CHAPTER 22.0
It did not take Branch and Casper long to reach Coruscant, and where the Jedi Temple was located, not all that far from the Senate, evening had descended. Their unnamed ship slipped past the seemingly forever moving air traffic, a lemming line of continuation that appeared to have an infinite destiny of never stopping. Ships in the higher stratosphere, heavy transport below that, luxury transport running along the edges of roof tops, public transportation gliding thousands of feet above sea level on downward  and in line with land speeders, and unseen below the entities that walked the streets. A hypnotic continuation, as if it were imbedded in the genes of the populace and as a part of their instinct of survival everyday they move in these lines; perpetual motion for creatures born one day, dead one day.
But life was not that simple really. Branch said again in exasperation in conversation featuring headphones, “I said this is Corellian Sidewinder XL Designation 56894032 Heavy….. I have no name for the ship, for the umpteenth time, I am the one on approach, Tower, with Jedi Casper Knightshade on board….I Don’t Have A Name For The Ship! Where did you go to school? What? Oh thank you so very much, Mister Tower Operator, Sir? No.” He frowned and said, “Yes, I wear women’s underwear: in fact, I am wearing your wife’s right now! She’s on board, says greetings and welcome, and on the way home pick up soap: we used it all!”
Casper blinked out of his trance at that last exchange and gave his friend a look. The Neimoidian shut the transceiver off and looked at the Jedi Knight. Branch cleared his throat and said, “The Corellians…they told me a few public relations phrases.” He did his best not to smile.
Laughing, he said, “Nice.” Casper patted the display board in front of him. “That’s what we will call her, the Naughty Neimoidian.”

“Catchy,” wised Branch. “Unfortunately I will not name it. As my mother used to say you own it, you name it. I do not own it.”

“Oh come on, give her a name, one that Bog will remember,” joked Casper. “Hey, I know how to make it impossible for the ship to always broadcast the name through the transponder no matter how many times it get changed out.”

“I will take it under advisement,” said Branch. “In the event I decide to name it Lizard Monkey’s Penis.”

Casper buried his shaggy face in his hands. The Jedi then stretched out and put a good hand on his friend’s shoulder and gave it a shake. He said as the ship cleared the Jedi Temple outer moorings, “You are most certainly of good spirits, Friend.”
Branch just shrugged his shoulders and said, “I am home. Who would not be happy coming home?” The Neimoidian turned his attention back to piloting, and for a moment only conflict registered on his features. He kept to himself for the short remains of the flight. Casper sensed it, and knew this was just hard for Branch; Coruscant could not and never be Branch Lur’s home. He sacrificed the last chance he ever had for the greater good of all; how easy it was for Casper to forget other beings make such Jedi-like sacrifices. He reminded himself to never forget again.

