CHAPTER 23.0
“How in the hell…Stupid….Why….Oh, that’s it!”
Sans her Royal Form, sixteen year old Juna Rapier walked awkwardly from her private bathroom in her private quarters in the upper floors of the Palace of Theed and into the gathering room where her Royal Handmaidens, her best friends, were getting ready for the Royal Gala later that evening. An unnecessary idea concocted by Royal Chief of Staff Sele Nevere to celebrate her sixteenth birthday, Juna had taken control of the situation and changed it from a formal affair that invited everyone she did not like to a costume ball for herself, her friends, and an open invitation to any Jedi that could make it. Unfortunately, another side effect of turning sixteen years old, and being Queen of Naboo, had locked itself a little too tight on her pelvis.
Covered in a robe, face flushed with embarrassment, Juna’s arrival got the attention of her friends. She asked, “All right, what’s the code to the chastity belt?” 

The others were already laughing their ass off no sooner than she got the question started. Earlier in the afternoon, shortly after her costume fitting, the Royal Physician Lunette Solms performed her sworn and legal duty to advise and inform Queen Angelleia that at sixteen she was practically bait for an crazed, rabid animal often referred to as men, and in little words told Juna that since women were women they always fell pray to these evil creature’s lures. So, in Doctor Solms helpful but too embarrassment-inducing affect, she had Juna demonstrate the ASP-10 Denier for her Handmaidens to see so, when it came to such functions and the like, the Handmaidens would know how to put the virgin virtue device on.
“Oh ha-ha-ha,” was Juna’s near-tears response. They teased each other from time to time, but nothing this horrible. She – oh with great stress to her throat – told them her personal identification number to program the electronic hard lock device. The others practiced and practiced, and obviously someone had changed the code. “I have to get ready, and I have to go potty for crying out loud! Come on, don’t make me reinstitute beheadings, I’m serious!”
The guilty one, Royal Bodyguard Deannta Desser, slithered over the pile of rolling teenage girls and said, “I’m sorry, Juna, I couldn’t help it.”

“I oughta make you wear this thing and change the code on you, and make you drink a gallon of punch,” mumbled Juna as her body double reached under the robe and played with the buttons. “Hurry, won’t you?”

“Stop pee-pee dancing,” instructed Deannta with a sly grin that betrayed her Corellian heritage.
To everyone’s delight, except for Juna’s, Deannta had unlocked the belt; it let out a hydraulic WHOOSH and the pressure of the lock unleashed and fluttered Juna’s robe like an over exaggerated fart. The other Handmaidens couldn’t help it any longer: little Asia buried her tiny face deep in Weena’s chest and howled; Cloudia and Selena hugged each other in pure mirth. Deannta could only say sorry in her eyes because her lips couldn’t work due to paralyzing laughter.
Juna finally giggled a bit and said, “Thank you.” She shook her legs and with a great THUMP the ASP-10 Denier met the floor and figuratively killed the Handmaidens; they were so red faced and out of breath, it was a wonder they were alive. With what dignity she had left Juna stomped back into her bathroom and did her business, imaging herself urinating all over the head of Doctor Solms who though nice and was being thoughtful had perhaps the best comedic timing in all the universe.
When all was done and the others were busy getting into their respective costumes, Juna began to put on the elements of her created costume. Gone from her mind were the embarrassments of the past few hours. She was looking for to this, for Enothchild had been invited and was coming to see her for the first time in years; he was busy tracking down various elements of the Vhinech race; to take those willing to surrender to a place called Sanctuary where they could live in peace, to fight those unwilling to accept the fact they were beaten; to find Magus Prophet and end his reign of horror once and for all. 

