CHAPTER 121.0
The autumn was upon the grounds of Rapier Manor before Juna knew it. That was the price of being who she was, a person of high power in the perceptions of her persecutors and wards and a mother to a wonderful little baby that had occupied the rest of her time. And Bella took up most of Juna’s time, and in no way was it Bella’s fault. Purposely Juna made Bella her unspoken secret excuse for everything she did after she was born.
Five days after Bella was born Juna did the unprecedented: she proceeded with the long and expensive process of buying back the public shares of Rapier Technologies and thus pulling her company off the trading market. By doing it independent of the Board of Directors with her own finances her distant relations could not prevent her from doing it. Though it was true she owned more than enough to prevent any hostile takeover she did take away the loophole in public trading laws that allowed the Republic and the King of Naboo to take Rapier Technologies away from her. A reason to do such government takeover was the same reason why the Republic and Nubian authorities would occasional arrive unannounced with a search warrant from time to time: the belief that the Lady Juna Angelleia was giving aid to her fugitive mother Naressa Rapier. The searches were intimidation tactics by political figureheads that hadn’t played all their options out; she took away so many by pulling Rapier Technologies off the trading block. 

There was a backlash with her move -- there was always a backlash, no matter what Juna had done. Markets that were in recovery took a tremendous hit when she had bought all that she could from shareholders. It didn’t matter to others that Juna’s losses had for the first time in her young life were double the amount of small earnings the company made in the past year. The lack of profit drove share prices down, enabling her to buy the stocks, which drove many to say the whole situation had been devised from the beginning; one of many conspiracy angles that only had merit so long as fools believed them. There were many fools, too many in the galaxy to count.
The legal means still slowly played out. Next to the criminal aspects were the ongoing and growing civil ramifications from the Shut Down to the deals Naressa alone made. In the latter was the sentiment that the plaintiffs had been unwillingly persuaded into their deals with Rapier Tech. People that paid attention knew the Rapier women knew the Force and could use it, they just didn’t know to what extent, but just knowing it and using it was enough for them to cry foul. It did help Juna to create the atmosphere that allowed her to do some business from Rapier Manor via HoloNet because others did not want to be ‘mentally smecked with’, so that was a blessing more than just a curse. Still the affect did hurt in the courts, and for the present time it did hurt business.

The Bothans were so loyal to the Rapier Clan that they refused to lower Juna’s credit standing, which was such a blessing or otherwise Juna would had been in worse trouble. Her losses along with a bad credit rating would have thrown her into the arena of bankruptcy, but even with the removal of Rapier Technologies from the Bothan Stock Exchange the Bothans did not hold a grudge and their speculators firmly believed Juna could turn it all around in the future; ten, maybe in twenty years, but they were very certain. Still there was belt tightening to be done. People were laid off at Rapier Technologies in every sector. For the first time in her tax paying life Juna wrote off her loses for a break -- it would get reported and the people would have a reason to hate her all over again. No matter what she did, no one was truly ever going to be happy with her, all except those who really loved her, and most important of all of them her baby Bella.

Every terrible decision of every bad day vanished with every second Juna spent with her Gessa over the past five months, and there was a lot of seconds and therefore Juna never dwelled on those days in shadow. Bella was still unknown to the rest of the universe, through subtle gestures through the Force upon excused employees from Rapier Manor and the standard law enforcement officers that thought they could come and search her home at random without Juna knowing about it. How it rankled them that Juna always answered the front door before they could announce their secret arrival. Despite her expert use of the Force Juna had still not reached her levels of potential previous to her Fading Light transformation.
Though Juna was the Banshee of Naboo to many she still had many of her friends besides her beloved Bella. Dizzy and Muriel continued to live with her, raising Diggory in the quiet environment. Muriel had promised after having her son to be under Juna’s Force tutelage and was a quick learner. The training was very light, but it got the two women back in shape after having spent nine months keeping themselves grounded in meditation. With Muriel’s Special Forces skills with the added trait of lightsaber combat it more than made up for her weaker state of power.
Lady Terese Landana and her husband Eric Maltanaw and their daughter Jarah visited her from time to time and cared little what others in the public thought in the gesture. Cessa Ferngully was taken off the nomination list public by King Veruna for a Nubian Justice position because she was seen walking out of Rapier Manor one too many times, to which Cessa didn’t pout over it -- in fact she made it clear, with her accreditation as a anointed Princess of Naboo from the previous election which Juna had won, that in the future she was going to challenge Veruna. She had made up many lies to tell them that were somewhat true, such as Enothchild being dead because of a mission deep in the Hutt territories.
In all of this with her friends outside of Rapier Manor it hurt Juna personally that she kept them unaware of Bella. It was difficult to do in respect to their relationship. Juna could trust them, but she felt in her heart that they couldn’t know any more than the Jedi Order could. Much of the difficultly inspired Juna to wear dark and heavy clothing in their presence because Bella’s fussing from afar would cause her to spontaneously lactate. She would explain long absences in their company to tend to Bella as business running too long. 
Helping out tremendously to explain Juna’s sudden maneuvers around her visiting friends was little Rose. Playing the Ward of the Rapier Estate really gave Juna much to discuss with her friends and provided at times that much needed excuse to get away to tend to Bella. Usually the reason was to check on Rose’s education, but when Rose was with her it was something business related, and from there Rose entertained the guests with her much improved independence. Then again much of her improvement was predicated on her ‘mistress’s’ desires for achievement. Still Rose was a confidence to have around and was great with baby Bella.
Often it was not Bella’s fault, but Juna’s own desires to just be with her child, alone most of the time, trumped all. It was not that her friends were not being good company or they said anything wrong. It was just the need to be with Bella, an insatiable hunger never satisfied, a thirst which could never be quenched. No matter how much more time Juna had with Bella, which was quite a bit, it was never enough. It was no different now than when Bella was born.

