CHAPTER 21.0

Just on the other side of the same heap of rubble that separated the engineering section Ros and Casper were passing through, Queen Angelleia began to stir and come to very slowly. Attempting a deep breath, she coughed out the smoke she had inhaled, which the fit actually brought her around very quickly under the circumstances. Wiping her wet forehead, she found a combination of sweat and facial paint on her sleeve afterwards and briefly sighed a little that it wasn’t blood she was feeling beforehand. For a moment, lost a little still in the daze of unconsciousness, she thought she was on Seovenear; the heat and humidity on that world was enough to alter the chemical compounds in the fade/moisture resistant makeup used to create her Royal Face. Another coughing fit awoke her from that daydream and she did her best to stand up and look around. 

Her headdress was gone now, where it had went she didn’t know, and so it left her long, thick mane of wavy hair to rain down her shoulders and along side her face without any control, blinding her at times when she tried to look around. Brushing back the hair and wincing at the little pin pricks of pain she felt all over, she tried to recall what happened until she saw something that forced her throat to tighten so hard it choked her more than the black plumes of smoke around her. 

Not far from her position, a meter or so away, there was a large pile of heavy debris and sticking out from all that mess was an arm, left hand, tan skin, which two very large wedding rings rested on the ring and middle fingers respectably with solid platinum/gold bands and heavy clear diamonds with rows of red ruby surrounding the main set diamond with the main diamond itself in the shape of a family crest.

“MAMA!” Juna screamed as loud as she could, the realization suddenly giving her great amounts of energy, recovery, and clarity. Madly, she raced over to the pile and with great fear of the worst did all she could to move the debris. All the while the tears began to pour out of her eyes, stinging her just as badly as the jagged metal objects she picked up and cut her hands on. 

The physical pain was nothing to her. 

There was no fire.

There was no smoke.

She was not on a ship anymore.

She wasn’t the Queen of Naboo anymore.

She was eight years old in her mind’s eye, sifting through the ancient brick and mortar and roofing and wood of what use to be the Grand Library behind Rapier Manor, desperately trying to find her mother under all the destruction caused by an explosion only moments before. Her tiny hands grabbed whatever her grip could manage, and with quivering little arms that held no great strength in them whatsoever she moved things one piece at a time as quickly as possible.

She felt so helpless. She wanted to help her mother, but she was instructed to leave her. And now, during this time of need, she didn’t have the power to help her. She felt so worthless and incapable of doing anything. She needed to help her mother. She needed to help her.

Juna collapsed against the rubble in exhaustion, opening her eyes and finding herself as Queen of Naboo, on her Royal Cruiser, in the engineering section, trying to uncover her mother from under the pile of metal and plastic. She felt herself instinctively trying to tap the Force for strength, but it was as if she was trying to grab on to wishful thinking and miraculous hope; it just simply was not there and it did not exist.

“No. You’re not dead, Mama.” She got even more upset at the thoughts of defeatism and really began to just grab objects and throw them; nearly injuring herself every time she picked up something she had no business picking up. “I won’t let you die! I WON’T LET YOU DIE! I LOVE YOU TOO MUCH TO LET YOU DIE!” 
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“OH GOD, HELP ME!!!!!!!!!!!” she screamed and pushed herself more and more, tapping into whatever emotional reserves she had left over from an all ready terrible day. All her friends and colleagues were dead. Her rescuers were possibly dead. Enothchild…she didn’t want to think about that. And most certainly she couldn’t think of this as her mother’s moment of death.  

She used every incentive that came to her mind as it came to her to motivating her beyond her physical capabilities. Her adrenaline, and she seemingly had an endless supply of it under the prior circumstances, flowed through her like a tidal wave, feeding off her emotions; anger, fear, and sadness. At times she could have sworn that debris was moving by itself along with her moving it by hand; she was so upset to realize it or think about it.

Suddenly it seemed as if the debris wasn’t really there anymore. Juna dropped down to her knees, grabbed her mother’s arm, ready to drag her to safety…

She pulled lightly, and she still flew backwards hard and fast. Confused, she calmed herself down as much as possible to re-examine the situation, and looked down expecting to see her mother still stuck in the debris and she had lost her grip, possibly tearing off the sleeve of her dress.

