CHAPTER 43.0
Tragonforth being the last place any sane being would be to recover from injuries, Enothchild took Juna and the Ruby Heirloom to Tynna. He wasted no time; therefore he left the Millennium Falcon he could not pilot behind. Last he saw of it the hatches and ramp were secure so it wasn’t going to be easy for anyone to steal. He sent a message to Dizzy and Muriel’s private accounts once he reached Tynna, telling them first that he found Juna and where to find their ship. He left out the fact that Juna was injured, and didn’t tell them where they were. He sent a similar message to Naressa and repeated the omission of location. The latter made no sense to him rationally, but it felt proper to do so.
During the trip to and after landing on Tynna, a well protected planet with strong Republic ties, Enothchild watched the unconscious Juna instinctively used the Force to heal herself. The trip was short, and she was nearly healed from the deep, painful gut wound by the time the landing cycle was completed. That was uncannily fast even for such a strong being like Juna; the fact that she was healing herself in a unconscious state let alone so quickly impressed the Jedi Master. He was proud of her and her progress through the Force. He envied her only because his healing progress wasn’t going all that well. They stayed on the Ruby Heirloom for the time being.

While Juna rested comfortably in living quarters no one had used -- Enothchild wanted to keep her away from Force impressions as much as possible -- Enothchild spent most of his time in the corridor that lead to the room, slipping in and out of partial healing trances, ready to respond to anything related to Juna awakening or something else. Every so often there was a murmur of thought from her that jostled him. He would return to repairing himself when it was clear that it was nothing more than the ramblings of a sleeping mind.

Enothchild grimaced every time he looked through the burnt hole of his left pant leg. There was no mistaking the hole in his leg from the blaster bolt that penetrated his weakened hide. Right below the knee, right where Helle’s sword had impaled him last year, the healed over scar had reopened elongated, splitting the skin as if the sword had impaled his leg again. Probing of the wound was painful, telling him what he all ready knew from last year; the bone was broken, though not as several as before. Nevertheless the flesh and muscle could be repaired with time and trance, but the bones of the Vhinphyc were tough to break and in turn tough to mend. The bone was only eighty percent healed over before Tragonforth, and that was after a year’s worth of natural healing and Force trances. Now he had to start all over, with the caveat that he won’t reach pre-Tragonforth levels. It didn’t help he suffered electric shock on Commenor over a month ago that had drained the structural integrity of his bones either.
With Juna safe, Enothchild could live with the limp. He was no longer an active Jedi, so his days of running, flipping, jumping and landing and blocking shots and moving were over…for now. If he was committed to Juna those days of service had to be over. She needed him. He needed her, and he needed to work on the future to feature her in it.
Those thoughts did more to hamper his focus on healing than Juna’s brief mental stirs. There was still the matter of finding that relationship connection between them that would solidify and bond them together again; protecting one another in the middle of a bar room riot wasn’t the start that he had in mind. Having Dagger Serpentine disrupting the reconciliation killed a considerably amount of emotional momentum he had vested in Juna, therefore it left a lot of unresolved points between them. One of them was the broken relationship between Juna and Naressa. Although it was he and Juna’s relationship that had to be worked on first, Enothchild felt it couldn’t exist without a reconciliation between the mother and daughter. With those thoughts now and ahead, Enothchild realized there was so much more to cover in connection with Juna and Naressa, separately as well as together. Overall, the two shouldn’t be at odds.

