CHAPTER 61.0
Arriving at the red Jedi shuttle Kenjji, the first question to ask was the obvious one. Enothchild asked, “So where are we off to?”
Ros and Casper both had stewed over that question for a long time before coming to Mesuera, and having tracked the Arnes’ to the world had answered the question. Beyond that was something they were going to confront it at a latter time. The latter time was now in hand.

“Well with Juna’s blessings we should be able to get a complete list of all of her mother’s holdings and assets,” said Ros. “Assuming she’s using them.”

“She won’t,” said Enothchild with a head shake. “Naressa’s too clever to make such an error.”

“But she has made mistakes,” stressed Casper. “What’s one more?” The Padawan wasn’t thrilled to have Enothchild along at all. To him they were only getting a partisan that favored Naressa Rapier’s innocence. Worse he couldn’t help to think that in some way, somehow, Enothchild was going to betray them. He was in the perfect position to do so now, having gained favor again with his master. Casper had to retain resolve and keep a close eye on the Vhinphyc.

“If you feel she is so clumsy, Casper, than this hunt would be a waste of your abilities,” said Enothchild in response. “By your reckoning, she’ll accidentally walk right into the Jedi Temple and be arrested. Naressa’s not stupid.”

Casper found himself biting the inside of his mouth. Wherever they were going it was going to be a long trip. He wasn’t looking for to it.
Ros, on the other hand, was. He said, “Where do you think she ran off to then?” It never hurt to challenge the master, and truly Enothchild was amongst the three of them. Their relationship patched, Ros was confident that Enothchild would remember his purpose and aide them in finding and arresting Naressa Rapier. Destroying her was still an unspoken but absolute option that could not be ignored even by silence, and when it came down to self preservation the Sith were no different than anyone else except where it came to how they survive. Naressa would play a hard game; there was little hope that Enothchild’s presence would be enough to persuade her to give up. Still, though, Ros held the opinion that Enothchild would do what is necessary, even if it meant ending his former lover’s life.

Enothchild never held such thoughts like the other two did at the time. He held only two: Juna’s contempt for him for leaving, and Naressa’s unequivocal innocence. He had one hell of a burden before him. He had to convince not just the Jedi beside him that pursued her, the Jedi Order that approved of the pursuit, and the people that were convinced she was guilty up and down the power line but Juna as well. He sought to find Naressa’s innocence in order to show his wife that her mother was innocent, and give the mother and child one last great shot at patching up their relationship. And in Enothchild’s big heart he felt that: a feeling that if Juna and Naressa didn’t do more than reconcile their differences they never, ever will.
“You mentioned before that Rapier Manor was searched,” remembered Enothchild, just as the three boarded the shuttle. He sat his little things down by the hatch for now.  “Who searched it?”
“We did some of the searching once we discovered the truth,” said Ros, stopping just outside the cockpit. Casper, meanwhile, past both of them and went ahead to start up the ship for takeoff. “We brought along a standard Republic Guard sweep team. The king’s men took over when we finished and found nothing. Greta wasn’t happy.”
Enothchild half smiled at the mentioning of the old woman. “Greta’s not one to trifle with. Sometimes I think she’s more dangerous than Naressa can ever be. And she probably knows more than anyone else.”

Ros thought for a second, and then said, “You think she knows where she might be?”
“Oh no,” said Enothchild quickly. He envisioned someone doing a mind probe on Greta; the poor old woman would never forgive any of them. “Naressa would never put anyone she cares about in such jeopardy. Greta’s like…an elder relative. She’s adored by Naressa that much.”
“Elder relative?” quizzed Ros with a raised right brow. “Not…say…mother or grandmother?”

“No just a relative.” And after so many years it finally struck Enothchild and he mused quietly, “Naressa never had a mother.” It was an interesting point not because Naressa had told him that her mother, Faradi Solo, had died giving birth to her but that in all of her life that she was willing to share with the Jedi Master not once did she ever reveal that she had a mother figure, a feminine guru to guide her into womanhood.
They continued to small talk even as Casper piloted the ship out of the docking bay and into space. Enothchild didn’t want to be in the cockpit; he didn’t really want to see his home be left behind, and they orbited the planet a few times while they debated where to go. Enothchild and Ros had their own debate, and Casper had his in the cockpit.

Things changed as soon as the block on their line of sight with Coruscant was cleared. They received a recorded transmission that was off the HoloNet grid. Usually such a tactic was saved for secretive purposes, to avoid casual listen-ins from picking up on the information. It was just coordinates, and once Casper plugged them in he made the jump to light speed. Three hours later they arrived in the gas giant systems of Angolash. Once again they received a direct line transmission that wasn’t on the HoloNet, only this time they had no sight line issues.

The Jedi surrounded a control station with a holographic transceiver interface in the back. The head shot transmission began and Plo Koon said, “About time you two yahoos answered.” He stopped and turned his head a bit. His mask covered his facial surprise. “Enothchild!”
“Hi Plo,” said Enothchild with a grin. “I would like to chat but you’ve got something for all of us.”

Plo hesitated for a few moments, but his desperation was apparent. “Yeah, and now get ready for this news because it’s stirring up a ply hornet’s nest of debate on the Council right now. Approximately six hours ago a young Twi’lek girl who was apparently a slave for Jabba the Hutt arrived on Coruscant and asked for asylum. Windu went there and upon his arrival the girl, named Meeou, told him she had something imperative to show him. He agreed, but not until she was brought before the Council. There was something wrong with her.”
“Something wrong with her?” asked Ros. “What?”

“When she got there I felt it too; this girl was radically altered through the Force.” Plo began to send them information on the debriefing, along with other elements of the subject. Casper began to read it; Enothchild glanced between the screen and Plo. “She presented the Jedi Council a piece of fedarok leather, a large piece of it, and it genetically matched to the previous samples found on Duro and Hapes.”
Casper interrupted because on the replay of the presentation that the girl made before the Jedi Council she appeared to get woozy. Before Mace Windu could catch her falling form she landed hard and unconscious on the floor in front of him. “Master Plo, I’m watching the video…did she pass out?”