The last time Enothchild had really saw her Juna was still that little girl he had saved more than once eight years ago, and for a while it seemed like she was forever trapped in such a tiny little shell as her mind matured. During the six month diplomatic trip to sure up Mon Calamari for the Republic her body decided to metamorphose into the young woman she was now, and she could see frantically preparing herself in the mirror. She went from feeling like a freak of nature to a gangly, tall, shapely thing with ‘hypnotic boobs’ as Weena had delicately put it a week ago. But truth was, as awkward as she felt sometimes, she wished and dreamed and wanted this kind of body and, yes, including the hypnotic boobs. It meant she was a woman; it meant she could experience intimate love; it meant she could eventually love Enothchild Sarch. The Jedi Master did not know it yet, but Juna’s love for him had been way beyond hero worship.
Enothchild also didn’t know what Juna was going to be at the costume party. The hardest part was the horn mock-up; the bantha horns themselves were easy to procure, it was how to mount it on her head and keep it there, that was the challenge. She had only one solution; she slaughtered one of her Royal Headdresses. The affixed fake hair was threaded into a hard shell mount designed to fit her skull. The epoxy and the rubber skin she borrowed from the Royal Infirmary held in place as she mounted fake Vhinphyc horn mount on her head. With a sigh of relief, everything held together. She shook her head and nothing flew off. Happy, she went for the sabbac pot and proceeded to put on a close replica of a Jedi uniform. Near finished, she looked in the mirror and now saw a female Vhinphyc Jedi in the mirror with her brown eyes. Juna smiled brightly; Dizzy and Muriel were going to just die!
“Your Highness,” came a small voice followed by a knock. Juna walked over to the door and touched the open stud. Young Asia Baddle stood in the door way. “We’re almost ready ohhhhhhhh, you look good.”
“Thank you, Asia,” said Juna in her trained Royal Voice. But suddenly Juna had a problem and asked, “Eh….what are you supposed to be?”
“Oh, I’m dead,” said Asia brightly. Unfortunately her makeup was too convincing. Her blue sky eyes were overcast and cloudy. Her blood-stained teeth flashed a little with her scarred up smile. “You know a victim at Uiennar? One of those Vhinech deflected a blaster bolt into my head.” She bent her head down, and there was the terrible, gory hole that ruined her beautiful blonde hair and, indeed, her life.
“Ah….yeah,” said Juna slowly, confused, and then she leaned herself against the doorway and said, “But I remember this conversation differently: you were dressed as a protocol droid, and you don’t die at Uiennar for another year and a half.”
“Oh,” said Asia quietly. She then said, “I’m sorry I laughed at you.”

And suddenly it was the old conversation the two had. “Its okay, Asia, really; if I don’t laugh at myself I’ll never stay the better person.”

Asia smiled her more than creepy smile, but then showed some worry. “Oh, your nose: its bleeding.”
Juna reached up and just inside her nostril she felt the drop of blood. The copper smell of it finally reached her brain. “Damn. I swear we need a humidifier in here. Give me five minutes?”
“Sure,” said Asia and she dragged herself away.

Closing the door, Juna never gave Asia another thought; the memory was back to normal. Her nose had been a bother lately with dryness affecting it even in the climate controlled environment of the Palace of Theed. Doctor Solms believed it was due to her nasal membranes adapting to the wetter, saltier air of Mon Calamari, and now with the lesser air pressure of Naboo micro scabs in her nose lining were popping open; far from serious, but the unpredictability was annoying as hell.

“Crying out loud,” mumbled Juna as she took simple tissue and dabbed at her nose. Finished, she looked at herself in the mirror and had totally forgotten the change in memory. She thought about Enothchild and asked herself, “Will he ever notice?” When no answer came she just let her head drop.
Before Juna knew it, the sink she stood over and she was looking down at was hit with drops of blood. When she realized she was bleeding from the nose again, the blood flow went from nose-bleed typical to a running faucet trickle. She looked in the mirror, that was all she found herself able to do, and watched both her nostrils become running taps of Alpha Positive.

“This isn’t right,” she whispered to herself. No, this did not happen on her sixteenth birthday.

