CHAPTER 12.0

As the terrible days on Sullust progressed, Queen Angelleia was not one to just sit on her hands and, in this case anyways, gawk at the silence that foretold the situation with one of Naboo’s closes allies and good friends. Besides that, unlike other world leaders and governors in the sector, she could feel it play out with the Force; the distance may have dulled the affects, but the impacts of death and destruction were still relevant in her mind. She went into action shortly after speaking with both Supreme Chancellor Valorum and Jedi Council representative Jedi Master Mace Windu, enacting an emergency aide plan she had created to aide off world colonies and other worlds and for this unique situation altered it as information slowly but surely made its way off of Sullust. 

By the morning after the initial start of the crisis, Angelleia had several cargo ships under assigned tactical escort sent to Sullust with food, water, medical supplies, and other forms of relief wares. Naressa had also chipped in, providing extra cargo ships that had an offensive/defensive rating of three, and threw in Rapier Technology equipment and technical experts to set up the equipment and figure out why Sullust’s entire data network had failed.

Angelleia spent the following few days separating her attention between working on the Gungan Treaty outline, talking to Supreme Chancellor Valorum and to Senator Palpatine, and speaking to other world leaders in the sector to drum up more support for Sullust; discussions she continued well into the evening, really getting under the Trade Federation’s skin until their Executive Council finally gave in and supplied a mass transport ship.

By 10 the evening of the second day, going soon to the third, Muriel finally convinced Angelleia to stop. Tired, but not necessarily exhausted enough to sleep, Her Royal Highness invited her best friend to join her, Naressa, and Lady Terese for some private evening discussion, which the red head accepted since she wasn’t tired either, and since Dizzy was still on Sullust she could use the company. Some of the other females were invited, more or less making it a girls only affair; all of the Royal Handmaidens, former Royal Bodyguard Deanta Desser, Weena Welchrest, and Cessa Evannava Ferngully to name a few.

Being a casual, non-working party of sorts, Angelleia retreated to her private quarters, showered for a long time, changed into comfortable clothing, and emerged as Juna Rapier, who caught the end result of a joke when she reached the others. They were laughing, sitting around in the living room area of Juna’s private quarters, the younger women amused by Naressa and Terese’s little stories. They all threw in their funny tales, and as the night progressed the tension from the workdays loosened up enough to where soon people were saying good night to retire to bed. 

It was nearly two in the morning now. Juna, Muriel, Naressa, and Terese were the only ones still up. There was really no agenda tomorrow, and they did all they could do under the circumstances with Sullust. Surprisingly galactic events and politics stayed out of the conversations all night until Naressa suddenly said, “What do you all think of me…running for Senator?”

Juna was in a near sleeping trance, beginning to wind down, when Naressa said that. She shook herself awake and looked at her mother in bewilderment. Muriel looked at everyone to see if they would say anything before she did. Terese’s eyebrows rose up in amusement. Finally Muriel said, “Of Naboo?”

“No, for the Nation of Whattamattau,” she teased at the red head with chuckling tones. “Of course Naboo. The law says I couldn’t be Queen, but it doesn’t bar me from running for the planet’s Senate seat in the Republic.” She sat back in her chair and made a funny face before continuing. “After what I have been witnessing in regards to Sullust and what’s happened in the last 20 years or so, I think I can do something positive for the Republic far better than anyone else.”

“You mean better than Senator Palpatine,” said Terese to clarify the record.

“Better than him.” Naressa made that clearly adamant. That surprised the others; Dace Palpatine was a good friend and she supported him in his campaigns. Now it sounded like she wanted to correct an error in judgment. “Better than Valorum, that’s for sure.”

“Wow, that’s bold,” noted Muriel. She sat up in her chair and looked at the older woman. “You make it sound like once you’re Senator you’ll become Supreme Chancellor in no time.”

“Is that so bad, Muriel?”

“Well it’s wishful thinking, Naressa.” Muriel curled up her legs under her to sit up better in her cushioned chair. “Valorum was in the Senate for 20 years and he still needed an endorsement from Bendian to get the position. Even if say Senator Palpatine was to be in the Senate for another 12 years, brining it up to 30, and Valorum was to step down or a world leader asked for a Vote of No Confidence, he would be going against several beings that have been there for far longer or have more stroke.” 