The ship landed with no fanfare, but that would change. It never failed, the impeccable timing of any member of the Jedi Council appearing just as the duo descended down the ramp. Casper just did not count on Master Yoda to be the one, appearing in his hover cart as his boot hit metal surface. His reasonable explanations activated a cloaking device in his brain and he could not find them. Even at his age, he just was in awe of him.
It was more than the fact it was Yoda, the Grand Master of the Jedi Order and perhaps the most revered Jedi of the modern age and arguably of the entire history of the Order itself. The long lived Elfin, whose diminutive stature and wisdom had hid his true and tremendous power in the Force, and the many centuries of history, was Casper’s first Jedi Master; and he was perhaps Yoda’s last student. Unlike the other Initiates and Padawans, however, he started learning from Master Yoda during his infancy, and continued to learn from him for the first eight years of his life. It was Master Yoda who personally sought him out, recruited him, and decided to train him privately; no one had an argument that could ever top such an honor! When the Vhinech situation intensified, Yoda gave Casper over to Ros Ofcheck to complete the training, which lead to some stressing situations between apprentice and new Master because of their diametrically opposite views of the Force and how they approached life in general. In the end Casper would say he learned much from two great Masters.
However, near the end of his training, at his ascension to Knighthood, and especially when he brought Angelleia before the Council as Bella Rapier, Master Yoda seemed to retract from Casper in a way that suggested at least disappoint. For the young Jedi it did not bother him much because it was inevitable; the Jedi Code after all forbid attachment; masters and apprentices separated all the time, sometimes never to see one another again. It did bother Casper, on the other hand, when he presented Bella to Council and Master Yoda said nothing.
Absolutely nothing; nothing for her, and nothing against her, but clearly to Casper he felt a great deal of disappointment from Yoda towards him, and towards a helpless child if it were possible. With all the time he had looking back on that day, he noted that if Yoda would have said anything, the debate that followed that required a lot of effort on Plo Koon’s behalf would have never happened, and Casper would not have sacrificed so much. It bothered Casper tremendously back then, and it did now. It was not resentment, or something out of anger, but the Jedi Knight had been disappointed with Yoda for a long time; almost as long as he once worshipped him. Awe still, yes in respect, but disapproved of how the Grand Master treated Angelleia.
“Master Yoda,” said Casper with a bow. Branch’s bow was a little short and a little quick, but no disrespect was intended in it. “You do remember Branch Lur?”
“Indeed I do,” said Yoda with an acknowledging drop of head. “Recall as well, I do, a promise you made Jedi Knightshade. Again to leave Coruscant you were not. Disapprove of such a course the Council does.”

“Your pardon honorable Master Jedi,” said Branch in diplomatic terms. “I sought his help for I had an extraordinary endeavor placed at my feet. I swear to you, this is no trick by my people if you fear a Sith involvement.”

Yoda raised his little, three fingered hand and Branch noticeably flinched, expecting perhaps the worse even though he should had known better. Old habits, on the other hand, died hard. “No more you say, Inquisitor Lur. Unless….hold blaster to Casper’s head? Threaten his life if go he does not? Take his life you will if not do what you command?”

“Uh, no! No, nothing like that!” assured Branch. Casper remained calm throughout the process, knowing what Yoda was doing.

“Then no excuse Jedi Knightshade has,” said Yoda disapprovingly. “Disallowed he had been, ordered so by the Council he had sworn to obey for reasons I will not go over. Those reasons he knows all so well.” His ears perked up and he looked at Branch and asked, “Ever tell you the reasons were?”
“Never,” said Branch. “I swear it he never told me.” He gave Casper a look that still suggested the Jedi should have told him.
“Know I do he had not; swear it you need not,” said Yoda with a calm expression. He turned to the Jedi and stated so adamantly he spoke clearly. “It is the choice you made. The Force not does lead you astray.”

“Please,” injected Branch. “Again, I sought him. I rationalized my logic to him, and it persuaded him to go.” He clutched his hands reflexively because he felt he was talking to a brick wall. It may have been barely two feet tall and frail looking, but it was a tough wall nonetheless. “I feared the worse on this expedition, and I still do. We both do, and he did what a Jedi was supposed to do: he swore to do what it takes to save the lives of the innocent.”
“What it takes? Really!” Yoda sent his chair over to Branch Lur. “Such recklessness it is, ‘whatever it takes’. Lawman that you were, teacher you have become, hypocrite you soon be.”
“Hypocrite?”

