CHAPTER 4.0

“Now hold very, very still.”

And with a careful stroke of a lip brush, Juna Rapier applied the finishing touch to her project. The young woman took a step back to view her handy work, and smiled at the visual before her. Of course she all ready held a bias opinion that her mother was a beautiful woman, but nonetheless she said, “You are now truly a matriarch.” 

Juna stepped back, and Naressa Rapier stared into the mirror in front of her, her mouth splitting open in surprised awe. There she was, adorned with the Royal Face her daughter wears as Queen Angelleia of Naboo; the familiar bright white face, the beauty marks on the cheeks, and the vibrant red split on her lower lip, better known as the Scar of Remembrance. She looked so different and so powerful and- “I look a lot younger than I all ready do. Oh, if I could, I should run for Queen; I’ll never age with this makeup on.” Juna laughed at that; in spite of a wrinkle here and there on her mother’s face, Naressa still looked younger than her 48 years. “But my word I took the painted face for granted for years having known Terese when she was Queen and even you, but wearing it…goodness.”

Juna gave her mother a hug on the shoulders and said, “It was a kick for me too the first time I wore it. It’s more or less the Crown I wear as leader.” Motivating Naressa to get up and go to the full length mirror, the younger Rapier went to the Royal Closet and pulled out the heavy red Royal gown. Holding it in front of her mother as they both looked in the mirror, she said, “This is you.”

Naressa craned her head one way, then another, and mused, “You have black?”

Sighing and rolling her eyes, Juna said, “Yeah, I do.” She walked back to the closet and joked, “It wouldn’t harm you to wear something else of color you know.”

“Oh, as you well know I wear my black at night. Not all the time.” Naressa turned, smirking and said, “I just want you to be the bright spot on the painting, my dear. You wear the red.”

Juna couldn’t argue with her; honestly thinking about it her mother always looks great in black; not just dark colors but black period. And Juna wanted her mother to look her best in the painting they were going to pose for later today; a personal portrait of mother and daughter as Royalty. Juna had gotten the idea from her predecessor of power Queen Landana; Terese Maltanaw had a painting done portraying her with her late mother, Queen Tessa, whom Terese had inherited the Throne from when Catalina Nana passed away unexpectantly. Juna seen the painting on her many stays at the Palace of Theed when she was little and thought it was a touching portrait, depicting the love and support of a mother to her daughter and expressing such love with very little visionary trickery. 

Recently Juna had visited Terese and Eric Maltanaw’s living quarters to praise and thank their 9-year-old daughter Jarah, for her work in helping Theed Governor Sio Bibble reorganized Theed’s municipal financial structure and she happened to see the painting hanging on the wall, inspiring her. Given her refound relationship with her mother the last 6 months after Naressa’s lack of interest in her for the last couple of years, it seemed to be a nice thing to do; to have a shared moment of commonality captured by paint and canvas that represented their loving union as mother and daughter. Naressa couldn’t say no and here they were, in the early hours of the past dawned summer morning getting ready. By themselves in a perfect, non-political, no one else around moment that they both thought was just beautiful.

As Juna helped Naressa with her wardrobe change, taking care not to do any damage to the makeup, she was silently thanking the Force for today as well as the past 6 months; without her mother being here with her she honestly wouldn’t have kept going as Naboo’s Queen. Even though the working enviroment had changed for the better with Sele Nevere and the others that conspired to dethrone her gone, Juna felt vacant and empty without her mother be her side; not for guidance or even for love’s sake, but just to be there. Thanks to her good friend, Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch, who was once her personal savior as well, her mother got over her depressive thoughts and came to her, embraced her, and finally told her that she loved her; it had been too long for Juna to have not heard such great words come from Naressa’s lips. Those words and her mother’s presence helped Juna regain her political legs and tackle the most dangerous of political issues: the Gungans and their sovereign rights. 

And unbeknownst to all, the final chapter in her reign as Queen of Naboo.

There was nothing left really to do for her people, and Juna could feel it in her heart that it was nearing time for her to move on as an individual. She had systematically solved most of Naboo’s problems and she has achieved all her political objectives up to this point in her reign; both prolonged by those who had wished for Pirus Krendel and the status quo to be the standard in which Naboo was governed by. With the new Royal Cabinet put into place two years ago those lingering issues were quickly dealt with as Juna’s plans were finally put into full affect. Her days were not busy anymore, giving her more time to do things like be with her mother and have this painting done; things she can do without being Queen. 

Also she felt that the Vhinech problem was going to end very soon; other than the Gungan treaty, that single issue alone motivated her to stay in office, prepared to take flight in space combat if necessary as the Commander in Chief of Naboo’s armed forces. Given the Force that was with her, and her skills at flying she was practically her own squadron; if anything she flew in combat to protect the very pilots, Bravo Squadron, that swore their lives to protect Naboo. But with the feeling that the threat of the Vhinech was at an end, Juna couldn’t see remaining in elected power just for that reason. Her history with them, being a victim of their need to dominate the galaxy, was such that it could be seen that she sought out blood vengeance and therefore used the power of the very Throne she sat on to carry it out. 

She hated them; a view she hated even more than hating the Vhinech. They weren’t all to blame for what happened to her; they were a desperate people listening to madmen like Jurivicious Pern years ago. Now, those Vhinech who continued to fight under the leadership of Magus Prophet, the most unholy of creatures the Force had ever created, was the reason why she couldn’t separate the good from the bad.

“You all right,” asked Naressa suddenly. Juna looked at her mother and realized that she had stopped tying her mother’s hair around the appropriate headpiece that went with the dress. She bore a worried, concerned look in her dark brown eyes. “You are troubled. What’s wrong, my Gessa?”

