CHAPTER 21.0
The secretary kept looking at the woman who identified herself as Rose Faith. He shuddered every time he looked. He shuddered more every time he turned his attention away from her.
The young woman had arrived unannounced hours ago, having arrived on Coruscant yesterday and spending that time preparing for the unscheduled meeting with the Supreme Chancellor of the Republic. She showed no nervousness, none of the fear any individual would experience as she went over in her mind what Juna wanted said and expressed, what answers they were seeking, and how best to approach the subjects that were going to be covered, knowing in mere hours she was going to meet allegedly one of the most powerful men in the Republic. She planned according, dressing conservatively that showed no cleavage and matching the latest trend style of Coruscant; all tight from hair down, including the shoes. And since she entered the Chancellor’s office hours ago she sat too quietly, too comfortably in dress and seat, and crept the hell out of everyone that passed by or sat by her.
The secretary had tried everything he knew to make her go away, which was to say she did not have an appointment. Rose only smiled and informed him she would wait until the end of the day to see him. He told her he might not come back; she would wait for him; what exactly did that mean the secretary did not want to know. He thought to call the authorities, but something told him that would be very bad idea.

He looked at her again. He stared at her for the hundredth time with barely raised head. He kept looking at her cool, light yellow eyes that should never be a Human’s eyes, and thus he did not realize her methodically slow turning her. It turned and turned and turned to her right so her face was aligned with the secretaries. She snapped her eyes about, causing the secretary to jump in his seat and sit straight up.

A smile slowly formed on her face, and Rose said to him, “Keep staring; I may do a trick.”

The secretary just gave up and buried his head in his arms. The lift doors opened and Chancellor Palpatine’s entourage poured out, followed by Palpatine. The impressive Nubian was talking above the others, telling them, “…make it clear that roll call will be at noon, and the final vote for recess will occur five minutes afterwards. At half pass the hour, the Senate House is to be cleared of everyone.”
“You do not think Senator Coaxial’s speech will be long?” asked one of the assistants.

“Concession speeches usually are, but we’ll jump out of the live feed at twelve four. I will send my Order to Cease at twelve six to the committee chamber. We won’t need their votes to end business.” Palpatine strolled over to his secretary and said, “Appointments and messages?”
“Plenty, Chancellor, but…” The secretary pointed towards the seated young woman in the waiting room. “This woman’s name is Rosary Faith and she is from Rapier Technologies. She had no appointment but she insists on seeing you, and you alone. She refuses to say why.”

Rose turned her head as she looked at Palpatine and appeared flummoxed suddenly. Palpatine did weigh the ideas of either kicking her out or seeing her because this was somewhat out of the blue. Juna had sent her adopted ward; exactly what kind of conversation were they going to have. The intrigue kept building and building the longer he stared at her, and her unusual eyes, and her stunned look. He then sensed it, there before him, coming from her: like her shadow extending from her, defying all logic and physics when it came to the lighting of the office, towards him.
“Apologize to the rest of my calendar,” said Palpatine to the secretary, too intrigued with this creature; and she was nothing more than that, a simple creature to him; she was not a person; literally, she was not a person. “I will take as long as I need with a representative of Rapier Technologies here. It is Naboo, my home world, after all.”

“Sir, a reminder: Malestare cannot be put off another day,” insisted the secretary.

“They will have to wait past business, then,” said Palpatine with finality. He approached her and said with a smile, “Lady Faith, please do follow me.”
Rose stood up with confusion in her eyes and obeyed his gesture to follow him. The entourage stayed behind as Palpatine lead the way through the hall that lead to his office. The young woman walked slowly, taking in all the architecture the Supreme Chancellor had just begun to install on the walls and decorate the mid-hall.

“Do you appreciate art, Lady Faith,” asked Palpatine to just get the conversation going. In his Dark perceptions, Rose was very interesting. She did not alarm him, but clearly the opposite was on her face as she looked between him and the work pieces. She refused to look him in the eyes; her glances at his body were very short. “A connoisseur of the archaic, perhaps?”