Enothchild was interrupted again by Juna’s stirrings, but these ones were sustained and filled with darkness. The dark side was more constant in Juna than ever before. However he found himself struggling on an issue he had once been so adamantly set on. His fears that Juna would succumb to the dark side drove him in the past to do everything in his power to protect her. Now, a feeling that had to be brought forth because of Naressa and how she existed positively in the galaxy even as a dark entity, he wasn’t as sure that if she gave in nothing terrible would come from it. He had not forgotten that she was the Dark Hope of the Sith, that her destiny was set in the words of the Enlightenments, whose birth and life brought forth the Age of Darkness and the end of the Jedi Order as he known it. Now it made no sense to him that she would be the harbinger of all their ends if his Nadja wanted him to love her.
Another shuttering murmur of thought was followed by a loud whimper that Enothchild heard through Juna’s door. Tossing nonsense thoughts aside, the Vhinphyc went in to find the young woman twist tied within her blankets. She was having a nightmare, or rather a bad memory perhaps recalled by the Force and replayed in her mind, distorted due to the current activity in her brain being slower than it was when she was awake. The Force sensitive did not dream; they had visions of the Force based on the past, present, or the future, that are not always clear in interpretation and context. Often metaphoric, they could appear to be innocent dreams. Or nightmares.
Tapping the Force, Enothchild placed a finger on Juna’s forehead, between the eyes and above the line of her nose. Once he projected his presence towards the Jedi Harmony region of her mind she grew still. Quiet. After a held breath, Juna let loose a long, drawn out sigh of relief. It wasn’t long after he had removed his finger and presence from her did she uncurl from her bound position and slept deeply, relaxed in both body and mind.
Sighing the bit of pain that festered from his injured leg, Enothchild said quietly, “You haven’t had a good rest in Force knows how long.” It was an encompassing fact that covered the both of them. Being in a coma did not count as rest for Juna; unconsciousness with no control on entering it and emerging from it was not sleep. Not in Juna’s case, where her thought demons possessed her as soon as she regained consciousness; that he was very certain, going back to when her father had died and furthered when thought Naressa had perished. In the clutches of Magus Prophet….
Juna began to stir again, and at first Enothchild blanked his mind; he believed that his thoughts were being sensed by her, his growing anger and the subject of that anger disturbing her sleep. It was the dark side again, creeping into her mind and drawing up whatever evil memory she had to torture her. That horror, the time she was Prophet’s ‘guest’ above the planet Sanctuary, was an unknown that plagued Enothchild’s conscious throughout his search for Juna; one of many thoughts related to Juna that negated any attempts on his part in getting any sleep. Given what she had said to him lately, and what she may never talk about with him, he had to wonder what the ‘nightmare’ she was having: was it one where Prophet tries to force himself on her and damages her because she rejects him, or was it he and Naressa having their lover’s roll around?
Enothchild eased himself down into a sitting position beside the bed, in pain during his movements that ended with the straightening of his legs. From his position and with his torso height he could see most of the bed and Juna; it was easy for him to reach over and grab a gentle hold of her hand. It was a risky proposition, for Juna either was dreaming about the tryst and contact with him would intensify, or the contact would replace whatever ‘nightmare’ she was currently having. He blanked his mind as much as he could prior to contact.
To his relief Juna calmed and for hours afterwards she quietly slept. Enothchild did a similar service for her last year after the Uiennar incident because she didn’t want to be alone, and she slept through the aftermath of the worst moment of her life in peace. He never left her, never let go of her hand.
“I will never let you go again,” said Enothchild quietly. Juna only made a little noise like a snore in return. He leaned his back against the nearby wall, then his head, and in time he let himself fall asleep. No trances. No use of the Force. Just good old fashion sleep; the closing of the eyes, followed by the induction of exhaustion-induced unconsciousness.

Lost in such sleep-filled bless, the communications station in both the cockpit and the auxiliary control station in the lounge came to life with a silent priority alert of an incoming message. On the text screen the tidbits of the message was found in the regards line that featured the royal seal of Naboo: Attention Naressa Jaina Rapier, This Is A Notice of Royal Summons.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 43.1