The late evening brought forth a quiet moment between mother and child in their room, to which Bella had become very insistent about sharing Juna’s breast before falling asleep. As Juna paced the room and monitored her surroundings Bella demonstrated the unique baby ability to suckle while eyes were closed and consciousness had ceased. Babies may have always appeared constantly hungry, but Juna had compared Bella to Diggory and found that her little Vhinphyc hybrid had an unrivaled appetite. Tired herself for a change, Juna never sensed the person knocking on her door. She jumped, and then with a wave of her hand the large door very slowly opened. Rose pushed the door open the rest of the way and she entered.
“I’m retiring, Mistress,” said Rose tiredly. The poor girl continued to keep some of the same hours as Juna, but unlike in the beginning she was getting better with her own schedule. And she had graduated from awaiting Juna’s say so to announcing her bedtime; not great progress but progress nonetheless. “Do you and your baby need me further?”
“No, Gessa and I are fine, thank you,” said Juna assuredly. “Get some rest, Rose. Tomorrow’s another day.” 
Rose gave her a little head bow -- again, an improvement over the previous full body bow at the waist. She lingered for a moment, which Juna picked up after a time. Rose said nothing more, turned and left, leaving Juna with no mystery of what that was all about. There were times Rose appeared, and thought, to appreciate what she did and what was occurring before her. Juna did her best to nurture Rose as well, which did more to crack the spell of slavery than any lesson. Sometimes Juna wondered if Rose was jealous of Bella, envious of the attention as any sibling would towards their newborn relation. Rose sometimes was just that hard to read. Juna trust Rose and entrusted her with Bella; whatever jealously existed it was less than the desire to do the bidding of her mistress.

“Ahoy!” Juna’s exclamation was spurned on by baby Bella’s sudden need to bite and tug. She fought the light speed reaction to respond with physical force instantly, remembering just as quickly that the source of the debilitating nipple clamp was her five month old baby Gessa. With a wet, sloppy POP, Juna removed Sleepy Baby and laid her on the big bed they shared gently. 

Wiping her eyes to clear her blurry vision, she mused, “I know you bring tears to my eyes, Bella, but this is ridiculous.” 
Though Bella had no teeth Juna really couldn’t bare the pain and actually felt compelled to go into the bathroom and determine what damage was done. Being shot, stabbed, slashed, and gored were terrible agonies, but she felt she wasn’t overreacting with this pain. One look put holes in theory that her breast was damaged beyond repair, and it was not bleeding either. Still it throbbed, causing Juna to pace around to get the anger out of her system, working her up enough to stomp her feet a few times.

Sighing when the pain ebbed a little and the anger would not go away, Juna knew she was more tired than she pretended not to be. She drew a hot bath; it had been awhile since she soaked herself deeply in one. During preparation she removed the necklace that bore Enothchild’s small ring and her ring on it; trinkets that she held secret under her clothing, close to her heart that no one else outside her little circle of knowledge knew about. She carefully placed the necklace of rings on the sink counter and proceeded to sink into the bliss. Immediately the sensation of warmth and the strong scent of piameno for all metaphorical purposes knocked her hell out. The door to the bathroom was open, and Juna could feel Bella sleeping comfortably and safely in her mind. Her mind and her muscles had long ago switched from practiced fighting reaction to motherly instinctive response. The soaking really loosened her spirit and she found that great tension had been prominent to which no amount of meditation had supposedly chased away. She felt the water figuratively find her internal organs, and her eyes closed in relaxation. Still anger lingered for a bit too long in the front of her mind whenever her nipple had the uncontrollable notion to throb. Juna could ignore it and chose to; she found she could ignore almost anything.
Juna came to when she realized her heart felt very cold. 
It disturbed her immediately because she had not felt so cold in a long time. She stood up, and upon doing so she realized she was no longer in her bathroom in her private room in Rapier Manor. Her large in ground tub had been replaced by a natural hot springs oasis which walls of heavy stone had been built around it with a roofless sky to view the very big brilliantly bright full moon above. 
In her panic she got out of the oasis, took another look around and found a pile of black clothing. She never gave the clothing a thought as she reached them, but reaching for them she paused in horror. She glared at her snow white arm, her black nails, and through the coldness of her heart she knew she was Dark Pure. She pawed through the clothing and found familiar objects: gloves with talon fingers, her krayt dragon head light saber, and saw-wire for the purposed of interrogation, and cleat formed high boots with durasteel in the toes and heels for crushing and breaking, and a vicious cowl designed to double her expressions of anger. She pawed through to find no wedding rings or the necklace they would be on; the only thing she found familiar was the fedarok cloak Naressa had given her, and in her haste she threw that on when a greater fear swept through her.
“Bella,” Juna said breathlessly as she tried not to panic more than she was now. She had a vision like this before a few years ago that put her in a short term coma. She feared the worst more in the real than in what would transpire in this, in the realm of her soul. “Bella! Bella, I’m coming!”
She really did not know where to start. There was a passageway she did not want to go into and alien sky above that felt very familiar to her nonetheless. Juna just took the passageway with a thumping heart and growing terror in her blood. “Bella! Bella, cry for me, Baby!” 
She did not want Bella to be in her hell, anywhere near the dark side of the Force. She hoped and prayed as the time went by, and she repeatedly called for Bella, and the passage just continued to get longer and longer and longer with no relief in sight.
Breaths were quick and panic neared dread, Juna forced herself to run down the passageway, forced herself to call upon her abilities to try and sense her baby! She could almost feel her Gessa. In that desperation settled in and she used more of her power to feel Bella. “BELLA! CALL TO ME, BELLA! PLEASE! I’M COMING!” The baby’s cries were growing louder but little by so very little. 