Juna looked down…and turned white.

Clutched in her ever growing tighter hands was her mother’s severed left arm. There was nothing else; it began with the hand, and then it ended at a point that bisected the bicep muscle perpendicularly. Fresh, warm blood still dripped from torn open veins and arteries, dribbling in dark ribbons down, soaking the dress material and dyeing it into a dark color. Beyond that, there was no body. There was no more Naressa Rapier.

A billion thoughts entered Juna Rapier’s mind as she stared at the bloodied extremity with wide, traumatized eyes. Her lower lip trembled as the billion thoughts narrowed down to one conclusive fact, and that fact alone weighed more heavily on her mind than any of the thoughts she had before hand. There was nothing else now, just the only remains of her mother in her hands. She had held this hand only a short time ago before the attack; she had held the hand her entire life for it meant something to the both of them. Now, and forever, it meant something else entirely. 

Juna choked out a sound, let go of the appendage, and passed out, far too overwhelmed by it all.
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“JUNA!” shouted Muriel, just seeing her pass out as she rounded the corner, stopping for she proceeded towards her due to debris falling all around the area; in the whole confusion it seemed like the debris had actually been floating in the air just as she arrived, but Muriel waved that idea off; after all, she couldn’t feel the Force, meaning Juna couldn’t either. There was no way in hell Juna could have been using just now.

“ENOTHCHILD, OVER HERE!” The Jedi Master just about ran her over, and then both came to a dead stop just by Juna’s head. The red head saw Naressa’s limb lying neatly in Juna’s lap, the rings on the hand and the material of the dress unmistakable. “Oh my God.” She pointed at it, and Enothchild’s amber gaze locked on it as well. “Oh my God, Naressa.”

“NARESSA! NO!” Enothchild stepped past Juna and with his strength he began heaving heavy objects with ease. He was going through the pile very quickly, as if he tapped the Force for speed, which wasn’t the case. “NARESSA, I’M COMING!”

Muriel did all she could to pick up Juna, but with only one good arm it was impossible; a broken arm coupled with a severely bruised neck thanks to Prophet squeezing it made her a physical wreck. “ENOTHCHILD! ENOTHCHILD!! I CAN’T LIFT JUNA UP!” The Guardian choked back the tears forming in her eyes as the implications of what Juna just went through now burned in her conscious. She had to push them aside, and painfully she said, “SHE’S GONE! NARESSA’S GONE ENOTHCHILD, AND WE HAVE TO GET THE HELL OUT OF HERE! COME ON! NOW!!!!!!!!!!”

Enothchild lifted one more large piece of metal and looked at the rest of the debris with a broken heart. There was so much debris, all of it under the ysalamiri envelope, in his way and he didn’t have enough time to sift through it all. Was she at the bottom of the pile? Was she alive? Any reason that would have kept him there was not there.

Yelling in defeat, he threw the piece of debris back and quickly threw Juna over his right shoulder and Muriel over his left shoulder; Muriel didn’t protest if it meant they were going to get out of here quickly. The Jedi Master looked up through the opening along side the reactor and with the squatting of his powerful legs he leapt straight up in the air with all the strength. With his natural Vhinphyckian gift of mountain climbing, he scaled the structure very quickly with the smallest of hand and foot holds.

Meanwhile, as they continued upward, Magus Prophet emerged from a recess where he had been buried by debris and watched them go. He quickly ignored them and his open wounds and burnt flesh and walked over to Naressa’s severed limb. He picked it up, smelled it, and then carefully tucked it within the protection of his robe before he began to make his way out as well. He leapt…and came crashing back down as the severity of the Dark Side attack from Juna’s mother still affected him. Growling, he bent down again and leapt, this time achieving optimum height, latching onto a level, and he leapt again for the next level above.

Reaching the mid-level, he ran quickly for one of the V-Haulers in an emotional conflict; he was angry that Juna got away, but he was happy that everything was guaranteed to go according to plan regardless of the set back. If there was a troubling problem, it was that Juna’s mother had perished in the operation. He wanted to avoid that if he could, but the Sleeper prevented that on more than one occasion. It was something he would have to think about.