“No sir,” she said mutely, her heart clearly racing.
“Of course not; a lovely woman such as yourself would not sully herself with such things,” said Palpatine with serenity. “I am sure you are a woman of science and practicalities, like your employer and guardian Lady Angelleia.”
He took her cool hand into his cool hand and held it with affection, but Rose was clearly afraid. Palpatine said soothing, “I’ve known Juna since she was a baby. I knew her parents too, and how she always made her mother happy. She was wise, and intelligent, and very thoughtful.” He lying lamented, “I ruined that friendship, you know? It was my fault. It has been too long to hold such a grudge, and I shouldn’t hold it against Juna.”

Entering Palpatine’s office he closed the door and locked it. Rose waited for him. He gestured to one of the chairs on the opposite side of his desk and said, “Please. Sit.”

Rose did as he asked, moving easily through the air and sat in the cloned leather chair. Palpatine remained behind her, his intrigued spiking at high levels. The woman should have given him a preamble of why she was there during the walk, and he knew she wouldn’t. She appeared as someone that knew she was going to say, but she couldn’t say it anymore. He had an answer, but Palpatine felt like playing with his food.

Palpatine sat in his long back chair and sighed, “Now, enough with the small talk. What does Lady Angelleia need from me?”
Every plan, every studied response, every forethought vanished from Rose’s mind. She said, “Lady Angelleia desires to know what you know about Project Korriban, and it’s subordinate Project Wettlespear. She wanted me to ask you what her father may or may not have told you about it, as it relates to GRS 45293482039202.”

The smile on Palpatine’s face should have made Rose cry. He said, “Does she now? A little deceit to gather information she hoped I did not know about. Tell me, how did she learn of Project Korriban and Project Wettlespear?”

The prepared answer did not come out as Rose said, “On the planet Breslin, Rapier Technologies own-MITES detected the discharge of a paraphasic weapon known as Project Wettlespear. Such identification could not be achieved unless it was originally a Rapier-brand product. There were files in Rapier Archives, but there was nothing in those files. Further research has provided no answers. A fragment program was discovered in the main database, purposely put there, that would keep the identification of the weapon secret until it was detected. All attempts to decrypt the program have failed.”

“However she had learned of it as it relates to Project Korriban?”

“Yes.”

“Well explain it to me. And do so by looking me in the eyes.”

Rose hadn’t really looked at him until he said something. She did and she said, “It had plagued her terribly, for it threatens now her plan to go public with Rapier Technologies-.”
“Wait!” Palpatine raised a hand and she stopped. If what she claimed was true, the information was news to him. “She is putting Rapier Technologies back on trading market. When?”

“Tomorrow,” said Rose plainly. “She is to have the board meeting with her relatives, to explain to them as ninety-nine percent owner of the company why she is going public. She will tell them we need the revenue for retirement funds and extra collateral, but privately the credits will be used to fund her full war against the Sith that now threatens her and all she loves.”

“Really,” said Palpatine with interest, but then suddenly his mind was in a blizzard. To find his way through it, he asked, “And when did she decide to go to war against the Sith?”
“I first thought recently,” said Rose plainly. “But she had admitted her commitment had begun right after the Invasion, but it was not what it should have been. Her original suspicions about the Nubian elections were founded to be correct, and discovered on various numbers of worlds through various methods and Thorn Party members. She suspects the Sith are involved in these rigged elections, but she has little proof to link them. Nonetheless, that is now just one of many fronts she will fight. She has now recommitted herself to the war.”
Palpatine drew his hand together in front of him and he stared at them intently. He had assumed wrong, then: Juna was suspicious about the Nubian elections beyond the stated Thorn Party line. He had tested her strength on Breslin and found it sure, but as the Master of the Dark Side he should have seen all on Breslin. Dooku had told him what Tadlan had said about the Wettlespear, but it was never clarified that both Juna’s test and the use of Wettlespear had happened at the same time. It began to form in Palpatine’s own shadowy mind that Juna assumed the Sith had gotten possession of the Wettlespear. If he had not tested her with the hostage crisis, Juna would have not gotten afraid enough to be motivated to act against him.
Darth Nefarious had warned him. Darth Nefarious had warned him not to draw Juna’s attention to him. Nefarious told Darth Sidious that so long as he did nothing to arouse the Dark Hope’s suspicion his destiny was secure.
Controlling his anger, Palpatine said, “Please continue, I am so sorry that I interrupted you.”