Juna started tying her hair again, smiling a little as Naressa referred to her by her loving nickname of Gessa, which meant ‘light’ in the Old Corellian language. “It’s nothing, Mama. Just thinking about the current dilemmas in my life.”

Her mother knew better, squinting her eyes to show her feelings of not believing her to a degree. However she knew better not to pry so much anymore, Juna wasn’t a baby or a little child she was a 17-year-old young woman, and said, “I thought today we weren’t going to be distracted by your job.”

“Sometimes I can’t help it,” said Juna, covering herself. Her mother had guessed right, no need to use the Force to determine that she was a little distraught. Then again, Naressa had been holding her powers in check as of late; really tight, like taking her presence and wrapping it around her and making her nearly undetectable; well, to Juna at least it was nearly undetectable. To other Force users she doubted they could sense their mother she was so much in a highly defensive mode. Which, Juna said, “And I thought you were going to relax and not worry over me so much?”

“I’m your mother, I’m stuck with the job,” she said with a little grin. 

Juna returned the smile, but couldn’t help being annoyed by her mother’s attitude sometimes, especially with this defensive net she was casting. It has been up ever since she arrived at the Palace of Theed 6 months ago. If anything else it kind of gave the others in the Palace the creeps being around Naressa; she was nice and everything, but still there was that death aura she seemingly radiated along with her beauty and the net compounded it. Folks more or less dealt with her as if she were a bomb with only a few seconds remaining it seemed like, especially when she was with Juna. They passed it on has Naressa being upset that Pirus Krendel and Sele Nevere tried to harm her daughter so put up with her dark-acting presence.

It wasn’t an act; Juna could feel her mother’s need to use the dark side of the Force to do murderous harm to Krendel and Nevere. Lucky for Sele she left the Palace of Theed a few weeks before Naressa came to stay. Juna felt that her mother may not have done something, but she wasn’t willing to find out. And she had the feeling that her mother felt that she was to blame for allowing those two turncoats to have their way with her daughter. It was guilt Juna assured Naressa from time to time that was unwarranted. But like her lingering thoughts about Prophet, Juna knew her mother just couldn’t get rid of them.

Finishing the tying, Naressa’s hand grabbed her by the arm and she said, “I love you, my Gessa. You will always be my concern.”

“I know,” said Juna, and gave her a hug, making up for all the hugs they didn’t give one another for the past few years. Again, if it weren’t for Enothchild, this wouldn’t be happening. 

Collecting herself before she had an emotional control lapse, Juna stood back and said, “You’re done.”

Naressa looked into the mirror and twirled around. Smirking, she said with playful sass, “I look good.”

Juna went to her vanity table and began applying her Royal Face; she could practically do it in two minutes with all the practice she has had the past 10 years. She said, “You do look good.”

Naressa turned around and suddenly her expression was neutral, her body poised, and spoke with a heavy Nubian accent filled with Royal tone. “That is due to the fact that I have such a lovely assistant.”

Juna giggled and said, “Spot on, Mama. You want to be my Royal Bodyguard?”

Naressa walked up to her and mused, “Do not tempt me, Your Highness. You may not like what I would say in your position.” She looked into the vanity mirror and with a stern finger pointed at it accusingly and said, “I order all fishermen to lay down their poles and nets. The seas belong to the natives.”

“If it were that easy, Mama.”

“It is when you are in a position of power. After all, those idiots followed Krendel like lemmings. They deserve to have the rug pulled out from under them. Or in this case the ocean from under their boats.”

Juna winced a little at the proclamation. “They are not all bad, Mama. They were misguided by Krendel’s rhetoric, that’s all.” Sighing, she said, “If you can come up with some way to feed those families who rely on fishing as both a tradition and a lively hood without reddening Naboo’s budget, then I would prohibit our people from invading the oceans. For now I am left with only the treaty that recognizes the Gungans rights to the oceans. And the only way it ensures it is through a police presence at both sides of the issue.”

Naressa held up her hands and said, “I see your point. And I did promise not to interfere, didn’t I?” Juna nodded her head. She watched her mother walk over to the nearby bed and sat down. Looking at her, she said, “Can I give you some advice?” Juna nodded. “Sometimes you have to be the bad guy, my Gessa. Like it or not it has to be done because doing the good hearted thing is not the right thing.”

“But banning fishing is too easy,” said Juna in retort, implying the old saying that ‘easy is for the dark side’ within the statement.

“True, but it may be the only long term solution, like it or not.” Naressa waved her hands to clear the room of their minor argument. “I don’t want to continue it. But just remember what I said.”

Juna measured what was said, and nodded a little. “I will, Mama.” She couldn’t argue with her mother over that point. To clear her mind of any needless thinking, Juna didn’t go too far to find something to enjoy thinking about in silence: Enothchild. If there was a better reason to leave politics other than taking care of the Gungan treaty and having nothing else to prove it was to be with him; the being so long ago she had pledged her heart to. Given her age at the time it would be difficult for anyone to accept, including him, an 8-year-old Nubian girl loving someone that was an adult let alone his size and strength. His heart, a heart filled with limitless harmony of love and compassion, drew her to him, and for the longest of times she had dreamed of the day she could be with him to express her love to him. 

She was a woman now save for her age but in over a hundred days or so that would all change. She figured once the Gungan treaty was finalized she would announce her retirement. Like Landana before her it would be an official retirement, where Juna would remain as Queen Angelleia for one more year until new leadership is elected. Once she is cleared of her obligations and had no strings tying her down like age or duty, Juna was going to take Enothchild aside somewhere, alone, and confess her love to him. It did occur to her that he might reject such an offer; after all, he still loved his late wife Nadja Moranna with a passion and in spite what he says he hasn’t gotten over the hurt of her passing. Juna figured at that point to just give him a kiss, a little one, and see what happens then. She felt she could handle it; if anything else, she wanted to see Enothchild happy and Juna felt she could do that.

