CHAPTER 5.0
Having reverted the freighter back to real space after the journey queue on the navigation system chimed, Juna piloted the stolen vessel right for the nearest group of Nubian patrol vessels. Prior to the Invasion of Naboo the last time there was such a heavy military showing around the primary home world of the Royal Nubian States was during her reign as Queen and at the apex of the Vhinech Conflict. It was quite clear the hard lessons had been learned by Queen Amidala and the Royal Court when the N-One snub fighters turned hard and headed right for the unidentified freighter with no transponder signal with Juna’s sensors detecting their weapons going hot. They were prepared to fight: they were exercising the Angelleia Doctrine.
The Trade Federation had taught the then new Queen that any form of military nativity on a planet’s part was just asking for a major war machine to invade it. Naboo had never been a big spender when it came to defense, and never in its noble history had it ever started a war. As Queen Angelleia, just as the Vhinech threat took root in the galaxy, Juna had the audacity in many Nubians’ view to double its meager military forces, its reserves and defenses, a unpopular move that gained favor when she utilized it to defend Naboo’s sovereignty and saved Nubian lives abroad. She made more defense agreements than anyone else in their history and had Naboo aide the Republic, the Jedi Order, Corellia, Sullust and Bothawui in some of their operations. After leading three Nubian operations personally a few scholars had dubbed her as ‘Naboo’s Warrior Queen’ and ‘Naboo’s Greatest Warrior’; all of her actions politically and militarily, tempered with the Moranna Philosophy, were called the Angelleia Doctrine.

However when Juna stepped down her successor King Veruna had rolled military increases back to where they were before her reign began, and then very unwisely cut Naboo’s military strength another fifty percent every year for the next five years. Veruna then burned whatever bridges Angelleia had created, killing the relationships she had fostered with the other major powers in the galaxy. And to be fair to Queen Amidala, what she had inherited after King Veruna’s defeat in the elections was a paper thin defensive net, only a fraction of Naboo’s fabled piloting superiority, and absolutely no allies. Although Naboo’s military strength under Queen Angelleia was still no match for the Trade Federation it could have held back the initial blockade and give Angelleia’s hard fought for allies time to assemble and aide them. Since she had regained Naboo’s freedom, Queen Amidala had brought back the defensive elements of the Angelleia Doctrine, and this time no one cried foul. The lesson had been learned, and besides that Amidala was untouchable politically due to her heroics.
“N-Ones to my port, this is Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia aboard the arriving Rodian long freight, tailed by the N-Four Genie,” hailed Juna on all known Nubian frequencies. Unfortunately Juna did not know any of the new pilots, and it was not as if she told anyone on Naboo what she was doing. After Queen Amidala had offered to help and put all of Naboo’s resources on recovering her employees, Juna had made a decision and then had politely declined Her Majesty’s offer. This was going to be surprise to everyone else; in some ways Juna thought she may be in trouble. Amidala may not have a problem with it, but her Royal Court would undoubtedly try to sway her lone opinion; the status quo of Theed, who had a firm hold on both of the Queen’s ears, just hated Juna, so it must had pained them terribly in their respective loins every time their Royal choice to ignore their advice on the subject.
Juna continued, “I have the Nubians who had been kidnapped from Geintaude on board. All is well, but do not fire! Repeat, do not fire! My Royal Codec is Epsilon Actual three B-A. My call sign is Dragon Leader. Voice Ident confirm.” 

As the silence ticked away, she double checked again to make sure none of the vessel’s shields and weapons were even on cold standby. It would have been a rather stupid end to a heroic victory if someone in Bravo Squadron – Naboo’s elite fighter squadron and obviously it was members of the squadron in the formation coming towards her – was hot on their weapons trigger and fired at the slightest hint of raised defensive systems.
“Acknowledged Dragon Leader,” came the reply from the led N-One fighter. The fighters passed the freighter and surrounded it in the escort formation. “This is Bravo Seven. We’ll be escorting you to the New Theed Landing Fields; uploading homing beacon signal now.”
“Copy the signal, Bravo Seven,” said Juna with a smile of relief. It had been a very long time since anyone had referred to her comm designation. As Queen in her first lead fighter mission she had dubbed herself Dragon Leader, in reference to the krayt dragon tattoo she had to get on her back to secure the Seovenear treaty. It stuck, and her friends in Bravo Squadron often called her that instead of by her Royal Honorifics when she had hung around them as ‘one of the boys’.
As much as she enjoyed some of the past, Juna had to live in the present. She opened a new, heavily encrypted channel and broadcasted, “Ace to Deuce.”