Prophet entered the portal to one of the ships off to the side, and to his surprise found it occupied. 

“Come on, damn it to hell!” shouted Deannta, her hand banging on the controls in an attempt to bypass the locked out controls. Prophet remained silent and observed the young woman, looking at the dead Vhinech pilot under her feet, and then catching the tell tale sign of fear in the form of whimpering coming from behind him.

He turned around slowly, and sitting in an acceleration couch was Cessa Evannava Ferngully, staring at him wide eyed in horror. The last time they met was on Evramora, where she was the Prime Minister when the Vhinech took control of the Nubian Colony. Back then, Prophet had instructed her to deliver a message for him to Juna. The woman hadn’t changed a bit in ten years, save for the sparkling tattoos that framed her face in an artistic way, including the wet spot of fear that grew on the front of her dress with the release of her bladder.

Finally, Prophet just turned towards Deannta and crept up behind her. With one hand on her left shoulder, he reached her with his right and keyed in the security code. Deannta froze stiff as a board when he touched her, and then turned her head ever so slightly to her right to look at him. When their eyes met she began to shake. He said, “I believe we can take off now.” 

The hatch sealed closed behind them, and the V-Hauler disengaged from the doomed Nubian cruiser. Prophet escorted Deannta physically around the pilot’s seat and tossed her hard towards the acceleration couch. She crashed into hard; barely able to sit down next to Cessa whose blonde hair was turning a shade of white with fright.

Prophet eyed them both and said, “Have no fear. You will not die.” A thought had occurred to him, and a very big smile grew on his face. “I believe you two, in time, will be useful to me and my bride.” Baring his teeth, he ignored him and sat down in the pilot’s chair. He engaged the main drive and went to fly away when his ship warned him of a collision warning. His sensors told him of something bad: the Vhinphyc’s shield…was still up and had him trapped!

On the other side of the Nubian Cruiser, Dizzy heard shouts and looked through the open docking ring to see three injured Royal Nubian guards with Royal Handmaiden Ariel Meleni being carried due to the injuries all over her body. The Sullustan gave them a hand with the young woman, who had no right hand or a right foot; both cut off by a lightsaber during one of the scuffles on board the ship. Laying her down on the med bed and covering her, Dizzy let the guards tend to her so he could stand watch by the hatch.
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“Come on, guys,” said Dizzy softly, looking through the hatch down the bare corridor ahead of him. “Please, anybody, come on.” 

His mind was going through a swirl of emotions and thoughts and some of them he didn’t like. It was natural, he knew, for beings to still have self-preservation instincts in them, and have them emerge in situations like these; much of it a learned trait having lived in the Fringe for most of his life, where the only females he could trust completely were made out of metal; his ship and his blaster; the latter of the two ‘females’, of course, small enough to be in bed with him and fit nicely in anything made out of leather, but not what you one would call the best snuggle company.

Dizzy was never one to always rely on such feelings, but they still entered his mind from time to time and it made him sick, especially now. His wife, the love of his life, was still on board the ship and just thinking about saving his own ass just a little made him want to kill himself. He loved Muriel so much he would die for her. That and three other people he really cared about, Enothchild, Juna, and Naressa, were in there too stewed the dilemma pot. No offense to the other Nubians he knew well, or Ros and Casper, but he wanted his wife and his best friends to survive this. He wanted them off the ship now.

Suddenly as the thought passed, Casper came around the corner with Ros trailing behind him with someone on his shoulders. Dizzy began to literally jump in place like a giddy schoolgirl. “Hey! Hey! Get your asses on board! Hurry up!” As they entered, he looked behind them and asked, “Where’s the others? Where’s my wife!”

“We got separated,” said Ros, who carefully began to set the Vhinphyc female down. “But with the Force back I can feel them-.” The Twi’lek suddenly threw the female away from him, and the solider landed on her feet with a very long, curved bladed knife in her hands. Ros dropped to one knee and reached for his back in pain. 

For a quick second, Casper looked down at his Master, and saw a nasty cut running up his back. He remembered the aggressor finally, and he put his hand on his lightsaber, ready for an attack. None came, for the female Vhinphyc was staring at him with a face twisted with utter confusion where before she had an expression of clarity that said she was going to kill everyone on board.