“No, she died.” There was a pause of shock among the three on the ship. Plo continued. “No more than a few seconds after she had given us the fedarok.”
Enothchild expressed the first thought that crossed his mind. “Plo, this sounds as if this person was a victim of the Legacy Virus.”

“That was my first thought,” said Plo. “Yoda, however, determined what it was before the test results got back to prove the Sleeping Vhinech theory wrong. Apparently someone had used the Force to program her to deliver the message and then have the mind simply shut down the body. No one had ever seen anything like it in over a thousand years. Way before she died Windu asked her a few questions as part of the asylum investigation. She told him that she hadn’t escaped but she had been freed.” Plo read the three’s expressions “Yeah, a Hutt letting her, a slave, go? According to her it was not Jabba, but Jabba’s new boss; she described a large biped, badly burned, one arm, and black upright horns, and lastly he called himself Prophet.”
The three on board the shuttle looked at each other quickly as the description of the ‘boss’ matched too closely to the last known appearance of Magus Prophet; Casper expressed the more surprise, Ros a little, but Enothchild was barely in the opinion of shock; in his heart he knew Prophet was alive since Duro. What only made it interesting was that the slave girl was let go by Prophet with such a damning piece of fedarok evidence; apparently Prophet got a hold of fedarok leather hide.

Casper stuttered out, “I-Is it the Council’s belief that Magus Prophet is this boss?”

“As much as I don’t enjoy overstating the obvious I do enjoy exceptions every once in a while: who else could it be!” Plo was a bit exasperated, and he wanted to be towards Casper. “Unfortunately the poor girl died before we could do a mind probe to verify her claims. Whoever had done this to her, for what we know now, was strong in the arts of the Force, particular leaning towards the dark side.” He let it set in and then said, “As I said no one has ever seen Force Programming in over a thousand years. The Sith were notorious for doing it.”
Enothchild remembered what Plo had said about the fedarok. While Casper and Ros stewed over this new information that seemed to point more and more towards Naressa than it did Prophet -- although the slave girl claimed otherwise -- he said, “Plo, you said the fedarok she had was related genetically to the other collected samples. Does that mean all of them?”
Plo nodded. “Duro, Hapes, and now here on Coruscant: the hide came from the same creature.” He hesitated for a moment, and then decided to continue. “There’s something else.”

“What?” asked Ros.

“I didn’t want to say with Enothchild around,” said Plo, “but I guess there’s no way around it. It’s what’s stirring the debate in the Council. Along with the fedarok given to us there were hairs; without roots, about three strands, but they were long enough to gamble tests on them. The first round of tests came back and we had a match in our database. The hairs appeared to belong to Lady Juna Angelleia.”
The Jedi were once again stunned. Juna had testing done on her as part of her examination last year and that included a DNA test; it was those tests the Order obviously used to compare the hairs. Enothchild shook his head and moved closer to Plo’s hologram. “That can’t be right. There’s got to be a mistake. Juna was nowhere near Hapes or Duro.”

“Plo, we just got done speaking to her and the Arnes’,” butted in Ros, gesturing towards himself and Casper; Casper affirmed everything he was going to say with a head shake. “Lady Angelleia did not do these crimes.”

“It’s our responsibility to make certain there are no doubts so we ran the tests a few more times,” said Plo in a tone to remind Enothchild that just because they were given an answer it wasn’t the end of the question. Of course Plo Koon did not know what Juna had been doing since she awakened from her coma, and he did not know that Enothchild had married her, even with the ring around Enothchild’s neck so easy to see. “It turns out that whoever the hairs belong to they are related to Lady Angelleia. Without the roots we can’t be certain, but this is what we do know: the subject is an adult female, humanoid, aged from twenty-five to fifty-five, and has the same active and unique genetic phenomenon that was discovered in Lady Angelleia last year.”
“The Diamonds of the Universe,” reminded Ros. Everyone understood what Plo eluded to and what Ros mentioned. The Diamonds were so named for they were a rare genetic module in DNA strands, always dormant in living beings and to scientist they believe they were the key that links everyone in the galaxy to one another. The Diamonds first entered the Jedi’s category during the Vhinech Sleeper crisis; the transmuted victims of the Legacy Virus had them, but the Diamonds were burned up husks once the genetic conversion was complete. Juna was the first recorded exception to the known rules governing Diamonds; hers was active, alive, and channeling a great deal of Force energy through them. It was theorized that Juna’s parentage would also have or had possessed such a phenomenon as well.
Which it was Casper who shouted out the obvious, “If it isn’t Lady Angelleia, than it must be her mother!” Ros agreed with a knowing head shake, but it was a slow moving, doubt filled one. “Naressa Rapier fits the profile!”
Enothchild wasn’t as optimistic as Casper was. “It cannot be determined whether it is a parent.”

“Without the roots we can’t produce an exact heritage map,” stressed Plo. “However it does appear to us that only Lady Angelleia’s mother would be the candidate based on all the evidence to date.”

“Then do tell how does Naressa and Magus Prophet figure in together?” asked Enothchild rationally, his arms crossing in front of him. Casper chose not to see his point, however Ros suddenly found himself between his old master and his current Padawan; he was suddenly a fence separating two yards each with one distrustful neighbor standing on the opposite sides of the fence, ready to argue their undying points. Ros was so certain before, and suddenly…

“That is where the debate is continuing,” said Plo. “It is no longer a message but a puzzle. Nonetheless we are determined now more than ever to get to the bottom of this. We are gathering twenty Jedi at Tynna together; the closest that we have next to you two, and are preparing to send them to Tatooine; that’s where Jabba is holding up and we’re assuming Prophet is still there as well.”
“And Naressa Rapier,” Casper added. Both Ros and Enothchild threw frowns towards him.

“At this time, Padawan, we don’t know who is going to be there. Right now, it’s going to be a Snatch All; arrest everyone and everything on sight; we have approval from Chancellor Valorum to proceed.”

Ros asked, “And what does the Council want us to do?”

Plo took a moment and said, “Nothing until the operation is completed. I recommend that you guard Lady Angelleia for the time being until further notice.”

