13 DAYS (CHAPTER 85.0)
Once the invitations went out for the private party, the gala at the Vesgevi Mansion became the most talked about social events ever held on Dantooine in centuries. And then over the next few days, Surmon Vesgevi had the unfortunate, but happy, task of telling more than two hundred powerful individuals and twenty-seven powerful dignitary groups on Dantooine and abroad that they could not attend. Perhaps next time was what he told them, and with a few of them he muttered it would be a cold day in hell first. 
As it stood, only three hundred and four would have high societal bragging rights until the next party event; an event Surmon vowed would be a Vesgevi triumph as well. It was a vow he repeated over and over in his head to ignore his children’s complaining and to make the nagging headaches he was experiencing go away. A vow he spoke quietly to himself when he opened the front doors to his home at six in the evening and saw numerous friendly faces accepting his greeting.
Surmon spent much of his time retreated to the second floor to watch the people enter and hob knob; he spoke briefly to those he did know. Surmon smiled to himself in reflection, knowing there were a lot of uninvited people on Dantooine wishing him dead for leaving them out. He just assume they take this night to reflect on their past decisions, and their families past decisions, just as he was reflecting them.

In the centuries that had past since the disownment of the Vesgevis no Vesgevi was given the courtesy of an invitation to a real event. There were outlying engagements over the years, but Surmon experience with them was like his predecessors; meaningless bashes amongst low level power players and meaningless people desperate for any notice; ironically he found himself at those functions as one of the desperate. Whoever were still friends of the clan were not much when it came to power; most of those families were the just following along, red-headed step relatives that liked to hang out with the most popular children. And the rest of those who aligned with the Vesgevis until their downfall either went elsewhere or died off into political and social nothingness; some alive, most buried by the dirt of history. Until the beginning of the year, those who cared less for the Vesgevis had wished the undertaker would have taken care of the family’s body. How the fortunes had changed.
Unfortunately for most of those left out of the social function of the year, Surmon Vesgevi’s memory was just as good and sharp and clear as their memories collectively were over the past thousand years. To Surmon it was their suffering; though hollow in some respects, he knew that high society lived and died by these facts: wealth, influence, land, and reputation; added together, it equaled one word: power! And if one did not show the proper forms of power on Dantooine they could have some of it, most of it, and it would mean nothing because they didn’t have all of it! 

To have a party like this was to say to the world of the aristocrats that one had arrived, and he welcomed those who had all ready arrived. The importance of invitation, thus, was paramount. The party served many purposes, one being a clear message to those who were invited, and those who were not. Surmon Vesgevi and his family, and the invited guest, were relevant! Those who were not invited were not!
The Vesgevis were relevant again due to the exchange and influence of money; Surmon just shrugged his shoulders to that; what else was new? He felt he should have been down there, greeting the people that were still coming, talking with acquaintances new and old. Relax after the last few trying days. There was more to worry about than the putting together of the party.
Surmon would have gladly added to the invitations the announcement that the Sith had returned; that their ruler Darth Sadis had come and bade them welcome. Alas one was not so foolish and survived this long under the far seeing gaze of the Jedi Order. Presently the Jedi had problems. There were no Jedi on Dantooine, which was not unusual; it had been the norm for over a century. But the sector of the galaxy being Jedi-less was unheard of, particularly after the attack against the Jedi on Tynna. Surmon would have loved to think the stone floating idiots of peace tucked their tales and ran for the safety of Coruscant. 

Alas, one was not so foolish.

Thinking of Tynna made Surmon think of Curnt. The arrival of Daystruck to his right side added another reminder. The eldest son provided a third. “Look at all of Curnt’s friends here?”

It was another point Surmon could not deny. Anyone could have money, and they could make friends with that money, but the money and influence behind it did not give itself away. Curnt did more for the family than Daystruck and Nicconee had. The youngest child had worked all the avenues of politics, which in turn branched out into everything from law to lazy people. A minority of these people was Surmon’s ripe age, but it took Curnt’s enthusiasm to eventually bring them all through the Vesgevis’ front door on this night.