Helle’anglotov’vesil saw the young Ignorant and was prepared to attack him, all part of an elaborate sneak and destroy stratagem, until she saw the mark on his face; a tattoo that ran down the left side of his ugly features starting at the brow. She was caught off guard by it first, and then a grow hatred born out of being spiritually offended overcame her. Pointing at him as if to destroy him with the act, she shouted in her language, “[BLASPHEMY! YOU DARE HAVE THE UNHOLIEST OF CONVICTIONS TO BEAR THE MARK OF FORGIVENESS UPON YOUR UNWORTHY FEATURES IN MY ATTENDANCE! I SHALL CARVE THAT OUT OF YOUR SKULL!!!!!!]” Screaming murderously, she charged at him with her knife whipping about.

Casper ignited his lightsaber and skillfully cut the knife’s blade off its hilt. That surprised Helle’anglotov’vesil because now she realized that half her fighting equipment had been removed; the Jedi had taken away her force shield. Seizing the opportunity, Ros stood up and placed a hand between her neck and shoulder and channeled the Force through his hand. Helle’anglotov’vesil suddenly felt very weak, and her legs had no strength in them. In another heartbeat, she fell unconscious to the deck. 

Ros took in a breath and said, “And stay down!”

Dizzy turned back towards the corridor and let out a whoop. “SARCH! RUN, MAN, RUN!” He saw Enothchild sat a familiar figure down on her feet while he carried her Royal Highness in his large arms. “MURIEL!”
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Muriel gave him a quick hug with her good arm, but then she began dragging her husband towards the cockpit. “We have to get the hell out of here!”

“Somebody seal the hatch!” yelled Dizzy as he and Muriel disappeared around the bend. Casper ran over and shut the door closed, and retracted the docking moorings. Enothchild carried Juna into Dizzy and Muriel’s little cabin and laid her on their bed. He gave her head a heart-felt pat, and then went back out into the main travel lanes. 

The intercom came to life after the Millennium Falcon shuttered from some sort of impact. Dizzy shouted frantically, “THERE’S A FRICKING ENERGY FIELD ENTRAPPING US, MAN! IT’S COMING FROM THE VHINPHYC’S SHIP!!!”

Enothchild heard that and ran over to Helle’anglotov’vesil, whose body laid upright now against the wall after Ros had sat her up. Enothchild grabbed her and shook her, but then he felt something in the Force in regards to her. He looked at Ros with a grimace, “Sleeping trance?”

“She got too wild for us,” said Ros apologetically. He reached over and touched her forehead with his forefinger to bring her to; revival by the Jedi who applied the sleeping trance was guaranteed and faster due to the unique familiarity in the Force instituted through the Force user. The trick was the person’s constitution and how fast they could wake up.
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Helle’anglotov’vesil came to, looked around, and panicked a little. Enothchild grabbed her hard by the shoulders, shook her to stillness, and spoke to her quickly. “[Whoever you are, please help us! You have a force field erected around us and we cannot escape! If you do not want to die, drop the field!]”

Helle’anglotov’vesil raised her right arm and keyed in a sequence, then spoke in her microphone. “Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, [emergency shutdown, kill the protective field and monitor my location!]” There was a beep, and she looked at him with sincerity with her multi-shaded eyes. “[Done.]”

“DIZZY!”

“HOLD ON TO YOUR ASSES!” 

The Millennium Falcon was third in leaving the doomed vessel as the explosions began taking it. Magus Prophet’s V-Hauler had cleared the area first, followed by the dorsal-resting V-Hauler, then the Falcon, and by automated signal the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado ripped itself off the ship as the chain reaction reached the bridge. And just as the torn apart vessel was totally consumed by nuclear fire, the ventral-docked V-Hauler managed to get away. All vessels involved seemed to found their own unique course and one at a time they all made the jump to hyperspace. 

