CHAPTER 73.0

The next few days began the downfall of the Vesgevi family, and in turn learn what Darth Rune was giving them, and ultimately lure Rune out.

The plan that was set in motion began with the simple premise that she revealed little to Surmon Vesgevi in the beginning in order to focus on the others. This gave the dominate male of the clan the impression that Darth Sadis was evaluating his efforts to continue the Sith cause; the best way was to see how his brood was fairing in the endeavors of darkness. The hints were dropped with Naressa asking her pointed questions about things such as certain actions that had occurred near to Dantooine that perhaps seemed violently random, unfocused and trivial on their face, but in reality the planning behind the terrorist acts were such to make people believe it was nothing more than an accident, or an act of stupidity, or an act one individual that was not tied to other unexplained, lethal acts of death. Like anyone that did things serially the children were starting to get sloppy due to overconfidence; not enough to get them caught at this particular point but enough to tell those of the Sithian persuasion that if they were looking for fools to follow them all they needed to do was come to these children and introduce themselves.

To refer to Surmon’s children as ‘children’ was to convey their identity to separate them from their elder and comparing them to Naressa herself in intellectual context. They were Surmon’s children, but they were not children based on their ages; they were quite a few years past the legal age of adult recognition for Humans in the Republic. They were -- by every societal acceptable definition -- intelligent, mature, and well rounded males and females capable of self-governing -- or as Arness ‘Dizzy’ Arnes would put it, they could individual clean their own poodoo chutes. Even with all three meeting the criteria of adulthood they were still children when comparing their collective personas and intelligence to Naressa Rapier. Children to her, it sill did not buy them any clemency: they made their choices; if they could slurp the rewards they might as well suffer the consequences.

First to be dealt with was the first born, Daystruck Vesgevi. The approach Naressa was going to take was going to be similar to the one she took with Surmon. The idea behind the choice: by natural, family default Daystruck was second-in-command and therefore would be a mirror of his father; first born children were always the commanders for whom the higher leadership relied on and trusted. Often the eldest child position put the individual in a precarious position, one that placed too much responsibility upon them, and a position where the other children could be jealous of; particular in a family like this, where ambition and gull were as related as the siblings.

Naressa chose the evening time to approach him -- she was going to do this throughout the exercise as a matter of psychology; never was she going to deal with any of the Vesgevis during the daytime. It was well after the evening meal the family shared together -- Naressa declined all invitations to eat with them, a Sith Lord’s prerogative -- when she waited for Daystruck in his room. She had waited in her room until she sensed Daystruck heading for his space and teleported there just before he opened the door.

Daystruck never knew she was there until he turned on the main illumination just inside his doorway. Tall, lean, and thirty-three with a full head of brown hair, the thin bearded man still let out a startled yelp when he saw the draped shadow that stood in the middle of the room many feet away; Naressa had yet to give anyone a good look at her, leaving her robe on to shroud her and leave them mystified by the concealed presence of Lord Darth Sadis.

“My Lord,” began the younger man “forgive me for being startled so easily.”

Sadis showed enough of her face to let Daystruck to see her smirk; black lips barely glistening as the bright room light barely filtered past her hood. It did not cause Daystruck to smile nor did it illicit relief from him. Everything about Sith Lords in states of calm -- if there was such a thing in a Sith Lord’s life -- was certain things amused them, and if underlings were aware of it they would take their duty of being things of amusement seriously. History was apparently Daystruck’s strong subjects: nothing good ever happened when the Sith smiled. The Solo smirk here worked, putting the man on further edge and paranoia instead of placing him under Naressa’s Sith Maiden spell.

Daystruck closed the door with a simple button press, cleared his throat, and asked, “H-How was your meal, Mistress Sadis? Was it satisfactory? Is everything satisfactory?”

“Daystruck, I did not come to this home for trivial reasons” said Sadis coldly “so why would I begin to trivialize now.”

The man wanted to answer but he did not. He was not afraid, slightly confused, and yet…

It was the smirk that had drawn out Daystruck’s curiosity; a fleeting moment of male weakness in the presence of a woman that although bared no real appearance of showing off her femininity nonetheless affected him. Such things were reserved for those who had known a particular woman for a long time: a Sith Maiden only needed to do was enter a room and spellbound a man.

Sadis played on her natural, Force enhanced allure just a little; just enough for the Sith Lord she played to dominate the arena. The flirting was only going to be enough to cancel out any chance at him rationalizing what she was about to suggest; subtly things, such as walking around him in a circle, and slowly drawing closer and closer to him.

“I am quite certain,” started Sadis, “that you out of all the others appear to have a grasp on what all of this is truly about. I find that” she paused her sentence briefly but continued to walk “assuring.”

The word ‘assuring’ from a woman Daystruck was attractive enough to send a charge up his spine that relieved the tension in his body considerably. He had been seeking the approval of a Sith Lord before; with Sadis changing the way she approached him, he was seeking, and getting, the approval of a woman. Nothing elevated a man more than a beautiful woman’s approval of them -- even if he still hadn’t quite seen her beautiful face.