The Aeol Methda dropped out of light speed at the Great Starship Yards of Fondor, located in the Core World region of the galaxy in order for Naressa to facility a major course change for Naboo. That all changed when her ship’s communications system informed her via alarm that she had priority messages to answer; she had programmed the array to activate upon her exits out of hyperspace to access her private message accounts and alert her of any messages that were marked priority. She barely accessed the comm system when a small holograph of King Veruna’s face appeared in front of her from a holographic transmission diode, which began talking:
Attention Naressa Jaina Rapier, this is a Notice of Royal Summons. Under Title III, Section Twelve of the Constitution of the Royal Nubian States, as it refers to the rights of power of which the appointed royal may use in contrast to citizen rights: solely the discretion of the Throne, the King or Queen of Naboo reserves the right to impress, impeach, or implore no more than once in an individual’s lifetime a citizen of the Royal Nubian States to come before them without the right of objection and without due process of law.
Subsection One: An individual who has been issued a Royal Summons must comply immediately upon receiving the Royal Summons and must appear before the King or Queen on Naboo. Failure to comply results in the forfeiture of all property rights without due process of law and a prison sentence lasting no less than twenty-five years and no more than fifty years.

Amendment Three to Subsection One: An individual who has been issued a Royal Summons receiving it off world: An individual who has been issued a Royal Summons that is by legal definition ‘off world’ -- no longer within the gravity well and atmospheric influence of Naboo, or any other world body within the legal bounds of the Royal Nubian States -- has no more than one hour to notify (a) the Royal Nubian Port Authority, (b) the Royal Nubian Naval Fleet, (c) or representative counsel, which in turn individuals must make notice of their location, which henceforth a limit of time can be sufficient placed in which the individual may make for Naboo and answer the Royal Summons. Failure to comply results in the forfeiture……
“What in the hell do you want, Krendel?” spat Naressa out. The timing of this just sucked; she had no idea why Tomas Krendel would want to talk to her in the first place, let alone use the only power he had over her. When she was Queen, Lady Terese Landana used the power of the Royal Summons to drag Bendian from Rapier Manor to stand before her in order for her to discover why then Ambassador Juna Rapier had defied her orders. Terese felt -- and in time she discovered she was right -- that Bendian had tricked Juna into going to Vhanba. When he didn’t answer her questions to her satisfaction, she used her continuation powers to hold him and Naressa prisoners on Naboo until Juna returned safely. Bendian’s Royal Summons did not include her in it, so therefore the option was always available to whoever assumed the throne. The questioned remained: why?
The Krendel Clan was a despicable bunch in Naressa’s humble opinion; in her Sithian opinion they were hopefuls of power that foolishly wished and dreamed but did not plunder for their spoils; whenever they did, they were plucked like the lazy scavenging carrion that they truly were. The deception Pirus Krendel initiated to get Juna to Uiennar was not his but Prophet’s so it did not count for him. There, the Krendels were used properly as there mere pawns that they truly are. Those guided by the Dark Side know the pawns well and knew how to use them.
Naressa did not share in her Gessa’s hope that Tomas Krendel was any different. On numerous occasions the boy proved time and again that he was a wayward tool used too much by his father, and borrowed by others to tighten their political bolts. She remembered the boy prince, meeting the young man the day after Juna had won the election, witnessing his scowl when they shook hands. She knew she made an enemy that day; the boy was corrupted, there was no turning back for Tomas Krendel. Hearing that he had fancied her Gessa made her shutter. Now he was the boy king, and she thought no more of him than that; a pompous, immature brat that could smeck up a cup of hot chocolate.

With no reason given for the royal summons in the message itself, it could have been easy to ignore it; Naressa was on her way home to begin with. By answering the message Theed would have known she got it from the alert message read indicator that transmits back whenever a text message that was sent was read by the target; technically, ignoring it was not an option. Ignoring it became no option when she barely heard her mother’s cackling laughter faintly in her ears, raising the hairs on her neck.
Quickly, Naressa sent a hailing signal to the Law Offices of Huggy-Levan, Puresteel-Puritt, Dovetail-Chinber-Bestly, Pang-Ottor, and Crumb, specifically Dalerastok Pang-Ottor. Shortly after that, her noticed was drawn upon another priority message. It was from Enothchid, text message only; as she read it she found herself wanting to say “Tynna” the whole time:
-Naressa, I have Juna. She’s fine. I don’t know how soon, if ever, we will return to Naboo. I think you understand if we don’t. Give me time to work with her. All and all we’re safe. Enothchild. END TRANS.