If it weren’t for the paint, Juna’s blushing face would have been too obvious. Adult thoughts occasionally entered her mind and she just couldn’t help it. Feeling too warm, she got up and said to her mother, “Excuse me. I’ll be right back.”

Feeling her mother’s eyes, Juna had the feeling that Naressa knew why she excused herself. Heading into the fresher for some water, Juna closed her eyes for a moment, and began to daydream about what was to come. The chance to be with Enothchild, finally, after all these years did indeed ‘tickled her fancy’ as the old expression went; if ‘fancy’ was what she thought it was, then it was a proper word to use in public. She did have some very unique dreams about him lately, and she was dying to find out if they were actually visions in the Force; in truth Force sensitive beings are supposedly experiencing visions through the Force when they have dreams and nightmares. They were, if she did reveal such imagery, very dirty thoughts.

The thoughts also made Juna a little worried too; being the Jedi belief system was a religion, and thus Enothchild was a man of religion, was it wrong for her as an unrecognized follower of the Jedi Code to love him? Was it sacrilege to have such thoughts? Would she offend others and cause a stir up within the Jedi Order? Granted Enothchild was married, but he was married to another Jedi. Did that have anything to do with it? Nothing in books ever covered the subject, and she avoided asking about such things when she talked to Enothchild in the past; too embarrassed as a child to ask such things. 

Indeed these were questions Enothchild could answer. So she prayed for his safe return, and soon. 

CHAPTER 4.1

Naressa watched her daughter disappear into the fresher and stood up to walk around the living quarters, strutting around in full regal form and just enjoying the girlish fantasy of being royalty. Between all the thoughts of darkness and gloom as she grew up she was like any other girl, daydreaming about becoming queen and living in a palace. She had to admit it involved being rescued by a young, handsome prince too; it didn’t hurt to be the damsel in distress once in a while. She would have loved to be queen, but since she was an immigrant originally born on Corellia the law would not allow such a thing. 

But a woman could still dream at her age right? Of course it would be a dirty dream of sexuality. And she was thinking of Enothchild and the evening they had together. She could see him as a prince looking for a princess, and she was indeed that princess in need of him. It was a relationship that happened unexpectantly after no indication of interest between them for the two years he was with her working to rid her of her feelings of guilt. It happened, and it was the best thing that ever happened to her in a grand long while. It was an intimate love affair with great meaning, made greater by unexpected events afterwards. She couldn’t wait to tell him, but she awaited his return to tell him, and in turn they would both tell Juna together. 

Naressa knew Juna does have feelings for Enothchild, but Enothchild does not hold the same feeling for her. He looked at her with the affection a father shows a daughter, or in reference to his occupation a Jedi Master would towards his Padawan Learner. Naressa knew Enothchild couldn’t look at Juna as being anything else, especially a love interest. Naressa knew Juna and it may be a rough sail, but Juna was also an understanding soul who accepts the truth and respects it. 

And after a few months of private thinking, Naressa, honestly, was willing to step aside to allow her daughter to be with Enothchild if it came to that. But that was up to Enothchild as well. He did choose her to make love to, and knowing him he just didn’t do it to satisfy a passing sexual urge. Enothchild was a lover and a pure heart, and he just didn’t throw his love around and say excuse me in the next breath. What ever happens when he returns everything will come out, be the truth and be squared away.

Just as Naressa reached the far end of the living quarters, where Juna’s astromech droid for her Nubian starfighter, RT-8V, whistled at her affectionately as he recharged his batteries in the droid closet, the nearby door flew open in a rush and a member of Queen Angelleia’s Royal Cabinet, Secretary of Graded Studies Deannta Desser saw Naressa and jumped back a little in surprise. Catching her breath, the one time Royal Bodyguard to Juna said, “Your Highness, you startled me. I didn’t think you were in Royal Form.”

Naressa let her eyes dart left. Dart right. And then she said, “Eh?”

“I am sorry to bother you with this, Your Majesty, but Secretary Maltanaw and Chief of Staff Arnes are having problems downstairs with members of the Independent Fishermen Union. They want to be heard on the Gungan Treaty situation. Muriel thinks it would be best for you to come down and take care of it without having to use the Palace Guards.”

Naressa realized when Deannta called her majesty that the young woman thought she was Juna. The older Rapier didn’t think she looked that much like Juna with the royalty all on. She turned back towards the other end, looked at the bathroom, and said, “Well, eh-.”

“I know you personalized the schedule so you would spend the day with your mother, but I think this is really important. Just five minutes.”

Naressa thought about for a few seconds, then turned back and in full Royal guise said, “Of course. My people are very important to me. My mother will understand. Lead the way.”

Just as Naressa began to follow Deannta, RT-8V, or just Artee, began to warble in warning. With a passing flicking gesture of her hand, the droid suddenly flew backwards into the droid closet and the door closed on him; all courtesy of the Dark Side of the Force. 

Hearing the racket, but not seeing the cause, Deannta asked, “When was the last time you had your astromech checked out?”

“Too long, I am afraid,” said Naressa in full ‘Angelleia’ mode. She couldn’t believe it; she was fooling the former Royal Bodyguard. “He’s beginning to become a little mouthy.”

Deannta nodded, and then asked frowning, “You’re…not mad at me, are you your Highness?”

