CHAPTER 28.0

With determination of a hundred bastard slaves fighting for freedom, she stormed out of the shadows of darkness and marched right up to the front door of the house and with just her thoughts she unlocked the old wood door and opened it long enough for herself and her apprentice to enter the ancient wood-style, two story house. The door closed softly with the most quietist of concern, a stark contrast to her heavy breathing; she was worried, fearful, and growing angry by the second as the silence in her mind continued on with no real explanation. She repeatedly made hard, gripping fist that creaked her black leather gloves with an unnerving, deadly sound of impending brutality. If indeed the worse has happened, not even the Dark Side of the Force could save such a doomed soul

She tried her best to understand all the intangibles of why she was here; she came from place unknown, upon getting a feeling, or lack of feeling being transmitted, unknown, arriving on place unmentioned, and filled with upsetting thoughts for reasons unexplained. All there was mind, body, and Force was pure evil; an evil so pure it amazed her that she actually cared about somebody.

That was why she was here, in this house on Planet X. Someone she cared about was here. The reasons seemed conflicting in her mind as she moved to the living room while her black-cloaked apprentice examined the dining room. At first she was deeply troubled about losing someone she loved. Then she would try and put it in better perspective based on the facts: this person was an asset and nothing more. She had a duty to her cause to ensure this person was not in jeopardy. And then the first feelings would sink again when she had the undeniable feeling that she needed to go upstairs to the bedroom; in fact all the distracting emotions was what kept her from going there in the first place. 

The need to go to the bedroom tugged at her cold heart, causing her to walk quickly to the stairs, and then ascend them without hesitation, and finally she practically ran to the door. It was locked with no key in site, so without really thinking and using the same technique that she used to open the front door, she pulled out her lightsaber and used it before the blade actually got to full length. The door fell apart with a loud crash, prompting a shout from downstairs that was surreally not loud at all; in fact noise unless it was meant for impact was all laid mute.

Now there was only the hum of her red lightsaber. Before her on the bed was her twin sister, or what was left of her. The blood splatter on the walls, the bed, the floor and just about everywhere else told enough of the tale that lead up to her death. But there was the body, mutilated in a way as if she were a school biology experiment; she was unclothed, laid spread eagle like some aquatic amphibian found in swamps, and the folds of her trunk laid open to expose the neat treats inside. The very things that make one live.

Her mind went completely blank; there was no emotion or thought or instinct. For the moment all was trivial. The hum of her lightsaber ceased, whether it was shut off or not she was unsure, and she became unaware of her breathing. She looked on at the sight, and somehow moved towards it; she didn’t feel her legs, but the reasons why she could move eluded her. She found herself standing just off to the right of her twin sister so she could look into her dead, staring eyes. 

Her face was familiar to her now; she had seen it before somewhere. Then again, they were twins why wouldn’t she know her sister’s face. Perhaps it was the fact she never saw the face like this, dead with the last look of her life in her eyes. Reflectively in a metaphoric sense, it disturbed her more with the additional fact that she herself could look like that dead; the old adage of ‘like looking in a mirror’ never covered this part of the twin experience.

She finds that all she had become, for the moment, was gone. The strength from being something important, the very thing she always wanted to be in her life, leaving her powerfully built legs and causing her to drop painfully hard on her knees next to the bed. The bed was not that high of the ground, so she could see her sister just under her chin if she planted her buttocks on her legs. She rose up from her position, grabbing her pale hand, and with it she made it stroke her head as emotion began to return. 

So close they were, and yet so far apart. Both pushed the envelope in their desires; she made herself the ultimate warrior of Darkness, and her sister gambled on the most erotic pleasantries to be found. Both found a peak, a point of settlement they could ‘happily’ relish in, and without thinking she realized that it pushed them apart; they shared so much as sisters, as children, that the other really wanted the other to try or just do the other’s desire. It caused rifts and conflicts, often in shouting matches and one time even pain.

Oh, that hurt her so. Causing her sister pain not so long ago, and having felt her dying and now looking at her lifeless body she regretted ever causing her pain. There was a dark epicenter in her mind that filled with sadness and empowered it, finally unleashing tears that haven’t seen the universe in over a decade. There was this great request on her part, and her words echoed as if she were in a canyon of despair. “I wish you were alive! Please, don’t be gone! Don’t leave me alone!” 