“And the Senate is so full of crap, Naressa, that’s why I didn’t abdicate the Throne early on in my life to run for it,” pointed out Terese. The eldest of the four had to stretch out again to prevent her fifty-eight year old body from cramping. “It wasn’t due to Bendian…no offense Juna.” Juna gave a little wave to indicate that whatever Terese was going to say was all right; Juna knew that her father wasn’t exactly a complete angel and he and Terese had many disagreements. “The Senate in whole is filled with enough bureaucracy alone to make it nonfunctional. To make the Republic better, you do have to start there, but you have to sell your soul to those willing to quote share unquote the power with you. And quite frankly I couldn’t see myself as a kissass.”

The group chuckled a little at the remark. Terese finally said to end it; “It changes you before you change it.”

Naressa smirked. “What if I make them kiss my ass first? Let them suck up to me?”

Muriel chuckled a little and said, “Then that would make you a sly, conniving bitch in their eyes.” She, Naressa, and Terese laughed at that piece of adult humor; all the while Juna just chuckled softly, still trying to understand her mother’s reasoning. Muriel kind of saw that and kept something in mind; Naressa did say ‘make them’; a slip of the tongue perhaps. She knew Naressa had the power to do it, and that thought alone made Muriel shift a little as the laughter died down. Would she, if Naressa honestly wanted to do it, stoop so low as to use her powers to claim the Senate seat, and then the Supreme Chancellor’s chair? Somehow that chewed on Muriel’s military tactics mind more than it did her political mind. Why she wasn’t too sure, but her imagine played out the scenarios.

“There’s a saying about the Senate, Naressa, that my instructor told me at the Order of Guardians,” said Muriel with seriousness. “A young being in the Senate ages before you know it.” She let her purple eyes drift over to a silent, thinking Juna. “It’s a form of hell only the youth can experience and tolerate.”

Naressa let her brown eyes drift towards Juna, which finally Juna realized everyone was looking at her and looked around. Juna was thinking that her mother who was really never directly involved in politics, and most importantly has never been off Naboo since coming here with her father, wanted to be Senator? She didn’t like the idea, really, and not because of her mother’s temper or darkness playing into it; it was there. It just didn’t seem right.

Naressa, looking at her, said, “In all seriousness I was joking. But I can’t help to think you would make a better leader than Palpatine and Valorum.”

Juna chuckled a bit and said, “No thank you. I saw those pictures of Papa and how he lost his hair over the years.” She let both her hands caress her long mane. “I would like to keep what I have.”

They all laughed, and Terese ran a hand through her graying blonde locks. “Count me out, too, I gave up coloring this and want it to go gray. But I don’t want to go bald as well.” She then looked at Muriel.

They all looked at the red head.

The red head looked at them all. “What?” She cleared her throat and said, “I’m on edge as it is as Chief of Staff. Can you imagine me in a Senate enviroment?”

Juna made a face. “There would be bodies with broken necks everywhere.”

They laughed at that, but Muriel was quick to add, “No, no. Force, I’m married to Dizzy Arnes. That husband of mine would want to create a scandal during every waking moment he had just to have fun.” They chuckled a little bit longer, finally calming down a bit. Muriel said, “Nope, I’m happy right where I am. After this I’m going to sit back, collect my retirement, and raise a family.”

Everyone perked up and Muriel began to blush at the excited attention. Terese asked, “Are you going to adopt?”

“Sullustans are very cute when they are babies,” noted Naressa with an amusing smirk and a gleam in her eye. She was always being mischievous when she dropped hints like that.

Muriel squirmed and blushed some more, smiling too over Naressa’s silent approval. It was only 10 years ago that Naressa had told the red head that she would make a great mother, and having that come from someone like Naressa meant a great deal to Muriel then. It did now. She said, “I think so too. Dizzy and me talked about it before, but a little. He’s a little worried, though, because of his age. We are going to talk about it when he gets back some more.”