“I wish he was here tonight to see it,” added Daystruck as he leaned against the banister. “A great mix of pageantry, don’t you think? They’re definitely Curnt’s friends.”

Indeed it was; a great deal of people were dressed properly for the occasion, but quite a few of the younger crowd looked more ready for a barbeque in some bum’s backyard; mostly so-called artisans, proclaims of the galactic social conscious. A new generation of people who pretend to care and give little to the little people; Surmon saw nothing wrong with that, but he had to call them as he saw them. Still, old people died; fact of life; somebody had to replace the old guard.
Surmon guessed that Daystruck, though, was in the mood to be aggravating. The young man had his concerns for Curnt, and he firmly believed his father knew what happened to him. Surmon knew damn well what happened to Curnt, but now was not the time for the truth. Someday Daystruck and Nicconee would know that their father had killed their brother. Surmon just assumed that the day would be the day after they sprinkled his ashes into the mouths of their defeated enemies.
The best way to deflect his Son’s probing was to belittle him. Surmon only knew of one sure way. He said, “Friends of Senator Curnt Vesgevi for sure.” There were times Surmon backhanded his children when they were younger; with subtle words, it made him happy that he could still backhand them with words. Daystruck reacted to the sting of the verbal backhand with a very noticeable flinch.
“A fine collection of youth that will certainly ensure such a fine career,” remarked Surmon further. Curnt had always challenged Daystruck in everything, like brothers ought to do to secure the favor of their fathers. The older brother had his father’s favor first and foremost because he was first. However…, “Curnt’s hard grunt work in the trenches has paid off.”
“Hear from him yet?” asked Daystruck to deflect the fawning of Curnt.

“No word,” said Surmon, and he then said glaring, “Keep quiet. This isn’t the place or time to talk about him.” What he was referring to exactly was about Tynna. Surmon knew the truth, but Daystruck and Nicconee could only guess; therefore, Surmon had to pretend that his guess was just as good as there guess. And though all here were truly their friends he didn’t want someone starting a conversation about Curnt; especially where it relates to Ithor where the Jedi shuttle that was destroyed had came from. Anything about Curnt was to be avoided.

Daystruck saw Nicconee and gave her a knowing nod as she worked her magic on one of her targets; it appeared to be Dantooine’s lower government financial minister. Her eyes locked on Surmon’s and the father acknowledged his Daughter with a small wave of his hand. He watched her flirtations with a bit of sadness that surprised him. He privately wished that Nicconee was like Darth Sadis, a strong enforcer of the Sithian Will. Instead Nicconee had to be like every other woman not endowed with the Force: a user of her feminine assets and an abuser of the male ego. Not that her tactics had not been useful, but such women were one step away of being labeled worse than worthless in the Sith cause.
“Where’s Mistress,” asked Daystruck.
“Shhh,” hushed Surmon quickly. He said quietly, “Sadis will reveal herself at her own convenience. Remember her orders.”
“But this is for her more than it is for us.”

Surmon leaned against the rail, drawing Daystruck to do the same. “True, but she wouldn’t have enjoyed seeing her name on the invitations now.” He then mumbled before the two of them were just about to be interrupted by the Mayes Candurk, the chief executive officer of Momentum Development. “As she told me, she will decide when she will reveal herself. Mister Candurk!”
“It’s Mayes, Surmon,” insisted Candurk, bristling his heavy white mustache. Surmon took the older man’s hand. “We’re all friends here I should hope!”
“Quite true, Mayes, quite true!” Surmon matched Candurk’s enthusibombastic manner. He had to pinch himself: Mayes Candurk! Here was a born son of Dantooine that had created a workshop dedicated to repulsorlift repair fifty years ago that would become one of the most respected and recognized propulsion system research companies in all the Republic. The man was a multi-millionaire. This was one of the many people, one of the many reasons, which made it all worth while. He would end up taking up a great of time with Candurk as the old man talked business and wanted to talk to individuals. Perfect for Surmon for many reasons; one of them was to be seen with such an important man; one of them was to get away from his inquisitive children.
The second floor was for reflecting, and that made the first floor the place to be for Surmon. He smiled at familiar faces and introduced Candurk to the uninformed. Candurk in turn introduced Surmon to unfamiliar faces that had familiar, more importantly significant in power, names. To Surmon’s surprise Candurk knew about three of Curnt’s less-than-desirable acquaintances; even the young women who had bad body odor; a naturalist of some repute. 
Lost in the conversations, Surmon lost track of time and his focus was rather narrow -- he did not notice the considerable gawking that was taking place, the many eyes upon the stairs; he even missed Candurk saying quietly, “By my beard, it is her!”
Surmon was caught in conversation with another who had not really paid attention to the slow building commotion that had taken control of the entire house. It was not just the guest that were struck dumb with awe; Daystruck had to wipe the drool from his mouth when he realized matters; the household help kept themselves frozen in place, which made it easier for Surmon and his new companion, a middle aged woman who’s name escaped him, to get fresh drinks; they had absentmindedly followed Candurk, tailing him out of the corners of their eyes.

