CHAPTER 36.0
Juna Rapier reached the rubble pile that was once the Grand Library of Rapier Manor, having spent what felt like a decade walking through the aftermath of carnage that was Rapier Manor; her home had been under siege by the duo of Jurivicious Pern and Magus Prophet, and during the battles that raged within the walls of the great and ancient mansion built for one of the last male Kings of Naboo her mother, consumed by the very evils that fueled the bad men that sought her, unleashed the full weight of her motherly fury upon Pern in a concentrated shadow. The enormity of energy release, the shockwave from the impact that crumpled up several square miles of the ancient and mighty mansion as if it was a paper Mache poor home, was truly an honest measure of Naressa Rapier’s fury. It was, truly, a emotional release. A dark side Force bomb that had ticked and ticked and ticked away to the eventual showdown, the target, the point of drop. All the while more and more explosives -- angry, fearful, and saddening induced thoughts brought forth by knowledge of facts -- were pact in tight, close to bursting with every emotional bump from the Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch’s presence to Juna’s own lie before Queen Landana threatening to set it off prematurely. Upon reaching zero it did the job; the ‘bomb’ didn’t discriminate.
Unfortunately for Juna, who reached her destination in this trip back into a terrible, tragic time in her life, she had wished to possess such an ‘explosive’ release of temper knowing then what she knew now.

Back then she was only a little girl, an eight year old wunderkind who was Naboo’s immediate ambassador and a big part of the extragalactic diplomatic politics plane; in the eyes of so many, especially her parents exclusively her mother, the next Queen of Naboo; which Juna did become, as Queen Angelleia the First. She knew of the Force, she could feel it, she was targeted by Pern and Prophet because of it, and until Enothchild showed her she began to control it. Alas she was an eight year old girl, fearful of the dark side that had desired her, doing its best to seduce her to it’s side with all of its intangibles brought to bare against her. The best she could do was protect herself, and that wasn’t saying very much back then. It wasn’t enough to help anyone else; it wasn’t even close to be enough to save her father.
So eight year old Juna walked through the debris of the past, helpless, unable to prevent the inevitable she knew was coming upon her arrival where the Grand Library once stood proudly. What she did not expect was seeing herself running frantically right in front of her towards a large mound of bricks and books; there she was, another eight year old Juna, frantically calling out to Enothchild and her mother, going to where she thought they were. The first Juna quickly looked around for her father Bendian Rapier to come and beg for the second Juna to come with him, to run away from danger. He was not around.
Juna took this as a sign of change, that regardless of what she knew to be true this was a opportunity to change her entire life and prevent the death of her father. This time she would tell herself to stop what she was doing. She would tell herself to go to her father and run like both her mother and Enothchild had told her to do. This time she would save him from his soon to be coming doom.

The first, the original Juna, ran towards the second Juna -- both frantic in their actions -- and hit an invisible wall that bounced her backward. Getting up Juna tried to surpass the wall by banging against it. The second Juna was oblivious to her actions, even though they were only mere five feet apart. The first Juna banged against the invisible barrier and yelled at the second Juna, desperately trying to get her attention; they were both almost out of time.
"I....can't...stop," said the second Juna, moving more debris. 

Juna closed her eyes to will herself to throw more into it. When she opened her eyes she was no longer eight years old. No longer small. No longer small minded in the ways of the Force. Her younger version in front of her was still eight years old, still naive, still unwilling to give up knowing that her efforts to move the debris by hand and by mind one small piece at a time were fruitless. She just didn’t know when, if ever, to give up. The story that both the smallest and tallest Juna shared too well; when it came to the ones she loved, she just couldn’t let it go. Not on chance. Not out of survival or desperation. But the older Juna knew better, was older and wiser, and had been slighted by those she thought she could love and trust; the very same people buried under the rubble of Rapier Manor; the very same people she wasted all this time trying to save only to have them hurt her so badly in the future. She did not know what was worse: the loss of her father, or the loss of her father because she loved Enothchild and Naressa. If she hadn’t wasted her efforts on them her father may have been alive today.
But Bendian wasn’t there yet. But time was running short. Juna did all she could to get the little Juna’s attention…

"I....can't stop." Little Juna just dug with more emphasis. No matter how loud she screamed Juna couldn’t reach her ears. It was like she was just screaming at herself. It was time for her father to die, and she wasn’t turning around!