Enothchild cleared his throat and interjected, “Plo, I would think our assistance would be necessary-.”

“It would be if you weren’t involved, Enothchild,” stressed Plo. “Then again, until this is all figured out, it would be best if you remained with Lady Angelleia, Ros, and Casper.”
For a few moments there was an unneeded tension in the air. Ros broke past Enothchild’s head and said, “Plo, me and Casper are the primaries on this investigation. We should be on Tatooine.”

“I would have agreed with Enothchild wasn’t on board your ship,” said Plo. He sighed and said, “I’m sorry, none of you three will be going to Tatooine.”

“Why?” asked Enothchild.

“Because now it will be Ros and Casper’s responsibility to make sure you don’t go to Tatooine, that’s why!” Again Plo had a way to express himself even when his mask prevented it. “You are no longer a member of the Jedi Order, Enothchild, and you are too close to the operation. I shouldn’t even had told you anything, but I thought at least I owed you that much.”
“I’m too close to Naressa,” corrected Enothchild, eyeing his friend. “Is that what you really want to say?”

Plo grumbled in his native tongue at first, and then said, “Yeah, I am saying that. As the coordinator of the operation I’m not going to let anything distract the others from their duties.” He looked more towards Ros. “Wherever you are, stay there. Don’t let Enothchild or Lady Angelleia go to Tatooine. We’ll contact you when it’s all over.”

“Understood,” said Ros with a nod, and the transmission ended. He watched Enothchild pace away from the transceiver equipment and said, “He’s right you know.”

“Bullshit!” Enothchild turned abruptly around and pointed at the machine. “That wasn’t the Plo Koon I know, that was a Jedi Council member.”

Casper spoke out. “I agree with Enothchild: we shouldn’t be here. We should be going to Tatooine right now.”

The Vhinphyc held a hand up towards the young Human. “Don’t you dare patronize me with that ‘I agree’ crap. You want to go for different reasons than mine.”

Ignoring Enothchild, Casper begged at Ros’ side. “Master, Tynna is the same distance away from Tatooine as we are, but to muster that many Knights is going to take at least another five days based on the last sector reports.”
Ros got up and shook his head. “So you two are implying that Prophet is just going to sit there after he sends one of his slaves to Coruscant with pertinent evidence related to our cases, waiting for a Jedi garrison to take him out?” He looked between the two and reasoned, “Does it occur to any of you that this is all a little too convenient?”

Casper didn’t seem to think so, but Enothchild could see where Ros was going with his point. “It appears staged. A trap.”

“Exactly,” Ros nearly shouted, throwing a game show finger towards his mentor. “We have someone describing Prophet, who has fedarok leather connected to Duro and Hapes, which has a strands of hair attached related to Juna, which Prophet gave all this stuff to that poor girl. Why am I the only one here that has a problem with this! This looks to be a trap not just for anyone but specifically the three of us.”

There was a long, thoughtful silence amongst the trio. Casper then said, “Well, perhaps it isn’t Prophet at all.” Ros and Enothchild looked at him, the latter looking not too eager to hear his idea. He didn’t care. “The slave girl claimed she saw Prophet, but…the Council said she was manipulated by the Force, manipulated in a way not seen since the Sith. She may have been given something to see.”
Enothchild raised a hand to speak. “Naressa didn’t do this.”
“Why not? She would have the fedarok, her daughter’s hairs…”

“Look, your bias is just as noted as mine! Making someone deliver a message and having them die is not Naressa.”
“The Sith last done something like this!”

“And Prophet doesn’t know how to use the Force? Where have you been?”

Ros raised both his hands and yelled, “Shut up! Just….shut up, the both of you! You’re both making my lekku curl!” His head-tails were curling, curling upwards and up the middle of his back; unyielding with tension, they just as much as Ros wanted to scream for relief. His last, patience nerve was cut. “Can the both of you, like, for a few heartbeats, stop taking a side and shut up? Please!” 
With some silence Ros sighed and began to rub one of his head-tails down; having what amounted to a leg cramp attached to the skull was as painful as it sounded. After a moment Ros said to Casper, “You, of all people, wanting to defy the order of the Council? That’s a switch.”
Casper fell a little back on his heels. Then he stood up a bit taller and said, “I recall you telling me you and your friends had often let a Council’s order ‘slip your mind’.”

“Yeah…well, we had to succeed in order to avoid the consequences of the actions,” remarked Ros dryly. He smiled just a little. “Of course, we did succeed.”

“Of course we did,” said Enothchild with about the same, equal smile Ros had.

Ros looked at his master and worked over the other leeku. “Yeah, and how many were these ‘slip of the mind’ trips were traps? What, three, four?”

“Dozen,” said Enothchild. “Four dozen give or take.”

Ros just shook his head, and with both head-tails relaxed he just said, “Screw it, I want to go. If Prophet, or whoever it is, wants to lure us to Tatooine for a fire side chat, then who am I to say no.” He gestured towards Casper. “Set a course for Tatooine.”
Casper threw Ros and nod and headed towards the front. Ros looked to Enothchild, shrugged his shoulders, and said, “Haven’t done anything like this in, what, thirty years?”

Enothchild just shrugged his shoulders in return. “If you get in trouble over this, just say…I overpowered you. Took over the ship and dragged you and Casper along.”

“Gee, thanks,” chimed Ros.

“But listen,” began Enothchild, “if this is a trick by Naressa, some devious plot she is hatching, then I won’t hesitate to do what is right. I promise you.”

Ros measured Enothchild’s sincerity and knew he spoke the truth. Ros gave him a nod. “What do you think the situation is on Tatooine? It sounds like Prophet’s taken over Jabba’s operations if it is Prophet?”
“Or maybe it’s both Prophet and Naressa.” Enothchild gauged Ros’ reaction to such a statement from him. Then he clarified, “That’s what Casper’s thinking right now; supposedly two archenemies of darkness, both a common thread known as survival bringing them together; desiring to kill those who represent the greatest threat to their plans.” He eyed Ros and said, “Don’t think it hasn’t crossed your mind.”