“Tynna,” Naressa whispered one last time. “That’s where you two are.” Tynna was less than a day away from Fondor; a very straight hyperspace jump. With dangerous course plotting and pushing engines she could reach Tynna in six hours. Her Gessa was safe in Enothchild’s arms, she wasn’t going anywhere. How she wanted to grab hold of her Daughter in a hug and not let go! Her arms felt the pressure of the hug all ready!
Her wishes were dashed when Dalerastok Pang-Ottor appeared holographically before her, replacing King Veruna’s youthful, commanding image. He said, “Hello, Naressa, sorry for the delay.”

Naressa blinked her way back to reality, and once again she heard Darth Rune’s smug laughter. She remembered the royal summons and the lack of details of why it was issued.

“Misses Rapier?”

“Oh! Sorry Dale,” said Naressa apologetically. “I’m…having a day.” He nodded sympathetically. “I just received a Royal Summons from his majesty just now.”

Dalerastok suddenly became professional and straightforward. “Please transmit a copy of it to me.” Naressa did, redirecting the message to his office through the transmission stream. His holoimage looked off to his right, her left, and in the background she could hear Veruna’s young voice trying to be manly. He let loose a short sigh and said, “Where are you?”

“Fondor,” said Naressa. She all ready knew the answer, but she asked anyways. “Can we fight it?”

“No. You have no choice but to return to Naboo, or be marked as a fugitive.” Dalerastok then stressed, “As executor of the Rapier Estate, you know if you don’t come home you forfeit everything, including Lady Angelleia’s share.”

Naressa bit back her response to that. Everyone on Naboo still believed Juna was in a coma. By law Naressa assumed control of her stakes and shares and fortune until either Juna awakened or Naressa herself died or passed control to someone else. Until then, everything that was Juna’s was legally Naressa’s.
“I have no plans of running, Dale, I assure you,” she said. Her eyes, though, kept looking between Dalerastok and Enothchild’s text message. Her heart was breaking over and over again as each second of realization passed. In turn it was making her mad… “What I would like to know is why it was issued.”

“I can find that out for you,” said Dale. “By law I have to tell the King that you have received the summons. There he will tell me why you have been summoned. In the meantime how soon can you get back to Naboo?”

She quickly did a rough calculation through the navicomputer. “About five days.”

Dale shook his head. “No estimates. Give me the exact time. I must know that.”

Naressa scowled at him and he gulped. But Naressa remembered that the man was only doing what he was paid by high price retainer to do. There came times when subordinates had to challenge the authority. She had to remember that she wasn’t a Sith Lord, that she didn’t summarily execute those who just talked to her the way Dalerastok did; if so, the Krendel Clan would have been extinct long before Juna was ever born. Sometimes there was a little price to pay in the name of civility.
After a minute of calculations and plotting, Naressa said to him, “Four days, thirteen hours, seven minutes and twenty point two seconds.”

“That makes your arrival first thing in the morning on the King’s calendar,” said Dale. “I’ll tell him it will take you four days, sixteen hours to return: that gives us three hours to prepare for anything. Once we know what this is all about we’ll have a better handle on it. But I must insist that you leave Fondor now. Don’t dither.”
“I’m on my way,” said Naressa. “And Dale, for me, get the word around Rapier Technologies: no one says anything unless I authorize it.”

“Understood.” The attorney nodded in agreement and shut off his transmission beam.

