CHAPTER 72.0

It had been a quiet trip home to Naboo, one with very little movement in the way of footsteps and clanking noises normally associated with being on a starship as well as conversation. The majority of time be it in her hammock or sitting at the game table all she heard was the drumming of the Millennium Falcon’s engines; it was a noise she welcomed for it didn’t sound even close to imitating a heartbeat. Very seldom did her friends come up to her to say anything other than to let her know when meals were ready. They didn’t pressure her in any way, not in conversation, or not taking care of the dish wear afterwards; she ate very little, and that was after not eating at all for the first two days into the trip. Dizzy and Muriel just didn’t want to bother her.

Juna was glad for that.

It wouldn’t last, though; she knew it, they were only a few hours away from home. Sooner or later they will approach her, her good friends. They will talk to her. Perhaps they will try to convince themselves that what happened did happen. They may tell her she was in the right or in the wrong. They may make an argument of justification on Enothchild’s behalf; a concept that could not in no way be ruled out of rational thought. Juna knew it would happen because that was reality. Right now she wished reality and her new friend disbelief were suspended for good.

She hadn’t totally drowned out reality. She heard the progress reports Dizzy gave to her although she never acknowledged them; his offers to have her fly his ship in had not fallen on deaf ears. She had slept and awakened four times all ready on a trip through hyperspace that would last little over four days. Four days in which she found herself isolated from the galaxy with no thought input from Muriel, or even Dizzy, in the form of advice or condolences, thankful that the dangers they all faced were for the most part not her concern.

Reality was she didn’t care about the galaxy anymore.

Reality was not fantasy. Reality was people were hurt everyday by matters of the heart. Relationships ended. Couples break up. Love affairs don’t last. Reality was all about emotions and emotion was all about reality.

Reality was Juna Rapier felt emotionally destroyed. 

She would think about it, the visualization of Enothchild and Naressa loving one another would consume her conscious like it was at the moment, and Juna could only lay her head down on the game table with her arms folded under her head. She had given up on crying a day, or was it two or three, ago because all it did was rerun the image in her mind with more intensity. She didn’t need to see nor did she want to feel the gratification Enothchild Sarch experienced in his actions. The feeling of his heart, his wonderful heart, beating with fury, the warming of his flesh, the filling of blood in sensitive areas to increase the sensations associated with his biological imperative he carried out. The thoughts he had, the exhilaration, the care not to harm, the planned and the spontaneous actions in what to touch next and what to do to cause a favorable reaction in the process. 

She made no mistake in her observation of it. He wasn’t forced; he didn’t have a blaster pointed to his head. He wasn’t tricked. He wasn’t bribed. He wasn’t feeling guilty enough to stop. No, he made the decision to have sex with her mother, and Enothchild Sarch enjoyed every trembling, reactionary, sensitive, and sweaty nanosecond of it! With her mother, her mother, the mother that brought her into this lousy galaxy and the mother who knew her dreams and her passions, and the mother that knew from years past and up to her dying dead day that her daughter loved only one man.

Obviously being her daughter didn’t mean that much to Naressa Rapier after all. Juna could see it in her mind, the secret rendezvous that never went away. She lived through Enothchild’s amber eyes, viewing her mother all through it from start to finish. Her facial expressions told all; it told of the fractional amounts of pain and the tremendous amounts of pleasure Naressa had experienced; Juna also felt Enothchild’s satisfaction in those times. Her mother’s dark brown eyes, dilated from the darkness and the exertion of the moment, showed she enjoyed the guilty pleasure with no regrets. Her running hands on Enothchild’s body betrayed no hesitation. Her lips to his expressed no need to stop.

During the most intense of reenactment, Juna forced her eyes open so she wouldn’t see it. She focused on something, locking on to it like a torpedo, and never giving up on the target. The feelings, those feelings she absorbed from him, would fade away off her targeting radar soon afterwards and she told herself so long as she didn’t blink she stayed on target. The alternative was to relive the night of passion over again. To relive and feel as Enothchild did when he hugging became kissing, kissing became kissing with passion, passion became lust, lust became clothing removal, and clothing removal became body rubbing.

Like all torpedoes that couldn’t stay locked on target due to running out of fuel, Juna’s eyes would give up staying open and her concentration would go back to why she hurt so much because her strength of will was expended. Like a bad accident Juna couldn’t keep herself from ‘looking at it’, and it wasn’t out of morbid curiosity. 

Most definitely it was not because of that. Juna did not keep going back over the scene in her mind because she ‘liked what she saw’. Her asilamorphic abilities cursed her, made her feel things. Enothchild was having sex with her mother and she felt every nuisance he experienced: how in the hell could anyone say she enjoyed that feeling let alone the sickening sight! For morbid curiosity: furthest fact from the truth.