Unrealistic: with the dark side of the Force nothing was guaranteed except what evil desired to do to achieve victory. History had been riddled with thousands of instances in the past where Sith or other dark entities had stabbed partners in the back, betrayed them at the most crucial time when either one’s existence was in jeopardy, and more often than not it still changed nothing in the end. However, history has shown its fair share of enemies becoming friends, even when the reasons for being enemies to begin with cuts so close and personally. Reasons of strategy and the desire to survive often drive such unforgiving forces together. Enothchild didn’t believe it could happen between Prophet and Naressa, but he would be the stupid not to think of such impossibility; he envisioned Casper not just thinking it, but drooling over it. 

After a few moments, Ros quietly said, “It has.” He quickly added without shame, “But I don’t know what’s going on exactly. That’s why I want to go: all the answers to this long, drawn out puzzle are there. I want to resolve this: now and for all.”
“I couldn’t agree more,” said Enothchild with a hearty nod. They couldn’t have agreed any more if they tried.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 61.1

It didn’t take Dizzy and Muriel long upon their return to Naboo to discover all hell had broken loose. No sooner than they arrived they were not allowed to land the Millennium Falcon at Rapier Manor. Passing over the estate, the place was literally crawling with Naboo’s finest men of authority. The landed in Theed and hitched a ride with two dozen Rapier Clan lawyers from Huggy-Levan, Puresteel-Puritt, Dovetail-Chinber-Bestly, Pang-Ottor, and Crumb -- lead specifically by Dalerastok Pang-Ottor; reinforcements called upon by the higher powers of the law firm to engage the Throne of Naboo: the King had returned to Rapier Manor.

The first indications that matters were very, very wrong here where the military-like welcome the group in large received. They were met by a checkpoint at the main gate, and then forced to drive slowly surrounded by an escort of Nubian troops to the mansion. The next indication of trouble was the original contingent of Rapier lawyers, Rapier personnel, and a majority of the household help standing outside in a large audience; all were well, but red faced with anger while a light guard overlooked them; the lawyers were busy screaming at members of King Veruna’s Royal Court at the door.
Once the long speeder stopped, Dalerastok Pang-Ottor literally did a smuggler’s leap out of the vehicle and despite his age and health he outpaced Muriel; he had enough, and anyone else too slow to keep up he didn’t give a damn! They were left behind. Ready for a different kind of war, the lead advocate stopped right directly in front of Attorney General Murry Ponseca and showed him a judicial decree data pad. “This, sir, is a cease and desist order from Judge Lord Hans Bestilli, ordering the Throne to remove itself from all properties under Rapier Clan control at once! The siege is over!”

“Strange,” said Ponseca, looking at his fellow advisors, “I thought the mosquitoes were all done buzzing this year. No, I am hearing things. I should ignore them.” And he did just that: he looked out and above the attorneys before him.
“You or the King can’t ignore this, Ponseca!” shouted Muriel, her anger starting to make her antsy; Dizzy wisely kept his mouth shut, frowning only and keeping a hand on his wife’s shoulder to reminder her not to take physical action. “This is a Judge Lord’s order! Pretending you didn’t hear us won’t make it enforceable!”

“I dare say does anyone have any bug spray,” scoffed Ponseca, drawing a laugh from the others on his side. He looked past the crowd below him on the steps and remarked, “I do not talk to admitted felons, Thahada. Best keep quiet or I’ll have you arrested for loitering; a violation of your conditions of probation.”
“I am Lady Angelleia’s anointed spokeswoman.” Muriel shoved the data pad with the decree on in Ponseca’s face, coming short of bruising his nose. “You see her official royal note: you do not dare say you do not see it! Ignore it, and I will have the governors start talking about Veruna’s dismissal! I can get Sio Bibble on my comlink right now! Or, I can contact Lady Angelleia AND Lady Landana and tell them how you defy their appointed liaison.”
It was one thing to ignore a judge’s order, for the Throne had some power over the judiciary. However, the Royal Constitution had provisions in it that guaranteed that the Royal Rule was one where debate and checks and balances kept the leader in line, such as former royals having emergency authority powers granted to them by the planet’s governors if they feel that, in this particular case, King Veruna had overstepped his authority. Ponseca took a step back, excused himself, and went inside the mansion.

Ten minutes later, Ponseca returned slightly out of breath due to the great deal of walking he had to do. He said, “His Royal Highness will allow Miss Thahada Arnes in and only her at this time: there are safety concerns for the others, and we cannot afford to be responsible for their safety in a potential danger zone.”

“Right,” longed Dizzy, “and the genius king is deep inside a danger zone because….”

Muriel raised a finger at her husband and whispered to Dalerastok, “Contact the judge and Sio: beg them both to come out here!” She took back her credentials from Ponseca and was given an armed escort by Royal Guards, most home she knew well and they offered silently apologies to her in return; she understood they had a duty to do.
They were leading Muriel to Veruna, walking down the main hall straight towards the middle, towards Bendian’s memorial and the mural of Queen Angelleia. Along the way Muriel could hear some noise echoing about the mansion, and although the valuables looked undamaged some had been moved. Open doors revealed rooms that were search thoroughly. There were data miner droids that appeared to be totally damaged after attempting to access the Rapier Manor computer network at the terminals; in fact they all had to stop at one point as a complete transfer rig was being pushed out towards the front door, smoking from short circuits and burn outs. These were professionals trying and failing to defeat a computer system that was their master, designed and programmed specifically by Bendian, Naressa, and Juna their digital creators. Obviously Veruna had thought the Rapier Encrypts were just an urban legend, just like every slicer with an anti-capitalist agenda that lost their computers when the encrypts smite their machines and law enforcement found the slicers minutes later.

The way to the King was a familiar walk to the medical ward. The explanation for Veruna being there was revealed, and Muriel’s heart locked dead in her chest. Veruna and his flunkies were outside the main treatment ward observing the medical droids tending to Greta Culla. The elderly woman was awake, but looked very pale in illness.
Seething and fighting the urge to kill everyone by telling herself that there was an explanation for all of this, Muriel just stomped briskly towards the young man and said, “What in the hell did you do to Greta!”