Juna did not sense Magus Prophet behind her until his horns went through her body. The shock of the impact made her numb and speechless before the feeling of blood did The feeling of being gored was indescribable yet some how she could picture the whole of it before she looked down; the one horn entered through just under her right shoulder blade, pushed her right lung forcibly to the side squishing it like a sponge; the other in the left middle back; both points of Prophet’s horns protruded through the front.
Just after that moment Juna’s younger self turned around with well tears in her eyes. Through the pain Juna realized that her father wasn’t coming in this nightmare set in the past; she was in her father’s dying place. As before the time spent during that moment seemed to last forever. The point of no return is what it was; the last corner turned; the sun set of a bright innocent day; a change in the season; the end of all things forever cherished and remembered best; from that moment on, when it was Bendian Rapier on the end of Prophet’s horns, Juna knew her life would never be the same; she could not go back to the galaxy she had once knew; the galaxy in which she was nothing more than a little girl, a diplomat, a possible world leader, and a dreamer was now behind her and she could never, ever go back. The was the end, the death of innocence.
The younger Juna tried to reach out to the older Juna; Juna saw it and reached out to. Like her father before her, Prophet stood up, bringing her off her feet; her body still agonizingly attached to the Beast’s horns. She tried to do the best she could to tell her younger self to run, to not look, to not see what was coming…

With silent rage, Magus Prophet reached up with both of his fanged nailed hands, dug deep into Juna’s body, and effortlessly ripped her in half to remove her from his head…

…………………………

Juna woke up from the nightmare, releasing her fears and terrors in both sweat and scream, and for a few moments thrashed about because she had entangled and knotted herself in her bed sheets. The restraint of the sheets forced Juna back into her senses. She wasn’t eight, she was nineteen; she wasn’t on Naboo, in the ruins, and in the aftermath waiting to do something that she didn’t really want to do; she was on board the ‘borrowed’ Millennium Falcon, on the planet Hyabule on a wait over, waiting to do something she wanted to do. She sobbed for a minute as the adrenaline high faded, laying very still and tried not to think. 

Every time she did think she remembered the worst of times lately. The thinking subject matter on it’s face barely looked related, but deeper it had a connection that was undeniably strong in Juna’s heart; a heart that was shattered and broken, barely held together by the glue of survival. The death of her Father; the betrayal of her Mother and Enothchild, lovers in secret even though Naressa knew of Juna’s own yearnings for the Jedi Master; all made worse knowing, and believing, that Naressa was alive. Her defeat and her disfiguration by the merciless hands of the beast Magus Prophet for her best, the combination of her strength in the Force and the acquired knowledge of so many Jedi warriors, could not overcome the darkening rage and furious obsession responsible for ruining her life so long ago. Even with his death, and she was certain of that for no longer did she felt his yearning-for-her presence weighing heavily on the back of her mind, Prophet’s legacy was forever etched upon her name, mind and body. With her seemingly perfect memory it was hard to forget.
The nightmares were just that in her opinion, nightmares. She knew better, she knew as a Force sensitive being that such sleeping visions were not just so. They were indications of something; revelations of a puzzle she could not figure out. But figuring out what they were would mean becoming the person she once was. Juna didn’t want to be that person anymore. That person lived by and for the dreams of Enothchild Sarch and Naressa Rapier. They were nightmares, just like her life had been one big nightmare.

Juna had emerged from her coma with the help of a nightmare. It was a memory actually; the moment where she had truly lost to Prophet. In those last, dying moments the tauntingly evil spirit known to her as Faradi gloated over her defeated form. She begged for the Sith Maiden’s once offered help; the spirit held her hand out, teasing her has Prophet was approaching to finish it all…

The next thing she knew Juna was on the very same bed she was lying on now; weak, covered up nicely, dehydrated and very hungry. There was no pain she was aware of physically, but at first she couldn’t explain to herself why she was wearing a Rapier Technologies experimental exoskeleton rehabilitation suit. The suit helped, though, as she struggled for balance; it forced her worked on muscles to work with her brain again; she didn’t recall having such a well defined body, but she held on to her feminine shape. It didn’t help her vision though; even with the dim light she could only see a blur as she struggled to get the cabin door open; she was unaware too that she was on the Millennium Falcon at that particular moment, yet she still found her way to the fresher station. She entered, splashed cold water into her face, and with eyesight coming half way together she looked into the mirror.
That was the first of many nightmares.