“I…,” Daystruck had begun, and suddenly he remembered something and cleared his throat; he did his best to keep his eyes on Sadis as she walked around him. “That is, we do our best for the cause, my Lord. We all do.”

Sadis shook her head. “Modesty does not score points with me, Vesgevi. Especially when the reason I am here is to determine who amongst you I could trust.”

Daystruck frowned a little, but Sadis stopped in front of him, a foot apart now, and slowly turned towards him. He lost his frown as a bit of hope and a bit of yearning filled him. He made him concentrate and focus on her hooded form, desperate to hear every word that came from her mouth. “I don’t understand, my Lord.”

“It’s simple, really. There have been mistakes made by this family in the past. One in particular stands out clearly above all others.” Sadis eyed him, letting him see her powerful eyes. “I see another Aeol Methda coming to pass.”

The mentioning of the Vesgevi ancestor was meant to stir hidden and visible emotions and responses as well as determine the depth of their knowledge. Using the central character of a particular important part of their family history as the appropriate metaphor for suspicion and conspiracy would invoke something, and in this case it invoked determination and resolve.

“That will never happen again,” stressed Daystruck with strength and pride. “Those fools were weak and were afraid of the Jedi. I’m not!”

To that, Sadis mused, “Do you not mean ‘we’?”

Realizing what he just had said he tried to cover up. “What are you implying?”

Such question should have gotten Daystruck killed. Instead, Sadis just stepped closer and said in quiet tones, “I do not blame your family for betraying us thousands of years ago. It was about survival then, and the Sith were not there to protect you so what could you do? Honestly if I were in there position, ready to be executed by hundreds of angry Jedi and billions of enraged Republican citizens, I too would be spilling my guts before they…spilled my guts.”

Her smile caused him to smile; both smiles lasted the same amount of time. Though hard pressed in focus he was Daystruck was no Sith; his will was not up to snuff and he could not deny Sadis’ dark allure. If she told him to hang himself it would take time but he would eventually do it. However death was not what she aiming for.

Sadis continued. “The past is often best remembered not replayed, which is exactly my point here. One of you is going to betray me, Daystruck. One of you will do something stupid, and to save themselves they will betray me.”

“We were wrong to do it back then,” stressed Daystruck. “I most certainly wouldn’t do it now. That move cost us fame and fortune and power. We were destitute by Dantooian standards over the years and now that we are regaining our former glory I’ll be damned if I allow us to free fall back down to nothing!”

Sadis flashed her smirk. “Excellent. At least I can count on you.” She turned and proceeded towards his door; she could feel his disappointment growing as certain parts of him shrank; this created confusion, just exactly what she wanted. “The others, I’m afraid, do not share in your enthusiasm.”

She waved her hand at the door and it opened. She looked over her shoulder and said, “And you know it, don’t you.” She left him there, gawking, with the conspiratorial thought weighing him down; the idea that one of his own could ruin this new rising began to curse him.

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

CHAPTER 73.1

It was much easier to deal with Nicconee than it was with Curnt; only because Darth Sadis ignored the middle, female child completely.

Being a woman herself Sadis knew nothing burned a member of her gender more than being left out of something they were intimately apart of. Save for biology and psychological approach differences women were the same as men and it was no more truer than when it came to competition. Be it in sports, intellectualism, or natural course a female with desire always contests those who they believe to be their inferiors; some fight so strongly the satisfaction out of it only came when they achieved totally victory. It could be as significant as being a general leading troops into a desperate battle of survival, or mundane as going to a dinner party: the competitive female was going to go all out to win; beat the males, better her feminine peers. Sadis -- Naressa -- had her own experiences living such a life but she chose to isolate herself; Nicconee had no choice.

The approach -- or lack of it physically -- towards Nicconee was based, again, on the situation; other than just being a competitive woman there were other obvious points. First, before Sadis arrived, Nicconee was the only dominate woman in the house and therefore she had no equals; her pedigree made her exclude the female help as friends. Secondly the reputation of the Vesgevi family had for a long time been a black stain that no one wanted to have on them; Nicconee couldn’t make friends outside the family, ergo it made her all the more alone to focus on being the best female in the house. Thirdly the previous two points lead up to fact that she was the middle child, surrounded by brothers, and raised primarily by her father after her mother had died; Nicconee had no other like her to fall back on, to share intimate feelings or secrets with, especially during the maturing years of her life. There were things women just couldn’t talk about with men no matter how open the men were, and Surmon Vesgevi was as closed as any constipated man Sadis had ever met. Surmon’s rearing of the children would be a simple as any man could make it: raise all three children as one. The organization applied that since there were more males than female the female was brought up in a way that reflected how males thought females were reared.

