reverted to such tactics or went right back to his father to bail him out. It was too clearly evident 8 years ago in the elections and that was why he lost to Juna so overwhelmingly. That’s why he hasn’t done better than the honorary position that he holds now. The confidence and independence was just not there.

But suddenly, he asked, “May we talk somewhere privately, your Highness? There are matters I would like to discuss with you.”

Muriel gave Angelleia a little shove and said, “Go ahead, your Highness. We’ll keep an eye out on your mother and Enothchild.”

“Yeah, we’ll hold them here and that way you can tickle them upon your arrival,” noted Dizzy with a playful wink. 

“Very well,” she said regally and escorted Tomas towards the nearest glass doorway, which went outside to the shrub gardens with Captain Baines in tow. She gave him a look and he came to the stop some 50 meters away from the two young people’s destination: the Holy Shrine of Queen Tessa, Queen Landana’s late mother’s resting place. 

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

It was suggested that the Royal Highness that ruled some 80 years ago be laid to rest here because she had scattered her late husbands ashes here, and so spent much of her remaining days alive here. Princess Landana, before being swore in as Queen, took her mother’s ashes and scattered them here as well, and as Queen erected the memorial, which had Queen Tessa in full Royal guise pointing off, relatively, towards Coruscant; it was from a speech she gave to the people during an elective challenge to her throne, in which she accused the challenger of conspiring with the Republic Senate to gain favor by selling off Naboo’s sovereignty. Which in the same speech she inspired the motto that was scribed in bold letters under the monument: 

SOMETIMES WE MUST DAMN THE POWERS THAT BE. 

It was a very strong statement that almost put Naboo in a fight with several members of the Republic, but in the end it guaranteed peace and Queen Tessa a win.

Why Angelleia chose this place was obvious for two reasons; it was away from others so it guaranteed privacy and the guards could clearly see her from afar. And the added comfort of a built-in bench right under the monument was a plus, put there by Landana so she could sit and ‘be’ with her parents. Angelleia offered him a seat under the well-lit bench and sat down as he did and asked, “So what do you want to talk about, Prince Veruna?” 

Tomas looked at her and asked, “Could we…be out of character for the time being. Please?”

The long running joke among the candidates and Queens was the statement ‘being in character’. It referred to the Queen being in her Royal Form: the clothes, the painted, usually neutral in expression face, the headdress, and the perfect voice with flawless speech patterns. When it called for a Queen to be in form, they or someone else like a handmaiden would say ‘let’s get into character’. But this was ‘out of character’; Tomas was serious about something.

Juna dropped Angelleia like a bad habit and said, “Sure Tomas. What’s wrong?”

“Oh, nothing’s wrong really. Well? That’s not true.” He stood up and paced a little in apprehension. “I’ve heard things lately regarding your mother. I was hoping she would be here tonight so I could pay no attention to them, but I’m afraid the rumors are right. But, I want to hear it from the source.” He stopped and dropped to one knee to look Juna in her multi-colored fake eyes. “Juna, is your mother dead?”

“What,” said Juna in shock. That question was a little out of nowhere and therefore she didn’t anticipate it. “No, no, no, my m-mother is alive, Tomas. By the Force, why did you ask me that?”

The young man, who was barely taller than Juna when they stood together, stood up and sat back down on the bench next to her. He worked his hands nervously around and said, “I…have sources at Rapier Technologies. She made it know that she wouldn’t be running the company for a undetermined length of time starting a few months ago and no one has heard anything from her since.” He turned away in shame. “My father thinks your mother is dead and that you are running the company, which would be a conflict of interest since Rapier Technologies holds several government contracts in good standing with the Throne.” He looked at her with a glancing look. “That and the fact that the law suit she had against him had been dropped. So please, Juna, tell me you are not doing those things he claims?”

Juna felt her good mood sour like milk left out without refrigeration. Her emotions were on edge all ready with Enothchild not being here and the whole Seoven thing constantly popping up. But Tomas’ admissions coinciding with the fact that Naressa had dissolved all contact with her made her let out a whimper in sadness. She reached over and grabbed his hand and said, “My mother is alive, Tomas. I swear it on my heart. She’s just not been well lately and-.” Juna stopped in mid explanation and closed her eyes. She spoke what was on her mind. “Honestly I don’t know if she is ill. All I know is that she is alive and that she has seemingly disconnected herself from the universe. More so than what we are normally accustomed to. Why that is…I don’t know and I have been unable to contact her to find out.”

Tomas looked at her hand, staring at it with admiration, and then began to let his thumb stroke her skin and after a bit continued to do so as if he was stroking the softest flesh he has ever felt in his entire life and may never again. He remembered himself and said, “Why don’t you summon her? It’s in your power as Queen?”

“That would be rude,” said Juna with a slight frown. “I have only done that once and that was for a very good reason.”

“Don’t remind me,” said Tomas with a tiny bit of distaste. Of course that one time she used her Royal Summons was to haul his father before her after Pirus lost the elections and political censored him due to his verbal attack on Senator Palpatine, which included her father’s name in ill passing. “The Old Man lets me remember that fact everyday.”

Juna felt sorry for Tomas due to that fact, but was quick to add, “Some people should watch what they say to others. It comes back to hurt them.” Feeling that the conversation would just be about Pirus Krendel now, Juna decided to close it up and said, “Well if there isn’t anything else we should go back inside.”

Tomas blurted out, “There is.” 

Juna was partially up and finally sat back down and waited for him to continue. He kind of played with his hands a lot, but of course Juna with her anticipative feelings was close to running back to the party in the hopes that Enothchild or Naressa has shown up and thus hurt her Force usage and interpretation of her surroundings so she knew and understood well why he did such a nervous gesture. If she stays here much longer she will start doing it.

Finally he said, “I don’t know how to say this without being forward really.” He looked away for a moment, looking like he was looking for help. Sighing and finding no help, he looked at her and said, “I…I know that your mother hasn’t been seeing you as of late. And I think it’s been affecting your judgment and as a friend I want to help.” He reached out and grabbed Juna’s now numbing hand; numb only because what he said seemingly took the feeling away from the appendage. “Have you…considered…taking leave?”

“Abdicate my Throne,” Juna asked in startled tone. 

“No, I mean just clear everything for a week and go see her.”

Juna sighed deeply and said, “You know as well as I that just trying to schedule time for flying is next to impossible.” She gestured towards the Palace, letting herself gawk at it. “I can’t even get a week off for my own birthday so I am lucky to have a day off at the least.” She looked back at him and said, “And the people need me. I can’t let them down.”

“The people will understand if you are not there for every crisis that comes up.”

“I can’t, in good conscious, betray them, Tomas. I would be if I ran home because maybe my mother is not being herself?” Juna asked sarcastically. “My mother would frown upon me for doing it, for she would remind me that she is only one person and Naboo is bigger than one person.” She pulled her mock Jedi robe closed with her free hand while Tomas kept his hold firm on the other. She let him hold on for the necessity of strength so he could talk to her. “I cannot just leave, or abdicate.”

Tomas sighed a little and asked with an expression on his face that said ‘don’t hurt me’, “Do…you love your mother, Juna?”

“Tomas, how could you ask me that?” Although offended, she found herself not storming right out of there or pulling her hand away. “I love her with all my heart. I would die for her if need be. It’s true that she has not been around…” She stopped and looked towards Captain Baines. Even from afar he read the look that asked the question and he shook his head in answer. Sighing again, she said, “I…I just wished I truly knew what was going on. And sometimes…sometimes I’ve been wondering…”

“If you’re to blame somehow,” finished Tomas. Juna nodded, which persuaded the young man to put an assuring hand to her cheek. “I know what it’s like to be around a brooding parent. Or one that acts as if you did something wrong and ignores you. I’m not saying that’s this is the case between you and your mother, but I can see the effects of it somewhat.” He gave her chin a few strokes with his fingers, glad that she didn’t seem to mind. “If you can’t help her, Juna, then you have your priorities all wrong. To hell with the people for once, Juna, this is your mother for crying out loud. Go to her.”

“I can’t. My responsibilities-.”

“Then quit. For Force sakes resign and take care of matters. In the long run this is going to affect your decision-making process. I know it will.” Tomas released her hand and put both his hands together in front of him. “You said you don’t want to betray the people. If this goes on…you will betray them. You don’t want to do that, do you?”

Juna looked at him and his words just seemed to reach some point in her mind that somehow she wanted to avoid and had been avoiding all along. Were the people that much more important than her own mother?  Was she betraying them now? Was there anything that stood out and screamed that she wasn’t thinking right because of all these feelings and emotions?

There was. The Seoven Treaty. 

Juna bit her lower lip in sadden realization and said, “I think it might be too late.”

“No, it isn’t,” said Tomas. He touched her shoulders with both hands now. “I think there is plenty of time to think about it. And you know I will always be there for you, right?” She nodded and he nodded along. “I can be that someone you can look to for support as well. I…only care for you and for your feelings.”

That…puzzled her because that didn’t make any sense at all until he reached over and planted his lips on hers in an affectionate, passion wanting kiss. 

The action broke her dreading thought processes and made her look at this event as being one of a complete waste of her time. She didn’t return anything in regards to the kiss. Juna noted Captain Baines slowly walking towards them and she raised a hand to stop him. She then waved him back and he obeyed. Finally, after several attempts at getting a response lip wise from Juna, Tomas disengaged and looked at her as if he had just kissed a corpse. He covered his mouth and pulled away, his face growing very red. He said, “I…don’t understand.”

Juna sat back up and adjusted her robes. This must be in reference to what Deannta talking about those rumors of Tomas wanting a relationship with her. That was why Juna let the kiss happen; she didn’t want to suddenly reject him in a way that would suggest she was being manhandled and have the scene be blown out of proportion; have the guards come to her ‘rescue’ and have hundreds of party guest come out to gawk. It felt like the right thing to do, so she shooed Baines away. 

Juna remarked, “I can understand your need to kiss me, and it was genuinely nice, all be it unexpected of you. But I cannot return such passion.” She put a hand on his shoulder. “My heart all ready belongs to another. I’m sorry.”

Tomas stood up and was visibly upset. “No. No. She told me. She said you told her yourself.”

Juna’s eyebrows rose upon that revelation. “Tomas? Who told you what?”

“Everyday you would talk about me,” said Tomas, who turned around a little too quickly for Juna’s taste. “I come here as a friend…Are you playing games with me? Do you women in the Royal Court have nothing better to do but play with people’s emotions! Are you that fricking bored!”

Juna saw Captain Baines and his men get closer in a rushed hurry. Juna went into full Queen Angelleia mode and ordered, “Stand your ground, Captain.” She turned her attention back towards Tomas when satisfied that her order was carried out. With less commanding bluster she said, “Tomas, I don’t know what you are talking about. If you can calm down-.”

“My father was right you are too much like your father,” he said very angrily. “Just another political whore. But in your case…a more encompassing whore in every regard.” Tomas turned and walked away.

Angelleia was totally outraged by his comments. She called out, “Tomas? Tomas!” He just ignored her and she shouted in anger, “COME BACK HERE, PRINCE VERUNA!” Tomas totally ran now, running through the doorway and disappearing through the crowd. “Damn!”

“Do you wish him detained, your Highness,” asked Baines. He too was literally stunned by his remarks.

“Don’t bother,” said Angelleia after some thought. Her hackles were now so highly raised she was ready to chew someone out for this she could only think of one group based on what just happened. She looked at Baines and ordered, “I want all my handmaidens quietly assembled out here right now!” It was a bit rude than normal in the way she gave that order, but something within her seemed to awaken with that kiss. 

It was the Force, and it was telling her something was rotten in Dantooine about this whole situation. She steadily paced around; her handmaidens appeared one at a time under the statue. They all bore a smile upon approaching but it vanished when Angelleia didn’t return it, given them all an equal look of unhappiness. She didn’t say a word; she didn’t really slow her pacing as everything kept rolling around in her mind. It was too much of a coincidence that the handmaidens spoke of Tomas Krendel today, especially in the way of him wanting to kiss her. Way too much of a coincidence, in which his anger and expression of disbelief seemed to suggest something of a compromising, if not lying, nature.

Angelleia told herself not to use the Force; she was so angry that she feared that a mind probe would actually blow someone’s head apart. She wanted the truth and she wanted it right now, but blowing someone's head apart was not the best way to go about it. When all 10 of her handmaidens appeared before her in a group, Angelleia spoke to them in the same loud voice she used to rally Bravo Squadron around her for the rescue operation 3 years ago and kept it very regal in tone. “This afternoon the subject of the rumor about Prince Veruna, Tomas Krendel, wanting to kiss me came up.” She snapped her eyes around, still wearing those fake lens but still she got her point across to them with her gaze: You better remember. “No more than 15 minutes ago, Tomas got his wish. Only that after I told him my feelings about him, he went totally unnerving on my ass!” 

Swearing and yelling it made all the handmaidens, including Deannta, jump. Angelleia continued. “He told me something in his rants. He said someone in the Royal Court, he didn’t identify the person, told him that I was telling said person that I was thinking of him and by the sounds of it the thought was of a romantic relationship!” She stopped dead in front of them all and crossed her arms to make them all see her displeasure. “He claims the person is female.”

After they looked at each other, Angelleia clapped her hands once very hard and startled everyone. “I do not believe in coincidences so I am only going to ask this question once. If I find out any of you are holding back on anything, I will fire you!” They all looked at her in shock: if she does, no benefits for being the Queen’s Handmaiden. “Who told Tomas Krendel that I have been thinking about him? Who said I wanted a relationship with him?” She watched her handmaidens’ just look at one another for a few moments. “No one? Then I am to assume that this is a conspiracy!”

“Now wait a second, your Highness,” said Deannta, her Corellian blood getting hot with the accusations. “I’m floored by this. I really am. But with all do respect I won’t stand for it.”