Juna could not believe this was happening and she could not believe it had happened. She tapped into her power, fighting off a great deal of pain in the process as she stretched out with her feelings more and more. Baby Bella was felt, but Bella kept feeling so very far away. Desperation became frustration as Juna’s running speed grew in velocity. As she ran, she ignored the fact that the rest of her Sithian warrior clothing had appeared on her body. The cowl tightened on her face as her frown sported from her determination. 
Through gritted teeth she said, “I’m coming, Gessa, I’m coming to save you!”
Bella’s cries were louder, but then suddenly muffled. Juna felt Bella was under duress. Her emotions of Darkness had never reached the levels she felt at that moment. She was no longer running; she flew with arms and legs stretched out without another thought to running or teleporting. She was so upset she couldn’t shout anymore. The passageway began to show signs of endings with the bright light forming at the end of the tunnel. She forgot the situation entirely and put all her might behind her will to reunite with Bella.

Juna could feel tiny little Bella doing all she could to fight. Her little soul was crying for her, but weakening as she fought the evil slowly beating her down. With the situation growing all the more dire Juna doubled all of her efforts. The passageway began to crumble in her flying wake. As the passageway behind her was destroyed the end of it before her came quickly towards her. It wasn’t enough: Juna poured every Dark erg of her existence into breaching the barriers that held her back, that held her from her Bella. She had suffered too much to let her go! She couldn’t let Bella go! Bella was not going to suffer her fate, not in her hell!
With one last burst Juna finally found herself standing the darken chamber room she had been in twice before: in the Dark Side Forest of Sabbath on Alderaan, and in her mind as Queen a few years ago. She stood across the far side of the chamber, looking across at the large fire place clear across it. There she felt Bella, struggling but losing to the Darkness that held her in the rocking chair before the fire. Bella’s complaints were muffled by her forced suckling, her cries fading, being replaced by the invading Darkness.
“NO!” Seething, Juna stomped across the room towards the rocking chair. “THE DARK SIDE HAS TAKEN ME! BUT IT WON’T TAKE MY GESSA! IT WON’T TAKE MY DAUGHTER! I WON’T LET IT!!!!” She could see clearly her Daughter being breastfeed by the occupant in the rocking chair. Growling, Juna declared, “I WILL KILL YOU, YOU BITCH!” She never gestured, but her command to turn the rocking chair around was obeyed.
The Dark Purity Sith Maiden Matriarch holding Bella and forcing her to drink only glared back in contempt and said with a wicked grin, “You can’t kill me, Granddaughter: I’m already dead.”

Juna’s full resolve vanished in horror as Darth Rune rocked in the chair and forcibly pressed Bella’s tiny head against her exposed breast. The baby, helpless in every way, followed her corrupted instincts to drink even as her tiny little soul fought and fought and fought. Rune gave no mercy to Bella, not one ounce, and just kept up with the pressure.
“You see, Anointed One,” cursed Rune with a yellowish glare, “I bore your mother, and I resided in her, and then when she bore you I resided in you. I still reside in both of you, I always will. Such a terrible curse, genetics: it houses more than just what makes us.”

Juna shook her head and denied, “NO!”

“And now, I reside in my Great Granddaughter.”