After a second, the young adult voice of Rose Faith responded. “Roger, Ace, this is Deuce. Success, Mistress?”

Juna grimaced a bit when she heard the word ‘mistress’. Rose had not used that word in a long time in regards to her. She ignored it for now. “Our people are all alive and well. Twenty-nine enemies dead, one left alive to tell everyone else, and several herabytes of information to go over. Is our ship ready?”

“Yes: the Noir is ready. I also took the liberty of making you something to eat. It has been more than a day since you last ate anything.”
Juna shook her head: the young woman knew her a little too well. She then noted the coolness within her again and said, “Have my necklace ready for me as soon as I arrive, will you?” There was a pause that went on for too long. “Rose, we are not having the discussion again, not now.”

Rose finally said, “Copy, Ace. Deuce out.”

Shutting off the radio Juna mumbled, “Sometimes that girl…slap her!” The slight anger in her was enough to cause a great surge of the Force to fill her. She again focused in on her breathing to bring herself to calm; the Dark Side, on the other hand, lingered on the edges of her conscious.
“Do something,” she said, and got up. They were still minutes from Naboo orbit, so Juna attended to some things. First she took off the fedarok cloak her mother Naressa had given her, and then put her utility belt – with her lightsaber and her portable data storage unity attached to it – within its folds and put it where she could grab it easily upon departure. She exited the cockpit to talk to the rescued.

“We’ll be arriving in Theed shortly,” she said with a good smile, which was not necessary to draw the smiles she had gotten back in return. “The Queen and her Court will most surely ask you all a lot of questions so answer them all truthfully, the best you can. Leave absolutely nothing out because I believe there are more responsible for this and justice should come to them.

“As your employer, I am giving you all a month off with full pay, I will reimburse you for anything that was lost back on Geintaude, the terrorists did smash up quite a bit there, and if you wish I will pay for any counseling you may need after this terrible ordeal. I will pay for your medical expenses if it relates to what had happened because God only knows what was in that dump. If you cannot work for me any longer, I will provide you with a glowing personal reference, and if possible I come with you on your job interview to personally vouch for you.
“And as your friend, I’m very happy…thrilled you are all alive, and that I was able to get you out of there. It was my responsibility to take care of you, and so it was my responsibility to save you.”
“And we thank you,” said one of the Nubians. He was the tall one who Juna gave the data pad to on Breslin during the escape. He went to hand it back to her. “This is yours.”

Juna shook her head and pushed it back towards him. “You must give that to the Queen. It has information on it vital to all of your explanations, including the threat made on your lives by your kidnappers that ended negotiations.” Without hesitation, Juna said to them, “I offered them their lives in exchange for your freedom. They refused.”
She had to go back to the cockpit, so Juna only felt their renewed appreciation. They did not ask her really how she really did it all; someday they would. Not everyone remembered or knew she could use the Force; and most of those who knew she was Force sensitive were unaware of her skill level.
Keeping herself busy enough and not dwelling on her soul, Juna spotted her destination. The New Theed Landing Field was just a side yard substitute to the old Theed Space Port; it was nearly repaired, severely damaged by Trade Federation bombardment; only select ships were allowed to land there; it was not a Rapier Technologies rebuild project, all of those were completed. The N-One escort broke away and Juna piloted the freighter past her designated landing spot to land right next to her personal ship: the one and only Rapier Technologies manufactured space vessel, the Bendian-Class long range luxury voyager, the very slick shaped, shiny-black hull ship she called the Flora Noir.
Once the freighter landed, Juna had the ramp down. As the people departed the vessels members of the Royal Nubian Volunteer Army arrived to greet the people and with their travel buses take them right to the Royal Palace of Theed. There were medics that were doing quick medical assessment checks. Some quick questions were asked, one of the soldiers was asking where Lady Angelleia was. The rescued looked around them and revealed their confusion; she had been right behind them.