Even if he had the Royal Face on it would not have hid Tomas Krendel’s fear of Muriel at that particular moment. She gave him the impression that she was about to murder him; the guards sensed it and put themselves in front of the King before Muriel began her interrogation. Veruna said, “We-we didn’t do anything to her, Muriel! She was busy today, for the forth day in a row, belittling my personnel for being here. We allowed her to remain inside for she wasn’t a threat and for her old age. She started having health problems when we moved on Juna’s room. Apparently she suffered a heart attack.”
“Apparently? I’ll find out for myself, thank you!” Muriel brushed past the guards on her right and opened the door. She stopped there and pointed at Veruna. “You just wait until I tell Juna about this.” She also thought if Naressa was here there would be more murder charges…
“We didn’t do anything!” Veruna said in exasperation.

Muriel just threw at him, “You’ll pay for this! Mark my words: your feet are going to be sizzling on a burner!”

Veruna stood taller, more regal. “Your threats have no merit against my authority, Felon! You may speak on Lady Angelleia’s behalf, but I control the situation: not her, and not you!” He pointed at the room. “She is stabilized, and will be moved to a care facility outside of this mansion so we may continue our investigations here. I advise you to be swift, Felon, and be prepared to leave at once!”

Muriel’s face twisted with anger and frustration, but she conceded the argument to Veruna. She went in and consulted the medical droid for a moment: Greta suffered a strong stressed-induced cardio-arrhythmia. The poor woman was put in a constant state of anxiety and fear the moment the King’s men kicked down the door.

Muriel stepped into the heavy oxygen field that surrounded Greta’s bed. She put on her best face when she got her attention. “I heard you had a spell, old girl.”
“Muriel,” said Greta weakly but gratefully. She took the red head’s hand and gave it her all to squeeze it. “I’m glad you’re here. Is Juna or Naressa here with you?”

“No, but I’m going to get Juna here really quick,” assured Muriel. She stroked Greta’s gray head. “Did they hurt you? You can tell me.”

Fidgeting, Greta became teary eyed. “No, they didn’t touch me. They’re just ruining my house! Turning everything over. Moving things. Inappropriately going into private rooms. They wanted to enter Juna’s room and, and I had a conniption! I didn’t want them to go in there!”
“Okay, okay,” soothed Muriel when the readings monitoring Greta began to exaggerate, stroking her head to calm her down. “It’s okay.”

“I’ve failed them,” whimpered Greta.

“Oh you didn’t do that, honey. Never say that, ever. You’ve done your job. No one expects you to take on an army.” Muriel looked over her shoulder and noted the arrival of a medical transport bed. “I can’t fight them all either. But once Juna hears about this she’ll come running with blasters blazing.”
Greta smiled just a little, but she whimpered, “I wish Bendian was here. I wish he was here to stare them out of this house. If he was here not even the supreme chancellor of the Republic would dare come in and do this.”

The medical technicians entered with the bed. Muriel looked at Greta with regret and said, “Greta, they have to move you to a full fledged medical facility.” Greta’s eyes widen in fright and she began to shake her head no. “We got no choice in this; the King is going to move you out of here even if the droids can take care of you.”

“I don’t want to leave my home!” Greta saw the men open the lid on the bed and she began to fuss. “No! No, don’t let them take me out of my home! This is my home! My only home!” She began to shake, and she found it difficult to talk. Her readings became a series of tall mountains and deep valleys that were extremely too close together.
“Oh cripes!” Muriel tried to get Greta to calm down but it was too late. The medical personnel moved in and quickly stabilized her with the proper medications. Instantly they moved her to the bed and closed down the stasis shield. She followed them, feeling obligated to ensuring that Greta reached wherever they were going to take her; throwing a evil look at Veruna in the process.
Veruna did not take the look lightly. He eyed her until she was completely gone, and then asked one of his aides, “Anything?”

The aide, looking exhausted, shook his head. “We have mapped every room in this house; Rapier is not hiding anywhere. This place is big enough for secret passages but we haven’t even found a single one.”
“Data?”

“The computers are all accessible until we try to move past the basic garbage. Our experts keep getting shut out, and the computers keep getting burned out, including the externals.”

Veruna began walking, thinking of what to do next. He wondered aloud, “Perhaps we should compel one of the Rapier Technologies experts to slice the systems. It’s a good chance they created this network within this place. Run background on them: in the event that the right thing to do does not motivate them, then blackmail will be just as effective.”

The aide nodded, and for a while small ideas were exchanged amongst the others and the King. They reached the main corridor, and were met by Ponseca at the memorial for Bendian Rapier. At the entrance, barely visible, was the group that was handling Greta’s departure.
“The Rapier lawyers have contacted the judges and governors,” said Ponseca. Veruna let out a long sigh. “They are on their way fast. Perhaps we have overstayed our welcome.”

“I’m not leaving this house until I have answers!” Veruna was vehement with his pointing down finger. “I don’t care about consequences! Tear this place apart!” He looked up at the tall statue of Bendian, looming twice as tall as the actual man was when alive upon the raised pedestal. The man’s anxiety and desire for revenge made him furious; he pointed at the statue and accused it. “You! It is you that they are afraid of! Afraid of a dead man! I’m not afraid of you! I’m not!”
Ponseca grabbed Veruna by the arm and seethed, “Your Majesty, we shouldn’t be having conversations with inanimate objects.” He put heavily emphasis towards what he said next. “We can only stay here until the others come. It’s been four days.”
The debates continued on in the center of the home. Meanwhile both large front doors were opened to accommodate the departure of Greta Culla; most of the household outside let out a collective gasp. Before Muriel could assure anyone further that things were passable for well, a flashing blue light caught some people’s attention. It was bright enough to penetrate the heavy weaves of Greta’s dress.
“Wait a minute,” insisted Muriel. She opened the lid to the medical bed for the same reasons she stopped the medical unit at the top of the stairs just before the pillars: there was something vitally important upon Greta’s person associated with the blinking light. It was a feeling in the Force, but she wonder too if it was one of those emergency life alert pendants that alert for medical assistance. She found a necklace chain around Greta’s neck, but pulled out a very expensive looking blue ruby. If it was real it would have been priceless given its size. All it did was continuously flash a light from within. “Odd.”