The smell, a stale citrus acidy stench, suddenly overwhelmed Juna and she couldn’t see, and yet she still could picture the whole scene in her mind. All her strength in her legs left and she instinctively tried to catch the sink but struck it hard instead; there was not much strength in her arms either. She could not calm her mind to tap the Force; the damage had already been done to her concentration, her will, and her brain’s scent receptors were firing blasts of pain with every struggling, constrictive breath. Involuntarily, and contradictory, her body went into defensive mode, her heart pounding away with blood flow and yet her lungs seizing up in order to keep the irritating inhalant out.
Somehow, Juna regained both her footing and her hand hold what she thought to be her sink in the Palace of Theed. Pulling and pushing, airway closed and blood filling her throat, she sputtered upward and found herself on another world. There were barrels of chemicals all about under a neon green sky; just within the bounds of her ‘vision’ was a busted up battle droid with Nubian rot moss covering it; there were bright lights observing her torture, hanging back, waiting for some other action and not her reaction. She teetered to her right, catching herself again on the barrels, and then came up to see herself in a warped panel, only it was not her; it was someone that looked like her. As it dawned on Juna, the poor reflection was slathered with her own bloody vomit….
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 23.1

Juna jumped right out her bed and held still, her eyes wild as her mind did its best to comprehend what had happened. Her surroundings were that of her bedroom at Rapier Technologies, complete with the mirror ceiling; it was eighteen long years later and over a thousand kilometers away from the Palace of Theed. She was no longer the young woman and Queen of Naboo; she was an older, wiser woman that ran two companies, and knew what she had experienced was no nightmare.
“Bella!” she tried to shout but it came out in a harsh, strangled whisper. “My Gessa is in terrible trouble!” 
She began to realize her ears had not been working as the pounding on her door slowly became more audible; the voice behind the closed doors even more so. She knew who it was and confusingly went to deal with it, even as she felt she was running out of time.

“Damn it, Juna, open-. Ah, finally! I have been pounding at your door for five straight minutes!” The man, crossed between Juna’s father and someone with more pointed features, was Canus Rapier Biggio the Fifth; half descendent of the original Canus Rapier, the Last King of Naboo before King Veruna had taken power. The norm of the direct blood lines of the Rapiers was small families in order to limit – because there was no way in preventing it – the backstabbing intrigue. Around two hundred years ago Barcitus Rapier decided to have eight children; seven of them were girls, the last born a boy who would inherit the bulk of the Rapier fortune. One of the girls married into another clan dynasty, Biggio, but they were of past Royal breeding that had not sniffed the Throne since. He was the only other Rapier with a fortune just as considerable as Juna’s.
“We still have so much to discuss before the so called ‘board’ meeting in the next hour, and I will not be put aside again!” stated Canus sternly. “Just because you have the controlling majority of this company does not give you the right to just casually put it up on sale. You should have consulted us before making such a rash move.”
“Canus, as always, you have bad timing,” remarked Juna dryly, for indeed Canus had a history of it. “And I am tired of reminding you that all your votes only equal one of mine. Life is really unfair; I know that far better than you do.” She went to close the door….
“No!” Canus put his foot in the door and it automatically retracted. “I have enough of this! I bought most of those shares you dolled out and I won’t be denied. I want a coalition!”

Juna’s fears for her Bella, with the ‘nightmare’ still fresh in her head, was slowly becoming that rage she nor her and Enothchild’s wedding rings could no longer control. The Dark Side of the Force wanted to be used; Juna gritted her teeth to reel it back. “Canus, I run this company unilaterally, or I don’t run it at all. Even if you were to buy the others out of their shares you couldn’t force me to share power.”

“Then I’ll buy you out!” Canus stamped his foot repeatedly. “Clean out! No attachments! A pure retirement package! You go and take your lousy Corellian heritage with you! You’ve run things long enough; badly most of the time. Let someone else in the family run it!”
Getting tired of the situation, Juna weighed her options carefully; the majority of those options featured Canus dead, each of those death options by different means. There was something telling her she had little time to dither, and yet another part of her that stated the fact that she still hadn’t figured out everything that she saw. It dawned on her, as Canus waited with the same level of impatience she had for him, that Canus’ demands were just the tip of the iceberg that threatened to crash her supposed war against the Sith. It was going to be these things, from blather mouths to company problems to political conferences to shifting priorities on the fly, that were going to hamper her war, and already it was hampering her chances at saving her precious Gessa Bella, who was heading towards a terrible death. She finally realized, after so many years, Juna Rapier Angelleia could not do it all.
“Name your price,” said Juna, agreeing to every lie about her ruining the company, every complaint, and every wrong point Canus just made.
Canus crapped himself; the smell was obvious. “What?”