Juna was walking right past her people and the shoulders as they continued to look around helpless, unable to see her. She had done her part as the hero, and thus she saw no reason to stick around to repeat the same story everyone else was going to tell. It was meant to be no offense to the Queen or anyone else, but Juna had more personal and business related things to do. She walked with both focus and purpose through the crowd, around the freighter, and towards the Flora Noir. Beside the foot of the ramp stood a young woman in her twenties, of average height and size, sporting white-blond hair and strangely mesmerizing yellow eyes, wearing a black with white pinstriped soft dress with a golden pendant pinned to her breast in the shape of a long rose thorn. Like the others, who could not see Juna because of her Force Hiding technique, Rose Faith could not see her, but unlike the others she just knew Juna was coming towards her.
Once Juna had passed her, she heard Rose say, “Your necklace is just inside to your right.”

In the ship, Juna let go of her hold on the Force again and quickly found the simple gold chain necklace hung on a hook, with her and her late husband’s simple wedding bands hanging from it. She threw the things she was carrying down, snatched up the necklace and pulled it on. Her focus became very clear and her heart felt lessened of great burdens. The hours, the stress, the unyielding pressure to save lives caught up with her; she had not done anything so taxing in a long time.
Rose closed and sealed the hatch. Rather robotically she walked past Juna and said, “Home?” Juna nodded, just standing there and breathing and finding her center. She used a hand to steady her as she felt the Noir quickly leave the ground and it would soon leave Nubian aerospace. She sunk into one of the benches in the lounge before the passageway to the cockpit and let herself sink deep in recuperating meditation.
Juna Rapier had suffered many traumas in her thirty-four years of life; her slim, perfect body had only bared the damage of them twice, in disfigurement, and then in metamorphosis. Every trauma caused by the agents of the dark side of the Force, from the mad fallen Jedi Jurivicious Pern, to the obsessive evil of Magus Prophet, to the everlasting wickedness that was the inherited spirit of her grandmother Darth Rune. Even once, intentionally but for what was perceived as for a common good, her own Mother Naressa Rapier had caused her some suffering; Naressa just wanted to prevent Juna from ever using the Force, from falling into the darkness.
Juna had learned over the first half of her hectic life that she was a Sith Maiden, a term that at the time really had any context that she could honestly accept. She had been called the Dark Hope of the Sith by Pern and others like him; a claim she denied over and over again. The Jedi Order referred to her as such an evil creature; one of their own, the Jedi Master Qualeggoes, had tried to kill her in order to prevent the horrors of many prophecies from becoming true. Prophet sought her for her power and to bare his offspring. Rune wanted to take over her body, and extinguish her soul forever, in order to fulfill her apparently predicted destiny. During those dark and difficult times Juna had done everything she could to fight it, by being a person of virtue, a leader of high standers, and a defender of justice. She tried, she struggled, and she would fail: she knew now but not back then that as a Sith Maiden her nature was the dark side of the Force; it was her life, and it was the life she had to live.
However, besides her Mother, others had come: some to set her course and be her counsel; one, no matter what, no matter if she had fallen, always came for her and fought for very soul. That one was her late Husband, the late Vhinphyc Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch.
Thinking of Enothchild at the moment made Juna softly cry and clutch at the rings that hung from the necklace. Enothchild had saved her so many times from the first time they met on Vhanba so long ago. He had healed her fractured spirit time and again with his guidance, his wisdom, and most important of all his tremendously powerful heart. He had trained her many times, always doing his best to show her the Jedi way, and had even attempted to get into the Jedi Order. Since the first day they had met the then eight year old Ambassador Juna Rapier had fallen in love with him; something more than just hero worship, a pure desire to give her heart over to him. Enothchild did not fully know her desires, and years later a misunderstanding nearly shattered their relationship forever. But they had reconnected like no other, and shared a love no others had ever had. Their love went beyond what other beings could experience. Destiny had bound them together as soul mates. And Juna could never, ever say no to being held by Enothchild so her head could lay against his impossibly massive chest to listen to his beautiful heart; an incredible, indescribable experience very few had ever enjoyed. A heart that lightened the shadows, chased away the fears, poisoned anger, and lifted off the chains of sorrow; a heart that could forgive any sin; a heart that could look past the Dark Side of the Force and see the real Juna Rapier and bring her forth; a heart that had helped her find a way to live with her darkness and use it for the good of all who were innocent.
Such destinies of love were often cruel in the end. At a time when she had become most angry at him, when he had slept with her mother Naressa, Juna had cursed Enothchild with a slap, and left upon him was an un-healing bruise. In prophecy, it was then Juna’s fate as the Dark Hope of the Sith to kill the one known as the Tragic Hero, he who bore the Mark of the Flames. Enothchild Sarch’s life was filled with its tragedy as much as it was filled with his heroism: he had been saved from the execution policies of his people for being Force sensitive, and he had watched his Jedi Master and eventual first wife Nadja Moranna very slowly and painfully die before his very eyes; the loss of Nadja nearly ended him; the saving of Juna had brought him back. Enothchild had left the Jedi Order for Juna, and he had married her, and due to her natural Sithian heritage she was able to carry his child. The destiny arrived, as Darth Rune was poised for victory and Juna had been so badly wounded she was losing both her life and the life of their unborn child; even after undergoing the powerful transformation known as the Fading Light to become a pure Sith, Rune’s effective cunning had still trumped Juna’s tremendously gained power. It was then he who bore the Mark of the Flames that saved everyone one last time, and with a kiss Juna, through her Dark Purity form, drained Enothchild Sarch of his life. It had saved her, saved her child, and eventually it defeated Darth Rune and saved the galaxy. All that remained of Enothchild was his wedding ring and the part of him that contributed to the life that miraculously grew inside of her.
Though the turmoil Rune had brought upon Juna’s family and friends would last forever and in the beginning she was truly tested, Juna found a peace with the pregnancy, a peace she had not had since she was eight years old. Having Bella Naressa Rapier – short for Her Royal Highness Princess Juna Belladonna Naressa Rapier Angelleia the Second – continued that peace. It made being who she was, a ruined baroness of high finance trying to save her late Father’s company as well as a Sith, bearable. Though Enothchild she was saved; through Bella she had been forgiven; thus she learned to live with the reality of who and what she was in the Force minus much of the dark side.
It did not last unfortunately for new mother and daughter. For the first time in months Juna had removed her wedding necklace and while asleep she had a terrible dark vision: her grandmother Darth Rune was forcing the dark side into Bella metaphorically through breast feeding. What was implied became clear to Juna; the evil that the Sith Maidens were born with were going to be passed down to the offspring. Acting as a pure conduit of the dark side, a Sith Maiden’s pure strength came from both within and out, making them susceptible to evil. Rune had used such weaknesses to trick Naressa, Juna, and especially on Juna’s surrogated daughter Faith; Rune had made it clear she was capable of doing it again with Bella.