Juna knew why she kept going back, reliving it. No matter what she did she couldn’t avoid it. In all her dreams with him as she matured, Juna imagined herself in the very place her mother was and Enothchild loving her just as deeply and passionately has he did in the memory. She dreamed every detail of the romance. She dreamed that he loved her. She dreamed that she would live out the dream. Instead she had the memory of someone else who knew her dreams intimately living out her dreams with the man she loved. In an irrational, ludicrous, and selfish thought process, Juna felt her own mother had stolen her dreams from her, and done so on purpose.

What else was new? Didn’t Naressa Rapier keep her from becoming a Jedi Knight in the first place? Juna was born with tons of midi-chlorians and Force potential, but be it fears or the newly accepted Dark Hope excuse Juna felt the decision was flat out wrong. Didn’t she make her grow up faster than anyone else by having her get into politics by age 6? What would it have hurt if she did it at age 10? Age 15? Age 20? Why politics period? That was not her dream to become Queen that was her mother’s dream. Juna could think of a dozen more dreams Naressa Jaina Solo Rapier intercepted and killed. Why did she do it? Juna had only one answer: she didn’t want her Gessa to have selfishness in her life, and that meant destroying or steering her away from her dreams.

Mission: Accomplished. Juna could see it as that; her mother had successfully ruined all her dreams. By and far in Juna’s life and in her humble opinion her mother was the most destructive thing in the universe; anything Magus Prophet has done or will do, or anyone else for the rest of history, will never equal the effective destruction and decisive victory Naressa achieved at the Battle of Ruin Lady Juna Belladonna Rapier Angelleia’s Life.

Juna hated her. Nothing her mother did was the truth. All her life her mother told her to live by the truth. Everything was hidden innuendo, everything was a secret, and everything was a big fat lie. Her mother didn’t love her. When she caressed her head she didn’t mean it. When she hugged her it had no meaning. When she told her everything was going to be all right, obviously that wasn’t the truth. 

It all meant nothing to her now. She meant nothing.

Going deeper and further, Juna had to wonder if her mother loved her father at all. Her poor Father. He suffered for years and he didn’t know it. Or perhaps he did; there were times Juna could recall that her parents couldn’t stand one another. Perhaps that had something to do with it. Perhaps he was intimidated by her mother’s power. Perhaps all these years he stayed with Naressa because he didn’t want his daughter to become his mother. Her mother sabotaged the relationship between Juna and her father; it had to be the reason why Bendian Rapier was somewhat absent in her life just as much or just a little less than a father who runs out on his family. Who was there when she had bad dreams? Her mother!

And bad dreams! Who was it that made her have all those nightmares of Darth Vader for most of her childhood life because she didn’t want her daughter to use the dark side of the Force? Her mother!

Ah! There!! Her mother was a dark side entity; if Juna was a Sith Maiden, then obviously her mother was even more so! Such entities guaranteed ruined lives. History had shown time and time again the Sith, or any dark side entity, had destroyed the variably different examples of dreams that existed throughout the galaxy. In fact that seemed to be the Sith’s life mission in their known history. She guessed her mother just had to carry on the traditions, and why not do it in such destructive ways that guaranteed collateral damage. 

In some distorted way Juna found something so odd it would have been funny under better circumstances. Her mother’s Vader idea was lousy to prevent her from using the Force at all, but if her mother would have slept with someone instead of her father with her finding out like she did with Enothchild, Juna would have never been curious about the Force in the first place, especially the dark side. Juna hated the Force now, not because with it she kept seeing the visual of her mother and Enothchild together, but because it gave her no hints to what had occurred. She felt nothing from her mother or Enothchild, not through sense and not through touch. The Force, in it’s infinite wisdom, decided that Juna was going to see the secret kept between two of the most mismatched love pairing the universe had ever known when she kissed the potential love of her life on the lips. After all those times they held hands and held each other in comforting hugs the Force just decided that those moments weren’t enough to illicit and obtain the tantalizing memories of their love affair. Oh no that would be boring. The Force, instead, wanted her to find out by kissing the very lips her mother kissed! 

The Force was one cruel son of a bitch!

She choked out a sob and felt slow drips of hot water that blurred her vision dribble downward on her face. She wished her mother were alive and not dead. She wished she were alive so she could ask her why she did it. Why did she take the only dream she had left if she loved her daughter so much? She knew she loved Enothchild and she did it anyways.

Wiping her face with her hands, Juna looked at her wet hands afterwards and gave pause. A thought occurred to her at the moment that made some things come into focus. What if…what if her lack of emotion for losing her mother was that sign in the Force? Her feeling that her mother wasn’t really gone…what if that was the tip off then of what they did? Enothchild told her that at times the Force related information at all times…

She shook her head vehemently, ending her thought. Her mother was to blame for ending her dreams, but Enothchild Sarch was not off the hook. He didn’t tell her that he had slept with Naressa, and if he wasn’t ashamed or sneaky about it then why didn’t he tell her? Why did he keep it from her? Why didn’t he see her love for him at all? Again, the Force was a manacle bastard with a penchant for causing pain and suffering.