Sighing sincerely came easy at this point. “I said name your price, right now. Get your lawyer up here, and we’ll signature authorize it. All I want is a lump sum buyout the moment our names are encoded on the contract. Honor the conditions of my mother’s contract and name your price.”
“This better not be a joke.” Canus waved behind him, and sure enough there was a lawyer already present. Juna kept her contempt in check; obviously Canus was ready to make some kind of play for the company today and wanted his attorney on hand for it. He didn’t count on this and was skeptical, so he offered, “I don’t have a significant amount on hand….but since we’re family” he used the term loosely “you can keep some options and settle for one hundred.”
It was an insult for the base value of Rapier Technologies was well over four billion credits. Juna said, “No options, two hundred fifty. You have that on hand, Canus, and by the way the stock is trading now, that much money is just cold piss to a magnesium fire.”

“No options?” Canus wanted to haggle. “Juna, you won’t have anything to fall back on.”

“What, if I go broke: what do you care?” Juna put her hands behind her back because she was squeezing her hands into balls. “Canus, I got the profit from the past year coming to me, your buyout, a media company,” which she was also going to unload today but did not tell him, “a dozen ships, and five and a half planets I own via inheritance with mineral rights and no Republic oversight. My debts are paid off, my taxes up to date, no lawsuits against me, and with no help from you and the rest of my distant relatives. But you know what? I have had enough: you’re right, its time I let someone else steer this massive Rapier ship towards greener worlds. If unloading Rapier Technologies will get you to stop with your obsessive whining about inequality, that I ask where the hell do I sign?”
Canus looked at his lawyer and said, “I am getting sole ownership: alter the contract.” The lawyer was ready to have Canus’ child, even though he was a man: the percentage fee at ten percent was going to be phenomenal. “I assume Juna’s shares and own majority interests in all of Rapier Technologies, Incorporated, for two hundred and fifty million credits.” He said, “You better get your lawyer to look at this.”
“I am my lawyer,” said Juna, taking the data pad to go over the finished product when the lawyer was complete. She did not need to use the Force to scan the simple contract. She added, “’And this is including all liabilities before and after this sale’.”

“Agreed,” said Canus gleefully.

Juna added, “’No reversals, and no litigation after the fact’.” She looked at him and said, “And no regrets. And Canus, I don’t want you to ever call me to help you. No one is to call me to save the company. I leave it up to you to solve any problem that comes. It’s no longer my responsibility. It’s all yours and everyone else’s problem from here on out. I wish you luck, Cousin.” When Canus nodded, she put her digital signature on the contract and added her code of privileged access to the Rapier Archives. She easily passed the data pad over to Canus. “Well? I am waiting for my money.”
“Now?”

“You couldn’t wait to have this company; I can’t wait for the money.”

“Oh, right!” Canus pulled out his accounting chit and pressed a few buttons. After a minute, he said, “It’s all there: two hundred and fifty million, my life’s savings. You drained me down to nothing.”

“That’s how your namesake started, Canus; with nothing.” And without any control over it, Juna’s body visibly swayed as if a great burden had finally been lifted off her shoulders. After four hundred straight years of direct blood ownership, Rapier Technologies was now going to be run by a family relation. She had never felt so daunted when she was given ten percent of the company when she was born, or when she was given fifty-one percent of it when her father had died, or when her mother gave up her share to run away fifteen years ago. She felt it now, however, and it was much more significant than becoming the Queen of Naboo and swear an oath to serve and protect a thousand worlds and twenty billion people. The success, the long struggle, the rebuilding of Naboo, and the return of past profitability: what more she could have done, but no longer her cross to bare.
Before Canus could gloat, Juna said to him, “Transmit that contract to Theed and Coruscant right now.” She waited, and fifteen seconds later the lawyer sent it. “Excellent; now I can leave. I will get my things and be out of here in five minutes.”