“No, not at all.” Which was a lie; Naressa thought it was just rude to have them bother Juna with something so trivial as trespassers in her humble opinion. Either kick them out or shoot them was Naressa’s take. “Why do you ask?”

“Well your voice. It’s deeper and knowing you like I do you don’t usually take a deeper tone unless you’re upset.”

Naressa forgot how deep her voice was; not a manly bass-like tone but it was not girlish and in a sense innocent sounding like Juna’s was. Juna had to really dig deep when she was calm to put some authority in her vocal tones; all her life of being a good person reflected heavily in her voice and mannerisms. Not Naressa; being a bad, bad girl for most of her life, feeling the constant need to dominate and take control, gave her a bane of oppressive authority that came out of mouth vocally. Bendian, her late husband Force rest his soul, thought her voice was just erotically alluring when she spoke and it could be about anything.

Naressa just said, “No, I think I have been hanging around my mother too much.” 

“I see.”

She did her best to keep her smile to a minimum all the way down until she saw three men speaking loudly at both Muriel Thahada Arnes and Lady Terese Maltanaw. Her smile grew into mischievous wickedness for this was all too tempting to pass up. Not just to fool two friends and all the guards along with Captain Baines, but to perhaps order the guards to haul the talking and walking baffles by their britches and throw them out. Fighting the urge to give the order now, Naressa let herself fall into full Queen Angelleia mode, a mode she has watched Juna fall into repeatedly and recalling it from her perfect memory. 

She gracefully glided towards the shouting match and mused, “What seems to be the trouble here?”

“Thank the Force,” said a red face of growing anger Muriel Arnes, Juna’s former Political Guardian. A woman who was quite capable of beating the snot out of all the annoying pissants in front of her, but as Royal Chief of Staff had to carry herself in a way that suggested that she could only talk aggressively, not fight aggressively. The temptations radiated off the young woman’s body, and Naressa could feel the Dark Side grow strong with such radiation. “These gentlemen just don’t know the phrase ‘make an appointment’.”

Sighing a little, Lady Terese Maltanaw, the former Queen of Naboo and now Angelleia’s Secretary of Domestic Affairs, Angelleia’s front woman in the whole Gungan talks, said with a little more calm, “These men followed me back here, your Highness. They wish with rude vigor to speak to you. And they exercised their right to Pas efrunas Royale.”

Naressa remembered that term while researching case law when she sued her late husband Bendian Rapier before they were married for stalking her. It means in Old Nubian ‘to hell with Royalty’, but it is a legal precedent procedure which allows a group of citizens of Naboo to speak to the Queen, in this case, in a challenging manner if they feel she is making damaging decisions. It’s a very old law, one not many lawyers knew so these guys did there research.  

“Damn right we did,” shouted the leader of the three men; a man of blonde, balding hair and was short in both stature, manners and, with just the smallest of passovers with a mind scan, intelligence; the perfect example of a fool that believed in Krendel’s out-of-his-ass words. “First you say you want to make peace with the Gungans, and now you say stay away from the table. Well that’s not right. We’re not the Big Fish companies. Our schedule is based on when it is convenient for us.”

‘Angelleia’ held out her hands and said, “Very well.” Folding her hands together, she looked at them, letting herself gage them as if she cared. Naressa hated this guy all ready and was itching to have him and his buddies locked up for whatever. First, though, she was going to listen to what they had to say. Make things even more fun for her. “What is your grievance?”

The man looked a little surprised, and said, “Well your Worship, we of the IUF are what you call the smallest of corporations. In fact we are not corporations but individuals who have families and children. Our catches that we make in the high seas is what keeps our families feed, clothed, and housed, and our catch base is far smaller than the big guys like Krendel. But Krendel had a point before he ran off, these waters are ours and we should keep them ours. To hell with the Gungans, we say eliminate the floppy ear varmints.”

“Your racism troubles me,” said Naressa in a way that made a few of her personnel look at her with worry. “If you are a racist group, I will have nothing more to discuss with you.”

Another man stepped forward and urged the other man back. He said, “It isn’t that we are racist, your Highness, but we feel very strongly that if you give the Gungan sovereign control of the waters we won’t be able to fish where we can make market.”

“As I said, sirs,” Terese said, getting a head nod from ‘Angelleia’ before continuing, “this is a mutual agreement where we ALL share the waters. It draws borders; they fish their areas, and we Humans fish ours. If you like to fish in their waters, you will have to get authorization from them, and vise versa.”

“And who is allowed to draw those borders? Not us fishermen. We are not allowed at the table!”

“I wonder why,” mused Muriel rudely. “Could it be that some of you, I won’t name names because you all know who is doing it, is carrying out prejudice attacks.”

“Like the one the Gungan contingent brought to my attention last night at the meeting at their capital,” said Terese. “Seems earlier that day three Humans in privateer boats torpedoed a Gungan skimmer.” She eyed them suspiciously. “You three wouldn’t know about that, now would you?”

The loudest of the three said, “How dare you accuse us of a fabricated story!”

Naressa waved to silence her side of the argument, and stepped in front of them to look at the three men. There was the loud one, the reasonable one, and the quiet one. She stepped towards the reasonable one, looked down at the shorter man and asked, “Why do you care?”

The loud one began to say, “Why do we-!”

The reasonable one turned to him and said, “Shut up!” Obviously he was a reasonable man; he could tell sincerity when he heard it. It wasn’t an insulting remark. And ‘Her Royal Highness’ wanted a more creditable answer so she could take their argument more seriously. He cleared his throat and said calmly, “I’ve been fishing for most of my life, and it’s all I know to do. I navigate the waters, putting myself in danger at times but doing so knowing what I bring in takes care of my love ones. Gut tells me the schools have moved towards Gungan occupied territories. I have to fish there to make my catch. You ban me from going there…you’re going to starve me. Honestly with what we might get out of this deal it isn’t enough to go around.”