Juna then understood many things. As Enothchild had told her before she had relied on the goodness he possessed to shield her from evil; her Mother too had come to rely on it, but unlike Juna Naressa had not been scarred by darkness, a scar that at any time could become an open wound and bleed the goodness out. Enothchild Sarch was more than a mere Jedi Master; he represented a far greater good; he possessed a divinity only the Sith Maidens could truly accept and appreciate, a divinity that calmed them, soothed them, and gave them peace. With Enothchild she had no fears, no guilt, no reason to be less than who she wanted to be. That protection extended beyond him with Bella inside of her; without her, all that shielded her was the wedding rings on the necklace, which carried the everlasting power of their love. Her everlasting friend, Muriel Thahada Arnes, had thought it was something psychosomatic, a mental crutch to ease her guilty mind for having to take Enothchild’s life. Juna knew the rings, and Bella, were more than that. However the rings could not fall to darkness; her Gessa, her Light, could.
Juna gave Bella to the Jedi Order; specifically she put her in the care of Casper Knightshade, a Jedi Knight she fought along side of and one who had learned under Ros Ofcheck, Enothchild’s former apprentice. Being a Vhinphyc, Bella needed at least an always there parent just as Enothchild needed his adoptive Jedi mother Anka-Dee Sura; raising any Vhinphyc in a communal manner like the one found at the Jedi Temple was unhealthy. She could trust Casper to raise her, a good man and a firm interpreter of the Jedi Code, and he had gotten to know his own family. His own experiences would serve Bella well, as a surrogate father and her Jedi Master; having been raised and trained by Yoda personally the first ten years of his life, Casper was a wise pick. She believed that to be so at least; she had to because the Jedi Order did not give Bella back. She would be thirteen now, at least a year or two in with her Jedi Training. 
Since Bella’s departure, Juna had only the rings to keep her focus, reminding her to always do the right thing when it came to the Force. After Enothchild had saved her for the last time her hold on the Force had diminished considerably back down to her childhood levels. Some of her accumulated knowledge and power – what she had inherited from her Mother and what she had learned from Enothchild and what she had intentionally as well as unintentionally gained through her Force Absorption abilities – had ceased to exist. Then again, Juna felt she had fought all the personal wars with the Force she was ever going to fight in her life time. She did train Muriel, her one time bodyguard a member of the Order of Guardians, to use the Force more proactively along with her special forces training.
Little else and the rings had kept her from going insane between the time she gave Bella to the Jedi Order and the Invasion of Naboo. So much had happened in that time; nearly all of it dedicated to reversing that tremendous damage Darth Rune had done to the Rapier Clan Dynasty’s reputation, from having Naressa accused of murders that forced her on the run to using the dedicated slicer program Naressa had created to literally ‘turn off’ the Republic. The negativity of the event was too much, so much that she eventually decided to pick and choose her fights carefully, just as her mother Naressa had done. Juna had to become selfish; she had little choice given that thousands of Rapier Technologies’ employees counted on her. She was hated, despised, loathed, and if many had their way she would be beaten: during those times Juna had felt she should had just told everyone she herself was a Sith and get it over with!