“Don’t,” said Casper, put a hand on Branch’s shoulder. “We are not going to win this.”
Branch looked at Casper and said, “I should not be defending you. Speak up if you thought you were right to go with me.” The Neimoidian turned his attention back towards Yoda. “I had an obligation to tell you of this very significant matter, but I withheld the information because you would have told the Chancellor. I made the decision not to tell you, and now based on your answers, and the condemnation of this man beside me for doing what he had swore to do since he could talk, I have now realized I made the right choice the first time.”
“Wait, Branch,” began Casper, feeling the Neimoidian turning from the two Jedi. “Don’t leave. Let’s explain this to the whole Council. Maybe they won’t tell the Chancellor.”
Shaking his head, Branch said, “They will tell him, Casper, but that is the point now. We had agreed to tell them, let the purr out of the sack as it were. A child is still missing, and we need to know that government list.” He gave the Jedi a knowing look. “Someone is going to have to do this right, and if that makes me a hypocrite so be it.”
Casper knew what Branch was implying, and it was something discussed before only two hours ago. Branch was going to have to continue the investigation on his own. What he was implying to Casper now was to assist him from afar, if he can. If he could not, Branch was going on anyways. Branch just had no confidence at all in the Senate doing the right thing, and he was correct. Without the Wettlespear as evidence Chancellor Palpatine would only be spinning his wheels with unfounded accusations.
“I understand,” said Casper with a knowing nod and he stepped back from the Neimoidian.

“I go now,” said Branch, turning his attention back to Yoda. “That is if I am allowed to.”
“Free to go as you will,” assured Yoda. “However insist I do the help of the Jedi. Wait for a moment; a Knight I will assign to you.”
Branch pointed a long finger at Casper. “Will it be him?”
There was a hope for a brief moment, for Yoda actually took five seconds and waggled his ears as he looked at Casper. In turn Casper did everything he could not to look eager for a yes. His little green head turned back and said, “No, it will not.”

“Then I do not want your help,” said Branch. “Get the information from Casper, for that is your procedure.” He gave them both a quick but respectful bow, sighed, and turned about to return to his unnamed ship. 
At the foot of the ramp, Branch turned back and yelled, “Tell the tower that the Jedi Joke will be taking off shortly!” The Neimoidian shut and sealed the ramp; the engines were hot so there was no waiting to take off. 

Casper turned to Yoda and said, “Master, do not let him go alone. What we are dealing with is highly dangerous.”

Yoda slowly nodded and said, “Understandable your concerns are. Reckless is he. Yet like you weeks ago he chooses to go. Unlike you now, stop him I cannot.”
The Grand Jedi Master had never been so serious when he said, “Follow you chose to now, or an armed escort of your peers do I summon?”

“There is no need to do that, Master,” offered Casper sincerely. He never figured there was going to be a friendly chat between them. For sure there was not going to be a friendly debriefing of the past three weeks in his future either.

The newly christened Jedi Joke proceeded to lift off as Casper proceeded to walk and Yoda proceeded to float away.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 22.1

On Alderaan, after a long day of training that encompassed the purposes of natural spores, Angelleia told Zesha she was going to study the phenomenon further in the Terra Terrace library. Their visit to the chateau the Vhinphyc Padawan felt was coming to an end. This was her last opportunity to find answers to some unspoken questions. Since the other night, Zesha and Angelleia had been inseparable, and in that short time the two were connecting better; Zesha was smiling more even during Angelleia’s failures. With each success, Zesha drew closer to the point of smothering and really did not give Angelleia much peace and alone time. Angelleia’s answers had to come now.

On a terminal with the proper spore research papers and notes, Angelleia used a linked data pad for her private research. She did promise Zesha not to experiment with the Force again, but that was the extent of the promise. She could not tell Zesha about this or the Master Healer would put an end to it. She would not accept let alone understand the intentions of Dark Force spirits. Strangely enough, Angelleia did and found her Friend’s intentions to be both honorable and just, and that they wished for her Jedi best. If it was a Sithian trick, it was a good one.
As Angelleia used her ranked privileges to access the Jedi Temple database through the HoloNet, she entered her requests of information one at a time. She made the requests specific in order to keep the perimeters of the search quick and certain. 
Dragon Born? The phrase itself on alluded to the birth of krayt dragons.
The Last Titan of Vhanba? There was less than ambiguous information on the word ‘Vhanba’, but that was all.