Blowing a held breath out, Naressa looked at Enothchild’s message sorrowful. Tynna was on the way. It wouldn’t take too much time to see her daughter. She was given three hours of liberty to do just that; three hours had to be enough time to sit down and talk out their problems. Three hours to apologize to her Gessa for what she had done. That had to be enough time to make amends.
Beyond her personal feelings, in the realm of selfless thought, was the feeling that she couldn’t give Juna three hours. She even said it herself, “I have no time.” 
The suspicion that her mother was behind the king issuing a royal summons was a needle that poked her all over, in different random spots, one right after the other, every second. The pestering was too much, worse when no more answers came to her. She had no time or no choice. Before making trip arrangements Naressa sent a text message to Rapier Manor, care of Greta Culla, advising them of her return and making them aware that guests may be coming to the mansion. There was a feeling in her gut that said it would be Jedi guests; she specifically put in the note to cooperate with any Jedi authority and to offer them residence. And lastly, to put the old woman at ease, she made it known that Enothchild found Juna and all was well.
After the message was sent, Naressa deleted the message about the summons; in turn it was removed from the Ruby Heirloom’s incoming message list; Enothchild and Juna would never see it.

Naressa plotted a course for Naboo, a quicker course that shaved a few more hours from the time without sacrificing the engines, and engaged the hyperdrive. The worst part of the trip would be the part where she had to pass Tynna.
So close. So very damn close.

Once again, Darth Rune prevailed in torturing Naressa with little effort.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 43.2

“Mama?” Juna startled herself awake and for a few moments she didn’t realize what she had said, or what was going on. It all came back to her when she saw Enothchild’s large hand holding hers. 
She retraced her memories starting with the ragged clothing she still wore that she borrowed from the Talz salespeople. With her right hand she felt down her clothing to find Dagger Serpentine’s score; she traced the hole in her torn tunic and touched the new skin that replaced the wound; there was some pain there, phantom in her mind not in reality. From there she followed her left arm to her hand, to Enothchild’s hand, to his clothed Jedi form sitting and sleeping beside her.

From Enothchild, Juna glanced around the room, but knew before hand based on the smell of the place -- clean and fresh -- that she was on board the Ruby Heirloom. She felt that they were no longer on Tragonforth. She remembered that Enothchild was a lousy pilot, which was why they took this ship to get away from Tragonforth instead of the Millennium Falcon. It made sense to her, but that didn’t means she liked the idea of leaving behind her….or rather Dizzy’s ship.
Juna felt very fresh and awake and energized. It had been a very long time since she had such a good sleep, day or night. Not since the last time Enothchild had held her hand, after Uiennar…after Vhanba, when she was small and had carefully snuck onto his sleeping lap and fell asleep way back then. Her nightly rest realms had been filled with horrors, of things she wished she never knew of and experienced, of things that made no sense for they had nothing to do with her life and never knew why she ‘saw’ such things. 
In those dreams some of the places were familiar only to the person she was in those dreams, strangers who she had never met but felt she had always known in her life. There were places she had been in her own lifetime, like Coruscant, that would momentarily appear differently in her mind, of what they looked like in the far and distant past; there were quite a few places on her journeys as a smuggler which the past life remembering also occurred, putting a strange spin on those stops. Often times later those memories would surface in her sleep and they weren’t pleasant, and they eventually lead right back to something that occurred to her that was painful.
Her best efforts to control the effects rarely worked and because of the nature of the dreams and their ties to the Force Juna was very reluctant to reach deep inside of her for the solution. Enothchild’s teachings and the knowledge she had absorbed from both the Vhinphyc and the Grand Jedi Master Yoda perhaps held solutions to her problem. On the other hand….

There was the holding of hands that had been, and was now, so effective.

Wanting, and needing more than the mere holding of hands, Juna put aside much of what still kept her from jumping into Enothchild’s waiting embrace when they were both upright standing and slid off the bed towards him. Still holding his hand and along with the blanket, she carefully lowered her body down and laid against him. Carefully not to touch his injured leg, she drew herself and the blanket tight to him.
Juna laid there with her head square over Enothchild’s heart. There was something so soothing and right about it, a steady strong beat of hypnotic assurance. Old feelings of gratefulness continued to resonate throughout her mind and body. She closed her eyes to it, forgetting that she had awakened to the feeling that her mother was close by. Not that she cared about the memory of that. Not that she cared if it was her mother that passed. She just didn’t care about her mother.
She didn’t think about it anymore. She let her eyes close. She fell back into a peaceful sleep.