To Deannta’s surprise, Angelleia got right in her face and said, “Tomas accused me of playing with his emotions for my amusement, Deannta. He got so irrational that Captain Baines and his men came RUNNING over to this very spot in fear for my life. To top it all off, he said I was a whore, so excuse me if this very conversation and the tone of voice I am using does not brighten anyone’s day!” 

The Royal Bodyguard actually shrunk back from Angelleia’s suddenly hard gaze and unhappy tone. The realization of what occurred tonight finally hit Deannta and she clamped her mouth shut; she understood Angelleia’s anger now. 

Turning to the others she said, “Last chance!” When they didn’t say anything, Angelleia let her eyes close and she tapped the Force; of course they were puzzled by her action now. Perhaps she was trying to calm down, they all thought. But Juna Rapier was so livid right now it was not funny and she did not care if everyone assumed she was using the Force. She wanted an answer to this horrible event, which she felt there was more to look into once she had the answer. 

Angelleia projected out as calmly as possible and touched every singe handmaiden mind one at a time. She noted their sudden gasp of shock from feeling her powerful touch, but they didn’t know why they felt so and couldn’t explain it. 

After a good long time, perhaps five minutes because she was very concise, she opened her eyes and said weakly, “I am sorry for my rudeness and my actions tonight. There…there was no excuse for it really.” She removed her contact lenses and regarded them all with her soft, dark brown eyes. “You are my loyal servants, but most importantly you are all my friends.” She looked down shamefully for a moment, and then raised her head up to continue. “You would never betray me. Why would you start now if you all ready haven’t? All I can ask is for you forgiveness. And I would not blame you if you did not forgive me, or if you resigned. I promise if you do leave I will give you a glowing job reference.”

That little sentence made them all smile, and Angelleia knew they have forgiven her for her rudeness. They all understood her reaction to what happened tonight and it stand to reason that their Royal Highness would be upset for it seemed someone has been telling Tomas Krendel lies.

Young Asia came forward and said; “I think someone is playing a horrible trick on you, Juna. On all of us.” She put a hand on Angelleia’s arm. “Is there any way I can help?”

Weena came around and suggested, “I think this has something to do with Seoven.”

The other handmaidens looked around, and for the next few seconds they began to ask Angelleia if she believed that. Actually, it did seem…very true. Angelleia said, “I agree. Tomas had mentioned me stepping down because of my personal problems affecting my judgment. Being what he said about the Royal Court, I don’t think its just a coincidence it they are related.”

Deannta’s head came up and said, “Pirus.”

Angelleia shot a look at her friend and said, “Seems obvious to me.”

“That son of a bitch!”

That brought everyone’s attention back around towards the Palace. Muriel Arnes had apparently come outside to see what was going on and overheard everything. The former Political Guardian stepped forward still in royal guise and said, “If that’s true, you can’t let him get away with this, your Highness. Its Political High Mutiny; a felony offense.”

 Angelleia nodded and smiled slightly at her best friend coming to the rescue. “That may be true, Muriel, but the evidence so far is very circumstantial. And Tomas said a she, not his father or he, told him of my so called ‘affections’ for him.” She made a finger gesture that sent a Force ping to Muriel, who felt it and then watched Angelleia give her handmaidens a nodding glance.

Translation: she checked the handmaidens with the Force and none of them were the culprit.

Muriel threw a thought towards Angelleia: Then who?

Angelleia answered, but with her mouth and in a way so she could convey it to her handmaidens. “I do not know who did this, or if they are truly conspiring to dethrone me. However I would like to know and know very soon.” She looked at Muriel and asked, “Will you assist?”

Muriel stood at attention and said, “As a Political Guardian I am at your service, your Highness.”

“Captain Baines.” He came over and stood in attention. Angelleia then motioned for everyone to lean in. Muriel stood beside Deannta and Baines took a position just behind Angelleia. She looked at him first and said, “Tell all your men that were here tonight to say nothing about this meeting. All quiet. Understood?”

“Yes, your Highness.”

She turned back to the others. “You are my eyes and my ears. If you leave the palace and hear something in regards to it I want it tracked down to the ringleader behind this affair. If you hear the servants drop rumor about this very subject I want you to bring that servant before me without hesitation. And if the information must be bought, then I will pay out of my own pocket. Offer them 100,000; double the payout upon results.”

Angelleia looked at Muriel and asked, “You said Dizzy keeps in touch with his friends?”

“Way ahead of you,” said Muriel with a nodded. There was a side chance that someone in the fringe heard about something underhanded about Seovenear and if so, sometimes for a price, the information can be gathered from those sources.

“And I want you to get a hold of your contacts within the Senate,” she then got right into Muriel’s ear and whispered, “Contact Senator Palpatine and ask him to quietly come back here immediately in the event I have to shut down the government.”

Muriel’s eyes exploded; no wonder why she kept that a secret from the others. It was law; in the event of wide scale firings of high-level political officials, the Naboo Government shuts down until all the elected officials are on Naboo. Juna doesn’t want a shut down and was making sure if such an event does happen that she is prepared for it. All ready Muriel could see Juna’s thinking on this; if this is about Seoven and not just about Tomas Krendel asking her to step down, then more than one person was behind this and it has to be within her own Royal Cabinet. She said, “Understood.”

Angelleia stood up and said, “Silence on this. No one outside this group tells anyone else. I want the liar. I want the link to everything.”

Soon they all slowly reentered the Palace and put on their face Sabacc face. But even with her calm words and demeanor, Queen Angelleia was Royally pissed off.

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
As the party ended and all went their separate ways, Juna made arrangements for Dizzy and Muriel to stay in the Palace so they could talk privately about matters. After Juna expressed her outrage in all of this, Dizzy had asked her if her mother and Enothchild’s nonappearance played into it as well. That ended the long night, for lost in all this was Enothchild and Naressa not showing up at all. That brought Juna crashing down a bit, and with the clock striking 3 in the morning, they all decided to part ways and pick it up later in the morning. First thing in the morning, Juna cancelled all appoints she had for the day and asked Chief Envandowd, who stayed overnight, if he would like to stay for the week and discuss matters of all kinds. He was delighted to, and this change in tactics on her behalf seemingly made certain individuals within her cabinet who had strong ties with Pirus Krendel smile suspiciously.

Juna didn’t want to use Chief Envandowd in her ‘bitch hunt’, but his staying created a diversion for the others to work behind the scenes. All the while she and the leader of Seovenear talked, the Royal Court focused on them on not on Muriel, Dizzy, or the handmaidens. And the long week guaranteed that Senator Palpatine would return in time. But as the days passed and the daily grind of just thinking that Pirus Krendel was trying to use her own personal problems against her to unseat her was taking its toil. Every night was filled with less and less sleep. Add to it Enothchild and Naressa’s lack of presence, and the last two nights added tears to her pillow to help her sleep.

Five days after the whole ‘Tomas’ affair, Juna went to bed and again she didn’t sleep at all; her emotions, not just anger, were running wild and out of control and she didn’t know what to do about it. Laying with eyes open and staring at the nearest window, she noted the whitish glow of Naboo’s full moon, Ohma-D'un cascade in with it’s light, inviting her to come outside and stare at it. It’s sister moons were currently in new moon stage so Ohma-D’un took center stage. The moon was quite large and very close to the world, but took the longest to go through its stages and therefore was often referred to as the ‘midnight sun’.

Rising, Juna threw on her ‘Jedi’ robe and walked out onto the terrace, wondering if her mother was looking up at the moon as well. If anything it would be something they were doing together if it were true. Naressa loved looking at the full moon every time it appeared and made efforts to view it from atop of the Tower Maze back at Rapier Manor. Why it held her mother’s interest, why it had a power over Naressa, Juna did not know. Maybe given her tremendous dark side power in the Force she saw the moon symbolically as her equal or her greatest foe, a power that was far greater then hers and therefore stood out in its lighted gaze every time to challenge it.

Juna finally locked her eyes on it, and prayed her mother was doing the same thing right now so they may share one night, one event, one moon, one thing in common. She needed her so bad and missed her love. 

There was a whisper, followed by a whisper of movement, and then another whisper. It was coming from behind her, and Juna turned around. She didn’t see anyone even with the moon glow, so she touched the Force to enhance her vision…

“Your Highness, forgive me,” said Weena very mutely.

“Why didn’t you knock,” asked Juna in hushed voice.

“I didn’t want you to turn on the lights if I did and awake the others, especially those you suspect of betraying you.” Weena got very close and said, “I have a servant girl who came to me a few moments ago and asked if I knew that Chief of Staff Nevere was talking to Pirus Krendel.”

“When was this?”

“At your birthday party according to her. Says her name is Faradi and she won’t talk to you unless you met with her at a private location of her choosing alone.”

Juna heard the name and immediately accepted the story as factually true. But again it boggled her mind that Faradi, with no evidence of her existence anywhere, existed. She wondered many a time if the girl was just her imagination; a representation of her intuition manifested by the pressures of solving the original Seoven Treaty crisis. But evidence proved otherwise; the girl cried real tears on her shoulder during the hostage crisis three years ago. Juna could touch her. If she wasn’t real, than the mysterious Faradi whatever-her-last-name-is was either the most sophisticated optical illusion without the use of the Force anyone had ever bared witness to, or she was the single most unable-to-detect person in the galaxy.

Faradi did give her focus whenever they have talked and her suggestions have all ways helped. Juna had to go see her, but to make sure of something Juna asked Weena, “What does she look like?”

Weena thought for a moment, and then said with a little smile, “She looks like you. Unbelievably beautiful.” She shook her head to clear her thoughts and said, “I can’t see how the Royal Staff missed her as a potential bodyguard. She’s so much your twin I wondered if you lied about being a only child.”

Juna finally asked with a nod, “Where?”

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

Curiously, Juna never seen this part of the Palace of Theed before and wondered why, all the while making sure she checked her fear as much as possible at the entrance, Faradi choose such a place. She followed the directions laid out by Weena that Faradi gave the handmaiden and found herself in the general staff’s wing where the general house keeping staff resides. She noted the black ribbon per Faradi’s given instructions tied to lighting fixture on the end wall of the wing signally to Juna where to go now. Reaching the wall, she let her finger teased the fixture’s round bottom, and to her shock the wall opened up to reveal a very old, totally absent of technology stone corridor. With small flashlight in hand, Juna put her fears aside and proceeded in, noting that the counterweights for the door shifted and the door closed behind her.

The corridor suddenly dropped off into a very steep, very short in width flight of stairs that Juna very slowly took her time going down; the stairs had to be put in long before droids were ever used, perhaps even invented. The Palace of Theed has been in existence for more than 10,000 years and has been remodeled, reconditioned, and renamed several times over. It was conceivable that this hidden place was forgotten among the duracrete replacing the old stone and shay mortar and surmised, upon seeing a faint glow of light flickering down somewhere at the end of the stairway, that the answers to this mystery and the answers to this whole political conspiracy will be revealed. 

Once she reached the torched-lit end of her journey she understood why this corridor and hidden room was forgotten and gasped in shock as the feelings of the eternal presence of death overwhelmed her overly sensitive Force senses; the place was a torture chamber, filled with many objects of various levels of pain and death induction and many harmful ways to physical and mental restrain a helpless, innocent victim. She clutched herself, despite the fact that she dressed warmly in her winter clothing, as the dark side of the Force tickled her body as if she was its long lost lover in its bid to seduce her to accept what it had to offer in the way of passion and power. 

Focusing inward as much as possible, Juna desperately sought out any peace that might have been hidden under all her turmoil of thought. 

Juna found nothing. 

Scared of its significants, she turned around and proceeded to leave this place of horrible death. She couldn’t be here. The dark side’s touches were making her numb and wanting. It’s subtle caresses made her body quiver and brung back haunting memories of being molested by it before as a child, thus increasing ever so slowly its intensity and efforts to charm her. And as every second passed, the longer she was here, the more Juna felt that she needed to embrace it and share in what it has to offer.

“Your Highness, wait.” Juna turned around and noted Faradi had been standing in the far corner all this time, apparently with back turned while lighting more candles for illumination. Baring a torch, the young woman proceeded towards Juna in a hooded, deep black robe, which nearly shadowed out her tan, charming face. Faradi pulled back on the hood and Juna visibly sighed in great relief. “Are you all right, my Lady?”

Juna chewed on the inside of her lower lip to keep from going into an explanation about her Force sensitivity while in a state of nearing hysterics. She said with the combination of frightened and angry tones, “How did you find this terrible place and why did you choose it?”

Faradi seemed confused by the sound of her voice and said, “Don’t you just love this place? I mean look at. All this time it has been here, a reminder of how awful we Humans once were on this planet centuries ago. Stuff like this you won’t find at the Royal Museum or in the history books. Dark, gothic, and in a way very, very naughty.” 

She walked over and very affectionately ran her finger over one of the many torture chairs littered about; Faradi’s pick was one where someone was held in place by metal restraints that had inward sharp edges in them and each on one of them had some from of crank on them that would force those restraints to slice through the victims wrist, ankles, mouth, nose, eyes, and neck. “I can imagine being a dungeon mistress here, and taking the Queen’s enemies and strapping them in and with your word make them suffer all so slowly. You can feel the power of this place, can’t you? Come over here and take a closer look at this. Touch it. Note the blood stains still on the steel.”

Juna quickly wanted this over with. She just bluntly said, “What information do you have in regards to Pirus Krendel and Sele Nevere. Please just tell me that and I will be on my way.”

Faradi looked ashamed and said, “Forgive me, your Highness. I…thought maybe you shared in my appreciation for this place. I mean after all,” she gestured around, “no one has this place bugged.”

That statement made Juna stare at Faradi for a moment in quiet contemplation. For some reason, she became curious about this place and actually felt a bit calmer; why she didn’t know. She said a little off subject, “I’m surprised security has not found this place.”