The Keeper of Korriban? The term ‘keeper’ came back with over a billion references under the context of religion. She figured to start with a Jedi context, but keeper used in such a way did not exist anywhere in her religion. As for the word Korriban, which she felt was a planet, there was only one reference: however it was a restricted file; and strangely it did not indicate who could access it. Angelleia left it alone and kept going.

The Unification of Justice? Unfortunately the term produced so many references due to the subject power of the two most important words she did not know where to start. Dumbfounded, Angelleia rubbed the base of her right horn in agitation. No matter how she narrowed the search the usual stuff appeared. She decided to try one more context and put it in phrase.

“’Bless thee this girl, thy Knight of the Old Code’,” said Angelleia softly has she typed the information in. The Jedi Archives notified her of one hit, and it was word for word the quote.

“By the power of gray skull,” mumbled Angelleia at her luck. Inhaling deeply and exhaling slowly to calm herself down before proceeding. She accessed the origin file of the phrase: it was a book entitled ‘Knight of the Old Code’ and it was written nearly two hundred years ago by Raven N. Brusly of Mastron. She inquired and discovered the book was in the Archives and called it up. 

The synopsis made it sound like it was a romance/fantasy fiction novel, for it claimed it was a story about a female Jedi Knight falling deeply in love with a common man. The era in question was the Stone Era, practically the very beginning of the Jedi religion before it had became the Jedi Order, and long before the establishment of the Jedi Code. Back then, it was a wild time for there were only Jedi Knights discovering the true extent of their powers and abilities, and the majority of those Force users were far from noble. It said little else; of course, that was the story’s selling point.
Angelleia checked the forward of the story and read it aloud. “’To my Great Father and to my Great Mother, for whom without I would not know the true meaning of love and therefore could never find the words to express it’.” Below the words was a strange marker that Angelleia found very familiar but couldn’t place where she had seen it: an eye with the top lid bisecting the lower lip on either side of the iris.

Instead of reading the story, or at least the part where the phrase was uttered, Angelleia did a general search on the author. She chose a biographic link and was shown a very incomplete file. Other than birth and death dates, her marriage to her husband and their subsequent death at the same time, and a one paragraph testimonial there was little to nothing about Raven Brusly except she was ‘a quiet, private woman that lived for dangerous risks of a sexual nature’. There was no photograph, no description what she looked like, and she had only written the one book. Interestingly enough, ‘Knight of the Old Code’ was the best selling book of all time until ‘A Knight Is Born’ by the Jedi Master Nadja Moranna had come out over fifty years ago. Another interesting note: Raven Brusly gave all her profits from day one of sales to an orphanage that was run by the E’oqerst religion; the planet the orphanage was on, and she found this oddly curious for reasons unknown, was on Naboo.
“Strange, why not on Mastron,” Angelleia mumbled. She went back to the Jedi Archive page and requested the part in the book that held the phrase. There were several instances of the use of the phrase ‘Knight of the Old Code’. She read one of them:
‘….It was at the moment that Sun Hoon could never go back. Her belly stretched, her pelvis smashed, her thighs weakened, and her child born; stretched soundly asleep in a crib of promise, built by her lost lover Calc. She had lost everything and gained a girl, too small to understand, too small to fight. Sun Hoon could not win. She was a prisoner now, held captive by love, interrogated by cries, subjugated by demands, made to worship what she could touch, feel, and kiss. Just as well she could no longer be a warrior, feel the power of life course through her, channel it as she will for her selfish gain of peace. The world frowned upon her kind, the Jedian, and demanded they flee or reduce themselves to mere mortals. Sun Hoon refused such a thing, and her banishment was complete with the swelling of her breasts and the caress of her belly. She would not deny the Daughter of Calc her place in the world.
“Me Daughter I shall care,” wept Sun Hoon proudly in the moon light of their joined lives. “Alone you shall seek a world that is not there, you will love nothing of a substance, you will discover a horror known as duty, you will be told to disarm yourself and allow society to determine your proper use. I say to you, my Soul, that neither shall we seek the dagger nor the dust, that I will show you to bare you, the Naked Soul, and dare the closed mind to judge. Their judgment will come to pass, but thee will not suffer to their conformity. Alone you are your strength, for you alone must live your own life…”’
Angelleia stopped and thought what Captain Polangio of their previously assigned transport ship had said; it was virtually the same thing as this book.