In contrast to this, Naressa Rapier remembered how much time and effort her Father had put into raising her; being an only child, having lost her Mother before the traditional real, loving bonds of mother and child could be established, it was perhaps ‘easier’ for Jacen Solo to rear a daughter; challenging, but easier even if Surmon just believed he was raising three ‘boys’ and the children having bonded with their mother before her death; voids in the beginning of life were a little easier to fill, but voids in the middle of life just grew as the years went by. There were times when Naressa had felt ‘gender lonely’, but her Father’s commitment to her in growing up and becoming a responsible, strong woman filled most of the gap; love was enough to fill any hole in life.

Nicconee’s methods of aiding the cause were remotely similar to what the Sith Maidens had done in the past but it lacked a considerable amount of depth; her father’s fault for not teaching her enough to draw upon her womanly hindsight. By leaving her out of her inquires Sadis ensured the prospect of Nicconee becoming suspiciously jealous of her kin, especially when it was a woman who chose to ignore her.

That left the youngest and obviously the most ambitious and immature of the children, and because of those reasons he was the most difficult to track.

Save for meals Curnt Vesgevi was never home as he pushed and prodded along to reconnect his family to the all-too-ready-to-forgive world of politics; although the Vesgevi’s deal with the governments prevented them from being actively involved in politics directly it did not exclude them from talking to the connected -- Sadis had read about the deal prior to her coming to Dantooine and found it to be so broad it had ironically become vague in enforcement once others approached the Vesgevis for political advice and, most importantly of all, money. In short it did what it was supposed to do: keep any Vesgevi out of a seat of authority; the rest was a promise that was easily broken once the disgraced family clan regained their wealth. It was the admission of their guilt that made everyone else not forgive them; drove others of politics and power away from them so they wouldn’t get dirty and lose the power they obtained on the backs of the voters.

Now the times had changed; in truth no one forgave the Vesgevis, it was just the power snobs conveniently forgotten what they had done, and the rest of the people mired in a Republic-wide depression just didn’t give a shit. What was more important to the public at large: eating and sleeping in their own homes as long as they could still work, or worrying about some rich kid talking to a bureaucrat?

Being the youngest, of course, meant that Curnt had to make the most noise in order to get his father’s attention. Daystruck was first and therefore closer to his father’s ear, a conscious, a brother of sorts for Surmon close by and ready. Though Nicconee had more difficulties Curnt still was the last in line in all family matters. He went out to make his own fortune for the family, and to a layperson the most likely to ruin the good run of luck and wealth they were having. Thanks to Sadis the others had that thought in mind lately, which made them sour at the youngster; enough for Curnt to sense it.

It had been several days after her confrontation with Daystruck and several meeting with Surmon Vesgevi later when Darth Sadis ordered Deacon to have Curnt come before her in her room at midnight, and she added if he did not then wherever he was at was not going to far enough away from her. The butler would tell her that Curnt had left Dantooine two days ago; a fact that did not escape her notice, but she felt that the butler had some way to get a hold of the child, wherever he was.

During the day she had waited Sadis sensed something amidst in the Force: a surge of death, the dying of powerful beings; the loss of such admirable life fueled the Dark Side and actually washed her with euphoria. She didn’t quite know what to make of the feeling. The Winds of the Force told her good people died today; Naressa couldn’t trust what that meant.

It was four in the morning when she sensed Curnt’s presence was finally back on Dantooine; his miniscule Force signature and her little knowing of him made it difficult for Sadis to sense him passively -- directly, if she had cared so much, it would have been no problem. She could sense his hurry, but he did not hurry because of her: he was selfishly euphoric. He had done something that was patting him hard on the back and it couldn’t be political.

When Sadis remembered that Curnt had to make the most noise in order to get noticed she went to him; she waited for him in the main foyer, timing her arrival with his sneaking in. The area was lit with a single light which only stretched out into a circle some dozens of feet around; Sadis stood in the middle of it; Curnt did not see her until he took a few steps into the light as well.

Bowing, Curnt spoke as if he had ran straight from wherever he was to home without a ship; out of breath he was clearly happy. “My Lord, forgive my lateness.”

“You are four hours late,” Sadis pointed out. “I am most displeased. I expect my followers to drop whatever it is they are doing to placate my wishes.”

Immaturely he interrupted with an apologetic tone. “I know, I thought I had time to do what I wanted to do and get back. But I think you will find that it was worth it.”

Deacon the butler arrived and left immediately when he saw what was happening; Surmon was going to be fetched. Sadis crossed her arms and said, “Enlighten me.”

Boldly, the twenty year old put his hands on his hips and began his case for forgiveness. “As you wish my Lord. I was taking care of some loose ends near Ithor with our Senator-to-be puppet Gash Reider when the Jedi Knights overseeing the conference there were ordered to gather with other Knights on Tynna. Who knows why the Jedi were heading to Tynna, nothing’s going on there, but I saw this as an opportunity.”

When Tynna lingered in the center of Naressa’s mind a collection of knots formed in her stomach. The guesses that began to emerge within her momentarily made her drop her Darth Sadis act as the guesses narrowed down and began to relate with the euphoric feeling she had from the Dark Side half a day ago. “Opportunity?”