Faradi sat down in the torture chair very relaxingly and that unnerved Juna a lot. She said, “I think it has something to do with this black stone. I mean I never seen such stone anywhere on Naboo. It probably throws off their sensor sweeps.” She caressed the fine dark amber wood of the torture chair with smiling, almost ecstatic, appreciation for being such an object of evil. A facial expression flashed on Faradi’s face as if she was honored and privileged to be sitting in the chair. “I was dusting one day and, like you tonight, I rubbed the ancient light fixture just right and the wall opened up.” She folded her hands together and said, “You’ll be surprised what one can uncover while dusting.” With that, Faradi offered Juna to sit in the chair across from her. “Please. Sit. It won’t bite you.”

Juna eyed the torture chair and gulped; it featured metal broad plates where they were used to restrain someone, and then with continuous cranks with the wheels all around it the plates would crush the victim very slowly. And upon that revelation she understood why the two chairs faced one another; if someone wanted to torture two victims related to one another either by blood, marriage, or conspiracy the torture master wanted to make sure they faced one another as the torturing process commenced, adding more pain to the all ready terrible process.

Juna very carefully walked up to the chair and immediately balked at sitting in it. She made the subject very clear and related to why she was down here. “Like bugs?”

“Listening devices, yes,” noted Faradi with a nod of her head. “For the longest time I wondered why you had them. I thought such things were forbidden in the Palace.” She looked down. “Of course being a servant and not a figure in politics like yourself I’m not expected to question or understand your reasons.”

“But that opinion changed, didn’t it?”

Faradi looked up and said, “I know like everyone else that Pirus Krendel is not supposed to be in the Palace or on its grounds.”

“And he was speaking to Sele Nevere?”

“And to other members of your Royal Cabinet.” Faradi stood up and came before Juna. “And to members of Bravo Squadron and the Naboo Volunteer Military.”

Juna felt her anger immediately override her fear, and this place suddenly seemed to be a great place to be to vent such anger. “During the party?” Faradi nodded. “All at once?”

“No. But Chief of Staff Nevere and Mister Krendel were together constantly while meeting such folks one or two at a time. That is, until his son ran through the place like a wild beast. Mister Krendel went after his son, never to return, while Chief of Staff Nevere continued to talk to people.” Faradi raised a hand and said, “It should be noted, your Highness, that they spoke where I knew there were no bugs; the fireplace.”

Juna cursed out between gritted teeth, “Smeck!” Stomping around and letting out a hateful sigh, she knew why they met and talked there. The fireplace and its surrounding area was a known security sensor dead zone; their conversation could not be photographed and therefore the group of conspirators had guaranteed their secret. 

Keeping the fact to herself, Juna asked sternly, “Do you know what the conversation was about? Did you hear any of it?”

“No, but it just struck me odd that Mister Krendel, in poor disguise even for a costume party, was here.” Faradi stood up and carefully walked to her right and slightly towards Juna so she could see her Queen’s face a bit more clearly. She seemed to admire Juna’s angered brow and mused, “He was dressed up like a Veteria-era aristocrat.”

That made Juna’s eyes balloon in anger; Sele was conveniently dressed that way as well. Juna found her hands curling up into tight fist and just felt her body grow hot with furnace flame, boiling her blood that now pulsated loudly in her ears. Her body trembled, but not in fear and not from the dark side in her opinion. Betrayal of her trust was something she would not tolerate from anyone regardless of who they were and drove her to levels of rage she normally did not visit. So furious she was Juna couldn’t bring herself to speak unless it was in a controlled, dark, murderous tone. “Is that all you know.” It wasn’t a question it was demand.

“Yes, your Majesty,” said Faradi with a little smile. “I can understand your anger in this. I would be upset too if the people that I have put my trust in conspired to ruin me.”

Juna snapped her head around to stare hard at Faradi, which brought the servant girl to a grinding halt from pacing around the torture chamber. Juna’s breaths were very audible as she just continued to stew over the facts. She held up her clenched fist and worked her index finger out to point it at Faradi. “You will be my witness. I want you to identify all those involved. I want you to submit an affidavit swearing to what you saw in detail. And I want you to testify in a political hearing.”

Faradi nervously chuckled and said, “Forgive me your Highness, but the reason why I brought you down here was due to the fact that these people can make me disappear.” She put her hands up to her chest. “I will be happy to give you names, but I won’t testify.”

“You sure as hell will testify,” said Juna, storming right up to the young woman. Faradi backed into a torture table and discovered that she had nowhere to go. “I will not have you just dump and run this information on my lap. I won’t!”

Faradi gulped as Juna just about jammed a sharp nail-finger into her face and held up her hands in surrender. She breathed deeply and said very quietly, “May I offer an alternative, your Highness?”

Juna looked around Faradi and realized what she had done. She took three long steps back and gestured for her to speak. 

Faradi said, “It seems obvious to me that they won’t let you hang them even with my testimony. And if the governors are in with them, they could have you removed from the Throne by procedure and put Tomas Krendel in your place. That’s wrong I believe. It’s circumventing the people’s vote and therefore the will of the people. But what can one do to eliminate such villainy in this holy Palace?” Faradi stepped off to the side of the torture table and gestured to it and all around. “I can think of one way all ready. This secret place of pain and misery and silence can still be used and is all ready equipped. And I would be more than willing to assist you in such a…delightfully enlightening endeavor.”

Juna found herself looking around the dungeon and all though this place still sickened her to a degree she couldn’t help seeing Faradi’s logic in the idea. 

Faradi suddenly said, “Of course this is too barbaric and out of the question even by today’s standards.” She then noted smugly, “But today’s standards are just as effective with the end result. I mean with money and connections one could always hire an assassin of reputation to ‘clean’ up a mess with the right tools for the job. Make it look like a simple accident, or have the blame fall upon someone else. Above all quick, painless, and guilt-free.” 

Faradi walked over to a torture rack that featured large steel ball bearings on moving swing polls; once a victim was strapped to the rack, a torture master could grab the 6-inch diameter balls and with both hands throw them at the victim to break bone. “Or perhaps with your power…you can have the mess cleaned up internally? A test for the others that swear allegiance to you to see if indeed they will do what it takes in the name of the Crown. To obey your commands as sworn sacrament and die for your approval if necessary.”

Faradi finally strode over to Juna’s still, contemplating form and put her hands delicately on her shoulders. “Perhaps there are other ways to have your bidding fulfilled that I am not aware of, more powerful and very elusive ways to end this destructive personal attack upon you as Queen of Naboo.” She let her right hand caress Juna’s cheek. “That way you do not involve the others. That way the attack will not be revealed by loose lips.” Faradi tucked strands of Juna’s hair back behind the young ruler’s red-with-anger ear. “I know you have such power, your Highness, and I advise you to employ it to do your bidding. Think about it, and while you do think about what they have tried to do to you. They stooped to very…very…very deep, dark…lows. I think it’s only fair and justifiable to destroy them at their own game. ” 

Faradi smiled very warmly. “But that’s only my opinion. I am sure you will come to a final decision with your own thoughts in mind.”

Juna could only let Faradi’s words give her strength, regardless how archaic they were. It made sense to her at the moment; the Force was indeed with her and it was an undetectable power when used right. Did she possess enough knowledge to use it in such way? She knew she didn’t, but that did not stop the feeling that she could by…letting go all her inhibitions in regards to the Force.

Faradi snapped her out of her thought processes and said, “It’s almost daybreak, your Highness. You should go back to your room before Chief of Staff Nevere discovers that you are gone. You wouldn’t want her to know what you are doing now, do you?”

Juna shook her head, and Faradi bowed to dismiss herself. Quickly the servant began to put out the torches to once again allow darkness to consume the secret, ancient room. For once, after letting such darkness blind her sight, Juna Rapier did not fear this place. 

In fact…she loved it. In fact, she kept it in mind if she did decide to take…rash action.

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

Upon her return to her room, Juna could feel Sele and the rest of the handmaidens coming to her room now and quickly lay down in bed. They entered and noted her disheveled appearance. Juna cited that she was not feeling well and send her apologies to Chief Envandowd for her absence, and also ordered that Doctor Solms services were not needed. Of course Sele obeyed, but Juna noted the older woman’s secret worry in her eyes; something was not right and she feared that Juna knew what it was. Too obvious to her, Juna awaited for them to leave and she sat up in bed to ponder what her next move was in regards to this very situation. She wanted Faradi to testify to this treachery, yes, but her suggestion to take matters into her own hands seemed to make more sense than anything else. 

And why not: Sele, Pirus, and those others conspired such a web of conspiracy to defeat her so personally. And for what: to put Tomas in control and to have a more favorable voice for their own personal gain. In her opinion, Tomas was not part of this ruse. In fact he was used…Pirus Krendel used his own son for his own personal gain. How could anyone do that to their child? It’s practically child abuse! The nerve of the rotten womp rat ass son of a bitch to do such a smecking underhanded thing to a young man who is hurting emotionally because he wants to do right by his own bastard of a father! WHY DOES HE DO SUCH A THING! WHY DOES HE HATE HER SO! WHY!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

Juna slammed her hands down on the bed in disgust, and the table and chair set, the one she uses for morning breakfast, directly in front of her bed flipped up and sailed away from her, crashing hard on the ground with devastating, wood-splintering impact. The windows blew out as if hit by an explosion, glass shards flying outside and raining downward in small, sharp shards. And the far wall directly in front of her suddenly dented and cracked as if a wrecking ball hit it, leaving a large impact crater and the force of the impact shaking the Palace. 

The whole commotion snapped her out her hate-filled trance and caused her to stare on in horror, realizing that she has been doing something terribly wrong for too long and has now cultivated to this; letting her emotions consume her and dictate her actions. 

A few seconds later, Juna could feel the cold tendrils of the dark side of the Force connected to her and quickly acted. Focusing inward she found her inner peace within her heart and the tendrils separated from her and left, leaving her with a bright light feeling of calm and clarity. Time seemed to stand still for her as the thoughts she had in mind only a few moments ago were recalled and it made Juna’s stomach knot up. She had thoughts of actually using the Force to kill Sele and the rest of them cold bloodedly. Closing her eyes again Juna said, “Force no. What am I doing?” She looked at the damage. “What have I done?”

Her main entrance door on the other end of the private quarters busted open, scores of Nubian guards came running in with blasters drawn and looking everywhere and at everything. Captain Baines found Juna first, rushed over to her, scooped her up in his large arms and ran roughshod with her out of the room. The same thought ran through his mind: the conspirators set off a bomb! He didn’t set her down until they had her in the Throne Room and the place locked down tight. After a while the room was unlocked and all her handmaidens came to see her. Right behind them was Muriel and Dizzy with concern on their face. Her Royal Cabinet came in as well, looking concerned as possible save for a few exceptions.

Juna now knew who was and was not part of the conspiracy. Still in peace, the Force told her who to put her trust in and was glad that her entire cabinet was not involved. Especially Cessa Evannava Ferngully, who tearfully gave her a hug. Juna appreciated it, but did not appreciate Sele’s hand on her shoulder; the woman’s touch was cold. But she bit down her scowling look and fought down her anger; anger will not help now. Unfortunately under protocol Chief Envandowd and his party were made to sit tight right where the were; Juna feared that because it left the door wide open for them to be accused of trying to assassinate her by one of the conspirators and thus break the treaty. She ordered their release and sent down apologies.

Dizzy, however, kept making eyeballing motions with his large eyes. He wanted to let her know about something but since Captain Baines would not let her leave her Throne it was impossible to have a private conference. That is until Muriel saw what was happening and whispered something in Dizzy’s ear. Suddenly the Sullustan tapped his head, indicating to Juna that she should read his mind. Juna projected outward, focused, and sent a ping to Dizzy to let him know she was listening.

Juna, I went to the Falcon this morning and had a message waiting for me from an outbound transceiver. It was from Enothchild to get a hold of him. I did and he asked me where I was. I said Naboo and he asked Muriel and I to check on you because he felt a great disturbance in the Force. Now this was before this…whatever it was that happened that got the Palace’s panties in a bunch. I asked him where he was and he said he was just coming back from Sanctuary and was 12 days away from Naboo and apparently done with hunting Vhinech.

Juna’s eyes widened upon hearing that. Dizzy continued.

I joked that the Vhinech problem must be so bad for you to miss out on your birthday. He said he totally forgot and I reminded him about the invitation. He said he didn’t get an invitation. I asked him if he ran into anybody from Naboo and he said absolutely not because he just got done coming from spending the last two months on Sanctuary. He’s got business on Coruscant, but he is on his way after that.

With a craning head and a look of surprise, Juna realized now how to attack this situation and do so within the bounds of the law. She will not use her heart to destroy her enemies. She will use her heart to help her people, for this is a crime against them as well as her. With a calm and peaceful heart, she will put all matters to rest once and for all. 

All that in mind, it was time to call in some favors.

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

The next morning Queen Angelleia called a surprise cabinet meeting that totally caught Sele off guard and so the elderly woman was late. She assumed her Royal Highness was still ill and therefore unable to have the meeting. And perhaps, with the surprise arrival of Senator Palpatine, not let the Nubian senator catch her illness. Even though Sele had her reasons to be suspicious about Palpatine’s unannounced arrival, she was sure of herself nothing wrong was going to happen today. If any luck this will be about Seoven, especially after what happened yesterday with Angelleia’s room. All ready the well-crafted rumors were circulating around the governor circles and soon they would reach the press and the Seoven treaty will be quashed.

Upon her arrival Sele looked towards the throne and slowed her pace down.

Just the reaction Queen Angelleia wanted to see from the soon to be ex-Chief of Staff. She watched Sele eye the people around her: along with a few members of the cabinet and the providence governors were Cessa and Horatio Ferngully, Deannta Desser, Weena Welchrest, and Selena Colin-all minus handmaiden wardrobe, Senator Dace Palpatine…Terese Maltanaw, formerly Queen Landana and Sele’s long time friend, Eric Maltanaw and Muriel Thahada Arnes. They all looked at the Sele with serious faces. 