But he still touched when he should have been just looking. She had his thoughts there inside her head about the subject of having sex with Naressa Rapier. He enjoyed it. He enjoyed himself way too much to make this a mistake. Such a thing wasn’t an accident; whoops, I slipped, I fell, your naked mother just happened to be where I was landing! Oh, and mind tricks: bullshit, Enothchild! You’re a fricking Jedi Master! Nice excuse!

He had to feel something from her! He must have ignored it because, why not, he had the most beautiful woman in the galaxy. All she was to him was the most beautiful woman in the galaxy’s daughter. 

Juna wiped at her face again and sighed it all away at the sound of approaching footsteps. Muriel appeared, wearing an elaborate multi-patterned dress now instead of her Guardian body armor, and stopped short of the game table. She said gently, “We’re arriving at the system checkpoint and will be dropping out of hyperspace soon.”

Juna looked at her chromo; those last few hours of space travel just zipped right by. Brushing her hair back with her hands she just nodded.

“Look, do you want to go somewhere else?” asked Muriel, drawing closer to the game table. “You have property all over Naboo, you don’t need to go to Rapier Manor. You have property on other worlds in the Nubian Colonial States. Hell, you can go visit your father’s side of the family. Technically you never met them.”

“Ha!” Juna exclaimed. That almost made her laugh. The Rapier Clan wasn’t a family clan just because. There were other members of the clan, however they weren’t direct descendants of Canus Rapier like Juna’s father was. Muriel was correct in her assertion that she technically only met them; when she was nine and sworn in as Queen of Naboo they were there. She never met such a terribly jealous bunch in her life. She did her best to be polite, but that seemed to only push their animosity buttons. Every word out of their mouth was disdain of some form, so ‘technically’ she never got to know any of them and therefore, ‘technically’, she really didn’t met them. “The distant relatives? There’s a reason why they live so ‘distant’ from Naboo.”

Juna wiped her face some more and stood up to stretch. Finished she came around the game table and said, “No thank you. I’ve had my fill of dysfunctional, loveless situations to last me for the rest of my life.” She slowly shook her head. “I just want to go home.” 

Muriel thankfully didn’t press; she only nodded. The red head may have had her physical armor put away, but her emotional armor was still there for everyone to see, and it was beginning to crack. Juna could feel that she wanted to say something. Say anything. Dispense advice. Do anything because seeing her in such depression hurt Muriel just as badly as her.

Juna appreciated that, but she was also offended a little; Muriel had no idea how hurt she was. She just nodded and walked on by to the cockpit. Perhaps in a few days, or a week they’ll have a normal conversation, perhaps sooner. But as far as Juna was concerned no one was going to talk to her about this pain she was in. This was a non-issue for everyone else. 

As far as she was concern, and unbelievably painful as it was, she had no friend named Enothchild Sarch. He betrayed her. She thought they had a trust, an understanding. The hard way, she discovered otherwise. Well no more! She had enough with the surprises from him.

And her mother…

…

…

CHAPTER 72.1

Once they had reached the predetermined-by-law exit point, the Millennium Falcon was greeted by the standard escort contingent of six N-One starfighters from Bravo Squadron. The small fighters assumed the classic perpen-triad formation for tighter flight defense of a mid-size space craft – two fighters forward, one rear in the Falcon’s horizontal plain, one above and two below in the vertical plain. Such a formation was also known as the Sacrificial Grazer defense; with the fighters in such a formation and so close to the ship it was apparent that an attack by an imposing force’s firing volleys would hit the N-One fighters before it hit the ship. 

It was one of those things Juna hated as Queen as she looked out the Falcon’s cockpit; the blatant need for people to sacrifice themselves in order to ensure her safety. Muriel could see that in her young eyes but kept herself from reminding Juna that they were doing their duty, that they felt it was an honor and a privilege to protect her. She may not be queen anymore, but she did prove to them on more than one occasion that she was capable to fight along with them. But she kept to herself as the ship entered the atmosphere and began to make a long approach towards Rapier Manor.

When the Millennium Falcon reached Rapier Manor airspace – the place had it’s own airspace because it was Royal Property long before Juna was even born – the fighter escort broke formation and for the last three miles they were on their own, with the hillside doors leading into the underground hanger opening up. 

Landing, Dizzy commenced with the shut down cycle and pointed out, “Quiet ride.”

“That it was,” said Muriel, as Juna was all ready leaving the cockpit. “She hasn’t said anything.”

“Nah, Red, I mean Bravo Squadron didn’t even squawk. They didn’t even verify us. And come on, one of their own is on board.”

Muriel shook her head and said, “I don’t know, Dizzy. So much is changing. Now more than ever.”

“Maybe you’re right. I’m probably giving it too much thought.” Dizzy hit the cargo hatch switch to open the cargo sections so they could Juna’s things out, letting his thought go.