‘”…Yet I am the contradiction, for I must show thee the way. So I kiss you now, and I must kiss, and always bless you. I say to you all that will listen that govern the power of the known universe, this is my child, and I Bless thee this girl, thy Knight of the Old Code, for it is my Code, my Honor, and my Power, and let no Law or no Oath or No Code sway her. For She is the Dark that shades the injustice, the inpoverty, the malnourished, the bitten. Where all fails, my Soul saves all and slays many. She will be justice, and her justice will be swifter that all will ever know. I call her my Soul, for she is our Angel, for my God she is one!”’

“Wow, this is a romance novel?” Angelleia rubbed her eyes and was rather at a loss on what to do next. And Zesha’s scent reached her nose first before she sensed her Master’s approaching presence.

“Oh noes,” whispered Angelleia and she blanked the data pad. She then haphazardly read the notes on the terminal about spores; very easily her Master could quiz her on this stuff. She suddenly realized if she didn’t clear the cache Zesha could accidentally discover her deceit. She fiddled with the data pad…

The old fashion door opened and Zesha entered with a smile, “Angelleia, are you awake?”

Angelleia jumped in fear and physically crushed the data pad in her small hands, crumpling the metallic device and causing its attachment pieces to sail everywhere. The sharp glass did not penetrate her skin but it still poked her and made her drop everything. The whole scene had made her look so desperately guilty.

“Oh, I’m sorry!” laughed Zesha, proceeding in and grabbing what was left of the data pad. “I didn’t mean to startle you.”

“I’m sorry,” said Angelleia, trying to deflect.

“It’s my fault,” assured Zesha. She looked at the thing, did a double take, and noted, “My word, you might have a career in the recycling business. I know you didn’t do this with the Force, I can see your finger impressions.” She gave the lump to Angelleia. “Good grief, I hope there was nothing important on that.”

“No, there wasn’t Master,” said Angelleia quickly. She eyed it, and noted the memory cell was completely crushed. That was a good thing and a bad thing; Zesha could not access the data pad or the chip, bad because Angelleia could not research her findings further.

“No matter then.” Zesha took it from Angelleia and toss the crushed data pad in the refuse can next to the work desk. “I had to find you because we have orders.”
“Orders?” Angelleia set aside her act and her curiosities. The duo never had orders before, so this was very important.

“Yes, and it must be us because of my area of expertise on the matter,” said Zesha with some remorse. “We are going to an uncharted world called Zonloki, it’s in the Expansion Region, and it’s an unregistered Trade Federation toxins dump.”

“How do we know it belongs to the Trade Federation?” questioned Angelleia bluntly.

“Because I have been there, and I know it to be,” said Zesha. “It’s an unfortunate world, lost by the Senate. No civilization exists there, but it does not stop the Trade Federation from using it for illicit purposes. These chemicals are supposed to be catalogued and solar incinerated, but the Trade Federation uses Zonloki not just to dump the chemicals but store them for future use in war. Word has it that a Jedi weapons inspection team was close to discovering a stockpile of Fade on Cato Neimoidia, but it’s believed now that they moved it.”

Zesha crossed her arms and said thoughtful, “The Jedi Council is asking any Jedi with such experiences to check any known hidden locations for Fade. I know Zonloki like the back of my hand. Our orders are to locate it, identify it, and get the hell out of there and notify the inspection team. There are risks to this mission; the Trade Federation may now have an armed presence there.”
She put her hands on Angelleia’s strong shoulders and said, “I have the right of refusal as a Healer training a Healer. I would like you make this decision to go, if you feel you are up to it. You have the essential lightsaber skills I have shown you, and some skills that will help you run away in the event of trouble.”