CHAPTER 21.1

There was a great, eerie silence that followed the jump to hyperspace and it was everywhere on board the YT-1300 Corellian Stock Light Freighter; in the cockpit where Dizzy and Muriel finally hugged each other in assurance, in which she whispered the bad news to him; in the corridor where at least four badly wounded Nubians sat numb and defeated; further down, by the docking ring, where the three Jedi Knights stood around Helle’anglotov’vesil trying to figure out what to do next, and in Dizzy and Muriel’s cabin, where Queen Angelleia slowly regained consciousness and laid on the small bed in absolute shock.

The silence ended when Enothchild slammed his fist right by Helle’anglotov’vesil’s head; right by her left ear, with force enough to leave a clear impression of his fist in the wall. It startled the Elite Aggressor a little, a reaction the Vhinphyc Jedi Master had hoped for because he wanted her to listen to what he had to say completely. When he spoke to her, he made it clear for everyone to hear. “What is your major malfunction! Which God of Stupidity possessed you! Arrogance! Ignorance! Clumsiness! All of the above! Tell me!”

“[Where do you come from to speak to your savior that way,]” she retorted back. “[I save your life, and this is the appreciation I get?]”

“My life?” Enothchild stood straight up and looked down at her with a shaking head. “You put US in jeopardy throughout the whole situation you stupid cow!”

Helle’anglotov’vesil let out a snort of contempt and stood up as well; this was not what she had expected at all from him. “[Us? Do you really think I care about them?]” 

Enothchild shook his head in disgust, not ready to get into a debate with the woman. Sizing her he concluded a lot all ready; too dangerous. “No, of course you don’t. That’s why your actions may have cost a good number of lives today, including a very good woman. I think you should sleep on it,” he put a hand on her shoulder and once again she passed out, “and think of all the hell you put us through with your actions, right up to the reading of the criminal charges.” 

He caught her body from falling, and he looked at Ros’ back. “You better get treated for that.”

“What about you,” asked Ros sincere worry for his friend. “You don’t look so good.”

“I’m fine,” he said, actually deflecting the inquiry with his answer. It wasn’t as if he didn’t appreciate the question. Enothchild was hurting with what happened only a few minutes ago. His heart…his heart was ripped apart. 

Carrying Helle’anglotov’vesil towards the front of the Falcon, he took his free hand and punched a switch that pressurized the forward cargo hold. Once completed, he opened the narrow access door and placed her in, closing the door and locking it as he left. Finding a nearest intercom, he turned it on and said, “Dizzy, just to let you know I have our uninvited guest in the forward cargo hold.”

From the cockpit, Dizzy clicked on the response button and said, “Yeah, Enothchild. I hear you.” He switched it off so he could get both his hands around his injured and grieving Muriel. He gave her a hard squeeze and spoke softly in her ear. “I am so glad you’re all right. Oh my god, I am so glad.” He gave her a kiss on the cheek and continued to hug her. “It’s all right.”

Muriel leaned in as much as possible and mused, “Six months of being apart nearly became a lifetime. I am so glad you’re here, Mouse.” She snuggled her head closer to his, letting out a pain filled gasp when her arm moved.

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

“No, it’s just the break. It’s the way it is, all thanks to that white-horned bitch. Because of her I got hurt…we got separated from the others…and then Naressa…” She shook her head. “Oh Force, Dizzy, it was horrible! When we found Juna, she was holding a piece of Naressa in her hands. All I could think was not again!” Her purple eyes finally became shiny jewels of sorrow. “Not both her parents! Watching them both die! It’s cruel, why does it have to happen to such a good person? Why?”

Dizzy pulled her back to him and got a bit misty eyed. “I don’t know, Red. I really don’t know.”

Enothchild moved away from the corridor leading to the cockpit and left the married couple alone. He walked down the passage back to their room, and slowly stepped in. The light from the corridor shined in, only marginally showing Juna’s sitting up form. Enothchild looked at her, meeting her eye-to-eye, and just noticed her terribly trembling, ultra silent form. Her soft brown eyes, shiny and drenched with wetness, asked the question for her: was her mother dead?

He could only close his eyes to give her the answer: yes.