“Same here. I mean happy, that is,” said Terese with a grin. “Of course I was supposed to have retired from politics 10 years ago.” She looked at Juna and joked to her with a serious voice that made the young leader begin to laugh. “Then all of the sudden you call me back into this. I should have never given you my comm number.” They laughed as a group as the former Queen of Naboo slouched down in her chair. “But you know…never in my wildest dreams did I figure I would actually be involved in the talks with the Gungans, and not only that I am the front woman on it. It was something I always thought about doing but I was a little fearful of the repercussions, and the time for it was just not there. But here I am, years later, doing it.” 

Terese gave Juna a little salute. “You made it happen, Juna, like I knew you would. However, after the talks, that’s it for me. I got my Jarah to raise and groom for politics. She likes it, believe it or not, so who am I to prevent her from getting her hands dirty.” She grinned a little. “She can be my successor. She’s more than qualified believe it or not.”

The others laughed a little, and Juna smiled, looked down, and said, “I was hoping she would be my successor. I was going to wait on telling anyone this, but after the Gungan Treaty is done, I am giving my one year notice of resignation.”

CHAPTER 12.1

The room got very, very silent and still with her stunning proclamation, reactions Juna more or less expected from the group here. Especially, and the number one reason why she decided to admit her secret plans of retirement in the first place, her mother; Naressa’s head snapped around like it was being pulled back against the resistance of a spring, and then let go for the reaction. She just stared at Juna with a blank expression, and radiated the word no off her body. The disappointment and disagreement was very readable in her shoulders as they tensed up and slowly sagged. In short her mother did not want to hear that.

Unfortunately she did need to hear it. All ready Naressa had visions for her future, ideas for a grander career and greater purpose and it was a future Juna wanted nothing to do with. She needed to be with Enothchild and she can’t be if she’s still Queen or becomes Senator. She needed to be at his side, alone, not surrounded by handmaidens ready to wipe her nose or by bodyguards instructed to take a laser bolt in exchange for keeping her alive.

Loving couples don’t have such obstacles in their way. And if they do, they eliminate them. Selfish as it sounded, Juna wished Sullust didn’t happen. She wanted Enothchild here, now. She wanted to talk to him and express her feelings to him. Most importantly, and lately, she wanted him to be here to keep him safe from harm. Don’t couples do that for one another; make sure the other half of the equation of love is still there to equal love? He has been protecting her all these years so why couldn’t she return the favor? It was time to and by telling everyone her plans, at least in quitting; it was known what her long-term future would be. 

Terese leaned forward and said, “I honestly can’t blame you if you did. You have done all that you set out for. You kept your promises to the people. And having been there myself I can safely say there were times I wished I abdicate the Throne when I was younger.” 

She got up and straightened her dress, indicating that she was going to leave soon. “But what I had discovered, Juna, is that new challenges always arise as you continue to sit on that Throne; the longer you do, the more of them will appear and you thank goodness we do not have constitutional term limits. Things never planned for and believe it or not they are refreshing be it good or something like what happened on Sullust. There’s a part of you, a small part, that wants it. And why? Because be you or I or anyone else, when we put on the wardrobe, when we put on the Royal Face, we know we are going to help our people in some way with this, and that so long as we are able to help them even when we have accomplished our set goals we do so for as long as we can.” 

She looked at Juna with sad eyes. “Has it finally reached that moment?”

Juna looked her straight in her blue eyes. “Yes. I feel there’s nothing more I can do.”

Terese broadcasted that trademark smile of hers. It was a smile that many remember her for as Queen of Naboo, a smile that encouraged optimism. “An honest answer, from an honest soul. If you do leave, then you have my blessing. I only wished you would have lasted longer.” She gave a nod to the others and showed herself out.

Muriel cleared her throat and said, “Well, I say your timing’s perfect. Really if the Gungan deal is pulled off, there really isn’t anything else to do. And like I always have told you life isn’t about politics, it’s about living the life you need, not want, to live.” She yawned as she got up and stretched. “Besides, this fits perfectly with my life plans. The sooner this deal goes through, the sooner you retire and the sooner Dizzy and I start filling the Falcon’s cargo hold with brats.”

Juna and Muriel laughed a little, but Naressa could only manage a small smile. The red head walked over and gave the standing Juna a hug. “Whatever you do, I’m behind you.”