Juna was all ready down the ramp when several members of the house hold help arrived to greet her and get her things from the ship. “LADY JUNA!” She picked up her head and turned back towards the entrance of the hanger bay from the house to see 65-year-old Greta Culla running, or more or less hoping on one leg given her other leg and her hip were bad, the considerable distance that connected the house and the hanger. Shocked back into some semblance of reality, Juna began to jog and finally ran towards Greta to shorten the torturing distance the old woman would have had endured for whatever frantic reason. 

“Lady…Juna,” said an out of breath Greta. Juna grabbed hold of her as the old woman paled and struggled to find her wind. One of the more alert helpers there to gather Juna’s things quickly got a hover scooter from the nearest wall and was there with it in no time. By the time they helped her sit down both Dizzy and Muriel had caught up with them and Greta had her breath. “Lady Juna, there’s been a terrible incident at Desenna Beach.”

“The negotiations site with the Gungans?” Juna said in bewilderment. “What happened?”

“The talks fell through, and Lady Terese was leaving,” began Greta. “As far as anyone knows there was a sudden battle…they don’t know if anyone’s alive.”

Juna looked at Dizzy and Muriel and suddenly she found her problems vanishing. Terese… “Okay, Greta, I’ll find out. Thank you.” Juna began to run down the hall with Muriel right behind her. Not know for his running skills at his old age Dizzy lagged behind terribly with his left eye nervously twitching. 

Just inside the mansion was a full functioning office with a secured access transceiver system that Juna wanted to use given the circumstances of what happened. It was her way to be able to link into the Royal Secondary Security reports every member of the Royal Court gets; Secondary because the reports first, primarily, go to the King. It was designed to keep those in the know without leaking word to the media, which Juna assumed reported the mishap at the negotiations table that Greta heard about. The idea was conceptualized by Naboo’s constitution, which had clauses in it that stated once someone became a member of the Royal Court they were always a member of the Royal Court regardless of the administration in power, unless that individual was blacklisted. In the event of a catastrophic emergency, such as global devastation in which the local and providence leadership was slain, or worse the Throne and its inheritors were slain, then members of the Royal Court would take over until the emergency was over and standardize elections could be held.

Muriel came in just as the large scale holographic screen came to life and report details came in. Dizzy came in sucking wind and asked, “Well?”

“Troop report: they claim the Gungans set off an explosive,” said Juna in disbelief, shaking her head. “That can’t be right.” The reports continued and finally she sighed in relief. “Terese is okay. She was injured, but alive. They’re taking her back to the Palace of Theed. Thank God.”

“Yeah, but according to this there’s a fire fight still raging at the beach.” Muriel shook her head to match Juna’s disbelief. “I don’t get it. I heard there was problems at the talks, but the Gungans wouldn’t do something like this.”

Dizzy through in his two credits. “You know they say the same thing about Jawas and once a year someone’s house gets smudged by a Sand Crawler.”

Juna scrolled through the long list of recorded entries in the Royal Protocol reports. “Perhaps something happened as of late during our trip-.” She stopped, highlighted a line, and blew it up in big. Seemingly the other two watched Juna’s eyes grow as big as the words that said: DUE TO ECONOMIC IMPACT STUDIES CONDUCTED BY HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS KING VERUNA, IT HAS BEEN DETERMINED BY HIS MAJESTY THAT A SOCIAL AND TRADE TREATY WITH GUNGAN UNIFIED SOCIETY WOULD BE DEVASTATING, AND THEREFORE HAS SIGNED INTO ORDER A CEASE OF ALL NEGOTIATIONS EFFECTIVE IMMEDIATELY. A COMPANY UNIT WILL EXTRACT LADY TERESE MALTANAW LANDANA SAFELY.

“What the frak is this shit!” exclaimed Juna totally out of character. Muriel’s face grew red and Dizzy could see the significants of the order. Terese was there, peacefully, with probably 20 guards at any time, and with the knowledge and promise that the Gungans would not make any threat towards her. The Gungans had always kept their word, and Juna knew their strong honor beliefs would force them to keep their word. 

Unless they were provoked, which Juna surmised that immediately.  “I don’t believe this! Tomas ordered a strike squad to drag Terese from the negotiation table!”

“Economic impact study my ass too,” Muriel added, upset by this news but her gears were working. “We did studies and independent auditors did studies; the plan benefited everyone except one.”

“Prick Krendel,” threw in Dizzy.

“Pirus.”

“That’s what I said, Prick.”

Juna shook her head and said, “This whole thing has his hand prints all over it. I bet you the Gungans didn’t set off that explosion. And if they did they were provoked by the fact Tomas sent a damn army to go get Terese.” She hit a button and sent a hailing transmission to the Palace of Theed switchboard. “Muriel, look over the other things on the list. I want to know what the hell is going on?”