Juna let out a strained noise, then a sobbing sound. The weight of it all finally hitting her and causing her to release her grief. She grabbed herself and began to wail in emotional pain. It was tremendous the pain was, but it was there stabbing and ripping her insides out over and over again, forcing her to curl up in a fetal ball. She tried to speak, but her pain strained her voice so only incoherent, primal sounds came out, and quivering lips didn’t help as she tried to sound the words out. Juna reached an apex of sorrow, and the tears flowed so effortless and her suffering made her blind and deaf to the universe; all there was now was the fact her mother was gone from her life. Nothing, absolutely nothing, else mattered or existed.

Enothchild closed the door and joined her at her side, sitting down beside her and putting his hands on her shoulders. He has absolutely no reassurance to give her; it did not exist in his touch. There were no words he could tell her at the moment. He had lost something today as well: a special friend. He never had a chance to sit down and discuss thing with Naressa, to discuss the possibility of prolonging their relationship or just to talk about things. Despite her darkness, Naressa was a very kind and gentle being, and she was a good person. He thanked the Force the trip back to Naboo, their assumed destination for he hadn’t asked, was only a four-hour jaunt. He doubted the young woman could take anything longer than that cooped up in a ship with the grief she felt.

Quite frankly, he couldn’t either.

Determined to be strong for her, Enothchild pulled Juna towards him and held her. She buried her face into his large chest and sobbed endlessly with no signs of strength whatsoever in her limbs; when he drew her to him she was limp like a rag doll. He held himself in check, but it was hard. Very, very hard.

CHAPTER 21.2

The Millennium Falcon landed back on Naboo four hours later under heavy military presence by reservist fighters from Indigo Squadron; Bravo Squadron was still thirty minutes away from Uiennar when the Falcon left the system. Upon their arrival in system, Dizzy radioed ahead to tell them all the bad news, and the news rocked all the occupants in the Palace of Theed. Although the Queen was alive and safe many of her Royal Court perished on board the destroyed Royal Cruiser, and worst of all she had lost her mother. As the initial shock wore off, and Muriel relayed most of the story, steps were taking to ensure proper procedures in security and for receiving of the survivors.

The large space vehicle was lead to the new, larger Royal Hanger Bay that had been improved recently to accommodate larger vessels, where no civilians or members of the news-starved media were in sight; only a hundred very well armed soldiers and at least a two dozen medical personnel were there initially to greet the arriving group. The ship landed and the medical teams rushed into to tend to the wounded. Those who came down that were reportedly in the engine room were scanned with small devices for radiation poisoning, and then slapped with a detection patch; if the scan had missed the radiation, the patch embedded with chemicals that react to biochemistry being radiated will change color within six hours. From there, if inflected, the person would go through a serious of anti-radiation treatments.

Terese and Eric Maltanaw, Weena Welchrist, Sio Bibble, and the rest of the Royal Handmaidens that did not go on the trip arrived in time to find the medical units moving injured out of the ship. The last down was Chief of Staff Muriel Arnes, her husband Dizzy holding her good hand as they walked down, her arm in a healing restraint sling. Terese, technically still in charge, walked up to Muriel and said, “Muriel, are you going to be okay?”

“I will be now with these pain killers in me,” she said half dazed. “Where’s Prince Veruna?”

Terese shook her head. “I don’t know. He should have been here hours ago. Frankly, I’m doing well enough right now.”

“Amen to that.”

Eric leaned downward and asked quietly, “Juna?”

Muriel was going to answer until the soldiers came to attention. On the Falcon’s ramp, both Ros and Casper came down first, and then Queen Angelleia came down with Enothchild bringing up the rear. The gasp of shock upon her appearance spoke volumes of the other’s bewilderment. They could look at her, and although not entirely injured they could feel how devastating everything that occurred was by the look in her eyes. Terese reacted by reaching for her husband, and Weena began to silently cry along with some of the Handmaidens.

Once they reached the bottom, Ros and Casper stood on opposite sides of the ramp, waiting for Enothchild and Queen Angelleia to walk by so they could go back inside the ship to retrieve Helle’anglotov’vesil with several armed guards. Preparations were being made for her to be held here, and then transported to Coruscant to face federal charges of multiple counts of murder; after all, she had killed Vhinech citizens in Republic space and ports. There was some talk that she would be indicted for conspiracy and adding and abetting in the murders, attempted murders, and assault on members of the Royal Court and for Naressa’s death, but that still had to be sorted out by whoever assumes Horatio Ferngully’s position. Besides that jailing and long term confinement for such a powerful being could only be found at the Jedi Temple and their Maximum Detention Center under the watchful eye of Jedi Knights.