“Yes,” said Curnt with enthusiasm. “Yes, you see, they were targets of opportunity, the Jedi are. When their focus is so trained on elsewhere, and when they expose themselves, you….that is I have to take advantage of it. So what I did was that beat them back to their shuttle and planted one of my quick and ready altimeter explosives next to their engine bell!”

When she heard that Naressa was filled with a horror that stunned her stupid; she couldn’t cover her shock, but neither Curnt nor the now arriving duo of Deacon and Surmon caught note of her slowly revealing expression. She always expected this, it should not have been a surprise…and yet…

Surmon heard the last part of what Curnt had said and was still a little tired from waking up. “You did what?”

Curnt looked to his father and said proudly, “I set one of my explosives on a Jedi shuttle. Once it touched ground on Tynna, and the pressure of the planet set off the altimeter switch and blew everyone in it and on it straight to hell! I’m sure it’s on the HoloNet right now!”

Deacon rushed over to a panel, played with the controls there, and before them all was a HoloNet News Report; breaking news from Tynna, as the yellow, sexy female Twi’lek was reporting, that a Jedi shuttle had exploded in the capital city, killing four Jedi, wounding several more Jedi and bystanders, with at least one other Jedi missing and presumed dead.

“Incredible,” said a stunned Surmon, looking at the scene of the landing platform.

In the scene of growing fatherly pride and ever expanding male ego was Naressa feeling her insides loosening and a boiling rage flowing through her. Undoubtedly what Curnt had done was downright despicable, but it was the intangibles of it that gnawed at the Sith Maiden Matriarch. It was Naressa’s money that Curnt had to use to get the parts for the bomb; it was her money that got him to Ithor and got him away from Ithor. It was Naressa, not necessarily the Sith cause, for who Curnt really did it for; placating his father was one thing, but it was nothing compared to kissing the ass of a Sith Master!

The guilt of it burned a hole in Naressa’s heart. Here she was, playing the Sith Lord, stringing the Vesgevis along to lure Darth Rune out of hiding, and in one moment of shock the whole plan she had was wrong, so seriously and utterly wrong! A month ago, when she had learned of the petty cash being used to beefing up the Vesgevis accounts, she chose to leave the life line open in order not to alert Rune that she was on to it. It was done: the Rapier Clan had helped financed a terrorist attack against the Jedi!

But what made Naressa very sick to her stomach, what made her cry on the inside and fight with every unseen erg of her emotional strength, was the fact that earlier, when she did not know what the euphoria was in the Dark Side was the death of the Jedi she had enjoyed the feeling. She desperately wanted to cry out in forgiveness; she wanted to fall before the Jedi, before Enothchild, and beg for forgiveness for what she had done.

Thinking of Enothchild caused the Vhinphyc to vanish in her mind. The sudden, ominous feeling of his disappearance buckled her knees, and for one instant she had a notion. When she saw the image of the burning wreckage on Tynna again, and Surmon putting a proud hand on the young man’s shoulder, Naressa lost a little of her composure and just kept thinking how much she would enjoy strangling the twit.

No sooner than the thought had crossed her mind that Curnt suddenly began to choke. He grasped at his throat with both hands and turned around quickly in confusion. Surmon grabbed onto his son in shock and dared looked at Naressa; the fear on the father’s face equaled the fear that came from him, and so much fear seeped into her soul and made her stronger!

Curnt tried to talk but he just couldn’t. Surmon plead, “My Lord! My Mistress, why! No! Don’t kill him! I don’t understand!”

Naressa wanted to say “You killed Enothchild!” but she bit down, keeping her right hand closed tightly in a fist to help her in mentally projecting how much pressure she was applying to the young man’s throat. But Curnt had not killed Enothchild; Enothchild was still alive. Something was telling her that Enothchild was going to die, but not on Tynna. He was going to die, and there was nothing she could do about that.

There was nothing she could do about this.

In a heartbeat, when Curnt was so close to dying from a shattered neck and/or a crushed larynx, Naressa recalled the specific reason for why she was doing all of this, of why she was allowing herself to go down this Dark road, of why she had done all of these things in her life: there was only one being she cared more than anyone, and it was that caring for her Gessa that heart achingly made her write off Enothchild, Dizzy, Muriel, and anyone else she cared for. She was doing this evil for the good of her Daughter; everyone else, even if they died, didn’t even place.

To cover for her attack, Naressa let the part of Sadis fill her and she said with a Dark Voice that should have awaken the entire planet, “So you do this great deed for me…AND THEN YOU CAME STRAIGHT HOME!” She released the Force Choke just as Curnt collapsed on the floor. Surmon was beside him, tending to the gasping son. “Do you realize what you have just done?”

Curnt was no condition to defend himself, he was still too purple to talk. Surmon looked to Sadis with pain in his eyes. “I don’t understand, my Lord.”