The rings had gotten her over those troubled years; she dared not call them dark years, those were of the past in proper context. Yet, with all she had accomplished to get back where she was, Juna could not say the best years were ahead. The Invasion of Naboo had not been the only reminder that the universe was a malevolent place when it wanted to be. Since her birth, troubling events such as wars and violent crimes had doubled every year; increases that had never been seen since the Sith War. 
And then there was the return of the Sith, and this time it was a legitimate return. In the past there had been quite a few Sith returns, but their origins were traced right back to their Jedi Order roots; they were fallen Jedi, or Jedi that had left the sacred institution, for a wide variety of reasons. The creature Darth Maul had virtually came out of no where with no past, with no link to the Jedi Order, and had nearly flipped Queen Amidala’s winning momentum back on her if not for his inability to finish off his lone Jedi foe. Such an entity was not Dark Jedi trained.
And Darth Maul, as Juna discovered only a few hours ago for herself, had a real significant edge. For years Juna had felt the darkness grow in the Universal Force, but it had been years since she had tapped into it and thus she had no idea how saturated in darkness it had gotten. She explored the Universal Force in order to find the hostages and found that galaxy in a constant shadow, surely getting darker as if a thick, leather shroud was slowly being draped over the galaxy’s very soul. The surge of energy she got back in return was horrendously incredible, as if she had not had lost any of her previous power. Despite what Juna had been told, she knew the Force was a mechanism of balance in the universe and it could not always favor the Light. This darkness, this thickening unsavory malevolence was very heavy weight on those only-felt scales. Those who embraced the dark side, those especially Force sensitive, held all the advantages. Darth Maul nearly proved it; Juna Rapier did.
Opening her eyes, Juna felt very at peace with who she was and what she had to do tonight. She stared at the rings in her hand. She then realized she was no longer alone.

Rose stood resolute in front of her and said, “We’re home.”

“A-Already,” questioned Juna. Although hyperspace technology as a whole had made tremendous strides in just the past ten years, Mesuera was one of the farthest planets in the Royal Nubian States from the central world at least eight hours away. “I guess I was really out of it.”
“You have been meditating the whole time,” assured Rose with very little emotion in her voice. “Your dinner is ruined.”

Sighing, Juna just said, “There’s plenty to eat in the pantry.” She lingered in her seat though as she contemplated the significance of how long it took her to cool down. She rubbed the rings between her fingers.

Rose said nothing.

But Juna said, “What’s on your mind, get it out.”

“You know where I stand,” was all that she would say.

Juna stood up and glared down at the woman that had been her adopted ward; as a girl, she had been brought back to life as a slave to those of the dark side persuasion. For years Juna had made every effort to make Rose an independent entity; all she had accomplished was making Rose a very blunt slave; only a hull plating sledgehammer was blunter. Rose took Juna’s philosophy of being truthful to a very edgy extreme; she was careful to make sure Rose was not in a position where she had to give an opinion whenever they were out in public. Rose, though, was very good at her job; a regular jill-of-all-trades. Beautiful and smart, all she lacked real independence and a soul.
“Remind me,” said Juna. She grabbed her things and began to walk. She waited for the ramp to lower.
Rose was right behind her and began. “Through you, the Dark Side has once again triumphed.”
“Swell,” Juna said. When the ramp touched the soft snow covered grounds on Juna’s massive private property in the mountain range of Mesuera she exited. It was early evening, in the winter, and the cold did cause some shivering. She needed the cold, the real cold, to keep her cool; sometimes Rose could push the right buttons.