“Let’s go,” said Angelleia with wide eyes.

Zesha was not finished. “I will protect you at all times, my young Padawan, but know there are risks in this mission that we cannot foresee and therefore cannot anticipate. Do not rush your answer; we have some time, but I must know before tomorrow.”
Angelleia said again, “Let’s go. I am ready. I know this is not a training mission. I know I will not be healing anyone. However I can help the galaxy I will do it, Master. I have the confidence of the Force, and it will be our ally.”

Smiling, Zesha said, “I do not fault your confidence anymore than your belief in the Force. Okay, we go. Grab your things.”
“Oh…now?”

“Yes, now,” said Zesha. “It’s a couple of hours away, and the sooner we get there, the sooner we search, the sooner we find it…”
“And so on and so forth,” said Angelleia with a nod. “Okay.” She went around her room and grabbed the things she would likely need along with her Healer’s pack that fit on the small of her back. “Will Captain Polangio be taking us?”
“Afraid not; this is just you and me and no other support,” said Zesha as she stopped Angelleia and looked her over, making she had everything. She checked the most important item of them: the lightsaber that dangled freely on her left side. “It’s charged, good.”

For a moment Angelleia rooted herself in place. She asked, “Just you and me?”

“I made that quite clear, didn’t I?” asked Zesha. She reminded her apprentice, “Sometimes, Angelleia, the person next to you is all you have, and sometimes there is only you. That is the likelihood of any Jedi, Knight or Healer. As you said, the Force is with us, and therefore we’re not truly alone. Now come on.”

Angelleia smiled and followed in the wake of Zesha’s footsteps. This was going to be a serious mission, her first of its kind. She put all other questions and knowledge to rest. This was something Angelleia had been waiting for, and wanted, and it meant she had passed another step closer to the end of her training.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 22.2
The Coruscant dawn took a while to eclipse even the shortest of buildings, but morning had been well on its way for four hours now. However, if one had paid attention they would have noted the buzz that began late last night, just after midnight local Coruscant Mean Time; the mean time all of the Republic goes by. On the overnight trading of the Bothan Stock Exchange, a new stock option labeled RTN appeared on the availability wire with an asking price of twenty-five credits a share. A minute later, media outlets through the galaxy announced that RTN was the surprised return of Rapier Technologies, Incorporated. It was no surprise, of course, to the Galactic HoloChannel, who was owned by the Lady Angelleia as well; they broadcasted an exclusive interview with Lady Angelleia, who used the time differences between Coruscant, Bothawui, and Naboo to start the selling in a preemptive strike of sort before the board meeting later.
By the time the sun poked a hole in through the blockers of buildings, RTN was trading at forty credits a share: net total profit of total shares bought at the starting price of well over two billion credits. When the rest of the markets in the galaxy opened, although Rapier Technologies was not on them, they opened with a surge of adrenaline not seen in fifteen years. Coruscant’s on board opened at two percent up from yesterday’s trade. The Trade Federation’s own down markets received an unexpected surge of credit infusion via lending from very suddenly rich people that had bought Rapier stock right when it hit the market; they were borrowing off of their new gains, some recklessly before they cashed them in. There was no table trading in any market yet, and there appeared there would not be.
It was nine in the morning Coruscant Mean Time when Chancellor Palpatine entered his office, said hello to everyone and his staff and they collectively retired to his chambers to watch all the economic vectors scream upward. Palpatine had to give Juna all the credit for the historic rise of value in trading; he couldn’t give it to the thousands of traders he had happened to notify before the midnight sale thanks to the tip Rose Faith had given him. Of course that was not all she gave him; he pulled out a handkerchief with a Rapier Clan Dynasty emblem on it and visibly played with it, hoping one of the out-of-the-loop subordinates took notice.
“So, how does this work again?” asked one of those non-Sithian employed; a young page.

