CHAPTER 17.0
Ever the earlier riser without the need for an alarm clock Juna awoke quickly, staring up at the reflection of herself in the mirror that was the ceiling of the bedroom in the Chief Executive Suite in the Rapier Technologies Incorporated above ground complex. None of the rooms had changed since her Father had modernized the entire industrial complex when he had inherited the family fortune. There were sentimental reasons on her behalf not to change things she had inherited from the first man she had ever loved, but sometimes as she stared into the one-piece mirror high above herself and all too large bed she tried very hard not to think what his only motivation was to install such a narcissistic ceiling. 
No longer was she naïve to her Father’s extracurricular happiness, with her Mother or with other women, Juna still did not try to dwell on the specific details, only telling herself since her teen years that they were flaws, bad things, and other very short descriptive narratives. All she desired in memory of Bendian Rapier, twenty-six years dead by the hands of still very dead Magus Prophet, was those memories and other things that made him the man she called Papa. Even if Rapier Technologies was a plant, it was just one of the many things she had left of him to hold on to, with long enough emotional arms around it to hug.
Juna stared long in the mirror after she pulled back the blanket. Her bare body was now in the reflection, young and trim as ever, baring no signs of the scarring of child birth; just as her Mother before her. She was not adopting her Father’s vain habits; all she was doing was making sure she looked as much like her Mother did prior to her Dark Purity transformation. For years after she reached maturity people have said she looked like Naressa, and indeed once Naressa had passed herself off as Queen Angelleia through a serious of unintended mistakes. There were obvious things that set them apart, such as Naressa’s temperament, how she carried herself with light steps and being a stickler for proper feminine etiquette, and she spoke with a mature voice. 
As she has aged Juna had slowly found herself filling into her Mother’s shoes physically in more ways than she had thought dreamed when she was younger. Along with her importance in the galaxy and with her struggled acceptance of the Dark Side, Juna’s transformation into her Mother had almost been complete. After arriving on Naboo two days ago she took two imperative steps to complete the circle between mother and daughter; the purpose for it was imperative before she talked to any of the retired employees of Rapier Technologies about the Wettlespear later on today.

After reviewing the only archive images of Naressa Rapier anywhere on Naboo, the first step was to cut and style her long, thick beautiful brown hair, wear it as her Mother would have wore it at Juna’s current age. It was kept shoulder blade long, thick enough for the hair to move in the wind, and with just enough wave in it. There were no bangs, but the foundations of the trim kept the hair of the middle-part style brushed behind her ears and back behind the shoulders.
The second step was not as sore and painful to the touch as it was early yesterday morning after she received it. One of her Mother’s most iconic visuals that everyone talked about, Juna’s right hand touched her very own black rose tattoo located between her mammary mounds, over her heart. It was rather difficult to find a tattoo artist on Naboo nowadays, but the man was more than eager to do the job when he recognized her breasts before he recognized Juna; it occurred to Juna then what Weena Welchrest had meant years ago when she said she found Juna’s breasts hypnotic. 
Juna was satisfied with the tattoo art, feeling grateful she did not have to go full bore as her Mother did with her ink branding mark; as a gift to Bendian, Naressa’s tattoo continued on from the stem of the rose into a vine that purposely mapped out her erogenous zones and continued downward for part unknown except to those who had authorized access. With that thought even now in her mind, Juna crossed her legs closed. Her Mother was far tougher than she ever was. Having experienced giving birth and prior to that major multiple battle injuries that would traumatize any artificial as well as living surgical physician, Juna wanted to keep her pain experiences for the rest of her life to a minimum. In any event, Juna was just as happy with the recreation, and not the exact copy, of the tattoo; to go further was for the sake of intimacy for herself to share with someone else. She understood the purposeful intentions of her Mother’s body-flesh sacrifice to her Father; people did other things for people out of love all the time, as Juna herself knew all too well.
Since Enothchild, there was no other man in her life, nor did Juna lust for another. Apparently she was the last old fashion woman on Naboo just based on how her unmarried associates acted like morons sometimes around men; she saw some fresh examples of that at the latest Thorn Party gathering, and it did not matter the age or marital status of the guilty. As a girl, Juna had read in the Grand Library of Rapier Manor a pretty sonnet entitled ‘The Wine Flask’ about a girl only having two intimate male loves in their life: her father and the man who would become their mate for life, for the true feminine heart had only enough room for such love. As the title implied, Juna’s love was wine; her heart the flask that held it. The use of the adjective ‘intimate’ could be misconstrued, but it was meant to apply how much of an emotional investment a girl and then woman made with her heart; the rest of her love, as the sonnet went, was for her mother and for her children. 
After reading that sonnet, little three-year-old Juna was so touched by it she lived by it ever since. Appropriate given how she lost both the men she had invested her heart and soul to so tragically. It was not meant to be an offense to the memory of the other men in her life such as Casper Knightshade and Ric Olie, and the late Les Archer and the late Dizzy Arnes, they were good friends, dear friends she would have died for, but the sonnet was correct: her heart connected strongly to Bendian Rapier, and to Enothchild Sarch, and to no other. The power of love was indeed a power, and it was so for it could create and destroy. Such power – combing mind, body, heart and soul -- was not meant to be passed about like a real wine flask where everyone in sight could take a swig. 
For any male with high hopes and prayers there was sad news to be read: Juna Belladonna Rapier Angelleia the First’s flask was closed. She overlooked lust gratification easily by thinking about what she did have with Enothchild and the positive results of it over the years. She had new desires now and they were quite clear to her: destroy the Sith and save her Gessa.
Instead of hitting the shower first after rising from bed, Juna did what she always did since her days as Queen of Naboo and went to a hot terminal to check on messages. Her message box, empty to only a few dozen messages a week during the Lean Years, was back to the ten thousand to twenty thousand messages a day – at special times even a million – she and the company got during her Mother’s time of control. The few constants outside of friends, good friends, and very close friends, were Juna’s distant relations – distant in both blood and where they lived. And there, at the top, were several messages sent to company by one of those distant relatives Canus Rapier Biggio the Fifth out of Theed, demanding once again to know why Juna was calling a board meeting and press conference on the same day, nearly two days from now, and demanding to know everything before everyone else; Juna deleted those messages with a simple key stroke. She ignored the other messages as she scrolled through both the corporate and her private account. 
Finished, and satisfied no mistake had been made, Juna switched to a server, a network, and an account address off of every grid in the Rapier Core Network, the HoloNet, and the Republic. There was a message, one she had been waiting for every since she made it clear to the sender her intentions about going to war with the Sith. Although this private set up was even secret from Rose, the heavily encrypted message was written in vague terminology that only the two in contact could understand.
The message read:

Darjeeling,

Bug reclassified Sherwood; outbreak worse than thought. DNA re-encoding works. Suspicious white cells in slide. Liver spots are showing, therefore agree with your declaration of war. Advise and consent.
Yours, Lemon Honey.

P.M.S. – Lots of squawk about bad food from the same chief out here. 
Juna deleted the message and thought about it for a while. The apparent Sith Noss Phetter was looking more and more like a great Sith Lord with the new information. It seemed that Project Wettlespear was not the only thing the former Rapier Technologies’ employee took with him as severance pay. Unfortunately, Phetter had done his homework and made sure his Sherwood had populated server systems not dedicated to outside line access; otherwise all Juna had to do was slice into the systems and repair them off site. 
Like Phetter, Juna’s resources had to go site-to-site, and she doubted she could fix them all; even after the Great Contraction in the Republic Senate, people had a tendency to think the number of inhabited worlds were reflected in the number of seats in the Senate, which was woefully inaccurate to the extreme by a marginal galactic average of ninety-three worlds to one Senate System representative; the Royal Nubian States alone were over a thousand world colonies strong; the Trade Federation at large had over fifteen thousand systems. This meant Phetter had a lot of help and as the message indicated that help was hanging around, tracking Juna’s changes. 

If things were different, Juna would have pulled the plug on the operation. It was war, however, and strategy dictated that the pressure not just continue but increase. The Sith were rigging elections; Juna was slowly exposing the rigging by leaving the rigging in but correcting the math. At some point the Sith were either going to take exception to the fixes being fixed, or they were going to pull stakes and kill the idea. Given the quiet nature of their monitored sabotage, Juna figured a little of both was going to occur when she applied more pressure.
Juna brought up a type screen and prepared the following message:

Raisinette,

Step on the gas. Take necessary measures to make stops. Make turns if you must. Keep me advised of your travels.

Love, Gobber

P.M.S – I’ve become my Mother’s worst nightmare.

The postscript she wrote was too true. For years Naressa had struggled with her Darkness, rejecting as long as she could until it made her physical weak. She embraced it when Juna had been captured by the Vhinech on Vhanba, and from then on struggled to maintain her goodness while using the Dark Side to combat and defeat the evil in their lives. It was all about accepting the fact of who she was. Juna had done the same, accepting the fact she was a Sith, that she was the Dark Hope in prophecy, and she had learned to live as she should. Ever since she declared war on the Sith two days ago Juna had never felt this comfortable and relaxed with herself and the Dark Side of the Force in years.
Juna sent the message and terminated the connection to the exclusive server. She accessed her own account again and brought up an encrypted all type screen which featured key message addresses to the hierarchy of the Thorn Party. She typed up:

Dear Thorns,

I am writing to inform you that Balduraan, Fonor, Breen, Foggash, Fogmash, Cript, Redenalli, Settir V, Settir VI, Settir Prime, and Settir Alpha are the latest systems to fall prey to the pestilence that plagued our elections four years ago. The cause of the pestilence is still under investigation. Steps were taken to correct the problem on the mentioned worlds, but we need to mobilize right now for the rest of them for this is too big for us to correct on our own. I suggest appealing, asking, and begging to get their attentions. I will contact Weena and have several stories started on it. Please, let’s all be careful; I fear more than a political reprisal if we are successful.
For Naboo, 
Juna Belladonna Rapier Angelleia.