Juna was at a loss on what to do. There was no one there that could help her. She was alone, all alone, to bear witness in helpless terror. She forced herself to do something, reached out, but instead the hands of Dark Side villainous there was only the hands of the fine, tan skin of plain, good, and significantly less powerful Juna Rapier.
Staring at her hands and at her robe-only self, Juna flabbergasted, “I…don’t understand.” She looked at Rune and Bella and choked out, “NO!”
Baby Bella was fighting, but not to pull herself away from Rune, but to consume more of what Rune had to offer. The child’s rosy skin grayed in patches, turning more white as the edges of the gray continued to spread. Her eyes glowed with the power of the Dark Side of the Force when her precious little lids opened.
Speaking more at Bella than at Rune, Juna pleaded, “STOP IT! STOP! SHE’S NOT YOUR MOTHER!”
Rune leered, “It’s not a question of motherhood, just what the Dark Side of the Force has to offer her over you!” She looked down at the child and cooed when blackish, oily breast milk dribbled from Bella’s mouth from overflow. “Oh look, Juna, your ‘gessa’ can’t get enough! The craving for power is just too much!”
Upset and with no means she could feel to stop it, Juna locked her stare with Rune and begged, “Stop! STOP! DON’T DO THIS TO HER, SHE’S JUST A BABY!”
Darth Rune suddenly looked very hurt. She shook her head in befuddlement. “Dear, miserable fool: I am not the one doing this. YOU ARE!” She let a smile slowly spread across her face. “It is what YOU do best.”
“I’m not doing this!” Juna shook her head in full denial but it only drove Rune to laugh. Out of spite Juna stepped forward and smacked Rune. To Juna’s horror Rune’s face contorted to the shape of her hand and the laughter became more mind-numbing and sinister. She didn’t know what to do. She couldn’t stop Bella. She couldn’t stop the nightmare. She turned to run, but took five steps and running down the full length of a lightsaber before she realized she had ran into her doom.

The wielder of the weapon was from ancient nightmares. A specter in black armor, he breathed mechanically, thought coldly, and cared even less. With a free hand he wrapped it around Juna’s neck to hold her stunned pose. From behind the giant Sith Lord the Sith Master, face obscured by his hood, ordered venomously, “Finish her, Lord Vader!”
The creature known as Darth Vader said in cryptic curse directly at Juna, “You should have kept your promise to me!” He pulled her by the neck one way, and ripped his lightsaber the other way….
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 121.1

The next moment Juna felt a great deal of pain from having thrown herself from the bathtub. No matter how fast her heart beat and no matter how hard it thumped Juna was numb with incredible cold not associated with her naked state and the cold bathwater. She cared little for herself as she struggled to get to her feet on the wet floor, managing footing when she grabbed hold of her hung up bathrobe, when she heard little Bella crying terribly like never before. 
There was knocking on her door, but Juna absolutely ignored the pounding and the voices of Rose and Muriel and Dizzy on the other side. She reached the bedside to find Bella in bawling duress, and her tiny body shivering terribly. Juna knew what the shivering; it was not from elemental cold.
“I’m here! My God, I’m here, Gessa! I’m here, I’m here, I got you!” She desperately, but carefully, picked Bella up and held her close and hugged her with overly exaggerated attempts to comfort her; she meant to soothe Bella, but Juna was absolute beyond the ability to help has the tears and the fears wept from her body. “Mommy’s here! It’s all right!”

The door security system was overridden and Muriel was in first with a roll and her sleek lightsaber lit at the end of the movement. She had sensed more than the general disturbance in the Force; she had felt power from Juna she had not sensed since the beginning of the end of the Shut Down.
“Get back, Kid!” barked Dizzy at Rose, who nearly ran right behind Muriel until the Sullustan unapologetically yanked her behind him. “Stay until it’s clear. Muriel!”
“All clear,” said the red head after a quick look around. Clearly Juna was not under a physical attack, but something told her Juna and baby Bella were attacked nonetheless. Shutting down and stowing her weapon, Muriel went to Juna and asked, “What happened?”

Juna registered Muriel for the first time; she ignored Dizzy and Rose. In frantic she never expressed in a long time, she said, “Oh Muriel, its Faradi! She’s trying to seduce my Gessa to the dark side!”
“What? Oh no!” Muriel understood Juna’s meaning immediately. Then again, Muriel was a little worried that Juna was not thinking clearly just by looking into her friend’s brown eyes.

“I thought-,” began Dizzy, blinking in confusion. He was sure when Rune had bought it that was the end of every Force related problem associated with Juna. Too easily he had forgotten how much of problem Magus Prophet was at staying dead.
“You don’t know,” began Rose in cold voice, drawing a look from Dizzy and Muriel, “the power of the Dark Side.”
“She’s right,” a very pale Juna said with a gulp, trying and failing terribly to calm Bella down. “She’s right. Faradi was in my mother, Faradi was in me, now she’s in Bella. She’s going to corrupt Bella.” She spoke more to herself than to the others. “Not my Gessa, please, not her.”
“Go watch my baby,” instructed Muriel to Rose. Rose hesitated at first until Muriel rudely said, “Go!” Rose had chosen to be defiant to be with Juna, a debatable sign: either it was out of independence or to serve Juna as her slave. But on Muriel’s angry insistence the little girl bowed and took her leave.
Meanwhile Juna laid Bella on the bed again. She hovered over her and enlightened, “I…I can’t let her learn the Force.” The baby’s tears and whines helped Juna nod her head and agree with her purely emotional, highly illogical assessment. “I have to find a way to keep her from learning it.”
“What? Juna, you’re not making sense!” said Muriel.
Juna never really heard Muriel properly. “You’re right; curiosity alone will sway her to learn. I ought to know.”

Muriel frowned: of course Juna ought to know! “Juna, listen to me-.”

“I got it!” Juna held both her hands up to quiet Muriel, her eyes wide with fear and transfixed on crying Bella. “I’ll….place something in her mind. Every time she does the Force it will tell her not to do it.”
“Juna!”