“No speech to the board?” asked Canus.

“Why? You all hate me.” Juna shook her head. “Why go where I am no longer needed? Why say words no one will care to remember? Why suffer through applause when the punch line is my departure?” She grabbed her luggage cases, opened them, and proceeded to fill them quickly; she could care less what she wrinkled or ruined. “All hail Canus Rapier Biggio the Fifth: bask in the glory by yourself. I’m taking my ‘lousy Corellian heritage’ self out of here.”
Canus took the hint, snorted, and left. He wanted so much to give a speech after her departing speech that would have been long, drawn out just to make her squirm – that is if he could. Alas he could not have everything he desired. He was more than content with finally owning Rapier Technologies. The stock was going to take a hit, but he was going to expand the issuing of stocks and really take the company back to its glory days.
When Juna finished packing, she located her fedarok cloak and put it on; she was going to have to change to her battle clothes on the Flora Noir. With one issue at rest, others were put aside and Bella came back in her mind. It was not a nightmare, for the Force sensitive did not have dreams and nightmares. It was a vision of the Force, and it was the near future. Juna had recalled the early morning in which she greeted her distant relatives and after several hours of worthless banter she had retired to her private room. She had began to meditate to refresh and center herself, and eventually let her mind wander into the darker realms of the Universal Force without realizing it. She had such experiences before, sudden revelations of the future, and they were always right. The one problem with them, however, was interpreting exactly what she saw; there was more to the vision than just the truth of it; details that offered clues as to why, and how, and who, and what, and more importantly in this case where. She needed to get away from Naboo to concentrate, so there was no way anyone could bother her.
In moments Juna was on her private ship and activating the hot start. In seconds she was up and away and flying hard for empty space. The hot drives allowed for no preparation and warm up for the engines, but it slowed the usual time it took to warm up the hyperdrive motivator; the inlets were purposely overheated for the sake of drive plasma flushing, as if the hyperdrive was already engaged; extra heating through non-ready hyperdrive components would cause a meltdown. It gave her some time to do some things.

One of the first things she did was initiated text-only contact with Jorsk Tev’avisa, a Bothan Baron that had been interested in the Galactic Holochannel for quite some time since its inception. She left a message that she was selling it; name his price and terms, and all she asked that Weena keep her job; if Weena couldn’t, it didn’t matter to Juna.

Vessels leaving the Nubian System were not under the same scrutiny as entering so Juna was able to pilot past the picket lines. She activated her own personally encoded transmission to Rose’s ship, the Diamidas, which connected the link to Rose’s comlink. “Rose, this is Juna, I don’t have the time to explain this but my Gessa is in grave danger. Are you close to the ship?”
“On my way actually, Mistress,” said Rose. “My meeting with the Chancellor-.”

“Screw that!” shouted Juna. “I need you in space five minutes ago. Stand by for a location; you might get there before I do.”

“Understood,” said Rose, and her breath became labored. She was running.