The message sent, Juna closed the message accounts and proceed for her shower. Although Force meditation had helped her gain insight in the past she found a hot bath or a warm shower just as effective. The water hit her with face and body with heat, and she scrubbed away, and then she stood there to rinse the suds and her doubts away. A clean body for a clear mind: there was no doubt the link between the two.
Lemon Honey’s post script came into Juna’s mental focus. She had mentioned the Wettlespear finding nearly two weeks ago; no trace of it on any black market. As the post script claimed, apparently the Wettlespear was being used for rather strategically benign, though still terribly tragic, yet unknown real reasons; to date, Juna knew it was used at least once, maybe twice, according to one of Weena’s sources in the Justice Department. If Phetter had the weapon, and Juna still believed he did, she couldn’t figure out why the Sith was so nonchalant with it. She assumed many possibilities, one of which that he was taunting her by using it so arrogantly on apparently Forceless people. She tried to use the Force to perhaps locate the Wettlespear, but Juna was denied its location every time. Juna had a very limited ability to sense the whereabouts of non-living items, but as she found it out it had to be an item she had touched. Unlike the hostages as well, the Wettlespear was not a part of the Living Force. And Noss Phetter apparently knew that thinking about Juna too much alerted her to where he was in the Universal Force.
If Juna had learned anything from having fought master strategists Magus Prophet and Darth Rune, it was that Dark Side evil never settled for the one and only outcome that the good guys always strived for. Right from the very beginning Prophet was underestimated by the very Vhinphyc that had created him, by Jurivicious Pern who had taught him to use the Force, and by the Republic at large for being just another brutal, militarily simple, animalistic upstart. Prophet was indeed all those things, but he had a very brilliant mind to go with a virtually indestructible body, and thus his strategy was based on the philosophy of losing a little battle to gain a lot of information, and then using said information to enable attacks that gained a predictable response; in short, Cause and Effect. 
Eventually in one of those predictable responses, Prophet would seize the advantage; it worked on Juna so beautifully, enabling Prophet to capture her for his own uses and finding the location of his fellow Vhinech that no longer wanted to fight so he could kill them. Darth Rune’s strategy was a combination of patience, spontaneity, pure psychological warfare and using the advantages of her enemies against them. As a dead spirit, Rune had almost fifty years to slowly initiate her plans, and thus every part of it had more projected outcomes than her victims could think of. As a spirit directly tied into Naressa and Juna’s heritages directly, Rune had easily manipulated them in one form or another psychologically; to Naressa, who was raised never to embrace her Sith Maiden heritage by her father, Rune used such a fear to make Naressa go to extremes to subvert any fascination of the Force Juna may have had, which in turn kept Juna weak for years; to Juna, Rune had presented herself as an option against Magus Prophet even after Juna had discovered Rune’s intentions in her past, but only after Rune had presented herself as an alternative to Naressa after Juna had discovered her Mother’s and Enothchild’s secret one night love affair. 

Thus, Juna accepted the fact now that the Sith was going to have a plan where the outcome was going to favor them in some way unless she found and stop the Sith first. If total victory could not be had, Juna had to determine what victories were acceptable or what victories she would let the Sith have. Contrary to popular belief wars were not won in a day, they were not won in one battle, and they were not over because those involved just decided to stop fighting, and elected leaders and generals and the personnel on the ground and in the air had to make tough decisions knowing almost every outcome to them, for good and for bad; without total victory, they had to decide which medicine was the easiest to swallow in whatever victory can be had, stalemate, and defeat. If ending the Sith threat meant having the rigged elections go forward then so be it; if stopping the election fraud forced the Sith’s hand to reveal themselves then it was a risk worth taking.
A lot of ifs, but Juna was used to it. She was no slouch in planning either; Breslin was not her only testament to that fact. In fact Juna felt the Sith, by using the Wettlespear and by rigging elections and by taking her people hostage, were trying to play against her strength of counter-response. She remembered that first day of self-defense training under Muriel Thahada when she was five when she was told by her to have a plan to kill everyone she met. The point of that was not to go and murder anyone, but to react accordingly to how someone acted to her: presents a friendly hand, then shake it; bows to you, bow back but with head up; smiled at, smile wider; yells at you with foolishness, yell back with intelligence; comes at you with a vibroblade, make sure you use that weapon on them; their blaster set to stun, set yours to kill. The other point to it was to gain advantage by creating an advantage with whatever an opponent gave her. Juna therefore had to understand the Sith outcomes, respond to them, and give them their outcome that she wants them to have. 
Finished showering, Juna had several dozen ideas on over a dozen possibilities in her mind. She just had to work on them one at a time. As she eyed herself in the mirror of her bedroom and seeing some of Naressa Rapier staring back at her, she began to lay the foundations down that would make the transformation into Naressa Rapier, at least physically, a little more complete. The first meeting was in four hours, and she was going to use every minute of that in preparation.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 17.1

Over the course of the day, the meetings in the Old Office on the top floor of the Rapier Technologies central building were as yet beneficial to Juna. Dutiful Rose, showing the invited in, offering them refreshment, escorting them out, and in between listening in from another room while in front of a terminal ready to react on a moments notice, showed none of the signs of disappointment Juna was slowly showing. The best and the brightest minds of the glory days of Rapier Technologies past showed no hint of knowing what Wettlespear was, or even what the name meant. A few had some suggestions what it could have been or where to look in the Archives, but Juna had already been down those avenues. It had been a long day, and one of her last hopes was due to come in momentarily: Gosten Crisiol.