“I know,” said Juna. Like Terese, she watched Muriel leave to go to bed as well, knowing that both females won’t say anything about her plans to the others. They would leave it up to her to reveal her plans; after all, the Gungan Treaty could fall apart between now and in the future. But Juna had confidence that it wouldn’t. There will be a peace between the Naboo and the Gungans. She could feel it.

She looked back at her mother, taking note of her long stare at her. Juna smiled a little, but then started playing with the hem of her long blouse; a childhood habit of hers when she was nervous, upset, or made her parents mad at her, or she felt she did something wrong. Juna couldn’t help to feel that way based on her mother’s expression. It was one of disapproval, and Naressa was afraid to say so.

“You disapprove,” Juna asked quietly.

Naressa let her eyebrows dance up for a moment, then relax after she let out a held breath. “I…I don’t want to make you second guess yourself. In short I don’t like it, but I can’t tell you what to do anymore.” She got up and smiled a little. “Mothers can be wrong.” 

Juna watched her walk towards the bedroom section of the living quarters and let an exasperated sigh escape her lips. This issue, if not taking care of now, will linger for days, or even right up to her leaving the Throne. She followed Naressa into the room and said, “I’m a big girl, Mama, I can take it. Whatever your thoughts on it just let them fly.”

Naressa finished getting into her nightie and looked at Juna with a sad face. “I don’t want to go to bed with an argument fresh in my mind. And neither do you.”

Juna took to the opposite side of the bed. “And I don’t want to go to bed, or spend the next few months without an explanation to why you looked at me the way you did.”

She sat on the bed with covers drawn over her legs, and finally looked at Juna again. Naressa craned her head to one side and said, “Okay. I think you have a lot more to give to the galaxy than what you are content with. Leaving politics all together would be foolish. Now that you have my opinion, may I get some sleep?”

Juna just sat on her side of the bed. “I heard that before you know. When I was 5 but at that time you said I had so much to give to the people of Naboo. That becoming Queen was the only way that it could be done.” She crossed her arms and noted a thought that crossed her mind minutes ago during the conversations about the Senate. “And now you want me to be a Senator.” Naressa, who had laid down and closed her eyes before hand, opened her eyes back up to look at her daughter. “Don’t deny it. I know you. Why bring up the Senate at all if you didn’t want me to be involved in that? You practically tried to make it official. Drop a hint here; make a humorous point there.” She sighed again. “What more do you want out of me?”

“Good night, Juna,” said Naressa, and turned her body so her back faced her.

“I don’t believe this.” Juna got up, walked around to the other side, squatted down beside her mother and with her hand and fingers actually opened Naressa’s left eye lid. Naressa did nothing but look. “What’s going on? Talk to me?”

Naressa sighed loudly and sat up in bed. “Fine.” She let out another sigh and crossed her arms. “If you must know, it does go to the fact that I do believe you can do wonders at a larger scale, and maybe as Supreme Chancellor-.”

“Wishful thinking.”

“Don’t interrupt. As I said, as Supreme Chancellor, you can change the Republic and make it a much better entity.” Naressa licked her dry lips and to her credit did not show any anger or raise her voice the entire time she spoke. The frustration, however, was evident. “Laws alone don’t do it. Born leadership is needed; the kind in which charisma is not learned and manufactured but imbedded in one’s soul, and augmented with intelligence and compassion whatever comes out inspires others to follow the example. Spoken word alone, my Gessa, is your strongest asset because you are true to your word and everyone that hears you knows it’s the truth; the truth is the cleanest form of bribery. You can inspire millions…billions…hell trillions of beings who don’t give a damn into caring enough and turn this galaxy around.”

“So I give up on what I feel I need to do in my life for the good of the many?” asked Juna. “To let go of the idea of independence because the galaxy that does not want me actually does need me?”

“My Gessa,” Naressa smirked, laid back down, and noted, “What do you think Jedi Knights do and go through everyday?”