Rose said, “She decided to go through with the meeting and the announcement of the sale; she already has a ticker identification through the Bothan Stock Exchange and will release thirty percent of her stake in Rapier Technologies to the Board, another ten percent to the public: all will start at twenty-five credits a share. Her remaining fifty-nine percent is to earn twenty-five percent more in value by the end of day tomorrow.”

“Okay, I meant go back to when she learned of Project Korriban,” demanded Palpatine.

Rose said, “She had expanded her research by questioning former employees of Rapier Technologies after the discover of the fragment program. We achieved no information at all until Gosten Crisiol came in to talk with us. Lady Angelleia mentioned Project Wettlespear, and he corrected her by explaining how it was related to Project Korriban.”
“And it was to make weapons to use against the Vhinphyc?” questioned Palpatine.

“Not just weapons,” said Rose. “Personnel armor, medical technology, starship technology, sensor packages, combat stratagems, intelligence and counterintelligence apparatuses, food stuffs, chemical enhancements, biological experimentation, data processing, and other unknowns to ensure viability of war. Most of the development was turned over to Bendian Rapier when he retired from the Senate, in which he put to use for his own company’s gains, all except the Wettlespear. Hidu Bog would not sell it to the Raipers and demanded its release to him for it was a Neimoidian-development project. Naressa Rapier altered the plans to the Wettlespear and gave it all to Hidu Bog.”
Palpatine rubbed his chin because he could not reject Naressa’s shrewdness. His memory began to click back to those early days of his life, and he remembered how Bendian was constantly bad mouthing Hidu Bog, but Palpatine had always assumed it was because of Bendian’s decision to quit the Senate. With Tadlan’s story he knew better, but the mysterious Rose Faith gave him a clear picture of his own past.
“And why did Naressa change those plans?” asked Palpatine, knowing the answer.

“The Rapier Neimoidians had claimed the Wettlespear worked,” said Rose plainly. “It is unknown whether or not it did, for no one can find the Rapier Neimoidians or other information to substantiate the claims. Gosten Crisiol has no reason to lie, for his loyalties are without question. He did not work on Project Wettlespear, so he did not know whether it did work or not.”

Palpatine did not catch himself and was not worried about saying, “Oh, it worked. There is no way in hell Naressa let’s something like that leave her control functional, not if works.” 

It struck Palpatine suddenly like kick in the groin Naressa had even given him once. “This whole thing was her idea.” He stood up and looked down at Rose without any regret with his out loud thoughts. “Vhinphyc threat my arrears, this whole thing, with her slicer program….”

Everything about him became very dark. He said, “It was going to be used against me.” That is, it was going to be used against the Sith Order, who she was hiding from at the time, who she was most afraid of in her poorly empowered state. She admitted to him on Korriban years ago that she crept down the Dark Path at a snails pace, fighting her destiny and her true power all at once. Developing these weapons had more to do with dealing with the Sith just as it did in dealing with the Vhinphyc!
Rose said absolute nothing, her gaze cast down in his presence.

Palpatine looked at Rose as he strolled casually around his desk, baring a smile that should have been warm, should have been friendly, but its true context would scare anyone to death. He stood just to her side and let his hand touch under her frail, pale chin. He urged her to turn her head and look up at him.
Edge in his voice he said, “Does she only know the stated intentions of Project Korriban?”
“Yes,” said Rose evenly. “As far as Lady Angelleia knows, Project Korriban was simply a secret Republic military project for the sole purpose of fighting the Vhinphyc in a preemptive assault. She suspects that former employee Noss Phetter is the Sith Lord that trained the creature known as Darth Maul, for the same Noss Phetter was responsible for setting up the taking of Rapier employees hostage and taking them to Breslin.”