The fight to not step on and crush Curnt’s head like a soft fruit for the murder of innocent people added the appropriate strain needed in Sadis’ cold fury tones. She pointed down at him with a sharp, gloved finger. “Do you think the murders of four Jedi Knights are as mundane as the deaths of four hundred fools!” Maybe that wasn’t true, but the paranoia that gripped a Sith Lord was rather easy for the amateur actress like Naressa to act out since she was, after all, the Sith Lord in this play! “The Jedi so happened to be randomly attacked by a remote bomb attached to their ship!”

It was then that Surmon Vesgevi got it, and suddenly he did not love his son; he acted as if he had never met Curnt in his life let alone had changed his diapers. Surmon was on his feet with a look of disbelief turning into disapproval. He shouted what Sadis had said only seconds ago. “YOU CAME STRAIGHT HOME!”

Curnt coughed and gagged and clawed at his father’s feet for support but the elder Vesgevi kicked himself away from his son. Surmon continued his raging critique. “You carried out an attack and you came here?!? Are you stupid! ARE YOU INSANE!” The younger son continued to have problems breathing, and therefore struggled to point at Sadis. The father stomped on Curnt’s hand; Curnt suddenly could scream. “This is not our Lord’s fault!!!” Surmon did not know that Sadis had requested the young man’s presence, but it was beside the point. “The Jedi are smart enough to figure such stupidity out! They may know you have done it: they may be here any moment!”

Curnt now clutched his broken hand and wept, still unsure on what he had done wrong to be nearly choked out and have bones broken by his own father. Sadis shivered in revulsion because the whole scene was giving her power, feeding the Dark Side of the Force. To help her through the moment she stood over him and demanded, “You are going to tell me everything. Who was on Ithor? Who left when you did? Who was with you if anyone? Who the Jedi were on Ithor? Every, single, little, detail of information and I want it right now!”

From his curled up, fetal position Curnt told them everything he could remember with his injured throat. Sadis asked questions that were imperative, little details of information a simple explanation made by a simple explainer could overlook. All the while the once proud father was now the selfish bastard looking to save his neck from a Sith Lord’s execution, acting as if he had never congratulated Curnt on his mistake. Once finished, Sadis had to quickly go through the information; in the meanwhile Surmon told Deacon in a whisper to do something and the butler left; the father forced Curnt to sit back down on the floor when he tried to get up.

The political conference on Ithor was a large gathering of candidates with similar ideological principals; a group of beings that had the hope of becoming freshmen senators of the Republic after the elections and hope there was enough of them to invoke change and initiate their agendas. There were many worlds, and since Curnt had a knowing of who was who Sadis made him name each and every one of them off; there were more than three dozen out of the four hundred who were there that had something against the Jedi Order politically or personally.

The most important detail of all was who was around when the Jedi there made know that they were leaving for Tynna; ten beings, and three had something against the guardians of the galaxy. Last, and most important, was whether or not the name Curnt Vesgevi was floated around the rounds. When Curnt told Sadis he wasn’t sure, Sadis’ heart sank in disgust.

When Deacon returned, Surmon said to Curnt the same thought Sadis had in his head. “You were not on the lists, but the Jedi are going to ask around. Someone is going to remember you.”

“I-I was careful,” pleaded Curnt. “I only talked to those we know to be loyal to us.”

Surmon raised a hand and said, “They are not on our side yet, son. They’re so close, they were close. Even then, there were only so few who were around to hear the information the Jedi had given.”

Feeling the gloom growing ever darker for him, Curnt quickly said, “I-I wasn’t the only d-donator around! There were other PACs! Scores of them!”

“How many are on Jedi watch lists?” quizzed Sadis. “How many more will not consider your family’s positions because of what happened today?”

Surmon looked at down at his son, looked up at Sadis, and said, “You were right.” He walked over to Deacon; the butler had his hands behind his back as he always did, but this time he presented his master a blaster instead of empty hands. Once he had it in hand, he turned and fired a cold shot into Curnt’s brain before the young man could even beg for his life; Curnt saw it coming, but it was just in one motion too fast.

There were a few moments of quiet in the room, and Naressa was back to her old self and thankful that nothing was said for a good, solid ten seconds. Without a hint of remorse Surmon gave Deacon the blaster and said, “Put this and his body on the ship; he’s still landing at the public port. Make certain the blaster is near his hand. Quickly, before the sun comes up.”

Deacon didn’t hesitate; he lifted Curnt’s body and threw it over his shoulder and everything went to the garage where the butler was going to smuggle it all in a speeder.

Surmon looked back at Sadis and said grimly, “I serve the Sith, faithfully to the end, at the expense of my own if necessary.” He heaved a sigh of regret that was not genuine. “Even my own life is forfeit. I would not blame you if you took me up on that.”

Struggling to maintain some semblance of perfect darkness, Naressa looked to him and said, “I may yet, Vesgevi. I may yet.” She turned and left the crime scene, desperately wanting time alone to figure out what to do next.

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

CHAPTER 73.2

The following day was filled with great tension for Naressa.