That made Juna shut her mouth very tightly. It was an opinion, a certain point of view, that her mother had; a loving mother who only wants her daughter to do something positive in life. That was all it was, and so Juna didn’t want to escalate it into a shouting match. Not only that the statement made sense. Juna hated that; there was no argument against things making sense. Worse she created the response by what she said so she should have saw it coming. Force, her mother was just too damn good at logical rationalization. In fact, in Juna’s opinion, if she didn’t create it she was a mistress at it.

Still, Juna was dead set on her decision. “My heart has all ready made up my mind, Mama. If it’s selfishness, and it makes me selfish, then so be it. Why can’t I be, for once in my life, a selfish person? After all I have been through, why can’t I say to hell with everyone? Why can’t I live my life to my needs and not everyone else’s? You do it, so why can’t I?”

Juna got up and changed into her bed clothing and after taking the usual steps security wise she laid down to sleep. But it was impossible because she had anticipated her mother was going to say something in retort. She waited with open eyes, staring at the darkened ceiling after turning off the lights, waiting for more words of wisdom.

 Naressa, however, was very silent. The two looked at one another and really didn’t relay anything, not by voice, not by thought. 

Without another word, Juna reached over and kissed her mother on the cheek, and the both of them silently held one another in mute apology as they fell asleep.

CHAPTER 12.2

The private comm’s, and not the Royal Emergency Comm’s, buzzer began to finally register in her brain as it’s ring reached Juna’s ears long enough. She opened her eyes and noted the time; it had only been an hour since she closed her eyes. Letting go of her mother and answering the comm, she mumbled, “If Theed’s not on fire, you are in deep trouble.”

“Your Highness, it’s Weena,” said Weena Welchrest, Juna’s Secretary of Public Relations. “I wouldn’t have bothered you if it weren’t important, but you have to turn on the HoloNet News. You won’t believe who I just saw. It was Pirus Krendel.”

Juna’s forced her eyes open and sat right up in a flash. Her heart was thundering upon hearing that name; old anger from what the man had plotted to do to her came back in her perfect memory. The stirring caused Naressa to wake up as well, and she seemed to wake up in a hurry when she sensed Juna’s emotions. She put hands on her shoulders to urge Juna to calm down, fighting her own anger as well. 

Turning on the large screen unit, the screen descended down from the ceiling and began to broadcast the HoloNet News. Juna sat up and asked, “Tell me it wasn’t a passing thing, Weena.”

“It wasn’t. According to them it was a recorded a few hours ago on Uiennar, a Trade Federation member word. But Juna, one thing though.” There was a feeling of dreading hesitation that was coming from Weena’s room that both Force-sensitive females could feel. “I had to watch it twice because I didn’t believe it the first time. What he says…it’s an all time low.”

Juna took that under strong advisement as the news feed came up. “Thanks, Weena. Wake and tell the others, will you?”

There was a pause, and then Weena said softly and remorsefully. “Juna, I would rather wait until you have seen it. Contact me if you wish when you are done.” Her comm chirped off.

Juna looked back at the comm speaker, as if looking into Weena’s eyes. This was very, very serious and so did not turn on the lights; the action would automatically awake the others. It wasn’t just about Krendel. Something was dreadfully wrong. She took a look at her mother, and Naressa looked just as concerned. Finally the report came up, and the Toydarian newsman began his reporting:

…Pirus Krendel, former lobbyist, ambitious politician and capitalist on his home world of Naboo, who has been on the run from Nubian authorities for the past two years, turned himself into authorities on Uiennar, where he claimed according to authorities he couldn’t take being ‘tracked down’ like an animal anymore.

 The Nubian is suspected of the crime of Political High Treason, but fled apprehension numerous times. Today, however, Mister Krendel turned himself in to answer to the charges, but at a news conference to talk about the allegations, he gave a speech that has collectively shook the political circles within the Republic:

I stand here today as a man now ready to take a stand an answer to the charges made against me by Her Royal Highness, Queen Angelleia of Naboo. I do so for I am confident that I will be exonerated and that the real crime that has occurred in regards to my people is brought to light, examined, and steps are taken in the proper context. When I say my people, I mean the people that are apart of the Nubian Royal States, who I can say without hesitation that they are victims of a horrible, dreadful, deceitful lie of epic proportions. A lie that has been going on for nearly two decades, and a lie made worse by the fact that it sits on the very Throne that governs my people. I cannot allow her to go on. She knows she is a lie, and she is still trying to carry out the lie. What I have discovered will sicken all of Naboo, just as much as it sickened me.