Terese Maltanaw looked at her old friend with a look of disappointment.

And there were cabinet members missing.

And these people surrounding Angelleia, except for Senator Palpatine were wearing robes signifying them as cabinet members.

Sele nervously smiled at everyone and then looked at her friend Terese and nodded, “My Lady.” She then looked at Queen Angelleia and said, “This is quite a surprise. What is the occasion, your Highness?”

Queen Angelleia smiled and said, “Glad you asked.” She hit a key on her armrest and soon afterwards Chief Envandowd and his party came in escorted by Captain Baines and a security team. After a formal greeting Angelleia said, “Chief Envandowd, I hereby declare our treaty with you null and void. We no longer will trade with you under the current conditions originally outlined and agreed upon.”

“Very well your Highness,” he said, but not sounding a bit upset by the news at all. He then craned his head to the right, indicating a smile. “I accept the break in the treaty and will sign the new agreement.”

Sele gave the Chief of the Seoven people a double take look of surprise upon the news. Queen Angelleia pulled out a data pad and at the same time both she and Envandowd put their thumbprint on the electronic document. When it chimed they repeated the process with Envandowd’s own data pad and copy of the new treaty. Then to add to Sele’s shock, the governors all put their thumbprints on the treaties, followed by Senator Palpatine last. That could only mean…

“I hereby officially welcome the planet Seovenear to the Royal Nubian Planetary Colonial States, and I hereby appoint Houket’ Envandowd Prime Minister of the Colony of Seovenear.” Queen Angelleia, standing up and both put a hand on each other’s right shoulder: a symbol of hand shaking. “We welcome you to the Seas.”

“It will be my honor and privilege to serve under your leadership, my Queen,” he said with a little bow. “This will benefit us all. Thank you.”

“No, thank you, Prime Minister. I know you will serve our peoples well.” Both bowed and the now appointed Prime Minister of the new Nubian colony of Seoven Envandowd took his leave. Sele knew that with the new treaty, the actually induction of Seoven into the Naboo colonies, guaranteed a flat price for foodstuffs normally charged higher for off world accounts. In other word Pirus Krendel couldn’t demand any increase in price on his fish through the courts. 

Setting the treaty down on the table, Angelleia casually strode back to her large chair and mused, “Now where were we?”

Terese Maltanaw kept her blue eye gaze staring hard at Sele and she said, “New business, your Highness.”

“Ah,” said Angelleia, sitting down very regally in her chair. “I guess our impromptu meeting can start now. Thank you, Lady Terese.” With that everyone around Angelleia stepped a little forward and held their positions. She looked at Sele and asked, “How long have you been part of the Royal Court, Sele?”

“Most of my life, your Highness,” said Sele very nervously.

“Try over 50 years,” said Terese with contempt in her voice.

Angelleia’s eyebrows raised, “50 years. Wow. How can anyone manage to live with all this political garbage for so long?”

“It’s not easy,” noted Sele, matching Angelleia’s little giggle.

“No, it isn’t,” said Terese again. The former world leader crossed her arms now in contempt.

“50 years,” said Angelleia very slowly. “You meet a lot of people in that amount of time. Quite a lot, I mean look at me I’m almost 8 years into this and I’ve met exactly 1833 new people. It’s very hard to keep track of all those names even with today’s technology. I have to assume they will try and keep contact with me because honestly I can’t keep track of all of them. I can the most recent I have met. Envandowd. Mesapher. Valorum.” Angelleia hesitated for a moment. “Krendel.” Then she paused again after saying the names of the cabinet; that is the names of those cabinet members that were absent, and then said, “Lieutenant Vessker Ophel.” 

Sele shifted a little from one foot to another, and Terese Maltanaw said very mutely, “How could you, Sele?”

Sele cleared her throat and ignored Terese. “Yes, lots of people.”

“Do you happen to know Lieutenant Vessker Ophel, Sele,” asked Angelleia. Sele did not respond. “You should. He was assigned to track down and deliver my invitation for my birthday party to Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch a month ago. Surely you remembered that you gave him the invitation so he may deliver it?” She didn’t answer. “No? Well he does. And after about 10 days of searching he found Enothchild, gave him the invitation and came straight home and had you logged it in that he had met with Enothchild with the invite. Therefore mission: accomplished.”

Sele finally gulped and went to say something, but Angelleia waved her silent and continued. “Yesterday Enothchild talked to a mutual friend of ours, Dizzy Arnes. He told him that he was on the Vhinech prison planet of Sanctuary for the past two months.” Angelleia craned her head, letting one of her long headdress tassels droop down to her lap. “Now either Lieutenant Ophel has committed a very serious felony by not only discovering the classified whereabouts of Sanctuary but landing on the planet to deliver the invitation, in which I would be held responsible for, or he disobeyed my order, disobeyed his superior officer’s command, totally ignored and lied to the very person he swore to follow without question, Her Royal Highness, myself.” 

Queen Angelleia folded her hands together and looked at Sele with nearly closed eyelids. “To find out which was which, I had Captain Archer look at his flight logs and slice into his astromech droid. He found, after some prodding, that Lieutenant Ophel went as far as the Core Worlds and did several laps around them, then came back.”

“After that I had the Republic Minister of Finance grant me access to Ophel’s off planet banking affairs based on such evidence; after all, he was assigned to carry out my wishes, not go on a flight around the galaxy. It appears that he has now a broker welfare account that has 200,000 credits in it with another 300,000 on wait. Presented with such evidence, Lieutenant Ophel last night agreed to a dishonorable discharge to save him from a very long life prison sentence.” She stopped for a moment. “But he was granted the discharge based on the way he answered my questions. Once he answered them, I was more than willing to let him live in dishonor.” 

Angelleia stood up and walked towards Sele, getting close enough to look down at the shorter female. “Do I need to go on? Or have you heard enough?”

“Continue,” said Terese. Sele realized that Angelleia wasn’t asking for her opinion on continuing.

“Ophel explained to me who his benefactor was: Pirus Krendel. Ophel explained to me who he listened to for orders: select members of the cabinet that I personally fired very early this morning and had them placed under arrest for interfering with a Queen’s Royal Order. Ophel finally admitted who his go between was in this whole sorry, stupidly ill conceived, plotted out, revenge, grab for power mess.” Angelleia stopped and just stared deep into Sele’s blue eyes. After 5 seconds, she said, “You have the floor, Lady Terese.”

Terese Maltanaw stormed through the crowd and grabbed her former Royal Bodyguard hard by the shoulders and shook her. “How could you? How could you!” She gave Sele a little shove and took a moment to compose herself. Sele just casted her eyes downward in shame as Terese held up her finger and said, “I want you to admit your wrong doing right now!”

Sele, Terese’s former Royal Bodyguard, whispered, “Your Highness-?”

“Do it! Damn it, Sele, I said do it!”

Sele looked up with a tear or two in her eyes and looked at Angelleia with a shaking head, saying in disgust, “If Tomas had not kissed you-.”

“I said admit it, Sele!” Terese grabbed Sele hard by the shoulders again. “If you won’t for her, then do it for me.” She stood up regally and all those years of being Queen came back in her voice. “Do it for your Queen.”

Sele looked at Terese with a growing, sadden look and then looked at the others. Out of all of them, only Senator Palpatine expressed something in the form of a headshake and a very stern look, which oddly made Sele shrink back a bit. Looking back at Terese, she said, “I will do it for my Queen.” She then rudely looked at Angelleia and said, “Not for this little tart.”

Muriel stepped forward for a moment and began to crack her knuckles loudly. Angelleia waved her friend off, reminding her once again that a leg didn’t need to be broken here.

Sele looked back at Sele and said, “I miss your reign as Queen, Terese. It was so beautiful and right. There was so much…greatness and pleasantry about it that it was clearly one for the books. You were the example in which all Queens in the future should live by. You surpassed your mother in every way, and did more for the Crown, for the Throne, and for the Palace in regards to the most important position anyone has the honor to hold.” She looked at Angelleia. “I had hoped you would continue it. But after Seovenear…when you besmirched yourself with that…horrible, disgusting tattoo on your back! That very thing told me there was no way in hell you were going to live up to Queen Landana’s expectations.”

“My expectations for Angelleia were to be far different than mine, Sele,” interrupted Terese. “I wanted her do more than anyone else. I wanted her to take risk. I wanted her to do what was unthinkable and have the people embrace it. I want her, before she leaves the Throne, to make peace with the Gungans. Things I could never, ever do.” She placed a hand on Angelleia’s shoulder. “What she did on Seovenear when she was 11 years old…by the Oceans it was fricking heroic.” 

Terese looked at Sele again with punishing eyes. “I would never have done what Angelleia has done. When I was 16, 16 Sele, my first year as Queen I blew the Kuat trade agreement. Remember? I was so damn nervous about signing, just SIGNING, a document that I vomited right on Scobad of Kuat. Angelleia…Juna goes out and gets a tattoo so two worlds can coexist together in the universe. She goes into combat…Sele, you know how I hate violence, and she saves our people.” Terese put her hand to her chest. “I have let people die because of inactions. And you think I am a better Queen?”


“She shouldn’t be flying in fighter missions, she’s a woman, a lady, and royalty!”

“But do you think I was better because I didn’t do what Juna has done?”

“You were a woman of integrity and peace.”

“Answer the damn question!”

Sele clamped her mouth closed. She wiped her face dry and finally said, “Yes.”

Terese shook her head, “Now I do know why you got into ‘bed’ with Pirus Krendel. You did it for all the wrong reasons. And it makes me SICK!” Sele flinched at that last sentence. “I have told you many times that the Crown is never defined for all time by one single individual in history that wears it. When Juna steps down, the process will begin again, and soon she will be forgotten just as I am.”

Sele shook her head and said, “Don’t ever say that, my Lady. The people love you.”

“Yes, they did ‘love’ me. They even loved my mother. Now, they love her.” She gestured towards Juna. “And when she steps down, they will love the next queen or king that comes by.” Terese growled out, “But most certainly they will not love a leader that is hand chosen by a political conspiracy I guarantee that!”

Sele shot back, “The Seoven Treaty was hurting our people.”

“WRONG! IT WAS HURTING PIRUS KRENDEL!” screamed Terese, stomping her foot in anger with each word spoken. “Krendel shot himself in the foot first of all by talking ill of Juna’s father. He KNEW what trouble he would have gotten himself in, but I guess he realized that he didn’t deserve it and resorted to this…filth and disgust.”

“You held such views about Bendian Rapier as well.”

“But I found myself respecting him due to his admission of guilt and his last sacrifice of love for his daughter, and I NEVER SPEAK ILL OF THE DEAD, SELE! Never! After what Juna has gone through in her life. After watching her father get killed when he was protecting her! AFTER SHE HAD BEEN RAPED!” Terese had to stop herself from either hitting Sele or crying her eyes out for a moment, “And controlling Juna’s life? What kind of bantha fodder is that? She is the Queen of Naboo she can do whatever the hell she wants. And what you are doing with Pirus Krendel, by doing things to her on a personal level to rattle her, to remove Juna from rule is far beyond unethical and immoral. It is a violation of the fragile trust and growing mind of an intelligent, gentle, caring, and very kind young woman. This very act IS RAPE IN MY OPINION, SELE!” Terese took a step back and said, “If I was Juna, I would want kill you. Literally, Sele, I would want to rip you ugly heart out and stomp on it until it stopped beating. Using her kindness and emotions against her…that is utterly disgusting and I won’t be associated with it!” 

Terese just took her hands and brushed them back and forth. “I wipe my hands of our friendship, Miss Nevere.” Sele’s eyes exploded open and were quickly filled with new wetness. “I do not ever want to speak to you again.” She looked at Juna and said, “Forgive me for ever suggesting this woman to be your Chief of Staff, my Queen. I am so sorry.”

“How was you suppose to know, Lady Terese,” said Angelleia. She regarded Sele as well and said, “We can all be fooled by a friendly face. Mislead. Deceived. It happens. We learn from it. We go on.” Angelleia walked back and sat down in her chair and she relaxed for a moment. Sele, all alone, stood and cried for a few more minutes before drying her eyes again and composing herself. “Are you ready to hear what I have to offer to you in the way of retirement, Miss Nevere?”

Sele let her cold, sad blue eyes find Angelleia’s dark brown orbs. She said, “Yes.”

Angelleia nodded and said, “Like the cabinet members I had to fire today, I offered them a choice. Be fired, lose your benefits, be politically blacklisted, but avoid any criminal charges by fingering the leadership behind this conspiracy, or be fired, lose your benefits, be politically blacklisted, and spend the rest of your natural life behind bars for high treason for not saying a damn word.” She looked at the others and then continued, “After consulting with my new Royal Cabinet, there was some disagreement. They all thought I was crazy to think of such a deal for you, but I am Queen Angelleia and I am a compassionate ruler. Prison at your age will only make you ill. I couldn’t have that on my conscious. After all, I am not you or Pirus Krendel. Unlike the previous cabinet, they don’t conspire to destroy me because they do not like my decisions. They make their objections, but what I say goes.”

Sele frowned at Angelleia for one last stand and challenge. Angelleia just looked at her with a straight, unexpressive face and said, “The choice is yours, Miss Nevere.”

Sele looked down and with gritting teeth she nodded her head.

“Wise choice by a wise former member of the Royal Court,” noted Angelleia. “Chief of Staff Arnes, will you and Captain Baines escort Miss Nevere to her quarters so you may obtain and secure all affects pertaining to her office, please?”

The new Chief of Staff Muriel Thahada Arnes said, “Of course, your Highness. It will be my pleasure.” The red head came to Sele’s side and said, “Move your bottom, Saggy Wrinkles, I got a Royal Cabinet to supervise and I need the tools to do it with.” 