Just after Bendian and Naressa had gotten married and she was given the duties to run Rapier Technologies while he was in the Senate, Juna’s Mother had immediately plucked the back then-twenty-four year old Gosten from college graduated unemployed obscurity; she had met him when she had worked has a night librarian at the Royal Nubian Library and knew of his startling potential. Though brilliant, Gosten was born without eardrums; even with technology a lack of natural senses made him a liability in every laboratory that wanted to hire him, even when he had uncovered the mystery of the channel-switching magnetic properties of carbon, going so far as to create artificial carbon with the same effects. Naressa ignored the hearing problem, hired Gosten, put him in the High Security and Defense Technology Division of Rapier Tech and its offshoot company Rapier R.D.S., and let Gosten create the most unrealistic and highly improbable ideas that both Naressa and Gosten had came up with into reality.
Gosten Crisiol became the highest paid and most important person in Rapier Technologies next to Bendian, Naressa, and eventually Juna thanks in large to his mind and his work. His carbon experiments had integrated themselves with Naressa’s vision and polymorphic carbonite composite, Saberhide, was born. With Bendian they created security devices and together invented both the nanotechnological wonders MOLES and MITES. Gosten teamed up with Juna and several spatial dynamic researchers and created the ultra-hyperdrive system dubbed the Shadow Ring, which used the normally deadly hyperspace gravity shadows as a means of propulsion. In Juna’s mind, and heart and hope, if there was anyone that could have figured out how to make paraphasic weapons work, or knew how they could work, the man ready to enter her office would know.
When Gosten was shown in by Rose, Juna was not surprised to see how he was.

Gosten still sported a half halo device that fitted around the back of his head, starting and ending at the ears; it transferred sound into pulses that the implants in his brain could translate and induced into the brain itself for interpretation; looking like a cyborg had been another unfortunate strike against him in seeking employment in the past. He was, of course, old and his dedication to hard work had aged him a little above the norm, but it allowed him to be rich and to live comfortably since leaving Rapier Technologies shortly after Juna fully took over the company; that in on itself was a blow to Juna when she had to file for bankruptcy, as brilliantly willful as he was, he was too old to fight a Rapier Tech rebirth. Gotsen, like all the other old employees, acted surprised for a few seconds when they saw Juna and had to take a moment to understand what, or that is who, they were seeing.
Along with the hair cut and style and the revealing black rose tattoo, Juna opted to wear a dress her Mother had worn in the past the old employees remembered seeing her in, and she also speak to them in a vocal tone and in the demeanor similar to her Mother. The choice of the office was just as planned as well, and Juna went as far as securing the same look it had in the past as well, since her Mother had changed the office many times after Bendian’s death. She was using a psychological remembering technique known as familiarization, a technique often used in revealing oppressed memories or old memories from forgotten childhoods. As people grow older, memories are stored in order of importance and immediate use; unused memories are not deleted from the mind, they are just stored elsewhere and out of the realm of conscious thought. A smell, a visual, or other stimuli can suddenly bring those memories back into the conscious; a combination of sensory input can even give the vague memory a lot more clarity as it gives it shape, focus, and meaning. 
For a powerful mind like Gosten, it would be hard to forget such important work like Wettlespear, but Juna went this route anyways for good reason. When important people left Rapier Technologies when she had to let them go, Juna used the Force to cap their knowledge of classified Rapier work product in order to prevent them from being hired by someone else, or paid by someone else, to reveal Rapier secrets. It dawned on her that her Mother had undoubtedly did the same thing when she ran the company because during Naressa’s time as a Rapier nothing from Rapier Technologies and it subsidiaries had ever been leaked out, sold out, or stolen. Thus, in the event Wettlespear had been worked on by anyone, and then abandoned or something else entirely, it was possible her Mother had put a suggestion at the very least to forget the important work. Juna looking and acting like her Mother made the others and Gosten think back to those times in the past, leaving his mind open and memories accessible for them, or eventually for Juna.
“Gosten,” said Juna merrily, smiling and extending a hand to him like her Mother would. He brightened after spending those few seconds having his mind figure out what his eyes and ears were telling him. He took the hand and shook it.

In that time of hand shaking, Juna used her inherited ability to read Gosten’s mind and memories through her Force asilamorphic ability of psychometrics. With the Force and a touch, Juna and the Sith Maidens before her could read a person’s mind or an object’s history and sometimes see the future. She could also track an entity after touching them only once. Juna had to be careful with the contact, however; prolonged use caused her to drain the Force from a living entity, drawing their knowledge, their abilities, and eventually their life.
What Juna saw in that brief handshake was quite a bit, but she needed time to sort through it all by herself. On the other hand, as with the others, all she had to do was ask her guest some questions and have the knowledge show itself in her mind now and not just there mind. She continued, “It has been a while.”
“Lady Angelleia,” he said with a smile, momentarily considering his hand, and then going back to looking at her. “I must say I wish I was thirty years younger.”

“Always bold, Gosten, that’s what I like about you,” said Juna, putting herself in the response instead of her Mother. “Please, have a seat. I do not want to take up anymore of your time. And please, do call me Juna.”