The room became nearly dead silent when Candurk said in a clear, but normal volume voice, “Naressa Rapier!”

Suddenly there was no sound in Surmon’s ears. As soon as the name left Candurk’s mustache instinct made him look, his brain silenced all sound and his eyes blurred out all others. Near the foot of the stairs stood a very young, sexually trimmed, white skinned female humanoid in the most stunning, clinging dress he or anyone else had ever seen! The dress was the same color as her clean, snowy skin. There were absolute no hints -- NONE -- where the dress ended and her flesh began except for one major piece of the dress; it was golden chain links that dangled from a gold chain shield-like belt around her hips, an added extension to her incomplete dress skirt. The top ‘V’ of the shield belt dipped below her exposed navel; the upper body-lower torso part of the dress ended above the navel; the navel itself was ringed by a tattoo depicting a thorny vines in dark ink. Between her incorruptible breasts was the tattoo of a blooming black rose.
When she flashed a lovely lopsided smirk at Candurk, Surmon Vesgevi suddenly realized her black lips, her black hair done up in beautiful waves, her yellow eyes, and her unmatched beauty. He choked back a response, stunned beyond words due to her beauty.
Due to the fact that Darth Sadis, who was known to just about everyone in the room as Naressa Rapier, had arrived.

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

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 85.1)
It was all part of Naressa’s plan as soon as Surmon Vesgevi had suggested the party; for that, she gave him credit. Once she saw the names on the invitation list, courtesy of a simple slice job, it just made it all the more reason to make an appearance that most of the people here knew her best for. Again, it was all part of her plan; her plan to draw attention to herself, for stories of her appearance at Vesgevi Manor would find their way to the legal authorities that were still relentlessly looking for her. Given who was here such stories would not be so forthcoming right away; she perhaps had days, plenty of time to make an escape if need be; she had not ruled out turning herself in, but the option was not viable as long as Darth Rune continued to be a threat.
For now, it was not Darth Sadis time, it was Naressa Rapier in aristocratic mode. Oh, how she loved and hated to be that woman! She still held her normal advantages of intelligence, of power, of wealth, of reputation, and being the alpha female in the room. What she brought in to complete the synergy of a rich bitch was the elitism: pompous arrogance over others, particularly the lesser beings, complete with upper-tier retrospection of why she and the others in the room were far superior to everyone else that lived outside the walls of Vesgevi Mansion. Bendian had always enjoyed the attitude when Naressa applied it, especially since he had the best women over all the others; how the other men did their best by trying to show off by bringing their over-done wives or cosmetically-enhanced mistresses on the side. Ironically, it was a bit of a step down from how a Sith Lord truly looked upon others; after a little over a week of practice with the step up, acting the part of the step down was not hard for Naressa to pull off. 

It wasn’t her; it was another façade, another placation. However Naressa was not going to ask the people that did not hear what she was going to say for forgiveness. If they had, she would not have apologized anyways, not until the threat of Darth Rune was over and done with. The Dark Side had been difficult to peer into as of late, but there was no question about the feeling she had this morning. The confrontation with Rune was tonight!