“Right.” Muriel joined Juna at her side and began looking through the list. Part way through it, yesterday actually, the red head froze it and expanded the listing. “What the frak?”

“What?” Dizzy asked as he joined Juna in staring at the list. “What’s wrong?”

“Veruna decertified the Order of Guardians!” Muriel stormed out of the room with her husband hot on her heels. “I got to get a hold of Oggie! I can’t believe this!” They entered the room next door and she fired up the transceiver equipment inside. Turning around to face Dizzy, she explained further. “Thanks to Veruna, we can’t protect anyone, we can’t use deadly force, no nothing. One pen stroke has ended over a thousand years of existence.”

“Damn, but what about freelancing, Red? They can’t stop you from doing that.”

“You’re right there, but this is more about living in a family than about being a bodyguard. You see by decertifying us the Republic in large doesn’t recognize us. In order to be political protectors we have to be recognized by our home government, and by doing so it gives us extensive diplomatic protection powers. Now we can’t; we can protect people, but not at our best levels. Worse we can’t train anyone. Our organization, our family, has been divorced. All because of one man.”

Dizzy shook his head in disbelief. It was no wonder why Muriel was steamed up. He thought a little and said, “Prick Krendel.”

This time she didn’t correct him. “You’re damn right Prick Krendel! He got in his son’s ear.” Finally the small holographic figure of Ogwa Newhausen appeared. The signs of the times were very apparent with the absence of his Guardian uniform; he was wearing a casual business suit. “Oggie, I just heard about what happened.”

“I was trying to get hold of you with the bad news, but the Nubian Consulate said you left four days ago,” the elder man said. “Pardon my temperament, but this is total bullshit. In my life I’ve been stabbed a few times in the line of duty, but never ever in the back. Until now, and I see why stabs in the back hurt so much.” 

Dizzy could tell how much his wife was hurting personally over this. She looked at the old man with deep sorrow but did her best to hold back the tears. Oggie was a man of constant professionalism most of the time, but he was rattled. He showed in his voice when he spoke, “I have 1200 hopeful children being sent home; the most the Order of Guardians ever had under one roof ever. 140 of us are now out of work. We have to leave assignments immediately and we can’t arrange new security for our charges. I have clients up in arms with me for this and I tell them it’s the King and they don’t believe me.”

“It’s his father in his ear,” said Muriel.

“That may be so, Muriel, but as far as Naboo goes the credit stops at the King’s Throne. His father may have gotten his ear, but Tomas Krendel allowed his father to do so. I offered my services as a political advisor only three days ago. I told him if he felt bewildered by the responsibilities I would be honored to help him. And yesterday, what is his response? He listens to his father and kills us. King Veruna is a misguided young man, but it was still his call.”

Muriel looked at Dizzy, and the both of them silently agreed with that assessment. Tomas Krendel may have been guided by his father, but Tomas made the choice to follow his father’s lead. Pirus Krendel hated the Order of Guardians ever since his son lost so convincingly to Juna. And the Gungan Treaty had Juna’s legacy written all over it. Given that the Rapier Clan had deep ties in both areas, this was nothing more than a revenge tactic against Juna, against Naressa, against Bendian and the entire clan.

Oggie said, “Right now those Guardians in service are coming back here at best possible speed from their assignments. Although decertified, the King cannot seize our assets such as our weapons, armor, and equipment. It just means we can’t use them in any fashion until we get freelance certification from the Republic, but that will take time and worse we will be just bodyguards; our medical and teaching credentials are no longer valid.”

“Look, Oggie, Juna is back with us and she’s just as pissed as we are.” Muriel gripped Dizzy’s hand for support. “Do you know about the attack on Lady Maltanaw’s party? We think it was caused by an order King Veruna gave.”

“Is she all right?”

“Injured, but alive. Juna is trying to get someone at the Palace of Theed. We’ll get back with you if she’s successful, okay? I think she can clear this up.” Oggie nodded, and the transmission ended. Dizzy in tow, Muriel said, “I can’t believe this is going on!”

Being practically dragged, Dizzy could only say, “I can tell you’re upset. Usually I don’t get manhandled like this unless it’s a dress sale at Larney’s on Alderaan.”

Just before they got to the office where Juna was, Greta was arriving on the hover scooter and said, “If you’re looking for Lady Juna, you just missed her. She went to the motor pool, took out the Plasmaduster, and told the driver she was driving herself to the Palace of Theed.”

CHAPTER 72.2

Out in the open designated roads, Juna opened the throttle wide open on her landspeeder of choice that was built only for racing and not for casual racing by any means. However the Dantooine Motors built, race custom designed 933 four bore Plasmaduster, with a single engine speed alone of 120 miles per hour, was the fastest and most convenient craft she had to choose at the spur of the moment. Her father loved the high-performance racerspeeders and he couldn’t help to collect them; before he died he was making arraignments to purchase the mother of all dangerous racing craft, a pod racer. Her father wouldn’t have drove the pod racer, and actually he wasn’t suppose to drive the bright red craft Juna currently piloted. But she caught him a few times running it across the property with two engines opened on the flats and straights and practically coasting down to nothing before he made a turn.