Gosten blinked in uncertainty, and then said friendly, “Sure. And don’t worry about my time too much. I’m trying to show our new friends, the Gungans, how carbon is our friend. I think they need a break to let their brains wrap around the idea.”
“Oh, do say,” said Juna with excited expression. “A new business venture?”

“Nah, something for me to do to pass the time between counting stacks of credits,” mused Gosten. “Those Gungans are a lot smarter than people think.”
“Don’t I know it?”

“I’m sure you do, but all this time, under their homes, they had a large carbon-diamond shale deposit holding the whole thing up. They could use some of it that stuff to better their underwater craft.” Gosten just shrugged his shoulders. “It’s just as natural as the water they swim in I explained to them. They’re getting the gist of it.”

“That’s good, let me know how that goes,” said Juna. “I have a few Gungans employed now in the company and I think they would be better off as relations people and experts if their world expands further into ours. But that’s neither here or there. I called you and others like you here because I have a bit of problem on my hands and I need some bright minds to help.”

“I maybe retired,” said Gosten, “but on occasion I like to help the butter the buttered my bread for years.” He then made a face. “Or something like that: language structure was a bad subject for me.”
Juna just smirked like her Mother did and nodded. She continued onward. “A couple of weeks ago I ran into an old file in the Archives while in the process of reorganizing the files and came across several empty files coined Wettlespear. Do you know anything about a Project Wettlespear?”

Gosten let his eyes narrow and mused, “A Project Wettlespear?”
Juna suddenly could see in her own mind, finally, something about Project Wettlespear. What she saw did not quite make sense: massive amounts of subject matter filled her conscious all at once. It was making little sense at the moment, and she wondered privately now if her Mother did put some kind of memory cap on him that caused such jumbled information. Maybe her Mother feared that she would learn of it.
“You mean Project Korriban: what a time that was!” Gosten slapped a hand on his knee. “Which part do you want to talk about?”

Confused, the word ‘Korriban’ struck Juna and moved her into an off-guard position. She knew that word from somewhere; she knew it meant ‘Lavished Land’. And her heart wished to see this Korriban upon hearing the name. Korriban replaced all the images in her head, and she saw a world by that name, filled with the beauty and the mystery of the Dark Side of the Force. She knew she had ancestors honored and buried there. Someday, she had to go there.

Remembering the here and now, Juna asked, “Project Korriban? What do you mean which part?”
“Well, Project Korriban was a multi-development project,” said Gosten. “I remember it all, and all the stuff we did, MAN, you should have been there all the stuff each department did back then. Then again, you’ve seen some of it in action.”
“Really?”

“Yeah: the Saberhide project, the original MITES, the transceiver inducement experiment, that heat-signature toy projector; those were part of Project Korriban.” Gosten crossed his arms in front of him and proudly said, “And yeah, Wettlespear was a part of that too. There were a hundred different things going on back then; I don’t know all of them, but there were a lot.”

“Tell me more; Korriban is new to me just as Wettlespear is,” said Juna, trying to stay in character but Gosten’s eager forthcoming with such new information was unsettling.

“Wettlespear was not my department, believe it or not,” said Gosten. “In fact, no Nubian worked on it.”
“No Nubians?”

“None; get this, all Neimoidians. Seriously!” Juna had cocked an eyebrow like her Mother would have done at such news. “At one time, we employed Neimoidians. Eh…by the way, did I ever thank you for letting me and my family know the Trade Federation was coming?”

Juna smiled and said, “You just did.”

Gosten smiled back and repeated, “Thank you. I knew of too many people that didn’t make it, and I know you warned them. Again, thank you, from me and all my family and relatives.”
“Then please return the favor; tell me more what you know,” said Juna in typical Naressa fashion.

“Let’s see, picture it if you can,” said Gosten – if he only knew the irony of his statement. “This was back when your father was Senator and he had a good relationship with a group of Neimoidians. There names….were…..oh…..”

The names came to Juna, both in her own memories and the memories she had gleamed from Gosten. “Edwaru Kurr and Hidu Bog.”

“Right, Kurr and Bog. Mostly Bog, though,” said Gotsen with certainty. “Anyways these guys were tight with your parents. Bog met Bendian on Coruscant first, I think, when Bog’s father was Senator of the Trade Federation. I met Bog a few times when he had a pep talk with his people here, Rapier Neimoidians Bog called them.

“Well, before that, your parents used to have Bog and Kurr and that bastard Nute Gunray at Rapier Manor for those various formals and balls and such I was never crazy about attending. Your mother always excused me, but I never said no I owed her too much. Anyways, Bog wasn’t like the other Neimoidians. He actually seemed smart and sure of himself. The way he put it, he said it ran in his family.”
Gosten sighed a little and continued. “Anyways, I would say a year after I was hired your mother came to us and explained to us a new covert military/defensive venture was going to be put into play and my department was going to head a portion of it. She dubbed it Project Korriban, and before I knew it we were sharing lab space with Neimoidians, Wookiees-.“

“Wookiees?” asked Juna.

“Oh yeah, it wasn’t just Nubians and Neimoidians, there was Wookiees, Rodians, Kaminoans, Genoshians, Bothans, a bunch of different worlds involved,” he continued. “But the Nubians were the only Humans on the project, and every last one of us and them were Rapier personnel.”