Naressa firstly had taken a moment at the top of stairs, passing Daystruck Vesgevi but not ignoring him. She let an index finger from her opera gloved covered right hand caress both of his butt cheeks, dragging the finger tip from right to left. It had its affect, he looked left first, then right, and when he saw her he had no clue at first who she was. She could sense his testosterone-influenced thoughts once she felt his eyes lock onto her body. She turned and faced the crowd, and after she had begun walking down did the eldest son of Surmon Vesgevi fight down both his surprise and erection. Her Force Pheromones were going to make Daystruck fight that bulge with every once of his strength. Not that Naressa had every intention of being so flirtatious, but as soon as she got close to Surmon there was going to be a new animus between both men.
In fact there was animus in much of the room with her appearance. Being a Sith Maiden, having the Dark Side immortalize and augment the beautiful sexuality of a female, her presence hypnotized men and intimidated women; even those committed to their love. She could see some of the older women despise her with their eyes, grab their men’s arms tightly has she descended the stairs and later walked amongst them. The men would not help themselves; she could see herself naked in their minds; the custom dress, practically seamless to give the illusion of no beginning or end, maintained such illusion even with the gold chains that covered her legs. 

There were a few in the room that had met her before, prior to Dark Purity, and their reactions were not unexpected: to this subject, there was no reaction. In the world of high society there was blatant racism at times, but those who were wealthy and took part in such crass acts were immediately exempt. Naressa remembered well once at a Rapier Manor gala how so freely a group of Human guests derided the Dugs only to be one upped in racial contempt for the Dugs by Ambassador Zeemeanus; Zeemeanus was a Dug, and that Dug meant every racially insensitive word he spoke about his own kind, and he did it not because he wanted to be accepted.
High society, and for tonight this society of mostly Humans from Dantooine, were no less critical of their own kind than they were of aliens. However these people were not stupid; they knew when to be ignorant, foolish, and just plain wrong; cross lines, but always remember the merits of crossing them, and never, ever cross those that should not be crossed. Naressa Rapier, with her very alien look, with her beauty that defied her age, with the consistent fact that she was a woman, was still Naressa Rapier; Naressa Rapier, who could buy every individual, their family, their family’s family, their homes, their properties, their next door neighbor’s properties, the city those properties resided in, the planet in which the city was on, and the system the planet the resided in AND STILL had enough left over to pay the taxes on those purchases!
Naressa Rapier, whose family business’ tax liability made up one-sixteenth of Naboo’s collected fiscal revenues for that past year! With adjustments to the ceiling, all thanks to King Veruna, the immediate Rapier family -- Naressa and Juna -- was going to pay one-fourteenth in the coming year.
Naressa Rapier, who ran a company that could make a decision that could change all the open markets by seven percent, up or down, in one minute; a company that had budgets richer than a quarter of the worlds represented in the Republic!
Naressa Rapier, who was the most rich, most gorgeous widow any male had ever known!

One had to watch what they said around her. To Naressa, though, those words were unimportant. Her words, on the other hand, were.

Naressa flashed her inherited Solo smirk at the rotund, bombastic Mayes Candurk when he had loudly marked her. She knew him, and she kind of liked Candurk; it was the dust pan mustache, no sane tight ass would ever wear one. When she finished her descent, she gave Candurk a small, friendly hug followed a friendly, mutual giggle. 
“Mayes, you old walrus, so good to see you.” Naressa gave him a full smile while Candurk eyed her more at arms length. During Candurk’s inspection, Naressa glanced over at a stumped and spellbound Surmon Vesgevi and gave him a very knowing wink.
“You look,” thought Candurk carefully, “very good.” It was funny to Naressa because Candurk was trying to watch what he said, but at the same time he was telling her the truth. To the old man the Naressa before him in Dark Purity was the real Naressa, not the tan skinned creature he first met so many years ago; his mind was confused on the logic of it, but he couldn’t deny it. “Very good indeed!”

Naressa chuckled, rolled her eyes, and said, “I…grew my hair out.” She teased the hair that was wavy and put up with by buffing the back side of the do with her left hand. She then took the same hand and played with what was left of Candurk’s hair. “I see you are growing out your hair too.”