Like the previous days Naressa did not fall asleep, but unlike before she didn’t meditate to recharge herself. She did not want to touch the Dark Side, wanted absolutely nothing to do with the Force in any way for at least a while. She had hung up her Sithian robe, set her lightsaber on the nightstand, let her hair down, and wished she could change out of her cursed warrior attire, but alas she could only settle with not being disturbed by the others in the house, not be called mistress or lord or be regarded as a high being. She knew, however, that this had to be done, but for at least a time she didn’t want anything to do with it. She had wanted no more of this, no more of Dantooine; she wanted to be home on Naboo with her Gessa, and all of this evil far and away from them both.

It was the reminder of Juna that kept Naressa’s mind in the proper perspective during the early part of the day. She reminded herself over and over again why she was on Dantooine, why she was doing what she was doing. It helped to give over the feelings of guilt she had over the loss of the Jedi by the hands of the Vesgevis. Like it or not, her plan to destroy the evil family clan was working, but she wondered again why in destroying them it had to be the way she was carrying it out. Was she doing it to be clever? Was she doing it to lure Rune to her faster? Or, to put it quite frankly, was she bored? Or had she let herself fall too far down that dark hole in her soul, and after the execution of Curnt Vesgevi she was bothered because her Father was somewhere, in peace, frowning?
As the time passed the house was too eerily quiet. By now Daystruck and Nicconee had to be aware of what happened on Tynna, and they had to know their younger brother was not around; it still surprised Naressa that the activities of last night had not awaken them. She didn’t know if Surmon told his children what he had done, but after a while someone was going to wonder aloud, or someone at a spaceport was going to find Curnt’s dead body on his ship. Certainly Deacon was going to make it look like a suicide, which would fit the pattern of what transpired with the Jedi on Tynna once the Jedi Order learned the truth. No thanks to Curnt, Naressa’s time table had shrunk considerably -- she tried to tell herself it was that which bothered her -- her Father was frowning still. It could be next month, next week, or in the next few seconds: the Jedi could come at any time.

She needed more time; Naressa had only begun to integrate herself into the Vesgevi’s system. She had not done enough to alert Rune to come running, and Surmon Vesgevi had not heard from Maroki Renvarient lately. The Dark Side had told her that this place was the place to end the war against her and Juna, and unfortunately it didn’t tell Naressa how it was going to happen or more importantly when it was going to happen. But it had to be soon because once the Jedi figured out what happened on Tynna….

Dantooine, Naressa felt, was going to have one hell of a full dance card the way things were going.

It was noon when Naressa’s fears and worries completely changed. Not for the better, most certainly not for the better.
Though not even trying to even consider the Force Naressa was touched by it out of the blue, causing her to look up from her seated position on the bed. She felt someone she knew and had cared for deeply suddenly leave her being, startling her, and for a few moments the shock was so strong she couldn’t breathe and her heart actually stopped beating. She felt faint and laid on the bed, and she struggled to find her wind and her heart for what felt like an eternity. She found herself reaching out with the Dark Side for an answer to what had tragically happened, and what she saw was Enothchild Sarch dying at the hands of the Sith Maiden Magus Prophet had brought into the galaxy: her little girl form wielded a lightsaber and had driven it deep into the Vhinphyc’s chest, and when he breathed his last breath…

Naressa sat up and covered her mouth to prevent her screaming; her other hand was placed over her rapidly beating heart; her heart hurt…terribly. She forgot what she was trying to do. She forgot where she was. She forgot who she was trying to fool and trying to be. All there was in her life at that moment was the tears she began to shed for the late Jedi Master that had done so much for her, and for her Gessa. The Jedi Master that had done so much for a Sith Maiden had become her friend, her confidant, her ally, and her lover. She wept, and like so many times before when she wept for something and someone she had greatly lost the skies darkened and rain came down to match the level of her sorrow; sprinkles of rain that came when her eyes slowly leaked and larger droplets when the significance of Enothchild’s death weighed in on her personally.

“Moi es, Enothchild, mi esrra,” spoke Naressa gently in Old Corellian -- she had told him she was sorry she could not save him. She broke down the more she had thought about everything; much of what she wanted to say came out gibberish; she only hoped, wherever he was now, she understood what she was trying to convey to him. She wanted to tell him he was more than just a friend and a great Jedi; he was so much more than anyone could ever have realized, and now he was gone. She couldn’t leave to save him, and now she couldn’t leave to claim his body; the idea felt completely wrong; if she left Dantooine her and Juna’s fates she felt were irreversibly sealed.

As the day continued on she was so numb and full of grief she barely moved from her laying position; the rain poured down even as her tears ebbed for she was so devastated by what had happened. But her sorrow was not enough to darken the gray sky to the point she began to feel everyone on the world shriek in panic. Naressa sat up and stared at the windows ahead of her that lead out to the foyer, but she did not rise, only looked. It was still eight hours until sunset, but the light above the clouds seemed to fade out, and the clouded sky faded to a rich, deep, thick black.

All had become quiet.