One of the older staffers, and a Sith’s Hand by the name of Payson, explained, “Royal Nubian Time is twenty hours behind us relatively speaking; off the unified time calendar, it is just past thirteen hundred hours yesterday compared to our nine hundred hours right now. Normal players of stock and investment go by their local time.”

“It’s called predating,” said Palpatine. “By technicality Coruscant and Theed only share four hours of the same day. Anyways, Lady Angelleia had her authorization to sell order held until midnight our time, in sync with the Bothan Exchange time, to more or less be nearly a full day ahead of the Outer Markets. It gets her out ahead of our home world’s only treasury, and at the same time allows a bit of drag in the validation of borrowing; in short, the banks loan out the credits for purchases even though there is no proof of capital for another twenty hours.”
“But she scheduled the board of directors meeting later today….I mean later yesterday?” The young page was confused. “You know what I mean?”

“I do,” said Palpatine with a laugh, still toying with the handkerchief from time to time. “In truth, there is no such thing as a board of directors at Rapier Technologies. Juna owns ninety-nine percent of the company; well, less today I’m sure, since she’s selling off some of her ownership.” He couldn’t give too much away about how much she was selling off; not yet. “Anyways, where she owned ninety-nine percent, her distant blood relations owned the remaining one percent. The clan hierarchy is the board of directors, but the combined votes of the relatives cannot defeat Lady Angelleia’s one vote. Direct blood Rapiers have never owned more than fifty-five percent of the company until Bendian died; his wife Naressa kept her shares and give his to Juna to add to her birth shares set aside of her. When Naressa fled, those shares went to Lady Angelleia.”
“And then when the company collapsed she bought the outstanding shares, right?” asked the young page again.

“Most of them, yes; the relatives the rest,” said Palpatine. “Anyone else that had them was bought out by Lady Angelleia at higher than cost. It bankrupted her just as badly as it bankrupted the company.”
“Well this marks one hell of a comeback,” stated another page, a female. “Earlier this month she posted a billion dollars profit, and today she’s going to quadruple that.”

“Yes,” Palpatine said, trying to keep his enthusiasm up as the thought of Juna turning that whole fortune against him. It was not that she was going to have all that wealth; it was the fact that she would know exactly how to use it. As Queen Juna cut the taxes by half in every sector and dropped all spending by five percent, but increasing the military spending by fifty percent, and kept moving the expendable fortunes from sector to sector every day if she had to: the Royal Nubian States value tripled within the year on collected tax revenues alone. She was not some gambler on a rogue planet that won ten thousand credits and blew it on booze and companionship, or one of those poor-to-rich lucky ones that won the Scratcher jack pot out of Bothawui and spent and gave the credits away until they were either broke or barely survived on their own pleasures. Like both her parents, Juna did not invest in anything unless there was a return better than even. She had good press to ride on; the story of how she freed the hostages on Breslin were not the total truth; the story was she paid people to save her people. It meant she was a different CEO, that she would not pay ransoms and she would not write off her employees. Investors just as much as regular people gravitated to that; the Thorn Party plug in the story earlier that morning was not an accident.
“Well, if this keeps up, with her growing gravity, she may run for the Senate,” said the young female page.
“I think her fill of politics ends with the Thorns,” mused Palpatine. He was certain about that because of what Rose had told him, and in those long hours of conversation lasting in the wee hours of the morning every little thing was just as important as every large idea Juna had. All of it told him what he wanted to know: his Daughter was not going to run for a vacant seat in an institution that did not want her. She would make Onidas Grim look like a saint.
Another thought did occur to Palpatine, though, but it was one Rose had assured him was not going to happen. He mused, “She could be selling the company outright.” Everyone snapped their heads towards him in unison, and all conversation ceased. “True, by the looks of things she only released a minimal amount of her shares and she holds an apparent controlling interest in the company. Suppose, though, if the numbers are enough? We know she has no debt to herself or to the company. It has been a long and difficult fifteen year fight to get to this position. Perhaps, let’s say her magic number today is seventy-five a share, she sells her remaining stake to someone in family or outside of it? She could live her lifestyle twice while all of ours hundreds of times.”
“If she did that,” asked the female page, “would the price drop, though?”