Caressing the point of her chin with his thumb, Palpatine chuckled at that bit of information. “That’s very interesting. Tell me something, Lady Faith: what’s your opinion?”
Rose just sat there, looking up at him as he continued to stroke her young chin with his thumb. There was a part of her that truly wanted to think, and truly wanted to express an opinion. That part of her, developed by the love and care and attention of Juna Rapier and Muriel Arnes, just ceased to exist when she met Dace Palpatine for the very first time. The strain of thinking was beginning to make her eyes water; she could not formulate a thought, not in his presence.
“I….,” she tried, straining to talk. “I…..”

“Let’s try this,” said Palpatine, as if totally ignoring her stutter and everything else she lacked the whole time he had known her. He grabbed both her hand and helped her tiny body up its feet. She could pass as a middle teenager, but he could tell she was older than that, a young adult just by her voice.

Without any fear of his true identity whatsoever, Palpatine gestured towards the control console, and the appropriate switches clicked over to close the blinds on the windows and shield the office from any outside from looking in. Finished and satisfied with the privacy, he put his hands warmly on her shoulders and said in his charming, friendly way, “Why don’t you take off all your clothes and show me your naked body?”

There was a moments pause, and then without any more help from him Rose proceeded to undress herself calmly, peaceful, with no blush in her face. She undid the strapping on the back of her dress and proceeded to pull her arms through the sleeves. Just as she was about to expose her breasts by dropping the top half of her dress, Palpatine grabbed the dress top to stop her. Casually, he drew the dress back up but kept her from securing the disrobing.
Seriously, in a cold tone, Palpatine said, “You know who I am, don’t you?”

“Yes,” said Rose, holding her position.

“When did you know?”

“When you looked at me for the first time.”

The Dark Side flowed from Palpatine and into Rose. Her light yellow eyes suddenly glowed brightly as the energy from him empowered her. The woman before him was dead. Her heart beat, her blood pumped, her lungs breathed, she felt his touch and the coolness on the back of her body giving her chill bumps. But she was dead: she was nothing more than a construct, a soulless, organic droid, devoid of independent purpose, her motivator the Dark Side. The Force she was born with, the minute amount of it found in non-Force using entities, the Blanks he called him, were just there as if she were inanimate object.
“Speak to me,” said Palpatine. The energy within her responded….

“What shall I say?” asked Rose. Once finished, the energy retreated.
Palpatine proceeded to refasten her dress, making sure it fit properly by smoothing the creases. He ordered, “Who are you.”
Rose obeyed obediently, “I am a slave of the Dark Side, my Master; loyal and faithful to all those who are my betters. I obey them; I obey you, for you are the Darkness that I serve.”

“Tell me more about you,” demanded Palpatine. “Tell me everything.”
“Fifteen years ago I was a girl child and sex toy to Yabbula the Hutt, or so I was told by my Mistress. I do not recall the time before my life began. She was the daughter of Magus Prophet and Juna Rapier, her name was Faith.”

Palpatine worked the clues a little and figured out what Rose had meant about ‘before my life began’. This life, a Dark Side slave’s life, was the only life she was aware of; when she made, she was born. He ordered, “Continue.”

“My Mistress Faith had brought me back to life with her power. She was then killed by my next Mistress, Darth Rune, on Nal Hutta. Mistress Rune ordered me properly to serve her as opposed to Mistress Faith’s kindness. Mistress Rune told me I was a mistake, that Mistress Faith had chosen the wrong process in which to create me, and then that was done wrong. It did not matter to Mistress Rune; she used me well.
“Mistress Juna came to Nal Hutta with her Husband Enothchild Sarch, Jedi Knight Casper Knightshade, and the Vhinech Magus Mathaniel Jarvis and did battle with Mistress Rune.”

Palpatine’s mouth dropped open. “Husband. Juna and Sarch were married?”

“They were, and she had their unborn child with her as well.”

Palpatine grabbed Rose’s shoulders hard and said, “They had a child. Juna and Sarch had a child!”