Queen Angelleia reached the floor, and walked very gingerly from the Millennium Falcon as if she were literally walking on eggshells, her steps so slow and so precise. Her face bore none of her facial paint, she had wiped her face clean before exiting the ship; a process in which Enothchild had watched and noted that the young woman couldn’t look herself in the mirror because it pained her to see that Angelleia face looking back at her. 

That face represented many things. 

It represented all of Naressa Rapier’s hopes and dreams for her daughter.

It represented, in a way, her end.

It was right there with that in mind that Juna collapsed to the floor, what strength and emotional control she had regained during the flight back to Naboo was nothing more than a fluke. And impossible to her still was that with all the crying she had done on the way back, she still managed to pump out even more tears.

The sight had a very strong impact on everyone. Soldiers momentarily broke their formation and training to assist, but when they saw the Jedi Master moving towards her to pick her up, they returned to their post with grim faces and growing anger towards those responsible for making their proud leader fall into a deep pit of despair.

Terese croaked out tears and fought to maintain some of her composure at the sight. Before their little daughter was born, Eric and Terese looked to Juna as a daughter whenever she stayed with them at the Palace during Terese’s reign as Queen. It hurt them both to see her that way. Looking over and seeing Weena breakdown, Terese pulled the young woman over to her side and held her.

Enothchild bent down and scooped up Juna again with both his large arms and carried her sobbing form towards the stairway that lead to her private quarters, her Handmaidens following them both in the process. Everyone that was able to followed behind while the others made their way to the medical center for treatment, or attended to the prisoner on board the Falcon. 

The climb to the top was a long climb, but they reached the floor in which her room stood. Enothchild just concentrated on the doors of Juna’s room, and the doors opened which caught some of the Handmaidens off guard. Just as he entered the room, he could feel Juna wanting him and him only with her in the room for now, and so with the Force he closed the doors without objection from anyone present. Frankly Enothchild thought Juna would have liked to be alone, or perhaps prefer the company of women; usually with such personal attacks in his experience that was the norm. But she wanted him and him only, so he wasn’t going to argue the logic.

Juna encouraged him to set her down, and he did so. Still crying, she began yanking and tearing off her damaged, blood stained dress, which prompted Enothchild to turn away and close his eyes. 

She suddenly said, “He touched me.” Enothchild heard that, and didn’t need to ask for clarification in what she meant. Juna’s sensitivity was more than anyone’s in recorded history, much of it due to her being an Force assimilation metamorph; a rare being in the Force that assimilates the Force continually through all six senses. In other words Juna could touch something or someone, or in this case have someone touch her, and know everything about the subject in question if properly trained to sift through the information. As it stood she only had control of her psychometric gift to limit the amount of overwhelming input the Force wanted to supply her, including the dark side, but there was still strong, emotionally powered impressions that manage to overwhelm her defenses. Magus Prophet’s obsession for Juna was a powerful impression that could never be ignored.

“He touched me, I can feel it. I can feel it on my clothes and in my hair and on my skin. On my lips. Oh god, on my lips.” She let out a bit of a choke when she said that, sickened by the fact. “No matter how far I am away from him he keeps touching me.” She paused again to let out a choking sob over the metaphor of touching; more or less he knew she was saying that Prophet, be it through his actions and not necessarily through physical touch, found a way to reach her and affect her. “I need…I need you to get someone to burn these clothes. Burn them down to nothingness. Including the jewelry. ”

“I will.” He heard her then run full tilt for the bathroom and slammed the door shut. Enothchild went to the door and stood guard, all the while he heard her sobbing as he heard shower water running and a lot of splashing. He had seen this too much before in his long life as an investigator with victims of rape; they had the same tendency to wash themselves comprehensively after being attacked to rid of the feelings of having been touched in violation. Juna’s mindset was like that now and it radiated off her like heated air of the pavement during a Tatooine midday. She felt abused, and she felt dirty. 