“We must move her, Madam,” insisted the medical personnel. Muriel relented, and they closed the lid and proceeded down the steps. The pendant vigorously flashed more and more, and then the light stayed on at the foot of the steps.
After about a minute, everyone suddenly jumped from the echo of a blaster being fired from within the mansion. Dizzy, along side Muriel, heard a few more shots and said, “I hear a fire fight.” Various agents of the Throne began to pay attention to their ear pieces in a frantic. “What, they find Naressa in there?”

Before Muriel could even speculate Nubian soldiers suddenly moved quickly into the mansion with firearms at ready; a few remained behind and ordered everyone to go away from the home. As they retreated things began to make insane sense. A few of the large windows at various levels opened and it appeared that Nubian soldiers were jumping….NO being tossed out the window like trash; no higher than at least the second floor; their falls were broken by the tall hedges, limiting them to injuries. There was shouting and the sound of blaster fire grew closer and closer to the front entrance of the superstructure. Soon the men responsible for the crowd ordered them to run for the gate while they turned and ran towards the house. One of the soldiers cried out, “The King’s in trouble! The King’s in peril.”
The civilians stopped right where they were and just stared at the scene with odd faces and uncertainty; oddly they didn’t feel the need to run. Dizzy pictured a scene of vengeance being played inside, where Naressa had emerged from hiding and was using the Force at her will to kick everyone out of her home; perhaps ringing Veruna’s scrawny little neck in the process.

But the demeanor changed for everyone when, from the sky, two large statues of dragons, twice their size, flew from the perimeter ends of the fencing and landed in front of them! Gone were their concrete coverings: they stood proudly with outstretched wings of gleam-less black metal that looked strangely familiar to Muriel. 
One of them bellowed from an audio transmitter housed in its neck, “THOU GOOD PEOPLE OF RAPIER MANOR ARE RECOGNIZED NON-THREATS! THOU SHALL GO TO THE GATES FOR THEIR SAFETY! THOUST SHALL PROTECT THEE!” The dragons spread their wings long and wide, eclipsing the scene behind them. They walked towards the crowd, forcing them to do what they commanded them to do.

The gates opened wide, and the old statues of scholars stood there with their permanent happy smiles, gesturing for the people to exit the estate gracefully. Once the civilians were off the grounds the dragons took the air, defying the typical standards of ingenuity such as repulsorlift engines or rockets. The scholars were once marble, but they too bore black metal, but unlike the dragons their appearance did not make the people too uncomfortable or leery. The one scholar said through a speaker under his chin, “Do not be alarmed. All is well for you, and soon it will be for the people still in the home.” He put a hand to his chest. “I am the Statue of Cadalus Meirl.”

The other said in a different, deeper, but still kind voice, “I am the Statue of Bira Zohn. We are happy to answer your questions.” Muriel raised a cautious finger, and the ‘statue’ looked at her, smiled, and said, “Yes, Muriel Thahada Arnes, do you have a question?”

That put her off. “Eh…uh…” Finally Muriel just asked generally, “What the hell is going on?”

The ‘statues’ appeared to consider the question thoughtfully. The Statue of Bira said, “The Head of Household has left the grounds of Rapier Estate without relinquishing control of Rapier Estate back to Naressa Rapier or her daughter Juna Rapier Angelleia. It has been determined that the Head of Household has been removed by force. Therefore security measure eighty-nine is now being implemented after all has been weighed and considered. Those recognized as innocent are to be protected from all threats and safely removed from the premises. Those recognized as threats will be escorted off the premises as well, but with a lot less care.”
The Statue of Cadalus said, “There is no need for alarm. We recognize the threat inside the estate of Rapier to be Nubians and members of the Royal Nubian Court. Until authorized we will not destroy them. Authorization must come from Naressa Rapier, Juna Rapier Angelleia, or the Head of Household. We will stand down once the threats have been removed and the situation normalizes based on tactical assessments.” He frowned. “I hate being so physical.”
“Me too,” remarked the Statue of Bira. “That’s why it is best for the others to take care of the situation inside.”

“Others?” questioned Dizzy. “Eh, by any chance were you guys, like, been around for a while?”
After considering the question, the Statue of Bira smiled and said, “A fine question, Captain Arness Arnes. No, we were implemented into the security stratagem of the Rapier Estate six and one half years ago, integrated into the rebuilding of Rapier Manor. Our purpose is simple: defend and protect the people and the estate from those all considered threats in the absence of Naressa Rapier, Juna Rapier Angelleia, and the Head of Household. We do not come online unless warranted as described before. That way we maintain the illusion of monuments and statues.”

It wasn’t long after the question that the first signs of troop retreat were under way. A large portion of them fled from the front doors; some fired back inside the house. From the door the statues of every man that held the house of the Rapier Clan Dynasty strolled out with long, tall strides, carrying two or three or four soldiers at a time in their big arms. Some of the droid statues had flakes of their quiet, unmoving selves still clinging onto their metallic bodies. They were complete with features as well as function like the dragons and the scholars. Greyger Rapier’s beard swayed proudly when he turned back around to help several soldiers out of the house. Shamus Rapier had his proud walking stick, prodding the metal representation of it in the backsides of fleeing men. Several more came out, chasing the men, letting out cheers and swear words and curses, shaking their fists at them, forcing the living Nubians to retreat in great pace.
Lastly out the mansion came a sight that brought a big smile on just about everyone’s faces when they beheld it: the tall memorial statue of Bendian Rapier, holding a struggling King Veruna by the seat of his pants; the soldiers and aides were at a complete lost on what to do, trying to keep up with the automated droid’s pace, trying to grab their King and bring him down. Some of the statues held their ground when it appeared that the retreat was on and raised hands and pumped fists in victory.
Behind the crowd outside the fence several quick air ships landed and various important government figures came out. From one came the Governor of Theed Sio Bibble; from another an irate Judge Lord Hans Bestilli. Bestilli forced his way through the crowd before his aides and guards could and said, “This nonsense has gone far enough!” He noted the breathless King’s aides and remarked dryly at them, “What did you fools do, run a marathon from the house upon hearing about my arrival? Awaiting the last minute to go through Rapier Manor in spite of my ruling? Where is Ponseca…AH! Youuuuuuuu!”