Queen Angelleia’s real name is Juna Rapier, the daughter of the late Senator Bendian Rapier of Naboo. By telling you this, I have violated the law. A written law, in which I agreed to, swear to and promised to uphold as a lawyer and representative of a government sanctioned and approved lobby. So by telling you her real name, I have condemned myself. But I do so for a good reason, for Miss Rapier is the end product of a violation of Naboo’s most sacred of traditions.

I have seen evidence that proves that Juna Rapier, Her Royal Highness, is not Bendian Rapier’s daughter. She is the product of her mother, Naressa Rapier, having an extramarital affair with another man.
Juna let out a choking sound and stood up in horrified shock. Naressa let out a string of curses in a language Juna didn’t understand, nor did she even try to. Juna was completely numb; if there was ever a time to actually feel numb and say it, it was right at that very moment. Her mouth parted open when her jaw muscles had no feeling. Her arms, then her hands, and to her fingers seemed nonexistent. Her legs wobbled, her knees buckled, and her feet final gave out and she planted herself back on the bed in a sitting position. She was totally transfixed at what she was seeing, hearing, and trying to comprehend that she didn’t take note of anything or anyone else around her. Nothing else in the universe mattered or existed: 

I ask the people of Naboo to take this very seriously, to take measures in order to ascertain the truth as well, and to begin taking the necessary steps to correct this wrong that Her Royal Highness has failed to acknowledge. If she has any integrity at all she will admit her wrong and advocate the Throne immediately. 

Although the Krendel Clan and the Rapier Clan have all ways been political adversaries I would have never thought they would have stooped to such lows. They have, and it’s time for them to admit them, move on, and let our people heal. Thank you very much.
Juna just stared at the screen speechless and thoughtless. At the moment no words, no thoughts, and absolutely nothing seemed to exist to her. She tried and struggled to grasp it all and what seemed to be an eternity she found her thoughts. He…he sounded like he was telling the truth. She could only shake her head in denial, remembering that this was the same man that plotted with Sele Nevere to practically destroy her. So this was another ploy, another attempt at dethroning her.

However his words…his voice…his mannerisms…the Force said it wasn’t a lie.

Juna became aware of this burning sensation in her heart. It started as a spark, then it grew to a steady fire, and finally it became a smudge of darkness instead of a big forest fire. And she realized although she was growing angrier by the second, that the feelings were not totally hers.

“THAT SON OF A BITCH!” Naressa yelled and with a casting of her hand towards the screen used the Force to destroy it, shattering the screen and thick frame as if it were fine glass wear. Her eyes blazed like boiling dual yellow suns of hate, looking to burn the flesh off Krendel’s body and make those who believed what he said blind. Her lips curled back in pure anger. “I’LL KILL HIM! I SWEAR ON MY FATHER I WILL KILL HIM!”

The commotion caused one of the guards to open the door to Juna’s room, but with a simple gesture from Naressa the door pushed him out and closed, locked and held in place. Juna looked at her mother and shivered from the waves of darkness flooding the room. She watched her mother look at her, watched the glowing orbs that practically hid her mother’s brown eyes from view, and just said, “Mama?” She was more afraid than angry at the moment. 

Naressa’s angered expression fell slowly, has if she realized for the first time that Juna was in the room. Her body shook from her awesome power begging to be released, from the great and furious rage that still burned a nuclear fire within her, and from the surging adrenaline associated with it. She began to fight the Force down, trying to gain the composure she lost. She became aware of pain in her hands, and upon inspection noted that she clenched her fist so tightly with fury she dug her fingernails into the palms of her hands and really dug bloody holes in them. Naressa closed her glowing eyes, and like a holoimage ran in reverse Juna watched the blood dribble back into the gapping holes, and the wounds close. 

Naressa opened her eyes, the yellow irises faded into dark brown irises. She continued to breathe quickly in anger, but she said, “I’m sorry.” 