She reached deep in her soul and squeezed everything she had into her sister’s lifeless hand, pushing every bit of her will, pulling and drawing on the Dark Side with such relentlessness that it threatened to choke her. She pushed and pulled and channeled and did everything she thought that could be done to make her wish come true. She had the power to defy the Force’s Will she knew she did. She was its mistress, its grand manipulator, and the conductor of a wicked orchestra that plays the most soothing of darkest music. It had to do her bidding. The Force was her slave, and the Dark Side that pulsated her was the lashing whip of motivation.

And when reality sunk in, she finally let go of the notion. Unlike in the past, where a Sith Maiden would off-hand wished and it just happened, the power to make it happen was not there. Despite all she was, despite all she could do, she was not powerful enough to save her flesh and blood from the clutches of death. Her sister was gone; her spirit was wrapped in the Veil of Darkness, waiting for her and their mother to join her and their father.

She stood up enough to where she could reach over, and despite the blood and gore she laid her body on her late sister’s corpse, and cried easy-to-come-by tears.

CHAPTER 28.1

When the it was over, Juna woke up with a rise and gasped loudly as she felt something soft and squishy under her face down laying body; remnants of what she experienced briefly appearing when she opened her eyes. With another blink of her teary eyes, she realized that it was only one of her large bed pillows; like in the unconscious realm she experienced, she had laid on it to cry. She wiped her stained face dry of tears, and then ran her hand over the ruffled up head rest she thought was her ‘sister’; it was indeed a pillow, and it was warm with her body heat, and it was stained with her sorrow. 

Closing and rubbing her eyes, Juna drew in a deep breath, held it, and blew it out slowly as she opened her eyes, exhaling away the last of the coldness that had a hold of her soul. She knew what caused it. “Leave me alone,” she said, wiping the tears and sleep from her eyes. She recalled some of the…

Was it a dream? A nightmare? A past life relived? What was it exactly? Clutching herself and rubbing her arms, she thought, it could have been worse. It could have been about…Prophet or…
Waving the thought away before completing it, she let herself think about the…dream, dream seemed to be a better fit at the moment, and recalled what she saw in it. Remembering, she turned her attention back towards the pillow she was laying on, recalling the individual that was lying in the pillow’s place in the dream. Frowning, she mused softly, “Damn it, Faradi, leave me alone.” 

Faradi was the last thing Juna wanted around; the dark side apparition had attempted to win her over to the dark Force over a period of time starting when she was eleven, right at the start of puberty of all times, and cultivating to an end during Pirus Krendel’s and Sele Nevere’s plot to unseat her as Queen at sixteen. Faradi appeared the first time at Seovenear during the Seoven Treaty talks; she gave Juna advice that turned a doomed political mission into a talked about success. The next time she appeared was 3 years later, during the Olan Hostage Crisis where the MerCons and the Vhinech Order had taken Nubian passengers on a traffic liner hostage; Faradi then encouraged her to take the fight to them and she did so as she and Bravo Squadron took them on and won.

And then there was the whole Krendel-Nevere affair, and that was when Faradi was at her manipulative best. All this time this young girl who seeming grew up right along with Juna was Juna’s exact opposite; where Juna was seen by everyone, Faradi had really never been seen by anyone save for Weena, but that was only due to the fact that Faradi was not real; not real in the physical realm sense. She exists as a spirit within the Force, and according to Faradi she resided within Juna all the time; a fact proven later on in a dark side induced dream. Juna realized then that all Faradi was only helping her fall hard into darkness, to embrace the dark side of the Force as if it were her birthright. 

The Dark Hope, a creature whose passions are for death and pleasures were from the pain of others. 

Juna could never see herself as such a thing, and yet others did. Jurivicious Pern did on Vhanba, and then on Alderaan, where she herself had experienced a representation of herself as the grotesque-in-spirit creature in the dark side forest of Sabbath, and where Enothchild told both Pern and herself what the Dark Hope was. Prophet viewed her as such with his eyes; those eyes that betrayed no soul, that pretended to show feeling and didn’t. And Faradi hinted at such a claim, going further than the previous dark side two had ever gone. They were the same during that last encounter with Faradi; Juna was the Dark Hope, and Faradi looked exactly like her; a Sith Maiden and a warrior. The ultra white, smooth skin, the evil yellow eyes, and the blackness within: all that frightened Juna and steered her away.

 But Faradi was still there, actually a part of her for reasons unexplained, waiting as she put it to show her the way. As evil and wrong as it were to Juna, there was this underlying loving tug to it all that made her encounter with Faradi that much more disturbing, as if Faradi was a relative of hers from the past. Her mother…her mother when asked about it told her that she did the right thing by deny Faradi’s advances, but never really explained who, what, or why that was Faradi. Juna felt Naressa knew, and indeed had experiences with her, but held out to protect her. 