Candurk laughed heartily and bristled playfully, “Don’t tease now, you flirt.” He alone drew looks, but with Naressa with him the two were now drawing an awestruck, dumbstruck crowd. They chose to ignore the rest for now. “What are you doing here?”
It was time for Naressa to ‘sell’ Surmon Vesgevi -- the guy Candurk was talking to before her. This party was -- a very strong, encircled, tractor beamed emphasis on the factual word ‘was’ -- Surmon’s big much-a-do event until she made her presence known. In social circles it was known as the acquisition of attention; in layperson’s terms, it was stealing one’s thunder. Though Candurk had a bank account with far more zeroes and had more importance than Surmon Candurk was a mainstay, a solid but stale, and old and getting older, person to know. Surmon and the Vesgevi family were not just a political force making a comeback; they were the brand new thing to talk about because they had been off the market of talk and gossip for too long. Naressa -- and the mother did not forget that her Gessa was in the pilot’s seat in this realm as well -- was too powerful and too important to become stale. The idea of staleness just struck Naressa: if she wanted to be the most cruelest being in the history of the Republic all she had to do was walk into the Senate House; he presence alone could make fifty thousand senators become irrelevantly stale.
Like she had done for Bendian, Naressa had to apply the focus from her to Surmon. Though Bendian was the sought after fish there were times her ideas, along with her edgy killer looks, enticed interest from others. Her passion was to help her Husband, like all good wives are supposed to do. People from all walks of life wanted to deal with Bendian, but Bendian sometimes came off too weak or too narrative or too strong to them. Naressa saved Bendian a few times, perfecting her ability to sell. Selling in this case was only to ensure her connection to Surmon Vesgevi; Surmon was about to profit a billion fold.
“Well,” and Naressa inched closer to a still stunned Surmon’s side. She further stunned him by putting friendly hands on his shoulder and arm. “I am sure you have heard those terrible, terrible accusations about me lately.”
Candurk looked at her a bit wide-eyed; of course he knew about the warrant for her arrest; the public that cared knew, but the people in this room knew a little bit more than the public did. In fact Naressa could safely say they knew more than the Jedi did. She didn’t say because the people in the mansion knew she was here with them.
“Terrible, yes,” said Candurk with a head shake. The others around them, all looking and listening, kept their attention on the gathering before them. “Don’t tell me it’s true?”

Naressa chuckled and smiled brightly. “Oh please, Mayes, me? A murderess?” She held up her hands as if to dare anyone to find one drop of the late Pirus Krendel’s blood on them. “With my money you would think I would have hired it done, yes?”

There was no hesitation; the whole group and Candurk let out a hearty laugh. Of course the complacent logic of the rich always made sense to them; they believed in all the clichés the poor believed in, such as they had secret bank accounts for evil plots and owned whole worlds. Well they were all true, but there was a lot of fault to them. Just because Naressa was one of ten people who could cause mass panic and suicides by yelling “SELL IT ALL!” in a crowded trading floor did not necessarily mean she the other nine beings owned the galaxy. It just meant they carried a gravity with them that could influence.
“Needless to say,” continued Naressa, “the last two years of my life have been draining. With my Gessa, bless her” she paused, but not by design; she just reminded herself why she was doing this; some of the women loosened up upon the mentioning of Juna, of her child “recovering from her ordeal, she insisted that I take a breather.” She gestured her head towards Surmon. “I seemed to recall this gentleman’s family has a long lost connection with my family, so I thought to look him up. I have never been on Dantooine, and my word I’m glad I did come.”
There were a lot of fake smiles, but there were a few genuine ones. The fake smiles were expected even from those who were parents merely in title; they had sex, the child was born, and that was the extent of their involvement. To many, too many, in the house children was just the extension of their property. Children also brought the risk of having an enemy living within the protection of their high walls. As it reflected off the Rapier Clan, the others -- men and women -- all ready held many private contempts for them but none was so sacrilegious as Naressa the woman the young widower inheriting all the fortune with another woman ready to take over the fortune that was supposed to be controlled by a man. Women, though they possessed wealth, were after all the trophies of conquest.
Juna was not just another daughter born into her wealth however. As Queen of Naboo, a politician, Juna had countless times without shame flaunted her conservative views; views that ran against all in the room. Because of her stature people had no choice but to deal with her; if they did have the choice they would not. Juna was also purposeful in kindness; she meant her charity and never wrote it off the taxes, and her charity was not just money alone. Certainly she had at times used fortune to save the day, but Juna had always done it when no other action would do it otherwise; the first sign of trouble for anyone else in Vesgevi mansion and out came the debit chits. Ironically, they thought Juna was an arrogant, egotistical, thoughtless, classless charlatan. Naressa caught herself smiling at that: if the arrogant, egoistical, thoughtless classless charlatans thought that way about her Gessa…
Naressa gave Surmon’s shoulder and arm a gentle, encouraging squeeze. “Surmon here has been a very gracious host.”
Surmon Vesgevi finally closed his mouth; a few seconds longer and he would have been drooling. He stuttered out in disbelief, “Y-You’re t-too kind to-to say.” Then he remembered her first name. “Naressa.”