Naressa nodded and felt everyone around her assume that, if she were Angelleia, that she would take a break of a long period of time to figure this out and come back with an solution. But Naressa was here, and she had a good mind to have these guys thrown out, arrested, or whatever. She remembered, though, that such an action would be what Naressa Rapier would do. Naressa Rapier, head of Rapier Technologies the largest company on Naboo and one of the wealthiest beings in the universe legitimately or illegally. Dropkicking anyone out would not matter to her she had enough money to end 20 million lawsuits at once. And of course the Dark Side was with her; wave a hand and she could make these men her slaves, or she could kill them at a more convenient time.

In this situation, though, she had to be Queen Angelleia. She had to be Juna, the nicest, sweatiest, kindest, caring, and thoughtful being Naressa had berthed, raised and nurtured. Juna wouldn’t use the Force in this situation, or buy anyone off. She would be considerate to the reasonable man’s feelings, for he was the one she could relate to. He was the man that possessed the more common sense; the loud one was there to make noise and nothing else, while the quiet one was here to just say to the others that he was here, and furthermore brag about it. Naressa could see his point very clearly, and very quickly determined a solution to the problem. She wasn’t doing this for them, though; she could swear she could smell Krendel on them. In fact it wasn’t far off of a description because, oddly as of late, she could smell things wonderfully, and sometime disgustingly, well. She was doing this for her Gessa, and if everything is accepted she guaranteed Juna would have a new voting block to draw upon.

Besides that Naressa had to for another reason; Juna was on her way to their position, all ready aware of what was going on. She wasn’t very happy either.

In what was only a mere few seconds after the reasonable one spoke, Naressa said, “I have a solution to your problems. First off, you will not have a representative at these talks. The Gungans are all ready on edge with us with your attacks. Don’t deny it, you will only make yourselves more foolish and less worthy of my time.” The reasonable man nodded, then pointed at the loud one to make him stay quiet. “However we will keep you personally apprised of our progress for now on, and you will talk directly with Secretary Lady Maltanaw’s office. But make no mistake gentlemen this treaty will be so. I do, however, have a means for financial support without government involvement. Tell me, do any of you know what cooperative business expense coverage partnership is?”

She waited for them to give her a negative, and so she continued. “The other day I was alerted that Naressa Rapier, the head of Rapier Technologies, is looking for people that know about the seas and oceans. Apparently there are several worlds who cannot afford or do not trust Mon Calamarian ocean going technology and are looking for alternatives. Rapier Technologies is going into this market and they need data collectors, analyst, and testers, as well as environmental caretakers and inspectors to ensure the new developing technologies do not run amok all around. I mentioned the experts at the University of Theed, but Misses Rapier insists on folks who have street smarts, or in this case wave smarts, about the seas. She said she was willing to pay well, and she feels that such experts can be found in your line of work.”

“Us?” questioned the quiet one.

“Yes. Unfortunately she is afraid, given that she is a Rapier, you will turn her down since the Rapier Clan turned their backs to the sea and embraced technology. And that Krendel’s words about her family and clan are believed to be true.”

The three men looked at each other, and the reasonable one said, “Well, we don’t know for sure what she is offering. We would like to talk to her, but how does it figure into solving our problem?”

Naressa smiled; she had to because she had them. She was so damn good it wasn’t smecking funny. Or as Arness ‘Dizzy’ Arnes puts says it is amazing how she amazes herself. Gesturing towards the entrance, she began to walk and they began to follow. “I will talk to Misses Rapier later today. I know her very well and she will make time with me. I will purpose to her this business expense partnership. If the treaty goes into effect, then you will go into this agreement with her. You can still all fish, but to augment your incomes she will pay off ALL your current outstanding debts, minus any legal fees and foolish wants mind you, and pay you as hired consultants, data collectors, or whatever job she needs to fill in order to secure her company’s ocean vessel development.”

“She will also offer shares in Rapier Technologies, and provide investment advisors free of charge for those interested in venturing into the trades market. After all we both know that such research plans have an ending. But think; in that time, if your people behave themselves and allow Gungan sovereignty to be, the Gungans will soon welcome you, as well as your children and children’s children, to fish in their territories once again. It is a win-win scenario for your union, sirs. The question is: are you game? Can you cease your violent ways and go along?” She stopped and said with great concern in her voice and expressions, “Will you do what is right for your children? You do not want them to be hateful beings, do you? Or continue the violence? Where will it end?”

The three men looked at one another, and then excused themselves for a moment. They came back and the reasonable one asked, “Misses Rapier will go for this plan of yours?”

“Absolutely,” said Naressa. “Let’s just say…I have personal knowledge that she will.” She gestured to one of the handmaidens that arrived late and the handmaiden gave her a data pad. After punching a few keys, she took out the data card and gave it to the reasonable man. “On this card is the comm frequency to Misses Rapier’s social secretary. Call it first thing in the morning, and a meeting will be arraigned.”

The man held the card and asked, “What do you get out of it?”

“A political victory, of course. But I hope a friendship. I can tell you men were suckered by Pirus Krendels rhetoric, and it has pained you all for too long.” She heard Muriel make a quiet noise, not necessarily the right things to say at the moment. But Naressa wasn’t done. “Now look at him, and look what he has done to you all. All I want to do is help ALL of my people. Krendel was only interested in himself. Remember that all ways, and remember who it was that helped you all.”