“Military,” wondered Juna. That was nothing new for Rapier Technologies; it was into anything technological; warfare was no longer fought with rocks and sticks. “For what purposes, whose purposes?”
Gosten sighed a little and said, “To be honest with you, I’m not too certain but….if I had to guess, because the Neimoidians mentioned it over and again, they kept saying stuff like ‘Vhinphyc killer’ or ‘Vhanba annihilation certainty’. To be honest with you again, Juna, when I saw you bring your Vhinphyc friend into the plant I nearly shit myself. I thought we were preparing to go to war with Vhanba, that is until someone told me Vhanba had been destroyed by that time.”

On hearing every word, Juna slowly sat higher in her chair and let her mouth slowly hang open. Those instances appeared in her mind, and she therefore believed Gosten’s suspicions weren’t just guesses; they were fact! This information really chilled her to the bone!
Juna asked nearly out of breath, “With Vhanba? Who funded this?”

Gosten shrugged his shoulders and said, “Way I heard it from accounting, the Republic did. Under GRS 4 something, something.”

“Galactic Republic Senate 45293482039202, the Republic Data Revival, Restitution, and Modernization Amendment,” said Juna, looking off in the unseen distance as things all the sudden fell into place with a rather loud crash. 
Then Senator Bendian Rapier had written the law that gave his company the right to be the only supplier of federal government digital equipment, from computers to software to equipment, and be the only ones to maintain it. What was unknown to everyone else for decades was that Naressa Rapier had used GRS 45293482039202 to insert a stealth slicer program that allowed her to access, control, and even cease to function any Rapier brand product; for years she used to spy, to gather information, and even cover up her own past to hide her Sithian heritage and to protect herself from the Sith. The same program was used by Darth Rune – again turning her foe’s advantage against them – to cause the Republic Shut Down and manipulate data for other gains. Once the Republic discovered that only Rapier Tech products had shut down, Juna – who had never knew of the program’s existence until it was too late – negotiated a buyout with the Republic for a single credit; her Father had written a very, very stiff and enforceable penalty for any form of termination of the amendment.
Long thought a memory of the past, GRS 45293482039202 had returned in more way than just the one Juna was hearing about right now from Gosten. She said, “Am I right?”
“I think so; the Wookiees claimed it was too, anyways,” said Gosten.

“And this was just as my Father was in his third year as Senator?” asked Juna. “That was the year Wookiees regained their seat in the Senate.”
“Yeah, and just after my first year working here.” Gosten nodded. “Anyways, we were all here, doing the job, doing it very well, getting paid pretty good too. It was tricky because it had to look like we were creating domesticated stuff because of some laws in the books, here on Naboo and in the Republic. I wasn’t crazy about breaking the law, but half the stuff on the books kills innovations beyond the thought stage.”
“The Republic authorized this, paid for this through the amendment, but they did not change the law?”

“The pay thing, again, I don’t know for sure. But yeah, as far as we knew the Republic was letting this go on even with the laws in place. We just couldn’t trust the other workers in Rapier Tech. And…I think Bendian and Naressa didn’t trust the others in Project Korriban either.”
Juna said aloud, “The Vhinphyc were keeping tabs on the Republic constantly I learned many years before, monitoring it for policy changes not just in military exercises.” She then peered at Gosten and asked, “The granulated black stone that was poured above, around, and pumped under the plant. When was that done, around this time?”
“Oh that was Hijarna stone, from Hijarna, in the Inner Rim. Your mother’s idea, very resilient stuff, and sensor proof to boot; with its carbon properties I added it to my poly-carbonite composite to make Saberhide immune to sensors.” Gosten made a face. “It was poured to shield the central complex. If it wasn’t for this building, no one would know the factory was here.”
So much to process at this point, but Juna continued to plug away. “So you disguised your work from everyone else?”
“As good as your parents took care of folks, Nubians and the others, there just was no guarantee that someone would either get a conscious, or double cross the others. As for me, it wasn’t about the money: your parents gave me the chance that those snobs wouldn’t. I owed them, and you, more than they gave me. I can keep my mouth shut. But, there were others; too many wandering eyes, but that was the problem with Project Korriban. You have a room full of your competitors, creating their unique stuff right next to you: you are going to want to look, out of curiosity and profit gain. Long run, we got a lot done over the years. Finally, just like that, it was broken up.”

With some thought, Juna hazard a guess. “When my Father quit the Senate.”

Gosten nodded his head slowly. “Your father bought the others out of their inventions. However, I remember clearly that Bog wanted Wettlespear really bad and he wasn’t going to sell it to Bendian. He explained to Bog that it was Rapier components, materials, time, and employees.” Gosten raised a finger “Remember, your father paid those Neimoidians to work on their own device. Because he paid for it, he claimed work product on them, and therefore under law the Neimoidians couldn’t work on something that belonged to Rapier R.D.S. Your mother got in a dozy of an argument with Bog just before you were born, I mean maybe days before you were born. She gave Bog a choice then: take the Wettlespear, or take the Rapier Neimoidians? I think he took the Wettlespear because, according to the researchers, they got it to work..”
Juna sat quietly for a moment in contemplation. She asked, “Whatever did happen to the others, all the others, do you really know for sure?”