Naressa watched Candurk’s large chest swell with admiration for Surmon; she had succeeded! The older man was not just walking with a mere party host anymore; he had sheltered one of their own from nasty rumors. He slapped a meaty hand on Surmon’s free shoulder and said loudly, “Surmon, I had you all wrong! All wrong, old man! Jolly of you to put a dear friend of mine up in your home!”

“It was n-nothing to it, really,” struggled Surmon. He kept looking at Naressa, and she couldn’t blame him. After all this time he had gotten used to the idea that she was a Sith Lord whose only intangible powers were the Dark Side of the Force and the power to decide who lives and who dies. Now he had to deal with a Sith Lord who had power he could understand; that really, really, really frightened him! “Anything for a friend.”

“Oh do please hob knob with me, Naressa,” struck Candurk. “Let us fellow widowers support one another amongst these happy rabble.”
Smiling warmly, Naressa said, “Of course, but only if one more widower is allowed to join the ranks.” She gestured to Surmon. “After all, Teteleana was such a dear friend of mine. I would hate to leave her husband in the realm of sorrow.” 
Naressa tossed him a knowing smile so fake Surmon visibly paled. She had lied, of course; she never knew let alone met the late Teteleana Vesgevi. However, as Naressa knew so well from experience, there are things wives never tell their husbands: little truths, long lost relatives, Sithian heritages. Though Naressa wanted to sell Surmon to those around her she wasn’t by any means going to allow him any moment of relaxation. She could tell he was thinking horrible thoughts of his own demise when she slipped her left arm around his right arm.
“Of course,” said Candurk. “The both of us can introduce you to this fine assembly.”

“That would be delicious, I don’t know any of these new faces,” said Naressa, letting Candurk hook his arm around her free arm. She lead the way, smiling at the spectacle she was creating by her presence. She did steal a glance over her shoulder and smiled up at Daystruck who still resided on the second floor; his face was grim, a jealous mask. If she could read his mind, she would have known the words to produce such a face.
Alas Naressa had to be blind just as she had to blind to the crowd before her. In order to maintain the cloak of mere mortality she had to draw in much of her presence; she was in touch with the Force, but not enough to be effective in detection or overwhelm those around her with her Dark presence. The last time she had been to functions like this, attending or hosted, was closer to fifteen years ago; after forcing Bendian from the Senate and having Juna Naressa lost interest in such things, only having a few to introduce Juna, and introduce Juna to the people she should not inspire to become. After Bendian had died Naressa desired none of this attention.