“Yes,” said Rose, ignoring the pain Palpatine was inflicting on her shoulders. “Both the child and Mistress Juna were severely injured. Enothchild Sarch sacrificed his life to empower her, to save herself and the child, and reverse the affects of Dark Purity. With the power, Mistress Juna defeated Mistress Rune, and she took me as her ward.”
“Juna and Sarch had a child,” said Palpatine, letting Rose go and turning his back on her. The ramifications….it was starting to make sense! He turned back and demanded, “Did the child survive. Does it live!”
“Their daughter’s would be Royal Name is Her Royal Highness Princess Juna Belladonna Naressa Rapier Angelleia the Second, her given name Belladonna Naressa Rapier.”
Palpatine had a creepy feeling that would have put his secretary’s creepy feelings about Rose earlier to shame. He said, “If this is true, then Juna hid the pregnancy and no one knows about it, and I mean no one because I would know. So where is the child?”

Rose said, “The Jedi Temple.”

Biting his inner lip hard, Palpatine said, “She gave the child up for Jedi training!”

“That is our understanding,” said Rose politely, not registering any of the anger that was now showing very strongly in the Sith Master’s face. “She gave the child to Casper Knightshade and asked him to submit the child to the Jedi Order. He promised to do so. No one has been in contact with the Jedi Order, Casper Knightshade, or Mistress Bella since that day, and therefore we can only assume she is being trained. Mistress Juna does not attempt contact in fear of causing trouble in her daughter’s training.”

He had not been this enraged in many years, and it took so much effort on his part to contain himself. The Force was with the Sith, and Palpatine needed little to nothing to mask his power from the Jedi who were becoming blinder by the day. Chance dictated however they he did not lose it; did not let his rage empower him so much he could not control it.
Never, on the other hand, did he ever assume Juna’s love to go so far. Naressa had told him their Daughter’s heart belonged to the Jedi Master, but not in his nightmares did he dare think she would go so far as to bare Sarch’s offspring. Even though she was capable of it, even though Naressa herself had carried Nessie after her tryst with Sarch, Palpatine could not see that improbability happening.

But why not.

As he seethed for the moment, Palpatine tried to understand why the whole scenario had enraged him. What did he care about Juna, other than she was a threat? What did he care if she had a Jedi Master’s baby? What did he care if that child was in the Jedi Order, being trained to use the Force?

The Force Lightening cracking around his fingers made him aware that he was just getting even more upset thinking about it. He kept trying to put it in different contexts, but failed every time he tried. It kept repeating in his head over and over again: Darth Sidious’ daughter bore a Jedi Master’s child and is having her trained by the Jedi Order to destroy him!
Palpatine slowly cupped his shaking hands around Rose’s frail neck. He did not squeeze it. He just wanted his hands around her neck because it felt good to him. He felt her life blood pump through her veins, felt the bob of her throat in the web of his hand, and tugged a little on the hairs on her neck as his fingers flexed and tugged strands. Such a lovely, young neck, so easy to bruise, so easy to strangle, so easy to break; such necks were meant to be kissed on, nibbled on, caressed, not abused, but his preferred satisfaction was not demonstrating affection. And she would let him do it, without question, without a fight, without a struggle; at best her eyes would widen, she would choke, perhaps get out one strained noise, perhaps two, before blacking out. There was a part of him that said rip her throat out; that would have been just as satisfactory as strangling her, she would die slowly, painfully, and again without question.

But he was not strong enough in the political sense to have Rose’s murdered covered up, nor was it wise to make a rash decision at this moment. If Rose dies, Juna will come looking for her killer. Given her gifts, Juna would learn certainly who had done such a horrible deed that would have given the Sith Master great satisfaction in doing.
Slowly, Palpatine’s hands drifted carefree from her neck and back onto Rose’s shoulders. He changed the subject because if he did not, Rose would be dead for a second time. “How do you know I am a Sith? How do you know I feel the Dark Side of the Force?”
“I am a being of the Dark Side, created and shaped by it, and therefore its servant,” said Rose, showing just a little sign of relief when his hands moved from her neck. “No matter the Master or Mistress, they cannot hide from me their true selves. I respond obediently to their presence in the Force, for I must serve them. I must serve Mistress Juna. I must serve you, my Master.”
Palpatine continued on as his anger ebbed slightly. “The range of your perceptions is sight driven.”
“Yes. Natural perception and proximity. I would not know who you truly were through a holographic transmission.”