“We were cloak and vibroblade throughout the thing,” said Gosten. “I used my real name, but I couldn’t tell if anyone outside us Nubians were telling the truth who they were.”
“And the Rapier Neimoidians?”

Gosten tossed his hands in the air. “Last I heard they went home. I mean, Bog gets the Wettlespear he’s eventually going to get the Neimoidians who worked on it. And what’s Nubian and Republic law in the Trade Federation anyways?” Gosten but then smiled and said, “But you must remember how your mother works these things. The Rapier Neimoidians assured Bog their project worked. I don’t think it did.”
“Are you sure?”

“Quite sure. Look, unlike your father, no disrespect” Juna held up her hands to ease his worries, “your mother never let an investment walk. That is why she took the Project Wettlespear files off the shared mainframe and replaced them with prior works.”
Juna’s eyes grew large, and in Juna fashion she said, “How do you know that!”

“She used my computer,” said Gosten. “It was simple for her really: she took the last known files on it, and with the help from our Neimoidians she put another file in its place and saved it as the original. Hidu Bog gets the freshly changed origin file, the prototype that does not work, and as far as I known none of the Rapier Neimoidians that worked on it and claimed they got it to work.” He chuckled a little bit and shook his head.
“What’s so funny?” asked Juna.

“I remember that,” began Gosten, “because your mother afterwards kind of looked at me, and she like waved her hand in front of me and said ‘you don’t know what’s going on’. So I repeated what she said, but I changed it to ‘I don’t know what’s going on’. And she did the hand wave thing again and added ‘I was never here’, and so I just played along and said ‘you were never here’.”

Gosten laughed again and pointed at Juna. “You just had to be there. I don’t know what she was doing, but it was funny and I thought what the hell, I’ll play along; I’m getting paid for it. She also told me not to bring up Project Korriban ever again, so when we introduced Saberhide to the Board of Directors, I just said it was a standard Rapier Technology invention.”
At this point Juna was rather flabbergasted. She gestured with her hand from right to left, fingers out, palm slightly up. “So….she did this?” He nodded with a smile. “And you just went along with it?”

“I guess it was her own, unique, maybe sexy way of telling me to keep my mouth shut,” said Gosten with a shoulder shrug. “I was young and smart about science, but very stupid when it comes to the opposite sex. Look, as I said, I’m a loyal employee: I can short out my speaker box.”
Juna nodded in bewildered understanding. “So Saberhide wasn’t for the Order of Guardians originally?”

“No; I started working on magnetically charged artificial carbon at seventeen,” said Gosten. “But I didn’t have the breakthroughs in polymorphic carbonite until I came here and Naressa had offered her ideas on it. When Project Korriban fell apart, the first breakthrough in the self-inducing magnetosphere was achieved.” He said suddenly in memory, “The leap year.” He then pointed at Juna. “Your leap year.”
“Sorry?”

“Project Korriban officially ended on your birthday, on one of the last Republic leap years for Coruscant time correction: the tenth month, the thirty-first day: the Senate debated long and hard and nearly missed the whole year because they talked for too long: so the quick and dirty compromise was, about a week before you were born, was to add an extra day to the tenth month.”
“But the Saberhide?”

“Yeah, the armor: it was personnel body armor: your mother said the weapons the wearer would be facing were highly powerful, so she wanted something that could stop the coherent energy of a lightsaber. I developed the common design, but spent the next four to five years with your mother coming up with the transformation matrix in the compound and developing the software for computer control.”

Juna sat back as much as she could in the chair and asked, “And the other inventions?”
“Like I said your father bought them. He improved them actually, or totally changed them. The MITES were meant for the battlefield, Juna: there were nanoscopic terrorists, programmed to go into a target and cause anything from strokes to pure brain damage, and then there were the medic versions designed to treat and heal. As far as I understand it now, if this was a gearing up for a war with the Vhinphycs, that race was very tough to put down with a standard blaster. We had to be non-conventional in every aspect of every development. They wanted nothing that had an original base to it: all of it starting from scratch.
“It was your father’s idea originally, he had someone else work on it, they never got the war part of it to work, they sold it to him, he totally redesigned them and they became the sensor system of this place and Rapier Manor. He thought a lot of this stuff up, but in other areas he needed help and he eventually improved on the basic concept. These were largely his innovations still.”
Juna nodded, but that was not worried her as she thought about the information more. She said, “When my Mother worked on your computer to change that Neimoidian file, did you read any of it?”

“Sorry, it was in Neimoidian,” said Gosten.

Juna tried to picture the scene in her head and did not have enough to see it. “So no idea what Wettlespear was?”

Gosten thought for a while and then inhaled and exhaled, “Bog made a joke once in the laboratory work space. He called it the death ray, like it was out of some science fiction serial on the HoloNet.”

Hiding her disappointment in that statement, and in the fact Gosten told her everything he truly knew, Juna had to ask, “Project Korriban was saved on the company server during this time. But I have not found any file with that name on it; only Wettlespear blanks. Any suggestions, I’ve tried everything?”