Like those first moments of waking up, Juna was before the mirror again with water dripping off her scarred face. After months of living with the fact she was not used it, not used to see herself with only one eye and the left side of her face riddled with healed over asteroid pock marks and tenderized flesh; the right side littered with permanent nail scratches. She couldn’t bare to have people look at her, making her wear clothing that ensured almost everything was covered. She was honestly amazed that she didn’t go running for cover when she revealed herself to Rooney Tufuse and his gang, or scared poor Darla Copernicus more than she already was. It was one of those rare times her mind wasn’t thinking about her appearance, her vanity or lack there of it.
Juna had never thought of herself as a vain person. There were times when vanity was required, such as the stuffy receptions she attended during her political life; even then she did not go overboard. Has Queen, when she was older, she refused to wear Royal dresses at functions that did more to reveal her virtues; a lot of the options were negated by the large tattoo of a krayt dragon that covered her entire back, but there were still some gowns and dresses and wears that ensured everyone that was looking that she was a growing woman. When she relaxed she did so in dresses or ensembles that were usually no more than two colors and made of simple materials; her hair always loose and not styled; no makeup or alluring fragrances. To many -- too many in fact -- none of that was necessary for they hailed her to be a very beautiful woman; with the Force on her side to sense the thoughts, some of those too many held such dark fantasies about her; drawn to her by a natural, biological condition enhanced by the Force she couldn’t find herself controlling. She hated it, she hated being gawked at, looked upon by others while their dates were forgotten.
Vain people of all species, all classes, and all walks in life existed and unfortunately they existed for the sole purpose of taking those not them and making them worthlessly by flaunting what they possessed. The classic, accepted perception was that only the well-to-do, the better off, were the only ones that held such beliefs: totally untrue, and she knew that long before she spent time in the fringe. The ‘ugliness’ of individuals were beset upon by one or many against one or many, depending on circumstances.

Juna was more interested in the character of individuals than what they looked like, for she wanted them to see who she was and not what she looked like; the latter became more affixed in her ways the older and more mature her body became. She had to admit that some creatures made her think otherwise the moment she met them for the first time, their appearances catching her off guard, making her think out of her sorts; appearance was a discrimination that was not easily purged, but wisely she never spoke them aloud. Time would pass, and what they look liked passed as well; and sometimes vice versa with her. Belt Besirmesserresuron was a fine example of this; a character that could have been easy to hate not because of his appearance but his attitude and outlook on life; especially towards her. It was more than just saving his life that brought him around; he could see the real her, just as she could see another Dizzy Arnes; a good guy that just needed a break. She had forgotten all about Belt recently; she had to get a hold of him soon, especially to find out if Enothchild had spoken to him.
But before her now was the mirror, and she hated what she saw reflecting back. No matter how hard she tried to tell herself she couldn’t convince her mind that she was still beautiful outside as well as inside. That all that mattered was character, that what she had done was good. To think of her appearance so much after spending her whole life on not thinking it mattered shamed her. She thought she was bigger than this. Then again they say what does one know until they know it.

Sometimes, Juna dreaded the mirror for another reason. Ever since she had awakened she expected Faradi to be standing by to gloat over her failure. Sometimes when she lifted her head up from the sink, or just looked into the mirror, she expected the dead Sith Maiden to be glaring back at her. Perhaps normal in appearance, or perhaps in the ghostly, deadly, black attired, warrior demon visual she had seen and experienced herself as in visions; to glare at her with a menacing smile and with those sickly yellow eyes, berating her with her cold, uncaring voice amplified by her pure, unaided wickedness. So far no sign of Faradi, no appearance in the mirror save for the face in which the Sith Maiden would point out and remind her what failure looked like. 