“Not significantly,” assured Palpatine. “Markets would respond by dipping, but such things should happen. She gets out at seventy-five, it finishes at sixty by midnight; she’s still up no matter what she does.” He changed the crumpled up handkerchief from one hand to the other. “I know Juna; she may be rich, but she isn’t. She’s doing this for her employees, and she always does what’s best for them.”

The office main door opened and the Vice Chair of the Galactic Senate, Mas Amedda, entered with a data pad in hand. Palpatine saw him right away and ordered, “Okay, children, everyone out.” That got a laugh out of all that was there. “No more Holoprogramming for you. A couple more hours and you’ll be free to do what you want. Go on now.”

The room cleared out, and Palpatine dropped his façade; Mas Amedda knew he was just as Rose knew he was. “Report.”
The blue Chagrian male, who’s voice often quieted the entire Senate when it was in a row, quietly said, “I have checked the Jedi roster has ordered, Chancellor. I found one.” He handed the data pad over to his Master, the Dark Lord of the Sith in gentleman’s clothing.

Palpatine took the data pad and read it. It was the list that featured active – read alive – Jedi, the personnel files he was legally obligated to see, but the only ones any government official was allowed access to. He said to Mas Amedda, “And our quest to see the Blue Seed files.”

“Our lawyers have found no loop holes,” said Mas Amedda regrettably. “Unlike the other laws we can use against the Jedi, the amendment is reverse proof.”

“Tell them to keep trying,” ordered Palpatine. “One way or another, I want the Blue Seed.” He turned his attention back to the data pad and noted the ‘one’ his henchmen had found. He couldn’t help to smile at the absurdity: 

Knightshade, Angelleia 

Level: Padawan 

Rank: Healer Apprentice, Medical Warrant Officer 

Species: Vhinphyc 

Age: Fourteen, Two Months 

Status: Stand Down No Missions 

Master and Legal Guardian: Master Healer Zesha

Knightshade, Casper 

Level: Knight 

Rank: Behavioral Scientist, Colonel
Species: Human 

Age: Thirty-Five, Four Months

Status: Retired.
“Chancellor?” Mas Amedda dared questioned, taking note of his smile. Palpatine turned his attention towards him. “Are you well? You have a handkerchief in your possession.”
“Oh, this?” Palpatine showed his henchman the crafted cloth and the all important Rapier insignia. “I had a….guest last night. She stayed over, and well…” He pocketed the handkerchief. “Let’s just say she was the perfect woman: she did everything I told her to do.”

The disgusting leer on Mas Amedda’s face revealed his dirty mind. “Well played, sir.” He excused himself to allow the Chancellor to relish in his glories and prepare for the recess vote later in the day.
Palpatine smirked and said, “Yes, yes, now go spread my lie around like the useful idiot that you are. I truly need a little scandal in my life.” He had done nothing with the Dark Side slave, only talked to her for information and carefully crafted plans between him and her. Tempting her young flesh was, and willing her mind would have been upon his command, the Sith Master was no longer interested in the pleasures of the flesh. He had his turn with such fun and made a lot of mistakes along the way because of it. Love was for the blind and lust was for the weak; he could no longer afford it. And why spoil….
Palpatine stopped his relenting thought in its tracks. He pulled out the handkerchief, the symbol of his alleged ‘conquest’, and tossed it in the refuse. It had served its purpose, just as Naressa and Juna had. He wanted to think how Angelleia Knightshade would serve his purposes in the future, for such an abomination deserves such a special fate.