“It can work! Give me a moment!” Juna felt in her heart that it could work. It had to work!

Before Juna could consider it with another breath Muriel heard enough, turned Juna to face and gave her best friend a considerable slap in the face. Dizzy let out a yelp because the act alone was painful enough. The taller female with the dark side heritage just looked down at her friend with shock and disbelief on her face.
Muriel, on the other hand, was not having it. She did not care if she struck her friend and had done so in front of her baby. “Juna, get a grip! For two seconds take a breath and realize what you are doing!” Juna didn’t do it, but that wasn’t the point. “The darkness affecting Bella is coming from you!”

Juna acted as if struck again, flinching horribly at that aspect. She dared thought she was still stuck in the nightmare. “What? No!”

Muriel continued, grabbing Juna by her shoulders and imploring, “And you’re about to do exactly what Naressa had done to you! Don’t you remember: Vader!”

The name shook Juna again but this time right where she had, in her vision, been stabbed. It did not hurt as much as it did with the realization that Muriel was correct. She went very rigid and very numb, and then she felt the presence of the dark side of the Force coming from her and drifting its way towards Bella. It was doing so for her fears were connected to her child’s well being. Muriel’s words had truly sunk in with the mentioning of the dark specter that had plagued her in her youth before the disastrous journey to Vhanba. A Dark Lord of the Sith that had been conjured from her subconscious to scare Juna away from the Force in general and the dark side of it specifically. Naressa had seen the vision and had manipulated Juna’s mind through their relationship in the Force to plant the specter as a deterrent. It was, as her own mother would eventually tell her, so very wrong. Juna had long ago forgotten all about Vader until tonight, until she saw him again in her terrible vision. Rune had been such a more serious threat than Vader, a more real threat, but now Vader immediately became a metaphor of every mistake made in Juna’s life with the dark side of the Force involved. Rune and Vader both filled her mind as she realized the bad idea of history she had just about repeated.
Unable to calm down Juna did her best to withdraw herself from Bella. As she gripped herself she noted Bella was calming down but looked at her with sad, teary eyes and quietly whimpered for her. Juna instinctively moved to pick her up, but Dizzy and Muriel watched Juna stop in the middle of the action. Juna really wanted to pick Bella up so badly, but Rune’s taunts and all too truths haunted her mind.
Muriel wrapped her arms around Juna to hug her; Juna didn’t return it, still frozen with a terrible fear she had never believed she could ever feel. Muriel said, “It’s alright, Juna.” Juna didn’t realize she was shaking her head. “Juna, you just need a moment to calm down, and center yourself. Rune can’t hurt you or Bella.”

“No, you’re wrong!” cried Juna. Her heart broke just as soon as Bella made another plea to her mother’s heart. Though Muriel’s words were true and made sense, Juna could not obey them, not yet. She couldn’t pretend anymore that she could.
“Oh God, forgive me,” cried Juna as she pulled herself out of Muriel’s grip. She picked Bella up and put her in her friend’s arms. “Take her away from me.”

“No way!” shouted Dizzy. He walked up beside Muriel and sternly eyed Juna more than he ever dared before. “Don’t do this to her! Not to your kid! She wants you, Juna! Don’t you hear her, she wants you!!”

“Please,” begged Juna, breaking down so badly her knees couldn’t hold her weight anymore, driving the Arnes to look on in mute shock. “Please protect her from me! I beg you! I BEG!”

Muriel’s eyes began to water at the emotion and understood Juna completely. No one could rationally figure out the situation at this time. They hadn’t felt this beaten since learning Enothchild had first died on Tatooine. They could not get over the loss right away. They could not get over this situation as it stood.
“I’ll take her,” assured Muriel with a warble voice. “I’ll take her.” She hugged Bella tightly and backed away, which gained Dizzy’s retreat as well. She could also feel that Bella understood more than any baby should. The further away the baby was from her mother, the less cold she felt but the more tearful and screaming sad she became. Unable to stand it Muriel just turned and left wordlessly.
Dizzy continued to just back up to the door, eyeing Juna who was weeping on the floor. All he could say to her was, “Don’t give up.” He really didn’t know where the idea came from, but he continued. “Don’t give up on us.”

No sooner was Dizzy gone that the loneliness was horribly unbearable for Juna. The nightmare was too real to handle. She stumbled to her feet and kept repeating, “I’m sorry” over and over again in the hopes that Bella and even her own mother and her departed love ones could hear her. In those short and meaningful apologies Juna scrambled about looking for necklace with her and Enothchild’s wedding rings on them. The trinkets were to give her some solace, she felt, because she didn’t have her Gessa to do that. She couldn’t risk hurting her little Gessa, who could do nothing to protect herself from her own matriarch.

Finding the necklace right where she left it in the bathroom Juna nearly leapt headfirst into the masonry to grab them and hold them. Some relief in the form of warmth had washed through her and slowly chased out her fears and her sorrows and whatever hate she had for herself. The stresses of the moment eased even as Juna continued to cry uncontrollably; though visibly shaken it was nothing compared to a few minutes ago when all appeared lost and Bella was doomed.