A roll of heavy thunder shook Dantooine to its core, and all at once Naressa felt her power fill her without her consent. She struggled to put a hold on it, shedding her tears and gritting her teeth in focus as her very being vibrated with extraordinary energy that threatened to leap out of her body.

No, not leave: expand! She was growing in power and she couldn’t reel it in!!! Naressa found herself struggling to stand up as her insides felt like they were ready to leap out of her orifices. She couldn’t think to explain what was happening. At the same time the old stories of Dark Ones unable to contain their power filled her mind just as much as the Dark Side did. A terrible thought, of unable to control herself, unable to stop, and just blowing up and taking whole star systems out in less than a blink of a pulsar. The pain, the dizziness, the power: it was all too much…

Then there was peace.

Silence.

And a comforting Darkness.

When Naressa came to she could barely comprehend anything let alone stand up. She was no longer in pain; no longer did her body threaten to explode because she could no longer control her power. She had none of her wits, and desperately she found herself needing air. She stumbled towards the glass doors, pushed them open, and fell against the railing of the foyer.

After a few moments Naressa’s head began to clear up and her body began to gain strength and balance. She realized with a look over that it was truly night, and by her best estimates it was late given that most of the city lights were out. Either it was late, or whatever occurred had knocked out power in some of the outlying areas. The air was a nice cool and damp, and the wind blew softly into her face and that perked up Naressa more, gave her clarity.

Opening her senses to the Universal Force Naressa nearly knocked herself out again; she was flooded with such Dark information the Winds of the Force nearly blew her off the foyer figuratively. Never was there so much Darkness before, never, and there was still room for growth. But that brief moment had caused a stirring in Naressa’s soul, and she found herself replaying what she had felt in her mind….

One last candle left to burn…

Quietly, Naressa said, “No.” She understood what had happened now. Enothchild had died, and Juna had finally fallen. Juna just didn’t fall, she fell so hard and so fast she was had passed through the Fading Light, and so many Dark Side entities had now flooded the universe with their twisted thoughts because of it. The numbers of ultra powerful Sith were now too many, and the galaxy had drifted into the black.

Gathering herself, Naressa said, “The beginning is over.” Saying it had just as much power as realizing it, and in her Dark guts she loved and hated it. “My Gessa has fallen, and now I have no Light.”
And with that all her worries from a few hours ago vanished. No more guilt, no more shame, and no more fears of her late Father frowning at her decisions. She had not reconciled, she had simply grown over them. She still mourned the loss of Enothchild, and she still wanted to destroy Darth Rune, and she still wanted to save Juna, but certain things that worried her did not anymore. She feared no Jedi; she did not fear her own destiny. The universe was infected with Darkness and it was a slow spread disease that converted the uncertain, and in turn gave power to those who embraced the change. The Jedi, sadly, had become almost powerless and irrelevant in one day because Naressa’s Gessa had fallen and took hope with her.

After some moments of contemplation Naressa felt it was time to see the Vesgevis and continue and finished what she had started with them; the sooner she did, the sooner she could get back to Juna. From there…what she was going to do about Juna…there was so much…and the solutions…

No sooner had she turned and walked back into her room that the need to call her lightsaber to her hand had never been so dominating…

Her weapon connected with another red lightsaber, and before the lightsaber could move against her again Naressa called upon her greater strength and skill and in ten furious single arm-breaking moves of the fighting style Darth Rune had created and mastered she had disarmed Darth Maul without removing a limb; the young Sith Apprentice never had time to ignite the second half of his weapon when Naressa pressed against him. When the weapon spun away Naressa hand shout out and the invisible power of Darkness wrapped itself around Maul’s neck; she lifted him up in the air, letting him dangle from her Force grip. In the back of her mind Naressa could sense great stirrings in the household; finally somebody gave a damn about something going on in the house!

“Boy,” Naressa admonished, “you’ve picked the wrong time to mess with me!”

“Smeck….you…witch,” strangled out Maul. His red and black tattooed face twisted and frowned in a way that made him look more evil than dying. His blistered eyes -- yellow like Naressa’s but the bordering of the iris was a bloody red, given credence to his mixed heritage, of not being a pure Sith like she was -- could be barely seen. “I…will…kill you.”

“Tough under the circumstances don’t you think,” mused Naressa with a cocked eyebrow, and this was amusing. Maul knew better; he knew she was equal, if not more powerful, than Darth Sidious. She shut down her weapon and stored it away on her belt; she didn’t need the weapon, or her hands to keep Maul hanging in the air, in and out of strangulation mode. “I give you credit you caught me off guard, but as I said your timing…”

For a fleeting moment Maul managed to get his mind around a chair and it flew at Naressa…

Naressa never budged, batted an eye, or took her glowing eyes off of him when the chair shattered about a good foot before it reached her back. None of the pieces continued onward. They fell to the floor as if sliding down an invisible brick wall.