Poor Ponseca was pale as Greta was and looked ready to have a heart attack after the long run from the doors. Bestilli confronted him, and was totally unaware or oblivious or just didn’t care, to what was going on. “Sir, as the King’s Advocate you have a lot of explaining to do. My order was issued three hours ago without proper legal challenge!” He then pondered, “And where is his Royal Highness? He should be right out here, right now!” He and the rest of the new arrivals finally saw the carnage, saw the statue of Bendian Rapier now arriving with King Veruna still well in hand. “Holy jellyfish!”

Another soldier from behind fired a useless shot at ‘Bendian’. The shot just vanished in the metal. Muriel yelled at the man, “Give it up, that’s Saberhide armor! Unless you have a carbon cutter or blaster cannons from a heavy star cruiser you’re only going to polish it!”

Stopping at the gates, the familiar voice of Bendian Rapier came from the droid statue’s unmoving mouth; still it eerily possessed Bendian’s his mirth and malice. “My real self has been dead for twelve long years and yet you are as I remember you, Tomas: a tiny speck of shit on the sole of my really nice shoes. Just like your old man.” He dropped Veruna from a safe, but still knee-pounding height. He boasted, “Twelve years, and you haven’t grown up at all. I’m only a computer program, and yet I have more sense and more soul than you will ever possess.”

Before Veruna could back away after standing up, the Statue of Bendian bent down at his waist and pointed a hard finger into the much smaller living being’s body. “No one harms my people and my property! Not even you, boy king. Count yourself lucky today: if Greta would have died, we wouldn’t be having this nice conversation.” He then jabbed his large finger hard enough to knock Veruna back down on the ground. With a glare seen so many times on the floor of the Republic Senate, it said, “Stay out of my house! Stay off my land! Stay away from my family and my people!”
The Statue of Bendian stood up, looked around, and said, “All those counted friends of my family are welcomed back into the home under the protections of Manor Security. Those without clearance are to remain out and no tricks for we will know it. Greta Culla is to be returned to her home, here, at once.” He then noted the governors, and lastly the judge. He said, “Hans, you old coot, it’s good to see you again. You’ve lost weight.”

“Eh…Bendian,” was all Hans Bestilli could get out as he waved back to the Statue of Bendian. The statue droids slowly began to retreat: the Royal Siege of Rapier Manor was over.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 61.2

The next day found Juna completing the work on the transceiver and the connections to and from the house. Systems interfaced and software language in place she had a live feed to Rapier Manor, Rapier Technologies, and instant channel switching through the HoloNet with priority access permission. Juna communicated with the members of the board of directors, the law firm, and political players with sworn allegiances to the Rapier Clan on and off Naboo. Her day started at sunrise; her day did not end until sunrise the following day. She went to bed, tired to the world; promising herself that in three hours she would be up and would be repeating the process once again.

It wasn’t the exhaustion that prevented Juna from falling asleep in her bed; that phenomenon that some experience as if being sleepy was a motivation to stay awake. It was the feeling of missing a vital component to her bed; a missing piece to the riddle of sleep. For the first time in three months Enothchild Sarch was not sleeping with her. Juna laid in her familiar spot, the right hand side of the bed, and made herself roll to her left, unlike before when all Enothchild had to do was lie down and it caused her to roll towards him and into his arms. The self rolling did nothing for her, and seeing that he was not there to catch her only made the loneliness worse. It also brought Dizzy’s accusation back to haunt her; that she was afraid that her Mother was going to seduce Enothchild away from her.

Juna rolled the rest of the way over to Enothchild’s side of the bed, letting the blanket wrap her up tightly and provide the warmth that was lacking; the blanket was a poor substitute to her Husband. She tossed Dizzy’s opinion aside and told herself over and over again in thought that Naressa had done a great and terrible wrong and all she wanted to do was make sure she faced whatever justice was coming to her. No question in Juna’s mind that her Mother had done Krendel in; had killed all those people in her name -- Juna’s name. It was wrong: clearly, concisely, and by definition wrong! She had never asked Naressa to do this, even if in some small way Pirus Krendel deserved it!

Then Juna wondered why she had to keep reminding herself the reason why she took up what she believed to be the right stance. She shouldn’t have to if she was doing what she believed to be right. She tossed and turned all morning, finally drifting into a state of unconsciousness that passed for sleep.

The kaleidoscope of thoughts that plagued Juna’s young mind were replaced by blurry landscape, blurry in the exact same fashion as the captured imagine of Naressa about to inflict violent pain upon Pirus Krendel. Far away objects could not be made out, and patterns of darkness were far larger than they actually were. Much of the light of the unknown world was overwhelmed by the deepening, spreading blackness, and there were beings in the bleak night that could not be identified, but not all was a mystery. 

There were identifiable lights in the darkness, elongated shafts of color that should buzz with sound and crack with ear-splitting thunder when they struck. Many of these lights, weapons of a higher war, dancing and swirling around on a grand stage with no audience, great and different shapes and colors at times focused solely in one location, moving in at the same time, and sometimes one at a time, and eventually it came down to blue attacking red. They were fine and appropriate parts of the background; the interesting part of the scene was the foreground.

All was still a blur as the vision focused as much as it could on two central and equally important characters. One of them was quite large; the other slender, black, and white. Both approached each other at immeasurable paces.

Their stopping came in the form of a half hug, their hands out in front of one another and stopping each other’s forward movement. The scene around them became more blurred as they became the central focus. That large man became a large Vhinphyc, and despite the blurring there was no mistaking Enothchild Sarch. His image cleared, beating not only the blurring upon him but the darkness surrounding him; there seemed to be more to him than there had ever been, a power that was no greater than the Force but a power that nonetheless the Force buckled to. His face was calm as all was chaotic and doomed. He was so sure and so certain. He spoke but his voice never escaped mute mode. He appeared to be assuring his opposite.