The bed became Juna’s chair for several moments as she held the necklace and rings in her cupped hands close to her heart. She cried quietly and wept, telling herself, “I’m going to save you, my Gessa. Mommy’s going to find a way to save you.” She found with the rings in her possession that the solution, though difficult to obtain, was not impossible in comprehend. With a growing strength of assurance, Juna said to herself aloud, “I will save you if it means ending my life to do it.”
Looking down at the rings Juna was not surprised at all, or troubled or puzzled, to see the small golden bands glowing. As they laid in her palms their golden light again as on Nal Hutta betrayed Juna’s dark heritage by showing bleached white skin within the bask of its glow. Quietly she felt herself calm some more when she thought she had heard Enothchild’s voice.
There is a way….
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 121.2

The next day no one outside Juna’s close circle of friends could reach Juna. Any attempt was foiled by Juna’s own commandment not to be disturbed, and the six working for her who really pushed their luck were fired; two before they even breathed a word. The news of the firings worked much more effectively than Juna’s commandment of not being bothered and she wasn’t bothered again, except when Dizzy would check on her in the Grand Library. She had been there since she had collected herself, searching for an answer, an answer other than the one that weighed heavily on her mind the most.

Meanwhile Dizzy and Muriel decided to set up a forward base of observation in the Grand Library by taking up space in the upper observatory reading deck that gave them the full view of the floor. They brought both Diggory and Bella with them and Rose followed along looking just as tired as Juna, Muriel and Dizzy all did; Bella kept the Arnes’ up all night with her crying, and Rose kept watch over both children along with them. There were moments of peace as Bella enjoyed Diggory’s company as both babies cooed as they shared the same blanket on the floor of the tier, but that was between her fussy moments. Bella was calm, though disappointed, until she had entered the Grand Library. She had sensed her mother and wanted her so badly Muriel spent the next thirty minutes calming her down. Juna couldn’t avoid sensing, smelling, and hearing her Bella’s cries and it twisted her heart into a knot; so much so she couldn’t tell her friends to take the child away.
It had been an hour since their arrival, and both Dizzy and Muriel had taken turns observing Juna and eyeing the various books, data pads, data cards, films, holographics, soft files and other materials that were scattered all around her pacing site, on tables, on floors, in chairs and wherever there was a free spot not occupied by Juna’s feet. After getting Rose to keep an eye on the fussing baby duo -- Bella appearing and sounding ready to explode with tears again -- Muriel accessed the computer records to see what Juna had been doing in the past nine hours since the incident last night. Since she couldn’t read the wordings on the books, they were too far away, she could at least peak at whatever information was accessed on the terminals. The list was subjects were all over the place in terms of substance and importance; some did not seem to related to Juna’s problem:
Clergy of and for The Mind was the study of psychology when superimposed thoughtfully over mystic beliefs.
The Cosmic Jokes (and the Possibility You Are One!) used absurdity to demonstrate how absurd the reader truly was.
The Meaning of Ducks and Serpents: Exploring the Nubian Dreamscape was a not too deep look into how Nubian folklore shaped society beginning in childhood.
The Time Shared dealt with the possible existence of parallel dimensions.
The Senate Sub-Select Committee of Medical Pediatric Concerns: The Correlation Between Stress and Post-Pregnancy Delusion was self explanatory.
The Womb Eulogies: Saying Goodbye to the Nine Months of Constant Change was a counter read meant to ease a new mother into full time motherhood from full time incubator.
Galactic Winds was a fictional story written long ago, about a girl who heard voices of galactic happenings.
In the House of the Taylor Milton was about a clothes tailor named Milton.
Where the Banthas May Roam was a timeless children’s book about banthas.
Ul’gai Gteu (the computer had no translation for this language)

Symptoms of a Downward Spiral: the Bane of Being a Woman and the Curse of Motherhood was a well known anti-motherhood book.
Hyperbole: Tales of Scattered Knowledge in a Hyperspace Galaxy.
The Lost Collection of Pan Ten at the Battle of Orchids: One Thousand Stories, All With the Very Same, Shared Ending, which made for a rather dedicated reading, for Muriel and every Guardian before and after her were required to read every story while in training.
Congratulations: it’s a Baby!

The Grimwold Debates: the Eleven Days That Changed the Force was perhaps the most controversial non-fiction article in the data collection; after reading it people either hated the Jedi Order completely or at least loathed them as the Jedi Code, through the debates, had been rewritten; although the purpose of the many page article was meant to shine the Jedi under a great and good light.
The Horror of Hormones!!!
“Eh, are we sure,” began Dizzy, with great hesitation, “this isn’t something hormonal?” Of course with such a great, male intellect on hand it was safe for him to bring it up rather than a woman.
Sighing, Muriel said, “I so want to say yes for a change, Arness. Hormones, at least, can be dealt with. Matters that are Force related are just….out my league. I can deal with Juna on a psychological level, but in this case I don’t know what the results would be.”
Bella began to really fuss, which in turn affected Diggory enough to make him whimper. Rose plucked Bella from the floor and began to leave. Muriel demanded, “Hey, where are you going with Bella?”
Rose did not answer as she continued, expressing a rare face of disappointment. She marched right down the stairs and across the expanse of the floor; all the while Bella kept crying. Undeterred, Rose could feel her Mistress’ subconscious mental pleas to not bring the baby to her. For the first time since her stay at Rapier Manor Rose did not obey her Mistress.