The door suddenly flew open as several guards came running in with blaster rifles drawn. Other people, including Muriel, appeared outside the door wondering what was going on; they must have heard the commotion as well. Juna turned on the lights and looked at the guards and in regal tone ordered, “Stand down. I had a disagreement with the monitor.”

As the guards stood down, but gawked nonetheless at the state of the now destroyed equipment. Naressa pointed at it and said loudly, “That nerf humper Krendel will not get away with this lie!”

Muriel heard that as she came in with Deannta, Weena, and a horde of others. “Whoa, whoa, whoa, what’s going on here?”

Weena spoke for Juna because she could see Juna was so pale and in shock she wasn’t ready to speak. The young leader had sat down on her bed to collect herself some more. “Krendel was on the news. He turned himself into the Trade Federation, and then held a press conference claiming that Juna’s father wasn’t Juna’s father.”

“WHAT!” Muriel’s shout rattled everyone within spitting range. “That man has gone too far!”

Cessa came forward and said, “Where exactly is Krendel being held?”

Weena looked at her and said, “Uiennar. It’s a Trade Federation world not far from Sullust.”

“I’m going to contact the Trade Federation right now,” said Cessa in anger. Her husband, Attorney General Horatio Ferngully, came forward. “Me and Horatio will get the extradition paperwork going and find out why those idiots didn’t contact us when they arrested Krendel in the first place. They knew he was wanted by us.” 

The married couple left, and the others entered the room once the guards left. Muriel more or less kept them away from both Juna and Naressa; both females were apart with Naressa pacing around like a caged animal, but otherwise as calm as she was going to get, and Juna was still pale and ill looking. Muriel knew Juna didn’t destroy the monitor; her minute senses picked up Naressa’s dark side tirade. She walked past Naressa and sat beside Juna and whispered, “Are you all right?”

“I’m far from all right,” whispered Juna back, trying not to sound snappish. “This man-.” She stopped herself from finishing her thought. The anger was returning, and it was making her mind motor and think what to do; some of the thoughts weren’t pleasant. “He’s lying. That man is a cold blooded Fallen of a liar.”

“I agree with you emphatically,” said Muriel. She had a little doubt in the beginning that Juna was Bendian’s daughter based on Juna’s personality, but that went away based on medical records she had to view and review as Juna’s Guardian; Juna was Bendian and Naressa’s daughter right down to nth genome. “What Krendel did two years ago went beyond politics, but this…this is beyond sick. I wouldn’t blame you if you cried or went on a tirade.”

Juna looked at her friend and whispered, “What should I do?” 

Muriel knew what Juna was asking and whispered, “Your options are open, Juna. But I implore you to not do something you will regret, be it as Queen or as living being.”

Juna bit on her lower lip for a moment; was she so mad that Muriel felt she would do something rash, something very wrong? She let herself be silent for a moment so she could calm down, made hard by Naressa’s pacing and angered presence. She didn’t even want to try and tell her to calm down; she could understand her mother’s fury. This was not a political attack but a very personal one that attacks their entire family and Naressa personally and deeply; this attack affected Juna to where her best efforts to find an inner peace completely failed.

Finally Juna stood up and said to Asia, her lead handmaiden, “Wake up Captain Archer and alert members of Bravo Squadron, tell them to prepare for Royal Flight detail.” The young handmaiden bowed a little and left and Cessa and Horatio came back from talking with the Trade Federation at the same time. “Well?”

Horatio cleared his throat and said, “They will have an extradition hearing upon my arrival, Your Highness. I will leave right now.”

“Negative,” she said in full Angelleia mode. “You and I will be going to Uiennar to collect Mister Krendel. We will go in the Royal Cruiser to secure him.”

“In that case I must go with you as well, Your Majesty,” said Cessa. Juna was going to object, but she quickly added, “Royal and legal protocol says I must. You are still visiting a sovereign system although this is clearly a mission only to secure Krendel for legal due process.”

“I’m going too,” remarked Deannta, frowning with displeasure. “Just to give this guy a swift kick in the bullocks when no one is looking. With your permission, of course.”