Juna had all four of those Purken 271 Cutthroats, named so by their thin, flat wafer horizontal design and appearance with the rounded emitters, lit up and pushing the high performance vehicle up to speeds meant to be flown in the air. Infuriated, she had the focus and the presence of mind to pilot the craft with so much skill she hardly slow down for a turn or for anyone in her way. Instincts guided her, and so the Force controlled her handling of the vehicle has she slipped through traffic without threat to them. To her it was like she was just flying her N-One close to the ground, doing so without one once of fear as she gobbled up distance with every passing second. 

A long distance trip that normally took six hours in a limospeeder in favorable conditions, it only took Juna 45 minutes in the late summer rains to reach Theed. She slowed the vehicle down enough to where she wouldn’t get pulled over by authorities and let the engines coast down so she could park it in the long term parking port a considerable distance away from the Palace; the craft was too fast in it’s slowest possible engine configuration for tight traffic maneuvers. She opened the hatch that covered the entire cockpit and walked through the pouring rain to the mass transit cars, waiting and getting on the one that would take her to the Palace.

Standing among the crowd, the only thing people realized about her was that she was tall; at little over six foot, Juna was taller than most male Nubians. That’s why she didn’t wait for Dizzy and Muriel to go with her, because the odds of anyone knowing who she was would have been nil. What prompted her to go so suddenly was also the reason why she didn’t wait, for Muriel would have undoubtedly insist they make some formal arrangement before hand. Juna tried just formal communication and the Palace of Theed refused to answer her call. They knew she was trying to hail them. So if they were going to be that way, than she might as well surprise them with her unannounced appearance. 

Reaching her destination, Juna walked up the steps of the Palace of Theed and pulled out the Royal Pendant she wore around her neck. The Royal Entrance was closed off and guards were posted on the front. If she didn’t know better, Juna swore King Veruna was trying to prevent her from entering the Palace. The Royal Guards recognized her on sight, and she knew them from her going away ceremony. Immediately they looked at each other nervously, and then as their duty called stood ready.

Standing before them now and holding up her Royal Pendant to verify her identification, Juna said in her Regal Tones, “I am Lady Juna Angelleia of Iossessa. I wish to speak to King Veruna immediately.” She hadn’t used the voice in three weeks, and it came out flawlessly. The effects of her voice were felt on the guards as they once again uncomfortably looked at one another. Feeling testy, Juna added a little vinegar to her voice. “Didn’t you here me? I am Lady Juna Angelleia of Iossessa. My Royal Court Clearance Code is 989-Bendian-49920. I wish to see His Royal Highness at once.”

“Forgive us, my Lady, but we were given strict orders to allow no one in that has not been approved to enter by King Veruna himself,” said the guard on the right regretfully. 

Juna eyed him and understood his position. He was only doing his job. So, she was going to make him do his job. “Then notify the King that the former Queen would like to attend his audience.”

“My Lady, I’m sorry, but he made it clear who his audience was,” said the guard on the left. In quieter tones, he said, “Even select governors and justices are being snubbed.”

Juna moved in a little closer and asked, “Who?”

The guard thought for a few moments, and finally said, “Those not persuaded by the fishing industry, my Lady. That’s all I can say with certainty.”

Her blood began to bubble a little with that omission. Veruna was playing partisan to the Throne, which wasn’t illegal but it was unethical as hell. Even though she blacklisted Pirus Krendel she never totally kept the fishing lobby out of the loop within the Royal Court; they more or less stayed away as much as possible until a photo opportunity was needed. She imagined Sio Bibble, a not so sympathetic supporter of the fishing lobby, ripping out the gray and white hairs of is beard because Pirus Krendel would pay good money to see it, and Sio was the governor of Theed! His office was in the Palace!

Remembering the incident of a few weeks ago where her mother…her mother confronted the Independent Fisherman’s Union, Juna said, “Then as a citizen of Naboo and under law, I invoke the Pas efrunas Royale legal precedent and demand King Veruna to answer why he locked down the Palace of Theed.”

The guards looked at one another confusingly, and finally one of them pulled out a comlink. Before he had a chance to use it, the door slid upright to open the entranceway. Juna turned towards the sound, figuring someone had to be listening in on the conversation taking place and they had come to their senses, or at least King Veruna did. His father had to be playing on his son’s lack of self-confidence to get him to do these things; Tomas knew better not to go off the path she laid out if he only wanted to finish up the year, but this…

She stopped thinking and started to frown. Her bubbling blood was now boiling. Her body got hot with rage and cold, so very cold that it caused her to tremble just a little, with what or rather whom she saw. Standing in the doorway was the center of her hate at the moment. He wore many things that offended her sense of justice and pride; the clothing of Royal Chief of Staff and a small smile of smugness that communicated to her that all she had done was now for naught.