Sele gave Muriel a scowling look, which the red head just gave her a sneer that said ‘you want a limp’. Obviously noting the former Political Guardian’s look of ‘sincerity’ Sele Nevere got the hint and walked quickly out of the room. 

Angelleia turned to the others and smiled and let out a relieving sigh. “Thank you all for your support.”

“What are friends for,” said Eric Maltanaw, grabbing hold of his wife and giving her a hug for doing such a good job as well as comfort. “Les is going to have a fit that I will be over him again in command structure as the new Secretary of Defense.” And smirked and said, “And besides, a sister from Bravo Squadron by the designation of Dragon Leader needed Ol’ Bravo Leader’s help and I came in from behind to nail that boogie chomping on your ass.” He quickly added, “I mean fondling your Royal Bottom, your Majesty.” They had to giggle over that; this was going to be a fun Royal Cabinet.

“I never saw such a well-targeted, highly destructive political counteroffensive like that in my entire career,” said Senator Palpatine. He nodded towards Angelleia and said, “You are truly an ally to hold in high regard and a adversary to greatly fear, your Majesty. An inspiration to us all.”

Cessa put a hand around her husband Horatio and said, “Along with the new Secretary of Legal Affairs, I would like to say well done, your Highness.” The very shy Horatio Ferngully could only nod and give his wife a hug.

Angelleia returned the nodded and went before her three former handmaidens. She said, “Well, do you like your new jobs?”

“Hate it all ready,” joked Deannta and the other two laughed. “I wanted to be you more than just a half a dozen times, you know. Let’s face it you get to push a few buttons.” She grinned and said, “As long as your Queen, I’m your man.”

“That’s my line,” joked Weena, and again they laughed. “I’m more qualified to say that.”

“What will you do for a Royal Bodyguard,” asked Selena quizzically.

Angelleia just shook her head and said, “I’ll just be really careful, that’s all. Besides,” she looked out the window and could see the moon in the daylight, “I have a gift about knowing things ahead of time when I am on my game.”

Terese came up from behind and noted, “It’s your heart, your Highness.” She put firm hands on her shoulders. “The heart of purity and goodness within a realm of honor and truth.”

Queen Angelleia could only nod in approval and sighed in great relief; the worst was over, and she has faced down the dark side again. But it was close, too close, and she felt that all of them were used by Faradi. That in some way Faradi had planned this all to cause her to fall.

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

A few days passed since the announcement of the retirement of Chief of Staff Sele Nevere and several other members of Queen Angelleia’s administration and the introduction of their replacements, as well as the story about the possible conspiracy to circumvent Naboo’s elective process involving Pirus Krendel and several ‘unnamed’ individuals in the government. Conveniently, Krendel was unavailable for questioning because he unknowingly off world. Upon hearing the news he sent an official line to the media that he had no comment and sent a private message to the Palace expressing that he would come back as soon as possible to answer these charges.

Conveniently, Krendel didn’t say where he was, who he was with, and did not say when exactly he was returning. 

Angelleia decided to give him a few more days. If he didn’t come home, she was going to order a freeze on all his assets and send arrest teams out to hunt him down and bring him in. If he wants to act like a criminal then so be it; he will be treated like one.

As everyone outside the Palace brewed over the controversy, Angelleia, the Royal Court, the Providential Governors, all of the Naboo Volunteer Military and Bravo Squadron and security specialist from Rapier Technologies got together and in two days located the entire network of secret listening devices that were planted by the conspirators. Sele directed them to the data collection module hidden in her room that stored all the conversations picked up by the devices and sure enough the recordings date back to when Angelleia returned from the Seoven mission 5 years ago. The high tech gear, so highly sophisticated in design and so advance that even the overly sensitive gear security uses for sensor sweeps cannot detect it, was actually manufactured by Rapier Technologies.

That stuck an annoying thought of twisted irony in Juna Rapier’s conscious. Krendel and his partners using equipment that was manufactured by his own enemy to destroy his enemy’s daughter. In essence it went along with their game plan; use things related to her to ruin her.

Once that was done, there was one piece of unfinished business left. After some long thought shortly after Sele’s admissions, Juna came to some realizations and quickly showed the others the secret torture chamber hidden within the walls of the Palace of Theed. As far as Juna was concern it had no place in her life and had no reason to go on hiding any longer. Once the objects inside were removed, the whole room was going to be excavated out, filled, and sealed forever.

She invited her friends, as well as several scientist, engineers, anthropologist, and members of University of Theed’s Nubian Antiquates Museum, to show off this horrible find and everyone shared the same thought at least once: totally freaked out by it’s existence. Even with all the lighting and every solider that came down packing weapons nobody really stayed down there due to the fear they felt. Terese Maltanaw, former Queen of Naboo, never knew of the place and was sure her mother Queen Tessa didn’t either. Being an authority on Nubian history, Governor Sio Bibble was at a complete loss to explain when such a place was erected in the Palace and pondered if it existed before the beginning of the Great Time of Peace. 

Upon further examination, the scientist came up with results. First was the black rock that made up the walls, the floor, the ceiling, and the stairs and secret door to the torture chamber: setera ore, a ore not found on Naboo or even in the sector, that is basically worthless except for the fact that it could absorb energy even in the high mega watt range. Thus the reason why the sensors couldn’t detect it when security ran their sensor sweeps. Given the age and chemical composition of the mortar holding the cut stones together, the torture chamber was built roughly 18,000 years ago during the Veteria-era, when the Palace of Theed was actually much smaller and was called the Castle of Nome. The Nome ruling family, who ruled Theed when it was only a country and not just a city and providence, were a corrupt power during the era, and many of their enemies had a habit of disappearing, never to be seen again. 

Irony again, for Sele Nevere and Pirus Krendel at Angelleia’s birthday party dressed as Veteria-era aristocrats. Seemingly fitting that it was related, for the Nome ruling family was eventually brought down by, and so was this conspiracy against Angelleia, an errant kiss between the powerful son and an equally powerful enemy’s daughter.

Upon hearing the tale and Angelleia pointing out the connections, Dizzy Arnes simply muttered, “Irony is pretty fricking ironic sometimes.”

Later in the evening, Dizzy brought that up again as he, Muriel, and Juna were all alone in Juna’s private quarters, sitting around the lit fireplace and discussing today’s findings. In which Juna said in response to Dizzy’s keen observation, “There are no coincidences in the Force.” Her friends puzzled, she finally explained everything and revealed to them the story about her and the mysterious Faradi. 

After the story was finished, Muriel asked, “So do you think this Faradi is some ghost and not a real person? A cursed specter from the Nome ruling family?”

“It’s crossed my mind, but Faradi began to appear when I was on Seovenear,” noted Juna, taking a sip of hot chocolate from her large mug. “I doubt very much a haunting spirit can travel light years from their domain of residence. I even had the experts today check the name. Faradi is not Nubian in origin.”

“Then she is real,” said Muriel. “Maybe a Vhinech, or someone else entirely.”

Juna shook her head. “I thought about those possibilities and there are too many ways to explain them away. I would have known she was a Vhinech because I am familiar with their Force signatures. And a real person honestly can’t escape being dogged by investigation for this long.”

“Unless Sele was instrumental in that,” pointed out Dizzy. “You know, getting some dough together and hiring someone Force sensitive.”

“That’s reaching, Honey,” said Muriel. She shook her head to emphasize the point. “First of all this person would have to be trained in the Force, meaning Jedi training, and what little I do know of the Force it requires a lot of focus and concentration to pull off these disappearing tricks this Faradi girl can do. Plus such an arrangement with Sele would have left a glaring paper trail, which after days of investigation it should have turned up. What’s more, Sele and the others didn’t mention Faradi at all. My feeling is that they would have.” 

“Red, it only takes loose currency in the way of gold to hide such a paper trail, even Hutt currency.” Of course Dizzy’s experience with the fringe made him the master in that particular subject over the two women. “But you do have a point about Sele and the others. Juna would have sensed them holding back, right?” Juna nodded in affirmation. “Maybe…I don’t know, maybe this some Dark Jedi’s doing. Let’s face it; Pern and Prophet had their own motivations separate from the Vhinech using Juna to conquer the Republic. Why not some other dark shit head?”

“That’s the last thing I need in my life,” said Juna with a slightly shaken voice.

“Granted,” said Muriel with a nodding head. “This person could very well be a Jedi, or one with training in the Force, that is actually an adult. She, or even he, uses a form similar to Juna in order to gain a psychological peer trust. It’s not out of the realm of possibility.”

Juna shook her head and said, “That’s just it, such an entity would have left something from them in the Force behind inside me and I would have detected it. I’ve spent a few nights here meditating deeply on the possibility and nothing like that is happening here. The only thing that makes sense is a Force spirit. Either that, or I am going crazy.”

Muriel shook her head and said, “As your one time doctor and psychiatrist and as your friend I can assure you that you are not crazy.” She finally nodded in approval to Juna’s feelings, conceding the point. She added though to continue the discussion, “This is strange. An alien ghost…that can travel from planet to planet.”

 “They can’t,” said Dizzy with all seriousness. “Having studied with the Fednori Religion on Sullust in my youth, I learned a lot about ghost and demons and even about possession and the one thing that is clear that there are certain boundaries, or limitations, established within the metaphysical realm that no after life entity can eclipse.”

“Not if Faradi is made out of the Force,” noted Muriel, catching her husband with that point. “Enothchild’s wife Nadja Moranna died on Alderaan and appeared in ghost form here on Naboo according to Enothchild.”

Juna nodded, remembering that Enothchild had told them about that encounter while he recovered from his injuries sustained in the fight…with…HIM 8 years ago. She said, “Which makes me think Faradi is indeed some sort of Force spirit. And not a very good spirit at that.” She reflexively shivered with the thought. “I know she was trying to make me fall. Use the dark side of the Force to seduce me.” She set her hot chocolate down and hugged herself, rubbing her arms. “She practically succeeded.”

“But she helped you at Seovenear,” said Dizzy. “I mean the tattoo idea saved the treaty thingy.”

“I think it was done to gain my trust. After that, like Sele, she tried to manipulate my emotions and that made me rely on the dark side when things got rough. And given Sele’s reaction to my tattoo, I can see the possibility that Faradi created, through the tattoo, Sele’s thought processes to take me down. Pirus Krendel’s interested suddenly became Sele’s and the two couldn’t avoid the need to help one another.”  

Dizzy nodded in approval and in disbelief after a moment. He said, “Clever ghost.”

“Then there was the hostage crisis three years ago. I was so petrified that…M-Magus Prophet was going to be there I couldn’t think.” Muriel walked over and put her arms around Juna to give the young woman strength and assurance; mentioning Magus Prophet by name still rattled Juna. “At first it seemed to me that Faradi boosted my courage and self confidence. Looking back at it, and then during the fight…she had goaded me into using the dark side, turning my fear into hatred. And now this.” 

Juna gestured towards the far end wall, where only a few days ago she unleashed a Force-bolt and damaged it with an impact that shook the whole Palace as if a bomb went off. It was nearly repaired, but the scars still remained. “I actually thought I was going to use the Force like that on Sele and the others.” She closed her eyes and leaned her head against Muriel’s shoulder. “She convinced me that it was the right thing to do. I dwelled on my anger and on my despair. Force knows what damage I could have done.”

Dizzy reached over and put a firm hand on Juna’s forearm. He grinned and said, “Hey. I know you. You wouldn’t have done it, Kid. You would have known better and you did know better. If you hadn’t, then those dumb asses would be suffering a far worse fate right now then humiliation. Hell, you could be ripping them apart in that torture chamber instead of drinking hot chocolate right now if you didn’t.”

Juna didn’t really need to be reminded that and sighed despairingly. Muriel gave her Sullustan husband the ‘Bad Sullustan’ look, which he immediately stuck his lips onto his cup to drink. The red head noted, “Enothchild is coming and will be here in a 10 days. Maybe the both of you can tackle this Faradi and end this trouble once and for all. And we’ll help in any way.”

Juna thought about that, but she suddenly shook her head and said, “No.”

“No? Juna, you need help in the Force and Enothchild is a Jedi Master.”

“I don’t think he can help. I don’t know why, but…” Juna closed her eyes and said, “I think only my Mama can. If that’s true, I need Enothchild to go see her and find out what’s wrong with her.”

“I can go do that, Juna,” said Dizzy. “I have nothing else better to do now that my lovely wife is working for you.” He gave Muriel a playful wink that made Muriel smile a bit.

Juna’s answer stunned them both. “NO!” Looking at their response, she stuttered out, “I mean…no…why I don’t know…but it’s imperative that you don’t go to Rapier Manor, Dizzy. It’s…Force related in some way, but it’s more…personal.” She looked up at Muriel. “I don’t want any of you going to see her. Please?”

Muriel looked very apprehensive about agreeing, but she smirked and said, “As you wish.” She snapped her fingers and pointed at Dizzy. “You can take the Millennium Falcon, catch up with Enothchild and bring him back here quicker than they can. A full day quicker if not two or three, and he did say they had to stop at Coruscant for something. You can meet him there, you have time.”

“Would you,” asked Juna politely and with sincere hope in her eyes. “Please, Dizzy?”

Dizzy pouted a little and said, “For a little Nubian banshee, absolutely. I can go now.”

“Oh, get some rest and spend some time with Muriel alone before you go. Like Muriel said, you have time.”

“It’s all right, Juna,” said Muriel with a squeeze. “I need him out of my hair every once in a while.”

Dizzy got up and said, “Yeah, I get tangled up in her leg hair when we…OUCH!” Muriel brought her right foot down on his toes. He joked teasingly, “Well it’s the truth.”

“Excuse me, Mister Itchy Hair, it is not true and she doesn’t need to know about THAT,” she said with a frowning disposition. Juna could only try not to snicker at the scene of such marital bliss. “I shave my legs to silky smoothness. Unlike certain male rodents that I know.”

Rubbing his head and playfully fuming, Dizzy quickly added, “That’s not all she shaves…OUCH!” 