Angelleia waved the crowd silent and said with full enforcement of her power as ruler, “Not everyone is volunteering and going on this trip and that’s final! I will not allow all functions of the government to be tied up with this!” She looked in the crowd. “Secretary Ferngully and Attorney General Ferngully for obvious reasons have to go. Captain Baines, of course, and Captain Archer to fly the ship. Secretary Desser you may come. The rest of the Royal Court will have to stay here and attend to business as usual.”

Muriel stepped up beside Angelleia and asked, “I would like to go.”

“I did forget you, didn’t I,” she mused a little at an attempt at humor. It didn’t work. “Yes, you may come.” She looked at her mother, who had stopped pacing all together and was listening with very keen interest. The anger, however, was still there and radiated like heat from a blast furnace through the Force. 

Angelleia turned to everyone and said, “I want 5 minutes alone with my mother before I get ready. Begin making preparations for my departure.” Muriel began ushering everyone out to go do what was required of them to do. Juna turned off the act and said, “I am going to bring this man back to face justice for what he had done to me, Mama. As for us the proper recourse is through civil channels.”

“Smeck civil channels,” Naressa snapped off. “The proper recourse is to space this bastard when you get the chance.”

Juna looked at her with gentle eyes. “You rather have me forsake justice? Go against all you have taught me about right and wrong?”

“You don’t have to,” said Naressa sinisterly. “All you have to do is bring him here, and then look the other way. I will take care of the wrong part of the problem.” She turned away and looked out the nearby window. “In truth I wouldn’t want you to act wickedly. I wouldn’t want you to watch.” She turned around and looked at Juna with watery eyes. “I can’t help to notice only a few minutes ago you felt the same way I feel right now. And there is a very minute part of me that would not blame you if you killed Krendel, or brought him back here so the both of us can do it.” 

She turned away ashamed for admitting what she said, “Indeed I want him dead. I want him to suffer a little in the process. But that’s me, my Gessa. Not you. So I ask you to do the right thing.”

Juna fought back her tears and walked up to her mother. Placing her hands on her shoulders, she said, “I will do the right thing.” She leaned forward and whispered, “How can I keep it in mind once Krendel is in my possession?”

Naressa’s head came up a little, and there was a long pause. Usually the woman with all the answers had to really think of one. Or she all ready had the answer and just didn’t like it. Sighing, Naressa turned around and said, “I will come with you.”

“Mama?”

“I will come with you to be the reminder that you don’t want to act out of anger.” Naressa smiled nervously because of the implications; it meant she had to be on a starship. “I will be your support. I will be the reminder that prevents you from acting unjustly. In return you can be my reminder to not attack Krendel. Together we will support ourselves emotionally as mother and daughter should during this attack against us.”

Juna was very touched by the offer, but she still couldn’t believe it: her mother, on a ship; the concept of it was so unreal. She had asked her many times to go up with her in her Nubian trainer craft, and Dizzy had offered to take her to Corellia if she ever wanted to. The pleasantries just did not work, did not motivate Naressa enough to get over her fears. It took anger, anger caused by a despicable act, to motivate her and that made Juna even more furious at Krendel. Her mother was at peace with herself, calm and gentle and his reckless act made Naressa think evilly, forcing her to conquer her fears at the same time. It was all wrong, and Juna felt a little part of her wanting to keep her mother home. But they needed one another, right now, during this difficult time.

“Very well,” said Juna with a nod. 

They came together in a hug, and Naressa gave her daughter a kiss on the cheek. Holding Juna’s head to hers and rocking in place slowly, she said, “This is my fault. If you weren’t in politics, if I didn’t push you-.”

Juna squeezed her mother to silence her with silent words through physical contact. She said softly in her mother’s ear, “This is not your fault. Don’t even blame yourself for this.” She pulled back and with her hands grabbed Naressa’s head and brought both their foreheads to meet together. “We are going to get through this together. I swear I will make Krendel pay for his transgressions. I will throw all the laws of Naboo at him if I have to. He will never, ever, be able to hurt us again, I swear it.”

She wiped the tears from her eyes just as Asia opened the door. Angelleia raised her voice level and said, “My mother is coming with us. I want the Cruiser ready to go by the time we are finished getting ready.”