In terms of Force usage Naressa was like a Jedi; her ability to detect dangers and threats were minimal, leaving perhaps only five seconds or less to detect them before they appeared. Five seconds, though, was nothing to Naressa; she could call upon the Dark Side with a mere thought, whereas someone like Darth Sidious would have to stall his opponents in order to reestablish his connection with the Dark Side. Besides, her intelligence and instincts alone were enough to decipher these hapless idiots. She did know these people, having checked them after she had sliced Surmon’s computer to look at the party list. And besides that by drawing her presence inward she naturally produced more of her Force Pheromones; she owned nearly every man and scared every woman in the room, disarming them, making them more suggestive to her whims and keeping her in control of the entire situation.
Naressa relied on her perfect memory to steer her towards the oddest looking assortment amongst the other vegetables, fruits and nuts of the party as the old saying went. She knew who these two individuals were; they did not know her. However, she had to pretend not to know, and she had to give the men that held her arms something to do. The man on Naressa’s right was handsome, entering middle age, dressed well and had an Alderaanian air to him. The man to Naressa’s left was a much younger man who was balding, wore casual clothing that had only been recently washed, and carried an attitude that contrasted his opposite. The men were mortal enemies to the public at large. Here, their fictional contempt for one another did not exist.
“Yolas, Akron!” announced Candurk. The two men saw Naressa and no one else and just let their jaws dangle. Candurk cleared his throat while Surmon just kept his mouth shut. “Naressa Rapier, these here are Yolas Gull, head of Hazardous Removal Incorporated” and then Candurk joked slyly “and his archenemy Akron Implous of the Galactic Activist Foundation.”
The dirty one, Implous, found himself and snapped at Candurk, “Careful, old man, or I’ll stage a protest outside your doors.” Then Implous, Gull, and Candurk all laughed. He then remembered Naressa because he just couldn’t forget. “Misses Rapier, this is an honor.”
“Please, it’s Naressa,” she insisted, and she noticed Implous became springy. “I hope your anti-everything group isn’t coming around my neck of the woods anytime soon.”

“Why, did you spill something,” joked Implous. This time Naressa laughed with the rest of them. Implous just threw a hand up. “Your reputation with environmental concerns is solid. I only pick on those who forget to screw the cap on tight, right Yolas?”
“Blackmailer,” joked Gull, slapping Implous on the shoulder. “God I love this man! Anytime I need an instigation increase in my company’s stock he’s worth a day or so of bitching and moaning.”

Naressa joined in on the joke as well, but the reality was it was no joke. If anyone had ever bothered to look closely they would see the truth in many things; passions, however, had that ability to blind people from the truth. People like Imbulous played on the passions of others who believe they thought exactly like him to gain stature. Imbulous was a noted environmentalist that took many corporations and whole worlds to task about his concerns. He still held those passions, but unlike those who follow him he learned just as everyone that obtained power through political celebrity that such power was fleeting if he did not exploit it for his own personal gain. For pushing the agenda and taking the blaster bolts of criticism, Implous enjoyed the fawning of his followers; particulars those who gave him money to continue the cause. It was the Sucker Born principal: there were beings out in the galaxy that truly believed they possessed a passion for concern, but in reality they did not possess passion, they lacked individual identity and self preservation, and therefore they would follow anyone that showed leadership as it related to their thought processes. Politicians, businesspersons, and activist like Implous had used the principal for ages.
But Implous had apparently learned another principal in this world of the privileged few; at any moment he could disappear, and by disappearing it would not be done by magic, or disappearing because of irrelevance. Implous was stupid, but not stupid enough to push his luck. Someone like Gull, whose company took care of toxic waste for disposal, could have easily grown tired of Implous and had him killed. Sadly, not necessarily all that sad, the likes of Implous would not be missed by the Republic at large. Only his followers would have been outraged, but what was the worth of his followers once their leader was gone? Akron Implous was not Pirus Krendel, and Pirus Krendel was only relevant to the conscious of the people because he was the father of the King of Naboo, and his death coincided in the assassination, as the Trade Federation was calling it, of Edwaru Kurr.
Like any good geopolitical business player, Gull knew the worth of an enemy in the free market. Implous and his group could sway his company’s stock. In a perfect universe of anti-capitalism the value of such stocks should go down and everyone employed by Gull -- including Gull -- was going straight to the poor purgatory to burn in the freezing cold of hell waters. Granted complaint has dropped prices; Naressa bore witnessed to it with Rapier Technologies. But as with the alliance between Gull and Implous -- not the only alliance that existed -- Implous earned bragging points for ‘sticking it to the man’ while Gull could play off of Implous’ rhetoric; sometimes Gull took ‘advantage’ of Implous’ ‘weaknesses’ and gained a few points on his shares. If Gull wanted to pay less taxes in the coming year he could allow Implous to stage a constant vigil on a waste dump with Hazardous Removal Incorporated logo on the barrels, and drive his income down; Gull would tell Implous where to go and even supply the barrels. And Implous probably had an account set up somewhere in another name, similar to what the Vesgevis had, where he was receiving money and stock options from Gull’s company; the majority of activist leaders in the galaxy did it; true enemies, such as the likes of the late Pirus Krendel, did not.
After Gull and Implous, Naressa made a share of others who had such secret alliances. There was Amaker Doks, the Dug that ran a so-called ‘Holo-Vid Bride’ service that was linked to the Hutts chatting up with Bens Ganduerhor the new champion of the galactic anti-slavery movement; and no, they weren’t discussing their related subjects, they were talking about the coming shockball season. There was Dantooine antagonist Mere Velsaus and Loncon Tev, bitter rivals in the fuel trade; Naressa, Surmon, and Candurk interrupted their agreement on the size of a particular Dantooine leader’s breasts. Then there was the blatant, in front of everyone pay off between Dekelwood Seder to musician activist Jengen Abotitia; Abotitia was singing about the evils of Seder’s company last year, a military contractor with ties to the Trade Federation. Seder was only paying Abotitia what he owed him for the ‘free advertising’.
Eventually as more time passed and word got around the house people became more comfortable around Naressa, comfortable enough to ask the questions that were rather taboo under the circumstances. Naressa expected it; what would a social gathering be like if there wasn’t hard questions asked in jest? It was not their curiosities they were settling; it was their failing hopes that it demonstrated they were either equal or superior to her in some fashion. Of course such questions became macabre the further along they went.