Gosten shook his head and said, “And I know you are no slouch on computers. As….far as I can recall, no one actually knew how or where the files were saved.” His eyes flashed with worry. “Oh no, you don’t suppose they were in Rapier Manor somewhere! I mean why would the Trade Federation steal your home!”
“I purged every core in my family’s digital sphere,” assured Juna, “and I had the home searched very thoroughly after my Mother went on the run. I found no secret sources…”

It dawned on Juna like a star going supernova; she recalled her Mother’s room, where her long time private computer terminal was. For years and years, Naressa’s central working and spying apparatus through her slicer program had existed there, gathering and storing information, monitoring every threat against the company. Before Naressa had disappeared for good, she had stopped at Rapier Manor to gather things; one of those things, Muriel would tell Juna later on, was the central memory storage chips of her personal computer.
“No, perhaps you’re right,” said Juna to reverse herself. She said, “The others in your department had passed away over the years.”
“Yes,” said Gosten. “Project Nefarious: that was us. I’m the last of them.”

As the name Nefarious caused her to phase out again as it did with Korriban, Juna’s eyes caught the terminal screen turned towards, and away from Gosten, to where Rose could quickly communicate with Juna while in conversation with her appointments. Rose sent a message: No Neimoidians on Rapier payroll currently - none drawing from pension plan. Juna had already figured that was a dead end: something like this secret project was not going to have everyone on the company retirement plan.
“Strange question to ask, but who named this project and the subprojects?”

Gosten just shrugged his shoulders and said, “Your mother did.”

“Korriban, Wettlespear, Nefarious….”

“And Tudan, Katlas, Phanix, Harku, Atres, Rax, Pamora, eh……Demise Luminary….and that’s all I can recall. There was more, though, so much more.”
Juna nodded in understanding and said, “Well, you have given me a lot of information to think about, Gosten. But…one more thing: no one had ever approached you, or asked you about this before today?” Gosten craned his head a bit. “I mean you’ve kept this to yourself for a long time. I just wonder why you haven’t mentioned this to me before. Don’t get me wrong…”

Gosten smiled and held up a hand. “Don’t worry, Juna, I’m not offended at all. I can understand this, really I do. But short answer: you and nobody else asked. I just assumed you knew about this when you got older, you know, after inheriting the company. However by the sounds of it either your mother hid that information or deleted it entirely, or it was destroyed when Rapier Manor was attacked, what, over twenty-odd years ago?” Juna nodded; it was when Magus Prophet and Jurivicious Pern had come for her; Naressa had used the Dark Side to destroy Pern, but had unleashed so much power it brought the mansion down all around them. “I hate to think the Trade Federation got their hands on the stuff by stealing the mansion.”
Juna’s eyes took note of the new message on the monitor from Rose: no files in existence referred by Crisiol.

Juna stood up and said, “I would hate to think so as well. But since their version of Saberhide had not come out, I have to assume the best for us.” She waited for him to stand up and she shook his hand again. The handshake only confirmed what she already knew about Gosten telling the truth. “Thank you so very much for your time, Gosten, and for your information. I found it very helpful and educational.”

“I’m glad I could help you and this company again,” said Gosten. “If you need anything more, I’m available.”

“I hope not: I hate to intrude on your retirement.” Juna let her smile fall a little, and then with a straight face she raised her hand, moved it from one side over to the next, and mused, “Don’t discuss this conversation with anyone.”

Gosten laughed, nodded, and said, “Don’t discuss this conversation with anyone.” Juna let the older man take her arm and together they walked out of the office and towards the elevator. He patted her taken arm and said, “You’re just like your mother. Your father was too damn lucky to have her.”
“It took more than luck, Gosten,” said Juna. “As I understand it, the courtship was quite painful for him.”

Blushing a bit, Gosten mused, “It was painful for all of us to have to deal with her everyday; she was just so damn beautiful.”
Juna smirked and Gosten saw it and blushed redder. She said, “You weren’t the only man to have the hots for her.”
“Don’t I know it? Me, Fanders, Gaulpin that five time marriage loser, Setler, Puaw, Palpatine-.”

Juna stopped Gosten’s speaking. “Palpatine? Dace Palpatine?” He nodded. “The current Supreme Chancellor of the Republic?” He nodded again. “He did not work on Project Korriban, did he?”

“Oh no, Juna, no! Sorry about that: Mister Palpatine never knew about Project Korriban, and he never worked for this company.” Gosten patted her hand to soothe her, for her response was a bit out of character for her. “Bendian always had him in the office during Senate session breaks. And when he was on Naboo from time to time Naressa would show Mister Palpatine some of the new over-the-counter stuff. He knew me pretty well, come to think of it: we talked a lot, but I never told him more than he needed to know.” He then smiled to put Juna at ease. “Actually, when we talked, he always wanted to talk about your mother. I caught him leering at your mother quite a few times and usually the conversation took off from there.”
“I see,” said Juna as the new news gave her some more matter to chew on. There, in that moment, all the other information gleamed from Gosten was put aside. In her heart an old feeling emerged: her absolute dislike and distrust for the current Favorite Son of Naboo. Her mind was already telling her something her heart did not want to do. However, Juna realized she had no choice and she had to cover all the bases. A piece of Project Korriban was out there killing people: someone had to know something about that, and she was running out of options.