“Is Juna aware of this ability?”

“She has not asked, and has not shown she knows. She has attempted to give me a will of my own. I respond to her teachings because I am obligated to serve her.”

Palpatine looked into her eyes carefully and asked a very important question. “Knowing what you know now, of who am I, would you betray my identity to her?”

“No, Master,” said Rose with a head shake. “Unless she asks of me, or unless you tell me to do so.”

“You have no loyalty to her.”

Rose smiled just a little and reminded him, “There are no loyalties in the Dark Side, my Master. There is only obedience.”

Palpatine took the moment to walk around Rose to finish fixing her dress. He gave her back a gentle caress, but finished securing the fasteners on her back. He stepped back around and said, “What do you say?”
“Thank you,” she said with a small bow.

He smirked at her and gave the next few seconds the penance of his thoughts. Palpatine said, “I order you, slave of the Dark Side, never to reveal to Juna Rapier or anyone else who I really am. Even if they ever ask you, you only know me as the Supreme Chancellor everyone knows: kind, just, a kidder, and smart.”

With more thought, he smiled his public smile and said, “For the rest of the day you are my guest. I will take you places, show you the sights. You will have a good time and you will remember it as such. I will take you out to dinner, and afterwards you will stay with me.” That last sentence made his smile become a devilish grin as he gave her cheek a gentle touch. “A separate bed for yourself, of course, as my guest. And then, after breakfast, I will take you back to your ship and bid you farewell.
“When you return to Juna, wherever that may be, you will tell her I revealed nothing that made you believe I knew about Project Korriban. Tell her I was just as stunned to learn that Naressa had a slicer program as everyone else. And tell her, the next time she would like to speak to me, it better be you, and it better be by appointment. Do you understand what I have told you?”

“Yes Master,” said Rose obediently. “Your secret, has ordered, is safe with me. As ordered, I will not disobey you.”

“Excellent,” said Palpatine. “In the future, I may call upon you from time to time. You will keep those confidences from everyone, understood?”
“Yes Master.”

“Good, good,” he purred, and then like a normal Human being he turned the switches on the blinds and shutters and gone was the privacy that kept the secrets in. “Now for the rest of your stay you refer to me as Chancellor until I tell you otherwise. Nod if you understand….good.” He turned on the intercom and said to his secretary, “Clear my schedule for the rest of the day: the hell with Malestare.” Before the secretary could object he turned the intercom off.

“Come my dear,” offered Palpatine, who then offered his arm for her to take. He escorted her through a side door in his office. “And as I show you around, why don’t you tell me everything else that you know that you can. Juna, the Thorns, anyone else you can think of and please, by all means do not spare the details. By the way, how does Fauna Scarlet’s work go?”

Rose Faith stopped and inquired, “Who?”

Palpatine was just curious about Juna’s election hunt was going. He repeated, “Fauna Scarlet, or perhaps you know her by her real name, Muriel Arnes?”
Rose shook her head and said, “Muriel Arnes and her family were murdered by the Trade Federation when they made a last stand at Rapier Manor; Hidu Bog had the family executed and their bodies were taken along with the mansion.”
“And that’s the truth?” asked Palpatine, suddenly very suspicious.

“Yes, Chancellor,” said Rose. She added, “I am unaware of anyone named or code named Fauna Scarlet. The Arnes family is memorialized in statue next to the Garden of Mazes on Rapier Grounds.”

After some thought, Palpatine nodded and said, “Very well then, now were we…oh yes, please do tell me everything you know. Let’s start with Juna, and then the company, and work our way right to the members of the Thorn Party. I desire to know everything about them.”

Since she had loyalty only to the Dark Side, Rose Faith told Darth Sidious everything she was not told by Juna to be kept secret. Unfortunately for Juna, who assumed Rose’s loyalty to exist, it ended up being quite a lot. And indeed, the Dark Lord of the Sith learned everything.