The men looked more dumbfounded then insulted. Finally the loud one said, “You know what? You’re right, your Highness. We have been listening to Krendel’s promises for years, and all he has done is better himself. And you’re right, look at him: on the run because he wanted what HE wanted. He don’t give a whale’s piss about us, so I say to hell with him.” He went to shake her hand, but stopped. Naressa, however, stuck her hand out and they shook. He said, “If you run for any office, Your Highness, I swear you will have all our votes.”

Naressa just smiled and said, “You are too kind. I won’t hold you to it. Always vote your mind.”

“Well my mind says you,” said the reasonable man. He shook her hand as well. “Thank you.”

“No, thank you for showing your concerns, but gentlemen, please,” she leaned forward and joked, “Next time, make an appointment.”

They all laughed and the men left, escorted out by two guards just for their safety. Naressa turned away and said, “That was easy.”

Terese stared at her ‘Queen’ in shock; the former Queen had over 50 years of political experience under her belt and was impressed. “Easy? Your Majesty, pardon me, but that was fricking awesome. And it is because I never say awesome.”

“That had media trouble written all over it,” noted Muriel with pride. And why not as Juna’s Guardian she trained her to be Queen. So Juna’s accomplishments made Muriel look good to her peers at the Order of Guardians as well as the political realm at large. “You really outdid yourself, Juna, I’m proud of you. Even I didn’t see that coming. But…will your mother go for this co-op plan knowing her stance on this issue?”

“Why don’t you ask her?” Everyone spun around and saw the real Queen Angelleia, at the foot of the long stairwell, arms crossed, with a little disapproving look on her painted face. “She’s standing right next to you, Muriel.”

Every single person shot their ‘in horror’ gaze towards Naressa, and finally she shrugged her shoulders and said in her normal voice, “Geez, I think it’s a swell idea.”

Terese about fainted. Muriel blushed so brightly it matched her red hair. Captain Baines kept looking between Naressa and Juna, as if they didn’t believe it was happening. The handmaidens looked just as dumbfounded, and Deannta wanted to hide in shame; she grew up with Juna, and as Juna’s former Royal Bodyguard she would have thought she knew the difference.

Juna just shook her head and said, “I can’t leave you alone for two minutes, Mama.”

“Oh lighten up,” mused Naressa with a smirk, prancing a little as she came over to Juna’s side. “I saved you a headache and I got myself a new market to monopolize. You know you, your father, Terese, and Muriel had told me over the years that politics was hard. If that was considered hard, then I want to be Supreme Chancellor of the Republic.” She put a finger to her lip. “Now there’s a thought…”

Juna finally chuckled a little, then giggled, and finally laughed. She put a hand on Naressa’s shoulder. “Thank you, Mama. I appreciate it.” Then she added, “Don’t you ever do that again. Please promise me.”

“I won’t, I promise,” Naressa said and gave Juna a smooch on the cheek. She took Juna’s hand and said in Royal voice, “Have the artist come to my quarters when she arrives, and do not disturb us for the rest of the day.”

Which Juna turned around and added jokingly, “Those are my orders for the day.” Naressa drew her into a shoulder hug, and lead her daughter back to her living quarters.

CHAPTER 4.2

As the evening came both females got ready for bed, which they welcomed because posing for the painting was a lot harder than the both of them really anticipated; the large portrait of Angelleia hanging in Rapier Manor was done with a holo-captured image. At least they didn’t have to sit through when the second copy was being done because holding a pose for four hours just wasn’t fun at all. Naressa took the worse of it; the pose called for her to be standing the entire time with her hands on Juna’s shoulders, indicating both how proud she was and in a way indicate a ‘passing of the mantle’ of sorts; from mother to daughter, and to the old matriarch to the new matriarch. 

Afterwards, and for what had to be the 10,000th time she had asked, Juna tried to get Naressa into a dual N-One starfighter trainer and just take her flying; no thrills, just a lot of high speed and interstellar travel. A confessed scared possum towards any form of flying, Naressa had never been in a spacecraft in flight since she was a baby only a few days old, when Juna’s grandfather brought his daughter here after Juna’s grandmother had died; both flying and Naressa’s mother’s death off limit conversations. In fact Juna didn’t know her grandmother’s name. All she knew was her ancestry was on Corellia as well as Naboo. Once again, Naressa did not go up, but made it up to Juna by watching her take on a few members of Bravo Squadron, all the while cheering her daughter on and annoying the hell out of the opposing pilots.

The two of them shared the same large bed in Juna’s Royal Living Quarters as if they would if Juna was still living at home, not deterred at all by the fact that they were grown women; after all they were mother and daughter so they didn’t see any impropriety whatsoever. Not too long ago Juna did admit to sleeping better with her mother around that she was there and she didn’t have to worry about Naressa. To Naressa that was a switch; she normal slept better at night with Juna in her sights. Having Juna worry over her was a very motherly thought process, and Naressa briefly realized that her baby was going to have babies someday, some time soon. She could not see Juna not wanting children; she adored children too much. If Juna did pursue a relationship with Enothchild there was a good chance Juna would get inseminated instead of adopting; crude, but in the end she would give birth to a child, or children, and that mattered to Juna. She did want to feel that.

Naressa was all ready in bed in her nightie with a book in her hands, looking up to see Juna in her unusual pajama attire; a long shirt top, given to her by Enothchild, with some goofy saying; tonight it was ‘Dagobah Swim Suit Competition’, which featured about six young woman that were so covered completely from head to toe in mud you could only see their eyes. To go along with the silliness was the large, poofy, fuzzy bed sleepers with a Sullustan-like face and big black eyes on the front of them. 

Naressa, being a woman of good taste, just mused jokingly, “Those are not the bed wear of royalty.”