After what seemed to be an hour or more, the water finally stopped. During that time he and Ros relayed reports telepathically to one another in regards to many things, but Enothchild strongly emphasized that no one was to disturb Juna during this time; she needed time alone, and quite frankly he felt he too was violating that principal, yet every time he thought of leaving, there was something stopping him. As far as Royal matters went, the other members of the Royal Court, especially with Prince Veruna now finally arriving, could attend to all matters. He let one of the Handmaidens come in and take the clothes and jewelry, relaying Juna’s instructions.

As the sun sat and the evening came, Juna emerged from the bathroom in a large bathrobe, her hair wet and clinging to her back. She walked over to her clothes closet and began to pull things out to wear, content on making herself comfortable more than just presentable. She began to take off her robe, and immediately he turned around again. He thought about leaving again, and this time he felt he had a good reason to motivate him out the door, and took a step forward. A sudden, powerful vise-like grip grabbed his arm and compelled him to stay; it was Juna, using the Force to keep him in the room. She said quietly, “I need you here.”

“I should go outside while you dress.”

“I need you. Please.” That time it was louder and with more panic in her voice. The hold on his arm grew tighter, and felt cold. Too cold.

He could hear her pleading and it made him guilty for even thinking of leaving. He didn’t want her to beg, or worse if he chooses to go ahead and leave have her shout his name in desperation. “Very well.” 

She let go of the hold, and said, “Thank you.”

Enothchild took off his Jedi robe and without looking he held it out for her to take behind him. Although she was getting different clothes to wear, he had this feeling she needed the robe nonetheless. It was a part of him he could physically part with, and she will need that when he leaves her for a little while, only for a minute and that was all. He wanted more details as to the what, where, when, and why they were going to Uiennar. 

As he contemplated his thoughts, he noticed the loose cloth hanging down from inside the robe touching the floor out of the corner of his eye and sighed a little; if he was going to give her the robe, he wished it were in one piece and probably clean and smelling fresh. He brought the robe back around to tear the cloth off. He stopped, however, when he noted its location; it was once a pocket. He noted the slight burning around the edges, and in his mind’s eye he recalled Magus Prophet’s lightsaber slicing through his robe during their abbreviated fight on the catwalk. Something very important fell out…

Alarm bells began going off in his mind.

“Enothchild?” Juna’s question brought him out of his trance and he handed her with eyes closed his robe; he wasn’t too sure if she was descent or not with all the thinking he was doing so he took no chances. He opened his eyes when he felt her touch his hand and if it were a better time he would have laughed; the robe was ridiculously too big for her. But it covered her body completely; nothing showed except her young face. She drew herself to him by his waist for support. “I trust you. I need you to stay with me. Please?”

“I will stay.”

“Promise me that you won’t leave me.” She strongly emphasized her plea with the squeezing of her arms around his midsection. “Promise me that you will stay. Promise me that you won’t go away.”

He couldn’t say no to her. He cared about her so much now he couldn’t part ways with her for even if it were a minute despite what logistics and common sense would say. He finally accepted the fact that it was a time for grieving, that much of the information needed to be discovered to figure out Magus Prophet’s plans required a slow, patient pace.

For now, Enothchild reached behind her and pulled up the hood to go over her head. Juna needed him now; the galaxy was the least of his concerns. Old thoughts and feelings from the past flickered in his mind in regards to Juna, and he couldn’t help to think about them. He placed his head on top of hers. “I promise. I will no longer leave your side. I will forever be here for you.” 

There was a great sigh of relief from her, followed by some more weariness in her limbs. “You need some rest. You have had a trying day to say the least.” Enothchild picked her up again and carried her to her bed. He laid Juna down after he had pulled back on the blankets, and then proceeded to cover her up. He went to rise but stopped because she had a hold of his hand and didn’t let go; he was going to stand guard by the doors to prevent her from being disturbed. He looked down at her crying form, looked into her silently pleading eyes, and silently he nodded. 

They held onto their bond tightly as he stood guard, and she continued to mourn. It was indeed a dark day, and one the both of them will never, ever forget.