“The fools that had stolen your property,” continued Rose, “deserved what naturally came to them. To steal from you brings forth their proper destiny.”

“I’ve told you not to call my employees ‘property’,” reminded Juna.

“You told me not to call them that in front of them,” stressed Rose. “Outside their presence, they are fair game to the truth.”

Rose, of course, had landed the Flora Noir perfectly; Juna’s little house on the prairie was not far, just on top of the hill. Juna said, “Just because I say they’re ‘my people’ doesn’t make them things. You’re not a thing; you are not my property.”
Rose only said, “You gave me a choice: I choose to serve you, my Mistress. You commanded me to be your council in the absence of Muriel. I therefore take such service seriously, as you would want me to.”

Juna stopped, let in and let out a foggy breathe of air; how she missed Muriel Thahada Arnes, and her husband Dizzy Arnes; both had their own versions of wisdom. Muriel’s thinking was from her educated background and Guardian training; while Dizzy’s wise points to ponder came strictly from his life experience as a smuggler and stumblebum in the Fringe. The two were complete opposites that just worked together; a figurative stand-up act comprising a straight woman and her wise-assed Sullustan. Alas they weren’t here; how she missed them so much….
“The truth is what it is,” reminded Rose, using a familiar point saying Juna had taught her about quite a bit. “Without the Dark Side, your mission would have failed. With it, you gained back what was taken from you. Not just the hostages.” 
Juna turned away; this was the part she did not want to hear again. Rose continued, “With the Dark Side you are gaining back everything else that had been taken from you. Yet you shy away from your greatest advantage. It is no secret to you how your mother dominated the business world after your father had died. She had done so for your benefit.”
Juna stopped and said to Rose, “You would rather have me rule the galaxy, Rose, not just regain loss prestige. Tell the people to obey me and make those who do not. Impose my will on them, force my will upon them. Enslave them in order to achieve Dark perfection, in the name of peace, right?”

“What is so wrong about that? What is wrong with shaping the galaxy into the image you wish to see it in.”

“It would be wrong.”

“As oppose to now.”

Juna shrugged off the shivers and pointed out, “Oh yeah, somehow I can command this entire galaxy by being evil all of the time. I can supposedly conquer it all. You seem to forget the Idea of the Mutinous Nature of Assembled Moving Parts.” She shook her head again. “Next thing I know you’ll say I was wrong to leave one of them alive.”
“All dead would have sent a much clearer message than a lone, rambling, crippled, and useless fool left alive,” was all Rose said. She walked hurriedly past Juna to unlock the door to the homestead. The disappointment was heard in every step she took stomping through the crusty snow. “He will tell ten thousand versions of the story; those ten thousand will tell ten thousand different versions. It will become a hoax story told around a heater element and not the Dark lesson it should be.”
“Easy for you to say, you have no conscious,” said Juna in a barely audible tone. She had no qualms about dispatching the bad guys, and that last Garn was not supposed to be an exception. She just decided that the Garn had had enough of the education she taught him. Young Juna would have soured on such things. 
Young Juna was naïve and dead.
“What you did,” said Rose once she unsealed the heavy door that looked so out of place from the snow-covered homestead housing bubble structure, “would be exactly what your ancestors would have done in the name of justice.”
“Which ancestors, Rose? Sithian? Nubian? Corellian? Do clarify, I am many.”

“All of them,” said Rose completely. “It pains me to say the Sith have not cornered the market when it comes to what others would call ‘evil’.”
Juna closed her eyes and counted to ten. When she was finished she said, “Unfortunately you’re right. Everyone has an evil past. But it is the past, isn’t it?”

When they entered the house the lights came on, revealing the rather small first level; it got roomier the further down into the hill they went. At the doorway the two women kicked the snow from their footwear, and before Juna could object Rose took her cloak and her weapon. As the younger of the two proceeded for the stairwell, Juna said to her, “So, did you review the mission?”
“I did,” said Rose, stopping at the top of the stairwell. “Nearly flawless: leaving one alive and giving them one last chance to turn over the hostages ruined your chances at Dark perfection.”

“Don’t give them a chance, eh?”