The opposite was a woman. In fact she was a Sith Maiden in Dark Purity, skin snow white in contrast to her black coverings. She glowed in skin and eyes, but unlike Enothchild she was difficult to see, difficult to make out; Juna couldn’t tell who it was but she felt familiar in the doom; it could only be her Mother, Naressa Rapier. And so, she assumed as much as it all continued on.

Naressa seemed aware of two things: the battle in the background between unseen opponents and secondly what Enothchild wanted her to do. She shook her head no and pleaded with him, and after a while with his soft, kind, unheard words she couldn’t look at him; all she could do was bury her face in his chest; if she had time she would have fell on her knees and begged. Instead Enothchild calmly lifted her head up with his hand and said, with a voice that was benevolent and loud enough to hear, “I love you, nearest and dearest of my heart. Remember, we shall meet again.”

The words appeared to have an affect on the Sith Maiden; she looked up, and realized that alone in the universe she may be it was her burden alone to bare, and in the end she would be rewarded in kind. She hated this, but now she truly understood what it meant to be a Jedi, what it meant to be the one that saves the all and sometimes it wasn’t the wit of the mind nor the swing of the blade it the ultimately purpose of doing the Force’s Will: to do what was meant to be done, regardless the consequences and in the end what it meant.

With a heavy heart Naressa began to do what Enothchild asked of her; the only smile that could be seen in the blur was Enothchild’s own. She reached up, hands collecting his face and guiding him southward towards her lips. There was a kiss, a kiss that blinded all in a great, white light…

“NNNNNNNNOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!!” Juna screamed out of her bed.

For a few seconds Juna sat in her bed and did all she could to collect her breath. She looked at the time readout on the west wall and noted that only minutes passed since her head had touched down on the pillow on Enothchild’s side of the bed. She went to move, but a feeling of doom swept over her that forced her to re-examine her experience. Yet she did not see the vision in her mind, not the once she experienced that drove her awake. This was certain loneliness, driven by the presence of Enothchild Sarch fading away from her awareness. She felt him no longer in their bed. The shadows seemed to chase the rest of his existence out of their home, chased him all the way to Parchedwood, to the docking bays, and off of Mesuera. She began to panic.

Two suns blazed in Juna’s mind, bright and powerful and then they became definable disks as a dark mist blanked them in a faux eclipse.

“Oh no,” Juna said breathlessly. She understood everything now, everything so clearly. “Tatooine! Enothchild’s going to die on Tatooine!” Her heart began to thunder with both rage and fear. “I….I got to go to him! I can’t let her kill him!”

Juna stammered the whole way; rising from the bed, running up the stairs, grabbing what she thought she needed, and driving to town. She still wore the previous days’ clothing, and in her panicked-filled haste she grabbed her blaster and holster by the front door locked cabinet and her nearly completed krayt dragon head lightsaber -- she grabbed the small package of crystals the Enothchild got from town and was determined to complete the weapon on her way to Tatooine. She locked the door and left word to no one.

The speeder nearly crashed several times as the feelings of doom and upheaval in her mind dominated Juna’s control over the situation. It was a mirror to what was happening: she lacked control over herself just as she lacked control over the universe. She acted like this because she had felt such dooms before and had not done what was right. The first time she felt the horrors of lost in mind was only minutes before her Father Bendian Rapier was murdered by Magus Prophet. Juna pawed and lifted through that rubble of Rapier Manor because she was too young and too trivialized to understand; she had thought the doom was upon Enothchild and Naressa, not her Father. Ignoring it cost her Bendian; she couldn’t let it happen again. Her mind raced on the fuel of fear that began to boil with the heat of anger. She had let her Husband go to his death!

By the time she reached the Ruby Heirloom, Juna’s whole being ached as badly as her hollowed head once did before reuniting with Enothchild; mind, body, and her soul was blistered with a burning cold that did not wan. It was so hard to do anything from walking to piloting to trying to complete her Jedi weapon without the same thoughts of dread and the feelings of losing Enothchild so soon after she had won him electrified her brain, coursed through her blood, and eclipsed her nature. There were so many new dreams with him that she had had, too many to count and a plethora of good filled with calm and peace and love and children and family and long lives together. It terrified her that those dreams were vanishing from her; erased memories, files deleted from her hard drive; a cruel torture that death controlled with a switch it left constantly in the ‘on’ position. She tried so hard, too hard, to call out to him, but Enothchild did not hear her pleas. 
She begged for him not to go to Tatooine, and she got no answer.

Juna felt powerless. Limited.

She grew angrier as the flight to Tatooine consumed the eternity of time known as days. Juna knew Enothchild and the others were going to Tatooine, but they had a full day on her.

That made Juna even madder. It made her again and again try to get his attention; whether he was ignoring her was not the issue; it seemed as if she just couldn’t get beyond herself in the Force to reach him. There seemed to be no problem with that two years ago, but now she felt just as helpless and ineffective as the little girl she once was. The pain of that fact just eroded her good will, and in its wake was the ever growing rage.

She seethed with anger, mad for not doing enough to dissuade Enothchild from going after Naressa, not doing enough to convince him that her Mother was guilty. Mad at Ros Ofcheck and Casper Knightshade for they came to them looking for her Mother and then dragging her Husband along with them, all heading towards an obvious doom that only fools and maggots enjoyed. Upset with Dizzy and Muriel Arnes for allowing Ros and Casper to follow them and breaking the hard fought and won peace Juna and Enothchild had. Most of all, there was plenty of thanks of cursed that were directed at her Mother, for Naressa Rapier had spurned all of this death into motion.

Juna would not eat or sleep or rest for all the days she spent in hyperspace on her way to Tatooine. All she felt was the pain, and the knowing that death was coming to her Enothchild was a pain that did not ebb; in fact, with each passing second she could not feel him, it became progressively worse. The anger, the frustration, the reality that reality held her to the standards of others began to make her hateful. 

In order to save Enothchild, Juna felt compelled to conquer the universe. 

A familiar power filled her immediately.

A great power.

A Dark power….