Juna showed off that inherited smirk and said, “Mama, I’ve seen your closet and I have seen your other ‘night time attire’. Let’s not go there. After all leather is not the same as silk.”

Naressa snickered and said, “Point. Point indeed. You are my daughter.” She pulled up on the blanket so Juna could climb in. Once settled in a sitting position, Juna hit a switch that alerted security that she was in bed, ready to sleep. Naressa joked, “I’ve been meaning to ask, but is there a button there to tell them you are, now how does Arness put it, taking a dump?”

Juna barked out a laugh. “Force, no. I think Terese had that button removed.”

It was Naressa’s turn to laugh, which Juna bumped her with her shoulder to share in the amusement of the moment. She then looked at her mother, and had this feeling coming over her. Juna asked, “Are you all right?”

Naressa stopped reading. “I’m fine, my Gessa. Why?”

“Well I can’t help to notice but you are acting very…strange to me. I mean strange in a good way. I don’t know what it is, but it gets better every month it seems.”

Naressa just shrugged her shoulders and set the book down on her lap. She turned towards her and said, “I’m happy to be with my Gessa and it’s showing. The past 6 months with you have been very good and I want to keep having such good times. Why have a rotten mood to ruin it?”

Juna conceded that point. Still, though, she couldn’t explain what she was feeling from her mother. It was like it wasn’t her per se, but apart of her nonetheless. It was primarily through the Force, augmenting by Juna’s intuition that something more happened to her than what her mother was letting on. But her mother held herself in check so much she couldn’t decipher what it was. Given what happened with the assassinations of world leaders by the Vhinech 6 months earlier she could understand her mother’s overprotectiveness, but she really didn’t see why her mother had to protect her from her mother.  

Her mother still fears influencing her with the dark side within her, but was doing so in such a way now it was uncalled for. It was probably due to the Faradi incident she had told Naressa about and about how close she was to falling. It must have really bothered her mother because she didn’t want to discuss Faradi at all, as if she all ready knew what Faradi was all about; that suggested her own experiences with Faradi. She did tell her some things about her experiences growing up, and it helped Juna to come more to terms with her experiences. There were still things left unsaid though.

Juna didn’t push for an explanation then, and she stopped herself now. “I agree. I think the mood she always be lively and free and totally UNEXPECTED!” Without warning, the leader of a world and a thousand planetary colonies, the framer of several laws, the writer of over a dozen treaties, the mediator of a couple of disputes, and a combat veteran of three space combat missions grabbed the large pillow from behind her and slammed it into her mother’s unsuspecting head, plowing the soft, goose feathered cushion into Naressa’s face.

Brushed hair messed up, Naressa kept her face stoic and began to close her book very slowly. Repeating the unusual saying her daughter expressed earlier about her gothic attire, she said, “Let’s not go there, my dear.”

“What’s the matter, afraid of the competition? The playing field is level now. I’m your height and your weight. But if I attack with a limp, then we’ll be the same speed.” 

“Let’s just say your good mood would go south when I beat you handedly.” She let her eyes move upward from her book, letting them express love for her daughter, but her words saying otherwise. “I wouldn’t want to make my baby girl cry.”

“Make me cry? Baby girl? Oh, it’s on now, Old Woman. Dem fightn’ wurds.” Juna said humorously, stood up on the bed very quickly and swatted Naressa again with the pillow.

Setting the book down on the nightstand with the most eeriest of reserved calm, Naressa sighed and said, “You, my dear and precious Gessa, are about to suffer from a incurable condition know as humbling humility. When I am done, you will wish you didn’t start this new war.” She produced a pillow from behind her…

Whap. Without warning, Naressa’s other hand flung another pillow into Juna’s face. Bouncing up, the older woman let Juna have a solid pillow shot, and a new Pillow War was well underway. They have played this game for years when Juna was a child, but this was the first time in 10 years they have done it. The rules were simple: swat away with any pillow, trips, pushes, and pulls were allowed. One may use the Force but only to physically evade, not attack. The person who is pinned down is the loser and must face the penalty for losing. Juna has never won, and Naressa has all ways tickled her into submission.

Juna came back with a backhand shot that made Naressa stumble, but blindly she rolled under Juna’s next attempt, came up, and clocked Juna over the head. Juna whirled around and managed to tag Naressa twice in the body. Naressa countered by throwing her pillow at Juna to catch. Juna did, and Naressa went to sweep Juna’s feet with a trip. To Naressa’s amazement Juna instinctive back flipped and landed perfectly on her feet thanks to the Force…only to be tripped anyways as Naressa continued her motion again. Once Juna landed, Naressa rolled past her, grabbed another pillow, and hit Juna with an exploding pillow shot. Juna hand sprang up, grabbed another pillow, and exploded that pillow across the back of Naressa’s head. Feathers bathed both females and covered everything. 

Panting, the two looked at each other, and then looked on the floor; there was a pillow there. All though there were still pillows on the bed they were closer to the headboard, while both females were closer to the end of the bed on opposite sides. The pillow on the floor was strategically closer.

To these Rapier women, it was just a matter of principal. They both dove for the pillow on the floor. And both landed harder than they thought on their heads. They laid there for a moment to collect themselves, getting as much air in them as possible.

But not stop talking. Juna said, “You ready for the retirement home?”

Naressa cupped her ear. “What? I couldn’t understand you.”

“Clean your ears out or get a hearing aide?”

“No, it’s not my ears. With that pacifier in your mouth, baby girl, I can’t understand a word you say.” Naressa looked at Juna and indicated that she was being her daughter, saying in baby speak. “Oh, no more, Mommy, you’ll make me mess my drawers.”