It was enough to see the scars, but at times she suffered from some annoyance pain from her healed over damage. The worse was when the air pressure changed, especially on a planet; in turn the pressure within her skull changed; a weird sensation created by Prophet’s horn having changed the interior structural environment of her skull, often resulting in pressure headaches. Her right hip ached on pressure changes too. At random times, deep in her lower abdomen, more in her pelvis, there was a stinging, poking pain there that often made her cry. In all, she hated everything that was wrong with her.
Forgoing a shower Juna sighed, wiped her body down, and returned to the bedroom. For whatever reason she tried to close the beat up door to the room for extra security and gave up when the warped and dented panel couldn’t slide out of the slotted opening. She gave up -- the access hatches to the Falcon were sealed shut, no one was getting in -- and laid back down; it was still too early to be awake. She was glad for the distraction with the door; it gave her something else to think about for a change.
After she had awakened and sorted herself out -- and ever since then on numerous, freed up time occasions -- Juna tried to piece together how she came to be on the ship by herself; how the ship found it’s way to the dustbowl known as Tatooine if she had been unconscious the entire time. Try as she might now as well as then she couldn’t remember, and she had a feeling that some of her memories…were…gone. It was like a stop-gapped holo with some of her memories; broken movements and interrupted words and nonexistent smells and sights that just vanished or were skipped over. Therefore she couldn’t say with any confidence that she hadn’t flown the ship to Tatooine; there was no indication in the ship’s logs and flight recorder that she had. What befuddled her, what scared her the most, was the passage of time between going into the coma and coming out of it, so her escape from wherever she was being treated at had to be very recent.
The time passage was disturbing enough; just as bad as her awakened appearance. Oddly the Falcon looked horrible and Juna knew it wasn’t her fault. Never did she ever believe Dizzy would be so neglectful with his ship; the ship was just as important as his lovely wife, only he had sex with Muriel; a reality she knew all too well by laying in their bed and feeling emotions of their intimate, private moments -- it took a lot of poking around to find bedding that wasn’t filled with such memories, and before long she bought her own supplies for sleeping. The ship was an extension of Dizzy’s life and he took care of her, so it was odd to find it in such disarray inside and outside of it. She gathered that they had to travel and navigate through a lot of hell to get past the defenses of Magus Prophet’s ship, the Orpheus; perhaps when they landed on the ship or were in the process of taking off they had a fight on board the ship. For the interior there were signs of everywhere. The door to the bedroom was only one example; the corridors, the lounge, and the ramp was littered with bumps, dents, light scratches and scorches from what she presumed to be weapons fire. She couldn’t tell for sure for the Force didn’t tell her when she touched the areas of damage; they were seemingly blank. Juna put no effort in using the Force, though, to uncover the whole truth; she preferred to figure it out without it; the Force, which had been more trouble for her than good.
That thought also included the present circumstances of her brand new life as a smuggler and a gunslinger; the latter Juna had to finally accept as fact whether she liked it or not. What happened shortly after her awakening…that was frustration; the whole day trying to find clothes to wear and fuel to buy for the ship was a harsh one because of the heat and her physical appearance scaring off even beggars. The Serpentines picked the wrong bitch that day; she knew who they were, knew what they were capable of, and she didn’t want any of it. But the pushed her. No longer was she going to turn a blind eye to those willing to test her feminine sensibilities; she was going to slap them, and she did in spades.

Still at the time it didn’t make it right. She did feel bad afterwards; she sent Dagger back his weapon once she got one of very own with apologies she knew he would not accept. Her weapon of choice, a snub nose L-Tech 388 light pistol, was a woman’s weapon, one she had to have with the reputation she quickly gained in the fringe; Dizzy wasn’t kidding when he talked up about how fast the word got around about someone. She had the notches on the hard steel handle to prove it; six scratches that required on the many pointy tools on board to create.
It wasn’t long as she laid there thinking of Dizzy and Muriel that Enothchild and her Mother flashed into her mind; the only good thing about it was it wasn’t the latter two in the position she seemingly will always remember them by. It was Enothchild’s words on Tatooine, a week-old encounter she wished never occurred, that echoed in her mind. The Arnes’, two good friends that never betrayed her, doing everything in their freed up time to see her home; risking much, losing precious time. She sighed it away; she tried to let the blame fall on their shoulders for pursuing her and their ship; the ship she didn’t just borrow but stole. She tried to not think of that, she tried to blame them for aiding and abetting two no good, traitorous dream killers.
It didn’t work.

Her guilty self was saved by Enothchild’s last words to her on Tatooine. The pit of her stomach was replaced with anger in her heart. Juna couldn’t believe him; she couldn’t believe he could stoop any more lower than the encounter he had with her Mother. Thinking of that just brought the whole, lust filled episode to the forefront of her conscious; every single, stinking time she saw it in her mind it was cursedly worse than the previous time; often it drove her to tears. This was one of those teary-eyed times, no thanks in part to his last words to her.
“You love me?” Juna sniffled aloud. “You love me? You have a real nice way of showing it you son of a bitch!” She flushed away the sultry image from her mind as she wiped the tear drops from her face; from her left eye, for she could no longer cry out of the right. Knowing she could only cry out of her one eye put the whole mess in a vicious circle that recycled and started from the beginning. Such torment often made Juna an insomniac; she had barely slept since emerging from her coma. This time the new addition of Enothchild’s love declaration brought out her old desires for him. All the fantasies she had…

……………………….
Juna opened her young eyes and found herself in a very familiar circumstance. She was floating face up on a water surface with only her body as buoyancy, wearing a white dress made out of light and thin fabric that clung to her skin, gazing upward at a moonless, unrecognizable star-filled night. Without a cloud in the sky gentle raindrops come down upon her, adding more to her all ready drenched existence. She wasn’t compelled to swim, or stop her floating progress to prop herself upright and look around which was so very unusual to her because she didn’t know how she got here. 