Pirus Krendel just said, “Well, didn’t I say the downtrodden wasn’t allowed on the steps. Perhaps you think this is your home, young girl. Last I checked this wasn’t a brothel.” She knew full well what he implied with that, and he smiled bigger to show he meant every disrespectful word.

For a short period that seemed to last forever, Juna clenched her fist into tight gripping balls and just squeezed in an attempt to keep her anger under control. It was too hard; she had been angry since Coruscant, and didn’t care that she was angry. Her mind was happy with her being angry. It pushed the memory of Enothchild’s wonderful night with her mother away, so she enjoyed the peace anger gave her. Now the liar himself, the hateful, spiteful man she could not tolerate nor could she ever forgive him for what he said about her father, was here. 

However the Force interceded her thought processes and an interesting question brought up in conversations what seemed to be ages ago was brought up. After Uiennar it was speculated that Krendel might have been used by Magus Prophet to ensure her arrival to Uiennar with his lying. Time seemed to slow perceptional around Juna; the drizzle cascaded downward like sand being poured into water, the guards pulled themselves slowly away to allow Krendel to come forward, and Krendel himself began to move downward towards her arrogantly. As everything moved at such a deliberate pace, the Force seemingly made her conscious aware of something by making her brown eyes lock on Krendel’s face.

Then Krendel’s nose.

Juna’s eyes seemed to zoom in on it like a fast moving camera to the point that it filled her eyesight and everything else was eclipsed by it. There was a hint of discoloration on the bridge of Krendel’s nose that ran down the stem from mid level to the tip, a discoloration anomaly in reference to the rest of the man’s pale completion. The area in question was slightly redder in hue.

Tapping deeper into her anger, Krendel’s face came back into view and suddenly, magically, his face changed. His thin appearance was replaced by the fatter Krendel everyone knew before he was brought back to Naboo, and his hair became very dry and unkempt, and stubble had grown into a thinly lined shadow. His nose, especially the faded area in question, suddenly became redder, and redder, and at point the tip of his nose was purple. The tip of his nose actually became a point; that was something she overlooked completely the first time she saw him. The reemerging tip was black, as if it had been dipped in ink. It was bent, and it bled as if broken. His cheeks got rosy, and icicles began to form on his brow, and the proud man went from looking like a member of the Royal Court to a man wearing animal skins and freezing his ass off.

Suddenly the frozen vision of Pirus Krendel said frantically, “You’re joking! It’s a blizzard out there, Mister Prophet!”

Juna turned to her right, and standing there was Magus Prophet. “And it won’t be very warm and inviting in here either, especially if you continue to disobey and disrespect me.” He gestured towards the thermoilluminator and it turned off, blinding Juna with darkness…

With pride and power on his side, Pirus Krendel walked through the idiot guards to get closer to his former royal slut and was doing so to dare her to do something. Anything. She may still be a member of the Royal Court, but such an assault on her part would blacklist her faster than a bounced check. Being in his Son’s ear after his release had finally paid off and his Son had now seen his ways and wisdom, and he wasn’t about to let a Rapier or anyone else interfere in that connection, especially this bastard daughter of a corrupt old man and whore of a mother.

He had her rattled, and he enjoyed it. She was mad and he didn’t care; what was she going do, sue him? She couldn’t without bringing Tomas into it. All this was a change of policy in which his Son, her legal successor, had made. Perfectly legal; it wasn’t his fault that Lady Maltanaw was caught in the explosion his men set off; the dumb blonde wouldn’t leave fast enough when the troops raided the negotiations, but it had the desired effect. The bomb was a captured Gungan explosive, and with her former highness injured by it the people will become incensed. 

The Guardians? They were a political action committee with firearms hell bent on dictating the political pulse of Naboo in his humble opinion. It wasn’t true, but he didn’t like the fact they helped Rapier defeat Tomas so easily. They needed to be punished for that. Tomas easily agreed, but he had his own personal reasons for doing it. It didn’t matter what they were, but Pirus was thankful anyways.

And who needs the governors? Oh in time they will fall in line; after all this was a constitutional monarchy. This had to resemble a democracy at some point. So he was going to make some more suggestions like tougher requirements for those trying to get into politics at such a young age; it was youth that ruined a finely tuned government after all. New ideas were dangerous ideas, and they all ways compromised sovereignty in the end. So, therefore, he was going to see to it that his Son’s sovereignty was never, ever compromised. All he needed to do was make his ideas work, which he did. He got himself off the blacklist, which Tomas reestablished him back into the political game; in time he’ll suggest to Tomas to blacklist Rapier when he was sure the young man was completely over her. Finally he would have Tomas kill the defense and science contracts Rapier Technologies had with Naboo, and then order the business audited and investigated until there wasn’t a credit left in their gold vaults.