Juna began acting like an elderly person, indicating that she was Naressa, and said, “I know a thing or two about diapers, my Gessa. I’m wearing one now and it’s filled with cake. Soft, warm, gooey, filled with peanuts and yellow.”

“Yellow? That did it.” Naressa got up and rushed for the headboard pillows. Juna grabbed a pillow at the same time and both swung with exploding force. They grabbed another round and swung: same result. They each grabbed the last ones and swung…only Juna’s didn’t break.

Naressa held her left over pillow, looked at Juna and saw the look of joy in her eyes. She held up a hand and said, “Juna, remember…I’m your mother.”

“Yup, and they will call it justifiable homicide at the trial.” Juna rolled across the bed to hit her, but to her shock Naressa ran out of the living quarters and out into the hallway. With the Royal Guards watching the spectacle Juna hesitated at first, then ran out and yelled, “COME BACK HERE!”

“COME AND GET ME!” Naressa dared, and Juna began to really put on speed. With a shriek, Naressa darted into Muriel’s room and about ran over the red head who was getting ready for bed. 

Before Muriel could ask, “What the hell-?” Juna barged in and was greeted with a thrown pillow off Muriel’s bed. Muriel said, “Hey! Get off my bed! No! Stop that!” Juna threw the pillow back at Naressa and actually caused her mother to fall. Quickly Juna went for a flying kill shot, but Naressa rolled out of the way and creamed Juna with an exploding shot. “For crying out loud, you two, this is the Royal Palace!”

Naressa grabbed a pillow and ran past Muriel, saying, “Mind if I borrow this? Thanks.”

“WILL YOU TWO LOONIES GET OUT OF HERE? LOOK AT MY ROOM! I GOT FEATHERS ALL OVER THE PLACE!” Just as Juna left her room, Muriel grabbed two pillows and followed right after her.

Naressa ran back into Juna’s living quarters, and then ducked behind the door; when they were like this, both Force-sensitive females really didn’t use their powers to sense the other’s presence, so technically they were both ‘blind’ during the competition because they were having fun. When Juna ran in, Naressa tagged her with a devastating shot that sent her reeling towards her bed. Like a turbohopper Naressa pounced on Juna and pinned her face up by her arms, and used her knees to further the hold. With triumphant voice, she said, “Gotcha!”

Juna spat out feathers from her mouth and wiggled for a few moments. Seeing the look in her mother’s eyes and realizing her predicament, she let her eyes get shiny with sadness and said, “Mommy? I love you, Mommy. Please don’t hurt me, Mommy. I’m your little Gessa, Mommy, and I think the best of you always.”

“Don’t Mommy me, I didn’t start this war.” She teasingly let herself think about things with a roll of her eyes. “HMMMM. I wonder what I will do to you?” She looked down at Juna’s tummy, looked back up at her, and with surprise on her face said, “You have a tickle button! OH, I have to press it!”

Juna joked, “I’ll have you know that with just a single word I can have dozens of people here ready to cream you with a pillow. After all, I am the Queen.”

“Really now? HMMMMM.” She slid down a little until her head was positioned over Juna’s stomach. “Well how can they come to your rescue, Your Highness, if you can’t scream.” Naressa buried her face into Juna’s midsection and warbled in it. Juna began to spasm and laugh hardily, but couldn’t wrestle out of Naressa’s adjusting hold down. Her mother was a pro at this, and had the leverage. She stopped for a moment and mused, “I’m sorry, I thought you said help. Yes?” Before Juna could get any good enough air to answer, Naressa blew into her tummy again and she spasm out of control.

Then out of the blue, has Naressa came up to prepare to deliver a finishing warble, Muriel hit her with a tremendous pillow shot that made her fall off Juna and onto her back in shock, then followed it up with an exploding shot of her own, hitting her with Guardian-trained physical strength, and left the exploded remains and case on Naressa.

Juna, lying down, said in exhausted relief, “Thanks for the save, Muriel.”

Muriel then snapped her other full pillow into Juna and destroyed that pillow as well, leaving the pillowcase on the exhausted young female. Muriel brushed off her hands and said jokingly, “Just to let you two know I lead the infamous Slumber Party Massacre pillow brawl at the Order of Guardians understudy house when I was seven. You two have nothing compared to me, and you came into the wrong bedroom to have a pillow fight. Now you two behave yourselves for the rest of the night. There are adults in the Palace that would like to get some sleep. So, good night.” With that she turned and left with a cocky sway, getting snickers and laughter from the Palace guards looking in and seeing the carnage. Muriel ushered them away, and closed the door.

Spitting out feathers at the same time and throwing off the pillowcases, both Juna and Naressa then looked at one another and began to laugh. They exhaustingly rolled to one another and embraced in a hug, followed by them rolling around in jubilation. Things couldn’t be better between them, and they wouldn’t have it any other way. They stopped because they were flat out pooped for now and just stared at each other, admiring the other and couldn’t resist the fact that the other was a joy to hold, and look upon, and share in affection. They had always had a bond, a bond they cherished and had tested, only to have it grow stronger and stronger with each test. 

Naressa smiled and brushed back Juna’s hair and said, “I love you, Gessa. I always will love you. Never think I won’t.”

“I never will, Mama,” said Juna with a returning smile and the two embraced each other again lovingly as mother and daughter should. “I love you too.”

And privately both Juna and Naressa eagerly waited Enothchild’s return to Naboo; unbeknownst to the other for reasons practically the same. For now they mutual agreed to go to stores, get a large laundry cart full of pillows, and with snickering amusement on their faces they headed on back up to Muriel’s room; together, they were going to take on the Leader of the Slumber Party Massacre and anyone else that happened by.