“Diplomacy is for prey,” Rose said truthfully. She went down the stairs as Juna just watched her, again marveling at Rose’s ability to spell her point of view out in so few words.
Juna pulled off her knee high boots and crinkled her nose at the smell of Breslin that reeked from the bottom of them; the walk through the snow had done little to clean the heaviest sludge from the boot’s treads. Her gloves and her hair held the same odor-filled fate; the rest of her outfit was made with materials that kept any odor from sinking in or being released. She left the Breslin soiled items at the door; no sense tracking them around the house. And she was too hungry to get a shower first to get rid of the odor in her hair.
By the time Juna had entered the small kitchen area, and momentarily thought what it would be like to have had fixed something for Enothchild to eat after he had saved the day, Rose was coming back. She said, “Your weapon and cloak are stored. That awful smell never found its way into the leather.”

“Fedarok is pretty amazing, natural stuff,” she said as she grabbed a big slow bake roll from the small heating range. Rose was making multiple batches of them for the next Thorn Party meeting on the Royal Nubian planet of Septaria. They were filled with very sweet surprises. Juna had never heard of them before, but it was one of perhaps a thousand recipes Rose seemingly possessed; where she had learned them from Juna honestly did not know. “Was there anything else?”

“The detonation of the MITES magnetic array was pure genius,” glowed Rose with a small smile. “So was your ancient approach.”

Juna bit into the roll: CHOCOLATE! She could not answer, melting right there as the weak knee feeling had washed all over. She chewed, swallowed, and said, “Well…oh, this is good…well, the MITES did their job, and I really was not all that confident in taking out thirty bad guys all by myself. I was rusty.” 
She saw Rose’s look of disapproval. Juna said again, “I was rusty!”
“You should never belittle your genius, Mistress,” said Rose with a tone slight sadness.

She took another bite and did her best to catch the melting goo that dripped from it. Juna then asked, “Was there anything else?”

“Actually, there was come to think of it. What is a Wettlespear? Is it a new weapon?”

Juna paused and looked just as confused as Rose truly looked. “Wettlespear? What do you mean?”

“Then….you did not use a Wettlespear?” Truly frowning and projecting the feeling, Rose opened a cupboard door and pulled out a data pad. After accessing the Rapier Secure Network she brought up the MITES recording of its entire operational life; the Genie had just finished transmitting its data. “It….it was prior to your attack.”

“When exactly?” Juna grabbed another slow roll: another CHOCOLATE! She did her best to tame her enthusiasm, but something about chocolate had always grabbed a strong hold on her since she could remember; and she could remember a lot with her perfect memory. Her luck was nestled deep in her Corellian heritage, and it was working tonight.
The two women watched the basic data the MITES had: better imagery such as three dimensional rendering would take more time since the MITES were literally thrown into a fray un-calibrated, and in a perfect galaxy there were four arrays not one. Juna had to use a mixture of the Force, the Genie above, and the MITES to get a broader, clearer picture of the situation before she initiated one of the forty-seven plans of rescue she developed between the time she discovered the hostages were on Breslin to the moment she had gotten there. It helped to be over-prepared; the return of the Sith made someone like Juna that way.
“There!” Rose called on the holographic projector array found throughout the house to beam a large, two dimensional, over-top-down view of a five mile by five mile section of Breslin. The readout showed many things: it did identify that indeed something called a Wettlespear had discharged, that its energy did wipe out a few million MITES, and when the rest of the MITES in the area had rush in to filled the void it noted at least one dead, possibly a Clawdite male. Until more data was compiled through a genesis processing filter the information was going to be vague. But what was certain was it happened well away from the magnetic array, and a few minutes before Juna had arrived in the landing pod.

“Definitely not me,” said Juna as she rolled the data back to just before that moment in time. “Two individuals, one is presumably a Clawdite, another Human.” She then eyed something and pointed out, “The Human apparently brought a lot of gold with him, but the data had holes in it still….damn, what the hell…”
“Mistress,” began Rose, “what then is this Wettlespear?”

And that bothered Juna the most, and she know why Rose asked the question with a tone of concern. Out of all the data the MITES had, with all the conjectures not close to being concluded, the MITES were able to easily point out something out of an infinite number of variables with complete certainty; it pointed it out even before it had confirmed Juna’s identity. It could only mean one thing. Her right hand slowly reached for the rings that hung around her neck. She only found what she was feeling for between her fingers. This was disturbing, and the unknown’s timing could not have been worse.
“Apparently,” said Juna, clutching her wedding rings for support, “it’s a Rapier Technologies product.” 