To top it all off he became the closes voice of reason by becoming, in politics not in law, the second most powerful on Naboo. The Royal Chief of Staff was the King’s conscious now, and there was nothing the bitch in front of him could do about it. She had no leverage, no power, and she wouldn’t dare start a coup like he tried to do. Oh, Naressa Rapier would have, but Juna Rapier was a believer of the system. What a canary in a cage!

If there was one thing he appreciated about Juna Rapier at all was that she wasn’t her mother’s daughter. 

Pirus watched her look away in disgust and he said with a small shiver in his body, “Oh isn’t it cold out here, my lady?” He purposely said the ‘lady’ part of the sentence with no resemblance of respect. He didn’t care if she didn’t like it, or if the guards liked it either. “Need warmth? Why not go get yourself bought at the spaceport like the little whore that you are? They say rubbing two bodies together produces a lot of heat.” 

Smug at her lack of response and her turned head, he continued. “You want to invoke the Pas efrunas Royale precedent? My are you ever dumb. You can only invoke that if you are not a member of the Royal Court and the last time I checked, unless you have defected, you have a lifetime membership in that exclusive club. For now.”

He strolled a little on the same step he was once standing on, making sure he was always taller than she was to make himself big and her small. “And no, King Veruna is not seeing anyone. He is inside, ensuring the safety and medical care of Lady Maltanaw as we speak. Those disgusting, floppy-eared, speech-impaired walking fish, I assure you, will not get away with this assassination attempt. Once we seismic charge the waterways and drive them deeper into the ocean they will never, ever bother our people again.

“Oh, I forgot to ask, did Bravo Squadron ever bother to say hello? Well if they didn’t let me know now and I will assure you that I will have them court-martialed. It would be my honor to do at least one favor for a former head of this state. In time, I will assure you, you will be a lot of former things. Well, except in the way of your father. He was always a loser.” 

Juna’s head turned towards him, but she held her face down. Good, he hoped she would look up to shed the tears of defeat. “A pity what happened to your mother. A real pity, but at least they had the same cause of death.” He leaned closer and whispered, “Your family brought this all on themselves through adultery, all starting with your father missing around with my wife. He’s paid for that crime, and the shame of that is I didn’t get to see it.”

Very slowly, Juna raised her head just enough to where her glaring eyes could be seen. Pirus looked on with a smile, but noted no tears as her face went no higher. Her brown eyes were darker, but by no means redden or wet. Her brow bunched towards her nose, and her lips drew themselves into a tight line of anger. She just stared at him and said nothing. Her face was a tad flushed, but she said nothing. Her body trembled in hatred and still she said nothing.

She just looked at him with a wicked, evil stare. She said nothing.

Pirus Krendel suddenly felt very uncomfortable with the way she looked at him. He felt pressure around his neck and assumed a lump of fear had risen in his throat. He swallowed, and it didn’t go away. The sensation didn’t go away, nor did it decrease. Rapier didn’t go away either, and her eyes didn’t blink once. They didn’t seem brown anymore. They were black, black and lacked life.

“Well,” he said, stopping to clear his throat. “I guess…our business is done here<cough>.” Air was a little hard to come by, but he could still breathe. Damn it he couldn’t get rid of the feeling. He didn’t fear Rapier! Why should he have this lump in his throat that won’t go away! “Please…do yourself a favor.” He backed up between the guards and put a closed hand to his mouth to clear his throat again. He didn’t want to retreat like this, but he needed air. “Don’t ever come back here again. <Cough>.”

Rapier just stared at him for a few seconds more, than she said with her Nubian accent hanging on every sounded off syllable, “Certainly.” 

The way she said that made him very, very uncomfortable. She turned and proceeded to walk down the stairs. Ironically when she stopped staring at him, the lump in his throat faded away. Oddly, thinking about it, it didn’t seem like a lump. It was more like…hands…around his throat…

He snorted with contempt and said to the guards, “Don’t ever let her on the grounds again or I’ll have both dishonorably discharged.”

The guards nodded in unison, but he could see their contempt. He didn’t care; he turned his back to them and one of them said, “Chief?”

“What now!” The guard pointed to the step Rapier was standing on during their little chat. There was something there against the white and gray marble, and it played on his curiosities. He walked down to the step, bent down, and touched the wet substance. He looked at it, and realized out loud. “Blood.”

“Blood sir?”

Pirus Krendel looked from there downward on the path Rapier took and noted, at random, drops of blood on the steps that coincided with being on each side of her intended walkway. He peered down at the sidewalk, where she was just about out of his view, and he caught the blood dripping out of her closed fists. 

It was littering, but Krendel found himself not wanting to test Rapier on that. Just as quickly as he decided not to pursue the matter he went back inside the Palace of Theed and fought the need to double the guards.