Maybe it was sea she found herself in; it was gentle and forgiving, the liquid so warm and relaxing. Far better feeling than any warm bath, or the times she did go swimming on Mon Calamari. The sea was warm during her long stay there, but its salt levels were so high it tortured Human skin after prolonged exposure. Here, though, was the perfect tropical water, and what little did reach her mouth through miniature waves tasted sweet like honey; she loved honey. 

She continued on for a long time until she felt compelled to turn her body and stand up. Her feet found shallow sand and at full height her head was just above the water. She walked straight ahead because she had reached her intended destination; a small island, one of those rounded sand bars that protruded above the water just like in an ancient fictional tales about a lone survivor of a ship downed by the wicked seas and is stuck on such a land mass after spending countless days or weeks floating in the ocean. Comical for fiction, but here it was Juna’s intended destination all along. She could feel it, so it must be destiny.

Juna reached the island just in time to watch in the night sky a fast moving dot of light that changed course. In moments it was clear to her that it was the exhaust plume from a starship. In time the familiar disk shape of the Millennium Falcon could be made out and as it passed over the ocean, it’s loading forks pointing just off to Juna’s right, an escape pod jettisoned and the stock light freighter passed by and continued upward, leaving her and the pod behind. The pod skipped off the surface of the honey water a few times before finally stopping short from the shoreline.

Juna walked towards it as it floated up on the beach, the hatch opened, and Enothchild Sarch stepped out of the escape vehicle. He looked about and when he saw her he broadcasted feelings of happiness and joy with his smile. She waited for him as he approached her, and like a gentleman he removed his Jedi robe and put it on her damp body. They said nothing, just looked at one another and knew what the other was thinking without trying. There was no need for the Force to read minds when two people loved each other. All they needed for communication was through their eyes and actions.
Juna grabbed his large hands and she encouraged Enothchild to join her as she laid down on the beach. He was over her now, and without hesitation he ran his hand through her wet hair, stared into her eyes and dared her to reject him. Not that he was forcing himself on her. It was him asking if this was what she wanted more than anything else in life. To be with him, on some private island, sharing more than anyone else. She couldn’t say no, not to him, and she initiated taking the next step. She placed her hand behind his head, encouraged him to move towards her, and puckered her lips for a kiss…

Slowly they came together…

Oh so slowly…

The anticipation was practically blinding she had to close her eyes…

But suddenly Juna became fully aware of changes in this old sexual fantasy of hers. She no longer was lying on the beach, in wet clothing, in the hands of her man. When she went to look she only opened one eye, not two. She was disfigured. She was no longer dripping wet. She was standing alone in a distance, but by no means was she alone on the island. There, were she once laid, was her mother! Enothchild was all over her! He had just finished giving Naressa the kiss that was meant for Juna! All Juna could do was watch….
……………………………..

Juna awoke again from that as the so called wake up chime went screaming off; she didn’t realize she had fallen asleep again. Dizzy’s way of the alarm clock was wiring the timing mechanisms to a exterior boon klaxon that was affixed to the bed’s head board. If she hadn’t shut off she would have been deaf in a few seconds; as it were she was awake, her body trembling from the vibration shock. She looked at the time; she had nodded off some thirty minutes ago. Unfortunately what didn’t get shut off along with the alarm was the fresh-in-her mind visual of her Mother and Enothchild; this time Naressa had hijacked her sexual fantasy.

“Oh yeah,” muttered Juna in disgust, laying back down and covering her throbbing head with a pillow, “she loves me all right.” It was another sleepless night, and the beginning of another ‘wonderful’ day. All thanks to her Mother. All thanks to Old Bantha Head.
There was a time she wished the dark side of the Force never existed. That it would leave her alone. That she hoped -- in a good way -- that she never be consumed by it like her Mother was. Now, Juna wished she had the same power as Naressa had when she obliterated Rapier Manor to make Jurivicious Pern a permanent dark scar in the masonry. At least a similar power that had the ability to remove both her and Enothchild from her memories forever.