Muriel, realizing how personally low he was about to go, began chasing Dizzy out of the room with a pounding fist to his head. “Damn it, Arnes, she don’t need to know about THAT either! Bad Mouse! Very Bad Mouse!”

“I’m going! I’m leaving!! I’m running!!! I’m flying!!!!” There was the sound of an opening door, then it was followed by, “While I’m out I’ll pick up some shaving cream-OUCH!!!!!!!! AND A RAZ-EEEEEEEWWWWOOOOOCCCCHHHH!!!!!!” And it came to an end with a slam of the door. Very mutely outside the door, Dizzy mumbled in pain, “Mommy.”

Returning to a confused and giggling Juna’s side on the floor, a blushing red Muriel Arnes frump down in a huff, crossed her arms and said, “Sometimes he pushes my buttons too much.”

“But you like that about him,” noted a smiley, giggling 16-year-old Juna, who was blushing at the very thought of where Dizzy was going to take things; she didn’t know what, but it had to be very personal. “And he likes it when you are mad at him.”

Muriel inhaled, held her breath, and let out a very long, thinking sigh, “Oh yeah.” Shaking her head to clear the dirty thought, she reached around with her arm and draped it across Juna’s shoulders. “But enough about that.” She gave her younger friend a squeeze. “You honestly think this will go away with just Naressa’s influence and not Enothchild’s? Are you sure about that?”

Juna looked out the window for a moment and noted the rising moon. Sighing, she said, “Sometimes you need to fight fire with fire.”

Given the dark side nature and influential resolve of Faradi, Muriel couldn’t argue against the logic of bringing in a ultra-powerful dark side entity like Naressa Rapier in to this situation to take care of this cold, calculating deceiver of the Force. The Sith Maiden had far greater knowledge about the Force than Enothchild Sarch did, or so Enothchild had theorized once. And more importantly, as Juna’s mother, Naressa would have a much more stronger psychological and personal reasons to help her daughter. Given the two female’s history, Naressa would wipe out a planet to make sure it didn’t come close to harming her ‘Gessa’, a word she implies to Juna from Old Corellian meaning ‘Light’.

But as Muriel and Juna parted ways that night, the Royal Chief of Staff was worried by that fact, or the fact that it hasn’t happened. Knowing how Naressa feels about Juna using the Force, Naressa should have senses the dark side threatening her Gessa, dropped everything, came here and took care of it even 5 years ago let alone now. All indications seem to suggest, and Muriel did her best to hide this thought deep in her mind so Juna doesn’t hear it through the Force, that her mother does not care.

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

Slowly growing with the feeling of being cold and damp, Juna kept her eyes closed and curled up more in a fetal position for warmth, believing she was still in her bed on Naboo and didn’t want to get up and turn up the heat. As she did, she noted a few changes in both sound and the feeling of cloth on her body being far different than the normal pajama party affair she wears to bed. 

Opening her eyes, the first thing she noted was the black leather, black metal-spiked gloves on her hands. Eyeing the rest of her arms and noting the complete wardrobe change, Juna sat up and let out a gasp of panic shock. She was dressed head and toe in black leather and ready for murderous combat; the basic clothing design was similar to a Jedi uniform, but much more feminine and included a loose fitting skirt. She had on a studded leather belt, and on it…was a lightsaber with a krayt dragonhead on it where the blade of light came out of its mouth.

“Oh no,” she yelped loudly. Her nightmare. From the time she walked through Sabbath. “No! Please, Force, no!” Juna realized why she felt cold; it was the dark side of the Force dominating her spirit. She pulled on her garments in the hopes that they would just shed off and perhaps the nightmare would end. But that proved to be fruitless in progress, so Juna concentrated on waking up…but all she found was darkness within her and nothing else. She was trapped in this bleak vision in her mind with no clear way out.

Trying not to fall into uncontrollable round of hysterical tears, she looked around in her strange surroundings and noted indeed it wasn’t her bedroom on Naboo. It was a room of black, decorated in or close to that color even with the different eloquent designs in things. There were windows, but one look betrayed a night sky that was both starless and moonless. There was a door, but her feeling was that it was meant for her to use to leave or enter, just not at the moment anyways. There was a fireplace with a roaring fire, which the fire burned with an intense purple hue that seemingly drew the air towards it with visible viewing splendor.

She continued to look at herself and her ‘bed’. The bedpost and frame were made of gray marble stone that had carved out krayt dragon skulls adorning the tops of the bedpost and little carvings of various life form skeletons below it and running down; all the skeletons were in the throws of agony as if to suggest the krayt dragon was in the middle of consuming them and they traveled down it’s throat. The headboard showed the legendary winged krayt dragon with its wings spread out and judging by how it was craved out, the krayt dragon was a female. How Juna knew that she wasn’t sure, but it was and she knew it.

Slowly placing her hard soled booted feet on the non-reflective black floor to stand up, Juna stood up and, holding herself for comfort, paced around the room with this numbing, growing fear that this is not a nightmare but reality. That she had been dreaming her perfect little existence up this point and had awakened to remember who she truly was. It seemed that exploration was in order, and so she carefully went around to take a look at things. By the door was her Sithian cloak, its own black omnipresence just so dominating, hanging on the coat rack made out of bones sent chills down her spine and to her toes. 

She knew in her heart that she wore it wherever she goes in this reality.

Her next stop was the beautifully hand carved dark brash oak wood clothes dresser, which set next to a large walk in closet. Inside the drawers she found the basics in black undergarments and then some that made her blush with their mature subject matter of decadence. There was a makeup tray on top of the dresser, which did feature a lot of black, but also other color hues. What stood out though was the skin cream foundation that was strangely enough the exact color of her skin: golden tan. But there was no mirror, so Juna wasn’t sure if she had the makeup on or if any. She raised her hands and went to rub her face hard but stopped when she noted that the tips of her gloves had black, metallic, sharpened nails that would have tore her face open if she would have went through with the rubbing. Carefully, she took her palm and rubbed her face.

She looked at her palm. No makeup on her face. Oddly she knew sometimes she needed the tan makeup on her face in this reality.

The walk-in closet was open and she ventured inside. At first everything was in stark contrast to what she has viewed so far. There were dresses, skirts, tops, and all sorts of styles of clothing; it seemed, from all over the entire Republic. Very soft and exotic materials and designs ranging from ultra conservative right up to nearly nothing as in terms of style. Hard edge and feels for harsher environments. And basic casual wear for doing everything in. The accessories that matched were placed above or below the clothing, from hats to shoes and everything in between.

Juna went to leave and ran into what she knew were the essential clothing near the entrance. Jet-black ensembles of various cut and design, the majority of them designed for fighting. There were perhaps a few that were for diplomatic functioning, but it was clear that if a fight broke out, she would be prepared with all the hidden pockets woven into the clothing. Hanging next to them were various ancient throwing weapons like knives and disk blades in curved three or curved four bladed patterns, all to be concealed within her garments. She pulled down one of the garments and inspected it, admiring the quality of fabric and design; all meant to be lethal.   

All this exploring had made her strangely too calm she realized. Too accepting and therefore too susceptible to the dark side threatening to consume her even more in its dark embrace than she all ready was. Hanging the dangerous attire back up, she stepped out of the closet and had the presence in mind to close the door…

And for the first time, with mirror on the closing door being revealed, Juna got a look at herself and gotten a visual reminder why she dreaded being in this reality.

Juna was looking at the Dark Hope of the Sith.

Her face was a smooth, pale white of death, as well as the rest of her skin as her tunic top was purpose cut to reveal the middle of her torso, strategically outlining her breast to help define her sexual gender and prowess. Her eyes were a glowing, pulsating bright yellow with the coldest black pupils and outlines around the eye. Her lips were indeed glistened with black wetness, which made her quivering lips both obvious and striking. A thick rubber mini-cowl framed her face and had sharp edging on them that purposely, even with her frightened, sad expression, made her face look constantly expressing the emotion of anger. Her ears were pierced and featured skull-studded earrings that hugged her ears tightly. Her hair was black, slicked back, and held in place by leathery ribbons so if she fought her long hair would not get in the way. She had more spikes and studs on her body than she could count, meant for being used in matters more violent than just a huge bar room brawl. 

Juna began to cry because unlike Sabbath were she saw this demon in a reflection and represent her out of body, this time she IS THE DEMON!

“And the most beautiful demon of us all.”

Juna looked up from burying her face in her gloved hands and looked in the mirror, where she now clearly see a being standing in front of the fireplace, her entire figure silhouetted by the rooms only light source. And the voice belonged to Faradi, and she said remorsefully, “Don’t cry, my dear. You are truly beautiful in the dark. There is no shame in it. Accept who you are and embrace it as if you have all ways owned it.”

Juna took challenge steps towards Faradi and stopped short some 3 meters and cursed, “This is not me! You are doing this! It’s a mind trick! You are using the Force on me the same way you have done to the others! Change me back!"

Faradi chuckled a bit and said, “I am doing no such thing, Juna. This is your doing, not mine. You grew curious to the darkness within you and you consciously made a decision to explore it in the feeble attempt at ridding it. You are so much the teenager, always experimenting and exploring with very bad things. And like any teenager, you feel that you have been caught doing something decadent by a caring parent. I assure you this is indeed decadence but the beginnings of acceptance as well.”

“You’re lying! And you’re suggesting that you are not real. You have to be real in order for Deannta and Weena to have seen you.”

“What is real, Juna? Hmmm. The things we can see, or touch, or taste, or smell, or hear, or, realistically, feel?” Faradi waved her hand and suddenly, Juna felt her shoulder get warm and wet, getting wetter as if…someone was crying. Just like when Faradi cried against her shoulder, in fact exactly the same. She even watched a wet spot form on her shoulder, soaking into her black tunic.

“Deception, my dear, is not only remanded to your eyes. All your senses can be deceived even if you do not use them all at once. Instinctively your need for the Dark Side is great, and instinctively you have touched others with it to aide you and so that is why your worthless handmaidens were so easily guided by your own intuition which I represented. The Dark Side has shown you the answer many, many times. Your need to live in the light has blinded you to the visual hints, paralyzed you from dark touches, dull your taste for power, shortened your capability to smell danger, and made you deaf to threatening whispers. Thus why you are always vulnerable, with only the Dark Side and I saving you every time at the last possible instance. Look deep within your darkness, and you know that I speak the truth.”

Juna very reluctantly did as Faradi asked, and the truth was revealed to Juna’s shock. The dark side pointed to instances where Juna’s mind instinctively generated Faradi whenever she had looked deep…and touched that black spot in her soul. She then was shown all the instances when Faradi made ‘contact’ with Deannta and Weena; it showed both females talking to thin air, but their was a sense that in both young women’s minds Faradi was there. The image of Faradi created in their minds by Juna subconsciously. 

All this time, Juna never gave it any thought that the dark spot was trouble. It was true: Faradi is not real, but apart of her! 

“You speak the truth,” said Juna quietly, all the while her black lips quivering over each word. It was too much to think such darkness in her could actually be so plotting outside her train of thought and deep inside her at the same time.

“I would never truly lie to you Juna since I am a part of you,” said Faradi with a bit of gentle tones in her voice. “You know what I am. And you know what you are.” Juna snapped her head up and shook it. “You are a Sith Maiden, my dear. And as a fellow Sith Maiden, all be it a part of your spirit, I was only doing whatever it took to help you in your transition.”

“No, you’re wrong.”

“Am I? I am not lying, Juna.”

 “BANTHA SHIT! You are a dark sider! A Sith!!!! I’m not!” Juna looked at herself again and clenched her fist in disgust. She couldn’t face a lie like this, even though she felt it had to be the truth. “Why do haunt my soul?” Juna clutched at herself as more cold tears ran down her face and touched her lips, adding a bitter salt taste to along with her hurt from a yelling mouth and clenching tight throat. “Why are you doing this to me? Why?”

Faradi uncrossed her arms and let her robe open, which Juna caught the glimpse of an equally evil double lightsaber that had wolf heads on both ends of weapon where the blade of energy extends out. In a voice that was filled with stern power and controlled anger, the volumes never meant to be higher than casual speak but cool enough to grab a million soldier’s attention, she said, “I am only helping you find your destiny, Juna. That is all and nothing more. What is happening now is nothing more than you and the Force within you aware of the great sleeper that you are, and is now showing how great and in awe you will be by becoming the black.”

“I don’t believe you,” whined Juna. She held her hands over her heart. “I believe in peace and love.”

Faradi craned her head and her body seemed to grow less with tension. “You think WE are incapable of such things, little girl?”

“I am, and I know you don’t so don’t even count me in that WE statement of yours. You’re a Sith. You’re evil and wish to do great harm to many people and you want to do so to me.”

Faradi suddenly walked up to Juna and before the frightened young woman could act her antagonist wrapped her arms around her…

And gently gave her a warm, very loving, motherly like hug, one which a mother would give a daughter after a loud, painfully argument, silently asking for forgiveness for doing wrong.

Juna was stunned stiff at first. But as time passed and Faradi continued to embrace her, Juna could feel her sincerity and passion that it reminder her of her own mother. It compelled her to slowly bring her arms around Faradi and return the hug. Faradi suddenly made a little noise, and Juna felt tears touch her face from Faradi as she briefly made cheek-to-cheek contact with her. All the while Juna felt very…warm and appreciated, not afraid and not sadden with grief, but sadden with the lack of not knowing. It brought her crying down to a soft, eye friendly trickle as she tried to understand why she felt this way.

Gone was the fact that Faradi was evil. Gone was the fact that Faradi lied to her. Gone was the fact that Faradi wanted to trick Juna into embracing the dark side. It seemingly did not matter to Juna anymore. All that mattered to her was to find out why this creature was so sad and was acting in such a way towards her now.