Now and forever she will never know why that had to be.

Juna got up and stretched out her tall body as the sunlight began filtering in to start the day, the bruises of days ago barely there, but the scars still on her mind. Indeed the first day that would be the rest of her life. A life still filled with unanswered questions. A life without those she loved dearly.

She went to her very large clothes closet, opened it and was amazed on how bare and empty it was. Gone were the Royal Dresses, Robes, Headdresses, and Shoes that were required for her to wear as Queen Angelleia; those items were removed and sent to the Royal Museum to join the rest of her Royal Wardrobe when she was younger. Like Queen Landana before her, the Royal Dress Makers were creating her Final Wear that was normally reserved for when a queen swears in her successor at inauguration and is the only thing of clothing the queen more or less keeps unless there is Act of Governors decree that says otherwise. Queen Tessa, Landana’s mother, was cremated in her Final Wear, and Lady Maltanaw actually allowed the Republic Museum of Galactic History to have her Final Wear for being the longest elected Royal ruler based in a constitutional monarchy in Republic history.

Juna wondered what she would do with her Final Wear when it was complete. As it stood now there was very little she had that reminded her and everyone else that she was a queen, currently the only visible sign of that was the gold pendant that hung around her neck with her Royal Crested Seal identifying her legally as Lady Juna Belladonna Rapier Angelleia of Iossessa. There were going to be a few other items that would remind her where she came from such as the souvenirs and gifts from the worlds she visited, the letters from the people she had no time to really open in the past and the memories that she accumulated over the last decade or so. The biggest items of interest was her Royal N-One starfighter; she was going to be given the space craft she had spent some of her free time modifying and perfecting to make it hers, but by law it had to be stripped of armaments and current intelligence software first; not a difficult task to do, but Ric Olie and the others in Bravo Squadron were going to need it for a few days longer to do some, in his words, ‘special’ things to it. When they were done, her astromech droid RT-8V, also a gift, was going to fly the vessel back to Rapier Manor for her.

It was all sentimental, and she appreciated it, but Juna felt ill thinking about it. In her mind she felt that her mother should have been the focus of her thoughts. It was as if her death did not happen; that was the consensus thinking in her mind as she finished dressing and she hated it. It was like her father all over again; she was saddened by his loss, but for only a short period of time. The grief was overwhelming, and then it vanished. Not a trace of it anywhere, as if his death didn’t happen, or she didn’t care about him at all. They weren’t close, but she loved him. She still did, and she still loved her mother. 

But the mourning…it should last longer, shouldn’t it?

There seemingly were traces of it in her heart and soul, and that was all. Just traces, and those traces were slowly fading like candlelight’s flame dying at the end of nearly used up wick. 

Sighing, Juna closed the clothes door and opened the accessories closet to find shoes to wear. Opening the closet, something fell from inside the closet door hanger and it immediately got her attention. Bending down, Juna picked up the black cloak. Her mother’s black cloak, the one Naressa wore a lot during her private moments, usually when she went for moonlit walks. 

She had forgotten that her mother used the accessories closet’s rack for her clothing when she came to stay with her. Juna smiled at that because when her mother first arrived six months ago she had too much with her; the joke was that she brought the house with her. They spent the day together trying in vain to figuratively make one mile squared pegs fit in one inch round holes. After failing, she sent the majority of her things back to Rapier Manor and mused “I guess even I have my limits.”
That memory, Juna felt, was sad irony given what happened only two days ago. And yet she felt such a memory should have made her cry just a little. Maybe even get a giggling reaction out of her, but thanks to not crying she was too worried to find the humorous memory humorous. 

Juna walked back over to her bed and laid the black cloak down, spreading it out, and then given a gentle and loving caress with her hand, a little part of her wishing her mother will magically reappear in it. 

It was strange to her really; this very cloak was featured in her darkest nightmares with its deep blackness overwhelming the scene and strongly emphasizing the wearer, making them very dominate and deadly. And yet when her mother wore it Juna could never see her in that evil light. Knowing that her mother wore it never gave her pause at any time in the past as well as now. There was…this right feeling associated with her mother and the cloak. 

Appearance wise she looked very beautiful with it on, but it was more of a right of identity; she was meant to be wrap up in such a romantic way of dress ensemble style that has seemingly outlasted all the fashion trends. As if her existence, like the trend, was meant to last forever.