Smirking, she said, “Now I’m going to have to give you lower marks for effort.” She introduced Maul to the ceiling, and introduced him to the ceiling a few more times in case the introductions were not ‘proper’ enough. Finally she threw him hard against the far wall. Maul struggled to get up…

The presences at her door caused Naressa to turn towards it and use the Dark Side to keep the doors sealed to prevent the others from entering. She done it because she had a crazy idea tickle her fancy, and did it ever tickle her. As the Vesgevis and their helpers began to pound on the door and beg for entry she casually strolled over to Maul, bent down…

Maul’s hand meant to hit her in the jaw; instead it found her bare hand beside it. Just before Maul’s closed fist made contact with her bare palm Naressa let the Sith Lord have an unhealthy dose of Dark Force Lightening through the catching hand; the energy jolt collected Maul’s hand, tethering him to the Dark Mistress in locked up, pain-filled convulsions. His scream only came out as a grunting, slow exhale.
As the energy crackled over Maul and slowly killing him Naressa said, “I only have time to say this once: I am Darth Sadis, you are my apprentice, and if you want to kill the one responsible for Lord Sidious’ death you’ll follow along, or be just as dead as he is.”

Naressa stopped killing Maul and let the red and black devil continue twitching in a stupor. She released her hold on the door and security agents Vesgevi had kept outside, never inside, rushed through sporting hold out blasters. There were a hundred questions from a dozen shouts, but Naressa just coldly said to them, “I want your employer here right now! Lower your weapons!” But then she noted the presence outside. “Nicconee, you will come in here!”

The young woman pushed past the security agents, difficult for her to move through the beefy Humans even with her petite form. She spotted an injured Maul, gasped, and asked, “Mistress, who is that?”

Naressa turned her head back towards Maul, and both Sith met each other’s eyes. She had some doubt that he had heard her when he scowled at her and tried again to stand up and failed. She couldn’t blame him for not trusting her; she betrayed the Sith Lords only a year ago, the rest of the Daughters of the Dark Side admitted to his master that the Lords were nothing more than fool tools and had been used to progress the plots of the Maidens of the Sith, and undoubtedly the reason he was on Dantooine was because of Maroki Renvarient. She would know soon enough…

She would know soon enough once Maul struggled up and said to the scared female, “I am…the one who could have been the Jedi assassin that murdered my master, that’s who I am you insignificant bitch!” He sneered at Nicconee, exposing his feral frown -- it was meant for Naressa, a sign from him that he hated doing this, hated her. He forced himself to look at the security agents. “You are worthless as droids!”

Sidelong, Naressa said to him in reminder, “They still have their uses, my young apprentice.” She nearly smiled when Maul drew up his black hood and glared at her evilly for what she had just said. He walked and assumed the rightful position behind her with a tension even the non-Force users in the room could feel; they just thought Maul’s anger was towards them, not the Sith Maiden he had to play along with. If he strained himself any further, Maul’s weakened bones from the Force Lightening attack would have shattered.
Naressa could feel Maul’s anger. It was so infectious. She suppressed the shutter of delight that coursed through her body…

“Lord Sadis!” Surmon Vesgevi’s voice was now screeching from out in the hall. He entered the room, said her name one more time, and then went quiet we he noted the other Sith Lord in attendance.

“I am quite fine thank you so very much Vesgevi,” Naressa said with disapproval and sarcasm. “Any sooner and perhaps your men could have put my head back on.” She walked up to him and gave him a stern finger of warning. “I’ve told you that failure like this was not to happen again.”

Surmon shot a look at his daughter instead of his men, and with that Naressa knew a great deal. Nicconee, oblivious on the outside but questioning Naressa’s statement on the inside, had not been told about Curnt; no one besides the key people from last night was aware of what happened to the youngest child.

“I-It won’t, my Lord, I swear it,” he stuttered out, eyeing Naressa and Maul instead of peaking over at his daughter. “I’ll form a tighter perimeter.”

“You’ll do more than that,” said Naressa. She gestured towards the young warrior behind her and to her right. “You better, or Lord Maul will properly motivate you if my presence alone will not.” Her last sentence was a clear indication that everyone was to leave the room. Both Vesgevis looked hurt by the dismissals but were fearful for their lives if they did not do what was required of them.

When the last of them left and the door sealed shut, Darth Maul looked to where his lightsaber had fallen. He wanted to call it to his hand and attempt to finish what he had planned. It wasn’t there. Naressa sighed and finally showed him where his weapon was; her back turned, she held up his weapon over her right shoulder; Maul was dumbstruck, he didn’t recall her using the Dark Side to retrieve the weapon. 

Naressa said, “Would you rather waste your time on failure?” She turned around, studied him with thoughtful eyes, and then held the dual sided weapon out towards him. “Or are we going to come to a mutual, successful understanding?”

There was tension still in the air, but then finally Maul’s sneered faded off his face as all of his options were finally exhausted. He took the weapon back, and a truce was born. Given how the day played out, with Enothchild’s death and Juna’s light death weighing heavily on her soul, Naressa welcomed this, even if it was a small victory.