Faradi brought her head up from Juna’s shoulder, and Juna could only see the female’s black lips, as the rest of her face remained in shadow, tremble with grief. She reached up slowly, grabbed her hood and pulled it back gently. Faradi…was just like her now; dead white skin, yellow eyes, near black hair. She looked a little more defined in the face, which was a clear sign that Faradi was now older than Juna, not the same age all the other times they met. Another notable difference was body structure; Juna could feel muscle on top of muscle under Faradi’s clothing and guessed that she had a very powerful, physically built body that would even make most men, and large aliens, look small next to her. But she was beautiful, and her sadness was indeed genuine.

Juna asked quietly, “Who are you? Please tell me?” Faradi closed her eyes and did not say a word. Juna pondered, “Were…were you…pretending to be me in Sabbath? That dark reflection of me?” 

“I…was instrumental in that. I wasn’t you, but I was there,” she finally said. She looked at Juna with sad eyes. “I was also with you when you were conceived. I was there when you were born.” She caressed Juna’s head and said foully, “I was there when that Jedi sonavabitch Jurivicious Pern raped your mind and took your innocence. And of course I was there for you when you needed guidance and I showed you the way.” Faradi calmed down and finally said, “Juna, please embrace your destiny now before others harm you. The sooner you join the Dark Side, the lesser the chance you will feel pain.”

Those revelations stunned Juna into a stupor and it came out in her words. “You…you are part of me? If so, who are you to me, and I know it just can’t be my imagination or intuition.” Juna squeezed her a little. “Please, I must know.”

“If you accept all of this,” said Faradi with a wave of her hand around the room. “If you accept who you truly are and accept the power of the Dark Side, then I will reveal all to you and show you the most purist of truths the galaxy has ever, or have never, known.”

Slowly releasing her hold of Faradi, Juna turned away for a moment as she fought the urge to say yes; it was so infectious she wanted to express her feeling in a shout. There was part of her though that sought compromise and resolution, and so it gave her some control. What wasn’t helping was Faradi’s presence; her touch loving and caring, her voice inviting, and her inner Force was filled with a shared desire of darkness that persuade Juna to view the Dark Side…dark side as her natural feelings. It was so uncanny before how much she and Faradi were alike in their prior meetings, and even now they seemed so…

Related.

Juna turned to her and asked again, “Please who are you? I feel that I know you?”

“That’s only because you are close to accepting the Dark Side, but close isn’t enough, Juna. If you let go of your fears and just…let it happen.” Faradi let a sighing, pleasurable moan escape her lips. “Then you will know everything you want to know.”

“Why?”

“Because it is natural for you, and you know it to be true. It’s in your blood, in your genes and in your very soul, Juna. You can feel your need for it. Close your eyes…reach out…and feel it! Embrace It! LOVE IT!” Faradi closed her eyes and let her head tilt back, hoping that Juna would follow her example. “There is nothing like it in the universe. Nothing can describe it and nothing can replace it. No food. No drink. No amount of pleasuring of any kind.” Keeping her hands raised and looking back at Juna, she smiled and said, “Feel the power of the Dark Side, Juna. Become your destiny. Your birth right.”

“I…” Juna stopped herself again from saying yes. The temptations were so powerful and pure it was as if she was an old woman being offered eternal life and goddess-like beauty. Frustrated over no answers, she countered, “Why is it so important for you to have me become evil? Why won’t you answer me? Tell me who you are and,” she thought about a little political trickery, “I’ll consider it.”

Faradi looked at her with a frown and lowered her hands, balling them into leather creaking fists. Approaching Juna with slow, threatening intent, she said coldly, “Don’t…play…games…with…me…little…girl.” She strongly emphasized every word to let Juna know that she could cut her up with them just as easily as she could with her lightsaber. It prompted Juna to gulp and taking a few steps back, making her think about running. Faradi, being part of Juna, must have felt Juna’s frightened distress and that’s why she stopped and closed her eyes to ease up on her menacing approach.  

Calming down, Faradi sighed and approached Juna again, put her hands together and pleaded, “Juna, do you want to keep being used by others? Abused by them. Controlled by them for their own selfish needs and wanting desires?”

“No.”

“If you walk the dark path now, of your own free will, then the Jurivicious Perns and Magus Prophets of the universe will never make you their unwilling slave. They will turn you to darkness, yes, but it will be under their thumb. Don’t let it happen. Be darkness and rule them.”

 Faradi bowed her head looking for more reasons without having to reveal information that Juna felt the dark specter did not want to reveal unless she joined the black. “What happened recently, with those Forceless nerfs, is another example. I’m disappointed in you because you didn’t take the initiative. Trust me, they will attack again, only when the time comes they will do so with much greater firepower than emotional sabotage.” 

Faradi stuck out her hand and said, “Take my hand and join me. I will show you how to prevent it.”

“By killing them, is that how you mean?” Juna tucked her hands under her arms, locking them under her armpits to possibly prevent even the most accidental of contacts. “I will not kill them in cold blood. I do not believe in killing unless I have no choice.”

“Soon, the option will present itself again but mark my words you will be powerless to prevent their wraith. Best to prevent it now than live the experience later.” Faradi’s frustration hit its limit as well and she said, “Forget those stupid Jedi feelings and beliefs you are clinging to with short, brittle, childish fingers. Their philosophy is childish, only for those who are scared of the darkness so they must hide under a nice, cozy blanket of protection known as the Jedi Code. Forget this need to live within the guise of their ‘peace’. Their peace is flawed and like pacifisms it is a step towards enslavement within the Force. The Jedi you care for he is lying to you and is afraid of you and he is controlling you with his ideology.”

When she heard that, Juna snapped her eyes at Faradi and looked into her heart again. She knew exactly ‘the Jedi’ Faradi was talking about, and it gave Juna a frame of reference in finding the Light Side. There, in her heart, she found Enothchild. Touching it, her body began to shiver from the cold touch of the dark side and it seemed to bring her out of this dark side trance she was in. 

Shivering with death, Juna chattered out, “Enothchild is not controlling me. He is my friend. How dare you speak of them that way? He would never hurt me. And I love him.”

Faradi mused, “You can still be dark and love him, my dear. If you truly believe that he loves you he will accept who you are.”

Juna shook her head and said, “If I fall, we will never love each other. I know the dark side would never let me love him. I couldn’t live with myself if that became so.”

“You do not need him, Juna! He is weak and he is worthless to you!”

“That’s only because you do not like his pure heart and the Light that’s within him.”

Faradi mused, “If you do not embrace the Dark Side now to protect him, you will cause his death. And then where would you be without your precious Jedi lover?”

Juna stormed up to Faradi, all fear of the dark side suddenly gone and raised a finger to her face. “Don’t you dare hurt him!”

“Foolish child, it will not be I who kills him. It will be the ones you fail to destroy because you would not allow the shadows to guide you.” Faradi let her head slump down and she sighed hatefully. This seemed to correspond with Juna’s ever growing attachment to feeling Enothchild in her heart, thus lifting the darkness from within her. And she had a feeling that if she continues she will be able to leave this nightmare. “Your immaturity in regards to the Force makes me sick.” 

Faradi looked up and said sadly, “Perhaps it must happen for you to finally realize the truth. Very well. Embrace the light. Soak in it. Rape it! Nail yourself to it for it won’t do you any good when the shit hits the fan.” 

Faradi grabbed her hood and pulled it up. Staring at Juna, she sneered, “I’ll be there when it happens. And I’ll be there to take your hand and guide you through your transformation.” She turned around and kept her back to Juna. “Goodbye, Juna.”

Juna, to her amazement, felt very guilty. She beat Faradi and her dark side game, but there was still this…needing desire from Faradi to help her and she could feel it. She wished Faradi could have answered her questions and maybe she could have understood the dark females motivations better. Honestly on their face the feelings were sincere and just; like Juna’s mother, Faradi does not want to see Juna get hurt. There was helplessness in her voice, letting Juna know that she could not directly help her at all unless she became an agent of evil. What prompt Juna to think this way was that hug. Its significants was very powerful and so very pure that alone came closer to her accepting the dark side than anything Pern did, or any trick Faradi had come up with in the past.

No.

No, they weren’t tricks. No, Faradi may have been a little misleading, but she…was showing Juna how to solve things with the dark side of the Force. Wrong? Sure, but on the other hand Juna had a very hard time believing that now as well to a degree; being a part of her intuition, it seemed that Faradi’s intentions were just for her to make the right decisions. It doesn’t justify relying on the dark side like she did, but she understood why Faradi did all she could to make Juna use it. She sensed this underlining need for Juna, by Faradi, to fall based on something the female Sith that represented a part of her and standing before her fears will be her undoing. Something perhaps based in the dark side in which she cannot see due to her belief in the Light. A horrible event she will bare witness to her friends and family in the not too distant future? Whatever it was, Faradi would not say. Why it had to be this way Juna could not explain, perhaps something to do with dark and light not coexisting in one place.

The only thing remotely close to what was acceptable to Juna was become a dark side entity like her mother. Naressa, although consumed by darkness, never really uses the dark side for her own selfishness and gratification like many would expect from a Sith Lord. Her mother only used it based on dire necessity, and perhaps Juna was doing so as well with Faradi’s help. A form of existence even Enothchild Sarch both respects and accepts; if he didn’t, he wouldn’t allow her mother to continue existing. But both Enothchild and Naressa didn’t even want her to stick her preverbal toe into the metaphorically cold waters of the dark side, and Faradi wanted her to do more than that. She wanted Juna to be a dark side warrior from Hell itself and to do so required her to take a running start and plunge head first into it’s dark depths.

Juna was not going to do that, and she wasn’t going to let Faradi win.

With that in mind, Juna slowly walked over and put a hand on Faradi’s shoulder. Squeezing it, she said, “I…don’t know who you are for sure…but I feel I must thank you.”

Faradi’s head came up, but she kept her back turned towards Juna. “For what?”

“For helping me see the wrongs with the Force I have done. I cannot accept the dark side, Faradi, and I know now how to avoid those temptations, especially your little tricks. Like it or not, you helped me and I am grateful for that. Honestly, I really am.” She then gave Faradi a dose of the Solo smirk, letting her know that she meant that with the utmost of Solo sincerity. Really. Honestly.

Faradi chuckled, and then laughed very sarcastically at Juna’s observation. Without looking, she said with heavy disgust, “You have no idea how much I hate that smirk.”

She turned her head slightly towards Juna and said, “You won’t be thanking me when all I have said happens to you. Trust me, you will end up hating me and curse your own existence for not doing what is needed to be done. You will willow away on guilt, and everyone, you will find, has betrayed you.” She put her hand on Juna’s hand touching her shoulder as if to silently say ‘you’re welcome’, and then threw the young woman’s hand off her shoulder in disgust. 

Faradi turned away and quietly she muttered with murderous intent, “I’ll be here, within you, if you happen to change your mind between now and then.” She sat down on the bed and looked at Juna one more time. She sighed away her anger with a tone of admiration and pleading said, “You are so beautiful. Don’t let that beauty go. Please? Become the Dark Side. Become…Hope.”

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

After what felt like years of sleeping, Juna forced her eyes open and sat straight up, causing a lot of people around her to jump back from the startling, suddenly quick movement they were not expecting from her. The whole scene caused a slight moment of panic in Juna and along with all the medical equipment attached to her it gave her a feeling of being restrained. For a few seconds everything was a blur visually, and the voices around her were far away and distant. Shapes of humanoids grabbed her and Juna about went ballistic as their touch actually burned her where they grabbed her, an intense fire related to the Force. In that one moment of feeling the need to save her life, she focused inward and released a mild Force defensive wave. Immediately, everyone flew a short distance backwards. 

When that happened, Juna’s vision returned and her hearing cleared in time to witness just about everyone in the room land on their ass or be slammed into a nearby wall or outcropping of some sort. Their sounds of shock hit her as well, and she realized that she just made a terrible mistake. Everyone…and this was practically the entire Royal Court, looked at her with complete, mind numbing expressions on their faces. 

Juna calmed down a little and looked around; she was in her bedroom, but indeed she was surrounded by a lot of medical equipment. Fresh air continued to flow up her nose from a removable air tube and so she inhaled deeply to calm down and regain her center. She said finally in a dry voice, “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. Is everyone all right? I didn’t mean to hurt you if I did. Please say you’re okay? Somebody?”

Everyone remained silently, not all to sure if they could actually speak until Deannta Desser fought her way up from the floor, looked at Juna, and said hysterically, “What the frak was that?”

From the other side, Muriel got up, and then helped up Doctor Solms to her feet. The commotion in the room was too loud has everyone begun asking a billion questions. Finally, the Chief of Staff yelled, “Get out of here! All of you out! Now! Get!” She quickly made people exit and called out after them, “And tell the governors about her Royal Highness! And tell Prince Tomas that I will be down to see him! AND TIGHT LIPS ON THIS, PEOPLE! VERY TIGHT LIPS!” With that she closed the door and locked it. Muriel knew this Royal Court, unlike the previous one just recently fired, could keep their mouth shut, but the reminder was needed nonetheless.

“Oceans,” said Doctor Solms, looking at and grabbing Juna’s left arm very carefully. Juna looked and cringed; where they initially grabbed her, as well as other places where they touched her, were mild but noticeable burns. “Your Highness, I need you to lay back down. Please.”

Juna was a little apprehensive about that, but when Muriel joined Doctor Solms in motivating her to lie down to treat the burns she complied. The elderly woman went into her nearby mobile medical cart and pulled out burn treatment wrap. Juna watched her apply the wrapping and let out a sigh of relief from the pain; she really didn’t have the mental strength right now to use the Force to shunt the pain away or concentrate on healing. And there was a good chance that if she did use the Force it will make matters worse; until she is sure herself, or gets a Jedi’s opinion, Juna was not going to try to tap the Force.

The breathing line helped greatly, the continuous supply of fresh air supplying her with oxygen to awaken her, and she felt that things were a very dire around her; with all this equipment and the people in the room, one didn’t need extrasensory perception to determine the feeling. Muriel began wrapping her other arm with burn wrap, which Juna asked again, “Are you all right?”