When Rose reached Juna, Juna was waiting there for her arrival with a look of fright. She said to the small child, “What are you doing, bringing her to me? I told you-.” The baby was nearly shoved into her arms. “No! I don’t-!”

With a third effort Rose managed to put Bella firmly into Juna’s arms. Bella stopped crying, but continued to whimper, making efforts to tug on her Mother’s dress top with her mouth.  Rose eyed her Mistress and said without acknowledging the honor of being in her presence, “You are her mother. Your daughter is hungry. You will feed her.”
Juna was taken aback by Rose’s cold tone to her. “S-She can eat mush foods now.”

“You are her mother. Your daughter is hungry. You will feed her.” Rose repeated. She then said, “Fear is your weapon, not your weakness.” She turned and walked away to prevent Juna from shoving Bella back in her arms.
“Oh, great, some Sithian advice I gather?” flubbed Juna rudely. It caused Rose to turn around. “That’s the problem here, Rose. I don’t want the dark side in my daughter’s life.”
Rose suddenly smiled a little and said, “I am happy for you Mistress that you care for your daughter Bella again.”

Confused, Juna asked, “What do you mean by that?” Rose defied her again; she did not answer, and she left without excusing herself. “I never stopped caring for her! You come back here!”
At that moment Muriel passed Rose and noted the end of the one sided conversation and the fact Juna was holding Bella again. Juna just shook her head and muttered murderously, “Damn that little girl, she had to be independent now?”
Muriel took the time Juna gave her as Juna looked to Bella to observe the literature on the table. Books, real books with pages and covers of threaded paper, hard bound leather, and other texture types, were so rare in the galaxy at large; very few places, counted on four fingers on one hand, had such books. Rapier Manor’s Grand Library was one of those four places, and every month at least a thousand such documentaries was sent to the home’s massive holding chamber of many bookshelves. Though books of these were treasures they made inventory cataloging, and looking them up generally, one hell of a burden. Naressa, having been a librarian before she had married Bendian, had made efforts to correct the problem. Unfortunately with Rapier Manor’s destruction several years ago many of the books were lost and much of Naressa’s progress had been ruined; not to mention that Naressa’s time and energies had shifted from organizing the Grand Library to running Rapier Technologies full time after Bendian had died.
There were more books than the data files Juna had called up and Muriel had recently looked up on her terminal, but the subjects again were various and some had no connecting meeting. One that grabbed her attention was the book….
“’In Heritance’,” said Juna, saying the title of the book, her back turned to Muriel. The red head noted a familiar sucking sound, but couldn’t understand why Juna was keeping back turned as Bella fed.
“I’ve read it on data doc,” noted Muriel. “I just don’t get why you would have it out.”

Juna had finally let Bella drink from her only because the urge overwhelmed her fears. For a few seconds before Muriel looked at the book Juna had felt she would look at she had privately told Bella sorry; not because she hadn’t fed her or tended to her, but sorry for anything that might happen darkly to her because of the feeding. Rune’s appearance in her dream vision had shaken Juna that much.

“It’s about the reality of the lost cause,” said Juna knowingly.
Muriel really didn’t think that after she had read it long ago. “I thought it was about a man that had murdered his parents in order to inherit their fortune. He spends the rest of his life being punished with the responsibility of that fortune, to which at the end of his life he realized to his horror he hadn’t enjoyed anything with the money at all. Killing his parents had actually meant nothing else than killing them. He dies regretful, but ironically leaves behind the same fortune he inherited to his son, so the cycle could began again.”
Sighing, Juna tried not to look at Bella’s closing eyes and said, “Kilgore sought happiness, Muriel. He tried to manufacture it because happiness never came to him naturally. He had to fight, struggle, and yes even murder for it. What he realized on that death bed was he was not destined for any happiness the moment he was born.”

Having used the main protagonist in her interpretation, Juna had left Muriel to ask, “So you believe you’re Kilgore?”

“I couldn’t find another book to describe the ironic hell I am in right now,” stated Juna matter-of-factly. Bella began to stir when her little mouth lost its grip on the nipple. Juna paid a little more attention to her baby to feed her, at the same time trying very hard not to feel terribly about it. “Mama’s….presence was on that book.”
Muriel understood, knowing that Juna’s senses through the Force, through her unique abilities, could feel Naressa’s touch on the book in question. “Really. That’s interesting.” She then realized that the books held more clues than answers, and that Juna was trying to find solutions in the very same books and reading materials Naressa had used to find a solution for Juna. Some of the books, again, really showed no connection to Juna in their titles, and some of them had really odd or disturbing titles, be it fiction or non-fiction:

The Eight Pillages of Critis told of the fictional account of the real life I’Yf Critis, an unidentified female alien who had persuaded other women to kill their living and unborn children, who was then murdered brutally by an avenging Sith Lord named Darth Axeius. Axeius’ woman had killed herself upon Critis’ advice, only because she was pregnant, not because she was pregnant with a Sith Lord’s child.
Necromancy in the Shaded Hour Glass: The True Meaning of Salt in the Ancient Time Piece described the importance of compounds in elements, substances, or just plain old objects.
And the Shadows Crawled told how people were guided by the very shadows on the ground they cast.
Legends of the Conquered was a collection of stories from the losers of war.
Blessed Be the Lost Child was about how a mother coped the best she could with the death of her son.
Anger: A Reason was considered ludicrous by many as nothing more than all the excuses by people who committed great evil because of rage ever concocted put into written form.
A Guide to Soul Trinkets: How the Power of the Five Magics and the Souls of Prophets May Be Contained in the Most Harmless of Wares was what the title implied.
Never Too Old to Tell Wive’s Tales…Unless You Are Not Married was a self-help guide to women understanding their role as women.
Muriel could only guess how the other books fit into Juna’s plight. The common theme on down was the explanation of loss. Before she said something Juna put Bella in Muriel’s arms. Bella fussed in her ‘Auntie Muriel’s’ arms.
“It must have been some dream last night,” said Muriel. Before Juna corrected her, she said, “I know: the Force sensitive doesn’t dream. So what was it, really?”

“The worst that is yet to come,” said Juna. “Everyone I care about suffers through me.” Muriel shook her head. “It’s true. You know that.”
Sighing, Muriel gave Juna a look of disagreement as she shifted Bella around in her arms to ensure baby was looking right at her mother as she spoke. “You would never hurt your baby.”
“You know that for certain?”

“I do and you should!”

Bella pouted at Juna, to which with some shame Juna turned away. She could feel her Gessa’s need for her in her heart. In return Juna felt the desire to hold her baby, to love her, but unlike Bella she had that caveat. “If I don’t harm her someone else will because of me. Or they’ll attempt to.”
“No one outside this mansion knows about her,” reminded Muriel.

“Can we be so certain?” Juna turned to face her friend. “Such blindness can leave the door wide open.”

Grimacing a bit, Muriel conceded, “I’m not saying turn a blind eye to reality. What I’m saying someone would have to be really despicable to let others know to get to you is to get to Bella.” She pointed out off hand, “Firing people for bothering you doesn’t help to secrecy….”

“Ha!” Juna rolled her eyes on that slight tangent. “Well, no wonder I have worries: I make my own enemies!”
A little flustered, Muriel pointed out, “Well, did you have to fire those people that bothered you today, over a dream?”
Juna closed her mouth tight on that and just turned away. She offered cryptically, “They offer me no solutions to my problems.”

Muriel bounced Bella for a few moments in quiet to think. She looked back at the materials and put more thought into what they really meant. She slowly understood what this really was all about. “You’re not over what happened last night because you do have the solution to the problem.”
Noting Juna’s shoulders sagging. Muriel said, “You don’t like the solution.”

“Mama didn’t either,” said Juna. “It meant losing me forever to an idea she had long despised. To her it meant she failed as a mother, and as a woman. It also meant she would acknowledge her father’s worse fears and that she was absolute wrong in having me.”
Turning to Muriel, Juna said, “I ‘read’ those books.” It meant she had lifted the impression her mother Naressa had left on them; what Naressa had thought and felt and worried over so many years ago when Juna was just a baby. “There was a solution for me back then, but she couldn’t do it. Alternatives, as we know now, do not work.”

Juna locked her brown eyes with Bella’s teary brown eyes. She only knew so much, but all Bella wanted was her mother’s love. “Promises that were made were never kept by my Mother. She wanted me to be different than her; one of those differences was keeping promises.”

“I know, Juna,” said Muriel in understanding.

Sighing, Juna walked over to Muriel and looked down at Bella. The baby kicked a little and her desires to be with her birth mother rushed at Juna like a tidal wave. Juna grabbed Bella again, but with little reluctance unlike when Rose forced the baby in her arms. Still hungry, Bella’s persistence eventually paid off as Juna complied. This time the feeding was less forced and more intimate.
Juna smiled a little, provoking Muriel to smile just a little. Juna said, “I….had promised that if I had ever had a child I wasn’t going to force them to live out my dreams for them. They were going to choose their own life to live. I was going to help them if they wanted it.” Sighing again, she added, “I’m going to have to break that promise in order to protect her from me.”
“Oh Juna,” began Muriel when she saw Juna was about to breakdown, reaching over and holding her in a hug, with baby Bella still between them.

“I’m a failure,” mumbled Juna.

“You are not!” Muriel wanted to cry because of the very strong opinion. “Look at me Juna Rapier. You are many things, right or wrong as you may view them, but what you’re not is a failure.”

“What else would you call what I must do?”

Muriel opened her mouth to say something that would have been a lie. She slowly closed her mouth. After a few minutes she drew Juna and Bella towards her chest and spoke quietly. “I’m here for you even if you think this is wrong. Ever you think you are bad. I’ll still be here for you. Arness, Diggory, and I will still be here.”
It didn’t lessen the burden Juna was suffering, but at least she knew she wasn’t going to be totally alone once she had to do what must be done. Through her ordeals she had friends, she had loved ones, and she had a lover. This time she had to settle for two out of three.