She gave the cloth one last caress, letting the softness of the cozga fabric tickle the pores of her flesh, and letting out a loud sigh of remorse. And realizing, like in her dream with Faradi and her dead sister, she was trying to bring her mother back. And like Faradi, she did not have the power to do so.

“Nothing last forever,” said Juna softly and remorsefully. “Everything as a limit.” 

And with that truth another came to her, and she was reminded that in a true and perfect universe it was the children who buried their parents, remorseful or not. 

She couldn’t stay at the Palace any longer. She had to go home.

CHAPTER 28.2 

Juna opened the door to her living quarters and looking around she found Enothchild becoming aware of her presence from across the large hallway. When she saw him a few things of thought went through her mind: gratefulness, honor, duty, loyalty, friendship, caring, and too much. He looked like hell; even with his returned robe on his large frame it did nothing to hide that fact. His heart must be broken; he didn’t like to see her in pain anymore than her mother had. And in spite of their diametrically opposite existences in the Force and their bumpy relationship the first time, they were good friends. He had worked so hard the last two years before he left to track down the Vhinech again to help her mother from her doldrums, and in a way it sucked that the efforts and results were taken away from him.

Juna realized that he needed someone just as much as she needed him. “Good morning, Enothchild.”

“Good morning,” he said a little tiredly. “I couldn’t help to sense some troubling emotions emitting from your room not too long ago. Are you all right?”

“Yes.” She smiled at him; glad he was such a worrywart. “Just a dream.” Quickly she added, “A normal dream, I assure you. I’m fine.” He was going to remind her that Force users don’t normally dream. Honestly she would agree with him, especially since she couldn’t define what she experienced really with Faradi and her twin sister. Under the circumstances she didn’t want to think about that, or get him worked up more; he really hasn’t slept at all, and Force knows how long that would last if she told him the truth. “I’m…going home. Today after the meetings.”

Enothchild looked at her with concern. “You sure?”

“I’m sure. I can’t stay here.” She gave him a smile; a smile that took no effort and that bothered her more with her not mourning. “I need to get out of everyone’s way here.”

“Nobody thinks that, Juna,” he said with a small shake of his head. 

“But I do,” she said. Resting her hands against the door jam on her right. “I just…need to leave, and be home in better surroundings.”

“Very well. I can make the arrangements.”

Juna shook her head and said, “I will. You are doing too much all ready, and you are.” She really emphasized the last part to let him know she was doing it. She appreciated his friendship, for being there, and the protection, but she needed some control in her life right now; she was inheriting a great burden later today after all. And she wanted some control right now to help her get through this troubling time in her life. “Please?”

He could see that she needed to do something, and he said, “Of course. Muriel was by just earlier, and she suggested having the Guardian Order around for protection during any funeral service you have for your mother.”

Juna thought about it, and realized that she hadn’t even thought about a service; that made her heart seemingly stop. Sighing, she found herself wanting to go home more than ever. “That’s a good idea considering. I’ll talk to her.” She gave him a little wave and stepped back inside. Quietly, she said, “I need to go home. I’m forgetting her.”

She walked over to her business desk and turned on her built in computer to check on the news and issues. Then she realized what she was doing and sighed again; she had been doing this for almost 10 years as queen, always during or after breakfast turning on the monitor and reading up on everything that occurred overnight. It was metaphorically a drug she wasn’t going to wean herself off it any time soon. Today, in regards to the throne she no longer held, had to be the first step.

Juna went to close the monitor down, and something within her told her to look again. It wasn’t the Force telling her, she wasn’t sure what it was; her mother called it her political sense, an instinctive insight she had inherited from Bendian. What was strange was this sense didn’t always pop up with political issues; it just seemed to point her in a direction, and sometimes it showed her things that made no sense to her.

This time, though, it was clear when she read the screen: Dace Palpatine had announced his resignation from the Senate only a few hours ago. The news story after that: Trade Federation, ranking members of Galactic Senate pushing forward with declassification of Vhinech refugees, drawing support, political debate boiling.

Juna sighed in disappointment towards herself; her resignation prompted Senator Palpatine to resign and now has given the Trade Federation new strength after their failure to help her two days ago; all has come full circle in that regard. And that was what she meant by leaving today and not being in the way. It seemed to her that folks were either following her example, or reacting based on what happened to her. And all ready she could see the damage being done; without Palpatine there, there wasn’t a strong Nubian voice in politics on Coruscant. When her father left the Senate it was a considerable blow to Naboo’s identity, and in her opinion of this was no different. 

It was her fault. Everything seemed to be her fault.