Muriel stopped, looked at Juna, and asked, “Are YOU all right?”

“I’m fine,” said Juna. Doctor Solms picked up her head and began to wrap the burn treatment around Juna’s neck; someone apparently had the hold of the back of her neck by the feel of things. With a little self-introspection, she finished, “In fact, I haven’t felt better.” It occurred to her that maybe something else wasn’t right and she sat back up. “Naboo! The people-!”

“They are fine, Juna,” assured Muriel, putting a firm hand on her friends chest. Gently pushing Juna back down in a laying position. “Nothing happened while you were down. We have everything under control. Just relax now, my Padawan.”

Juna sighed when she heard Muriel say that and said, “I’m fine, really. I need to get up and move around.”

“I’ll ultimately be the judge of that in this case, your Majesty,” noted Solms, who put the burn wrap away, pulled out her portable medical scanner and began running it over Juna’s long body with readable concern on wrinkled face.

Puzzled, Juna looked at Muriel and the Chief of Staff said, “You’ve been unconscious for better part of the day.” Juna looked towards the windows and gasped; it was night again! “I left here very early this morning, remember? It was passed midnight, so I assumed that when you didn’t get up like usual and given what occurred the last few days trying, I figured you were exhausted and so I came in later and try waking you up at nine. I tried everything short of using mounted laser cannon battery fire to wake you up. But then…I felt something.”

Juna was greatly worried about missing that much time. It was over 18 hours ago that she fell asleep; or rather fall into a state of Force-induced sub consciousness. No wonder why everyone was worried about her in such a national tragedy way. Muriel’s ‘feeling’ was what little Force sensitivity she possessed; all though she doesn’t really use it directly, the Force does give her intuition abilities a big boost and provides her with an empathic sense. Both give her an edge when either fighting, or as a psychiatrist when she needs to get a feel of someone’s emotional status during a conversation.

Juna did need Muriel to talk to, and reflexively grabbed her best friend’s hand to hold it. Muriel seemed to sigh a little in relief and asked again, “Are you all right?” She reached over with her free hand and caressed Juna’s cheek. “What happened?”

“I confronted Faradi,” said Juna with a bit of a smile. 

Doctor Solms’ head picked up and she asked, “What did you say, your Highness? Did you have a fight with someone?”

“Not really…it’s a little hard to explain to you right now, Doctor,” said Juna with a smirk. “Can I have some time alone with Muriel, please?”

“I really shouldn’t leave, your Highness.”

“I’ll come get you if there’s a problem,” said Muriel with a smile of assurance. 

Doctor Solms knew that Muriel, as a Political Guardian, was trained in emergency medicine as well as psychiatry and would not hesitate to go get her if such a problem arose, as well as aide her. She said, “Ten minutes, then I am coming back in her to monitor her condition like it or not.”

“Understood.”

“Thank you,” said Juna, and really for the first time in her career as Queen she was thankful for Doctor Solms being so helpful and needful. The old woman smiled and left the room after unlocking the door. Once the door closed, Juna said, “And I won.”

Muriel heard that and said in disapproving tone, “Juna, what on god’s green Naboo possessed you to do something crazy like that?”

“I had no choice in the matter, Muriel,” retorted Juna softly. “I fell asleep, and then the next thing I knew I was in this dark world and I was evil.” She worked her mouth around for a moment. “I…felt something within my heart, and I touched it and that’s how I ended up there. That dark spot surfaced prior to those times I had met with Faradi, and looking back now I can see that every time I touched it, she would appear.” Looking straight into Muriel’s purple eyes, she said, “That spot was actually Faradi. She is actually a part of me.”

If Juna said that more than 8 years ago she would have thought the young woman was making it up to gain attention. Ever since the events surrounding Juna when she was 8 Muriel has taken everything that may be strange and unbelievable in regards to Juna very seriously. She still analyzes it with some bit of scientific scrutiny, but something like this never seemed to surprise her anymore. She has learned that the Force is much more than Jedi Knights, Sith Lords, and of course Vhinech Maguses, and more than just lifting rocks, using it to make one better physically and mentally. It’s the ultimate explanation for the imaginative impossible and the highly improbable.

“And you defeated her,” said Muriel questioningly. “If she is apart of you, how can you say you defeated her? And how is she part of you?”

Juna had to chagrin a little; there was all ways that part in Muriel, the Guardian killing machine part she assumed, that looked at victories as her opponent being dead. It pops up every once in a while, eclipsing Muriel’s strategic thinking mindset. “Well, I didn’t annihilate her. She tried one more time to sway me over to the dark side and she made a mistake that I capitalized on, releasing this hold that she had on me.” She looked around and sighed with relief; yes, this is her bedroom. “I just never thought I would have fallen, in a way, hostage to her. Please tell me nothing happened while I slept.”

“Nothing wrong,” assured Muriel. “Of course you had the usual panic whenever a leader of billions does not wake up. I kept reassuring people that nothing was wrong, but we took the usual steps: summon Prince Veruna in the event he needed to succeed you, alerted the governors, called in Solms, organized the Royal Court, put Bravo Squadron on alert, sent the Volunteer Army out and about, sent word to Chancellor Valorum about your condition, locked the Palace of Theed up tighter than Pirus Krendel’s ass in the event that this was some type of assassination attempt.” That made Juna giggle a bit, bringing down the seriousness of everything down a notch; also it took away the feelings of embarrassment that was threatening her for the fuss over her. “And had a message relayed to Coruscant for both Dizzy and Enothchild to rush back ASAP, in a faster ship if possible.”

“OHHHHHHHHHHH, Dizzy’s going to have babies when he reads that message,” said Juna. In her young opinion nothing was faster than the Millennium Falcon. The modifications her owner constantly makes on her pretty much guarantees that, especially when the Sullustan’s big ears picks up rumors about a faster ship. If the former starshipwright could, he would find a way to fit Dreadnaught-Class battleship engines into the YT-1300 Corellian stock light freighter to make it a faster ship.

“Well it’s been since our getaway years ago that he has pushed the engines,” said Muriel. “He’s got to really put those modifications to a test. Besides,” she smiled mischievously, “I’m his wife, I got to keep him on his toes. Adds something to the marriage.” That got Juna to smile with mischievous amusement as well. “And more importantly, get Enothchild here very quickly because I didn’t know if you were going to wake up.”

Juna could sense Muriel’s motherly concern threatening to make her breakdown her strong front, so she pulled the 25-year-old female closer and said, “Thank you. That means a lot to me for you to do that. But I think you should send a canceling message. I am fine now, really. There’s no need for Dizzy to ruin the Falcon beyond repair.”

“But -.”

“I’m fine, Muriel,” Juna emphasized strongly, but so strongly that it sounded like she was growing angry with her. “I beat Faradi. I’m all better.”

Muriel finally nodded her head, reminding herself to send that canceling message as soon as she was done here. Gaining more composure, she asked, “So, how is Faradi part of you?”

Juna thought for a few moments and said slowly, “She’s…she’s related to me somehow. I mean in a family related sort of way. I can feel it. And I know it. It was so sad because she wanted to tell me, and at first I thought her refusal not to tell me was just another ploy of hers. But it wasn’t. I was actually holding her back with the Light Side.” She looked down a little. “I wanted to know who she was. How she can exist in me…I think it’s genetic.”

Muriel thought it over and again came back to the truths of the Force. “I can’t see why not, especially with the Force involved. Which means…we definitely need Naressa’s input on this. She may have had this same situation happen to her.”

“I know so,” said Juna, “because Faradi said she and I were Sith Maidens.” She caught Muriel’s flinch at the mentioning of the term. “What is it? Have you heard the term before?”

“I have,” Muriel said reluctantly. Apparently she didn’t want to lie to Juna about it, and so proceeded with a short answer. “Enothchild applied it to your mother once or twice.” 

Juna let herself lay back with that revelation and chewed on her lower lip a bit. Why hadn’t anyone told her about that before? Why hadn’t Enothchild? Could Faradi have spoken the truth about her being a Sith Maiden? If so…what does it mean exactly? She clinched the blanket covering her tighter as the feeling of uncertainty was now becoming the feeling of dread.

“You said you defeated Faradi because she made a mistake,” said Muriel, changing gears on the subject. She must have sensed the change in emotions. “What mistake was that?”

“She tried to motivate my decision to join her in the dark side through my heart.” Juna put her hands, along with Muriel’s hand, and placed it over her chest. The red head smiled when the leader did that. “I looked there, and my love for Enothchild was there waiting for me. After that, everything she said didn’t affect me like before. I lifted myself from the darkness, and everything I learned from him came back and it saved me.” She let Muriel’s hand go. “For the first time since I was eleven I feel that I have movement emotionally. That there was this great, dark weight, and now it has been removed and I have to go AHHHHHHHHHHH in relief. That’s why I feel so wonderful now. My mind is very clear and my focus is right on.” There was this warm, tingling feeling Juna felt and knew what it was: the Light Side of the Force. 

Juna couldn’t help by smiling bigger and brighter. “And my heart has never been so free.” She closed her eyes and sighed deeply with joy. “I think the change in the Royal Court helped as well. I am no longer surrounded by doubters and schemers, I am surrounded by people I can trust like family.” She opened her eyes, reached up and put a hand to Muriel’s face, which Muriel gladly relished over it. Yes, in a way they were sisters and both were grateful for that. “All I need now is Mama to be well, and all in the universe will be right.”

Muriel was finally convinced that Juna was indeed all right. She even thought Juna really didn’t need Enothchild now. There was this sense of certainty and confidence from Juna that she honestly hadn’t felt since 5 years ago, some time before Seovenear, and with Faradi ‘gone’ it has all returned and it made Juna stronger than ever as a person. She asked, “Do you want to go see your mother?”

Juna closed her eyes and tapped the Force without reservation. She had a personal need to go, and the Force suggested that it was a good idea. However the Enothchild going alone idea was the better of the two, and promised something great in the Force in return. What it was it was difficult to see; there was this cloud of possibility blocking her ability to see it. She was reminded by memory that the future was always cloudy and not all ways meant to be seen by all. Her fears were not warranted and none were needed; her mother’s salvation was coming in the form of the man Juna loves.

“No. Enothchild must go see her alone. My involvement is not needed. I can feel it in my heart that he can help her and do so quickly.” Juna was so certain about it, she finished up by saying, “She will be coming to see me when she right. I know it.”

Muriel smiled and said, “I want to say you are probably right, but you’re so certain about it I have to say you’re absolute right. I know, because you can feel it in your heart.” Juna nodded, which both found each other hugging each other just for the hell of it.

Doctor Solms came back in and said, “Time’s up, your Highness.”

“Very well,” said Juna in full Queen Angelleia confidence, which surprisingly made Doctor Solms smile. She let go of Muriel and said, “Excuse Prince Veruna and have Bravo Squadron stand down. Recall the Volunteer Army from overprotection status…and you know the rest.” Saying that in her Royal Voice made them both laugh and Muriel nodded. “And let the Royal Cabinet know that we will be having a meeting here in my room in one hour. It will be about what occurred upon my awakening. I do believe everyone needs an explanation to what has happened. Not everything, just what I did.”

Muriel knew what that meant: Juna’s need to defend herself and causing her to unleash that attack with the Force. And no, everyone did not need to know that she had an encounter with a dark side entity within her; Force only knows how the governors will perceive that. But there was no way to avoid it Juna had used the Force and all ready people had concluded that to a degree. Might as well be more forward about. “Of course, your Highness. I will make those preparations immediately.” She got up and bowed, taking her leave and closing the door behind her.

Juna would tell her friends and allies, and felt acceptance, understanding, and a complete trust in holding such a revelation a secret. The political ramifications, as well as foreign relations, would be tremendously damaging if all knew that Juna could use the Force, which such possession of a great power normally used by Jedi Knights would be frowned upon greatly. Knowing that someone in the position of authority could read and alter the thinking of minds all ready rattled many governments, so a world leader with such abilities would make many balk at having to do with anything in regards to Naboo. The promises were all made, and to Juna’s satisfaction they didn’t look at her any differently than before. She didn’t feel like a freak of nature anymore and that made her very happy. 

The following day it was back to work for her; to Solms shock Juna’s burn injuries were all healed and without any scaring, which normal healing with the wraps took a week, and medically she was fine and in great shape. The combination of both the Force and the medicine working together were responsible Juna assured her, and the doctor understood greatly. Les Archer at one point asked her if the Force was responsible for her locating the hostages in the Olan System, or finding the Vhinech who kept fading in and out with the Force. Upon her admission, he teased that he didn’t want to mock fight with her anymore unless everyone in Bravo Squadron was involved.

And really, for the first time in her life, it was great to be Queen.

A few days later, Juna woke up as usual in the morning and with the room still dark threw on her clothes and proceeded to the walk through windows that went out onto the terrace. The freezing cold of winter nipped at her body a little, but she ignored it with the feelings of love that warmed her heart. She kept those feelings going over and over, and meditated daily with the Force to continue them. Not one hint of darkness drifted in her mind, and thus stayed far away from her heart; in all, it seemed that Juna was dark side free. She knew better, though; the dark side is part of the Force and so long there is a Force, it existed in everything and in everyone. 

Juna was confident that she could control it all, for her belief in the Light, as well as her belief in Enothchild and in her mother, will give her strength to continue on not just as Queen of Naboo, but as Juna Rapier, a bring of purity and truth, and the rarest and most noblest of creatures of them all.

“Behold, for I am Queen Angelleia, the Krayt Dragon!” she cried out triumphantly into the predawn morning, and felt no shame in that. For it was the truth, and only the truth will set her free to roam the universe as a being committed solely to the Light Side of the Force. And for now on, and soon with Enothchild by her side, she would live this way. Forever.

                                                      The End