“Keep the transmission open,” said Juna, and she went silent. The Flora Noir found a safe course out and away from Naboo, so the ship could cruise and the hyperdrive system could agree to operate at a stable temperature. Falling back in her chair, shutting her eyes, and opening herself to the Force, she slipped back to her memories and to the vision.
Within the heart of the vision, where teen Juna dressed as a Vhinphyc was on some unknown world, the clues slowly revealed themselves. The planet was obvious not in the Republic’s sphere of influence given the large amounts of pollution combined with the barrels, crates, and other storage devices that contained all sorts of illegal warfare chemicals. She drew from that conclusion not just because of her experience with Breslin, but because of the junked Trade Federation battle droid. 
The automation of war, engineered and built by Baktoid Combat Automata, was covered in rot moss, a spore found commonly on Naboo notorious for growing on everything dead or inorganic; the battle droid in the vision got the spore on it from having marched through the swamps or the heavily wet forests within a few hundred miles of Theed. The Republic had made the Trade Federation responsible for the non-recycled disposal of their military action after Juna’s Rapier Tech contract group of Ugnaughts piled the mess for the losers to pick up. With tons of oversight attached on Naboo, no one paid attention to what happened related to the invasion afterwards off planet, on how the Trade Federation was going to actually ‘get rid’ of their war machine. But if there was one thing Juna could count on was the organization’s inability to recycle. They dumped their trash out of the boundaries of the Trade Federation on uninhabited, non-Republic worlds; illegal, but without policing there was no proof.
Juna, as with all the former Royals and life time members of the Royal Court, received some of the active defense and intelligence reports collected by Theed. Now as it was years ago, the Trade Federation continued to dump on a planet too far gone to be saved in the Expansion Region. Using the same technique she used to locate her hostages on Breslin, she sunk herself deep in the Dark Side of the Force and let its cool, inviting power fill her memories; of the vision of the future, and her memories of the past with those Royal Court reports she received.

Finally said aloud, “Zonloki.” The Dark Side let the word echo throughout her body; a confirmation. “Rose, did you read me? My Gessa is on Zonloki.”
“Stand by,” said Rose. “Running calculations.” During the pause, Juna began running her own calculations through her navicomputer; since Zonloki was not already saved in her system, the calculations were going to take a little longer to compute.
Rose hissed a bit. “I can reach Zonloki in approximately nineteen hours at maximum output.”

Juna looked at her calculations, and then realized something not exactly right; a feeling and a fact. “Rose, I can get there in nineteen hours as well.”
Rose thought aloud Juna’s thoughts. “Mistress, the Flora Noir is faster than the Diamidas. Our estimated times of arrival are strategically similar.”

“I know,” said Juna, rubbing her chin and putting some of her panic aside for just a long minute. “It’s a certain future I saw, Rose; it’s going to happen on Zonloki. I think my Gessa is a victim of a trap.”
“Is this a trap for your daughter, or for us?” questioned Rose wisely. “Do you know exactly when this happens?”
“No,” said Juna, shaking her head as she locked the coordinates in the navicomputer. “I would have to hope I get there first. If not, it’s up to you, Rose.”
Rose was no Force user, but she was taught very well by two very accomplished warriors; one of who she asked, “Lethal force?”

Juna considered the entire situation, which was very little, and said, “Snatch and go, Rose. Grab my Daughter and get the hell out of there, as fast as you can. If this is a trap, whoever it is, they will have numbers on their side. Take no risks; grab my Daughter, take her away to…. Hijarna; don’t wait for me.”

“Understood,” said Rose.

Juna shut off the hyperspace transmission and activated the Noir’s hyperdrive. The star lines and tunnel that followed did nothing for her, did not reassure her that she was on her way to save her Gessa. With the way her mind worked, Juna had nineteen hours to consider all the potentially bad things associated with this, and the closer she got to her destination, the worse it was going to get. Right in front of her mind, arriving at the system in nineteen hours was just the beginning; she would have to find Bella, and even with the Force there was the time wasted on piloting her ship to the location and that in itself could take as much as an hour max. Poor Rose, with no Force skills, was going to need more time to locate Bella.
“We won’t have time,” said Juna in realization. She reactivated her transceiver equipment and accessed her private account. She spoke what she typed out, “Flower Child to Brush Fire, Bella in trouble on Zonloki. Flower Bud and I will be late in arriving. Can you make it? If you can, don’t respond, just go, and go heavy!”

Juna sent the message, and then she left the bridge and headed straight to the back. She began to prepare herself for the potential battle ahead, thinking very clearly on the kind of hell she was going to unleash on those responsible; trap or not, someone was going to pay. And if it is the Sith, she was more than happy to fight Darkness with Darkness, for they were sadly mistaken to think she was going to fight them by Jedi rules just because her beloved Enothchild had trained her. She could not restrain herself any longer, especially with her Gessa seen suffering in pain in her mind.
Whoever it was they were going to pay.