Much of it came to a head in a group session that started friendly enough. In the group were Naressa, Surmon, and Candurk, along with Gull and Implous joining the small gathering by the tapestries, and Dantooine’s best in Marsala Wldala, Wulfar and Tenis Oayand, Heril Gastus and his date Nouna Heri, Placiatia and Cattie Aldolus.
It was Placiatia Aldolus that broke the laughter and chuckling of a bad joke offered by Marsala Wldala. He officially became the tenth person to ask, “So, Naressa, what is like to be a murderer on the run from the law?”

Naressa watched the fake smiles all around her; they were smiles brought about by both eagerness and awkwardness. Fake people were fake because they just couldn’t decide on their faiths, beliefs, thoughts, and emotions. It was just easier for them to be so all over the place than settled; to them it was better to triangulate themselves around an issue than to come right out for it or against it. They were afraid to be always decisive; that made them, like King Veruna, very bad leaders.
“Well I tell you it’s thrilling,” said mused sarcastically. They laughed, as they should; after all, they wouldn’t want to hurt her feelings. “I recommend it, its great exercise.”

After another round of laughing, Tenis Oayand peeped, “Murder or the running?”

“The running of course!” chuckled Naressa.
“As if you needed the exercise,” mused the much younger Nouna Heri. “You look good for a twenty something.”

Candurk laughed and said, “Young lady, I meant this fine woman over twenty-five years ago after she married her Bendian. Now by your standard, that means I met her as a fetus!”

“Then she had to be the sexiest fetus in the galaxy,” remarked Tenis Oayand.

The younger Heri noticeably blushed as he attempt to cause a dent in Naressa was parried. She soon scowled at her date, who then stopped laughing at her expense. Poor Heril Gastus wasn’t going to get anything from her this night -- no nookiee as a Dizzy Arnes might say. Naressa just shook her head; Heri had a lot to learn, and even at fifty years old Naressa felt her learning had not quite ended.
“If murder makes her that good,” cut in Cattie Aldolus, “then I might as well start a serial of them!” They all had a good chuckle. She then asked daringly, “But pray tell, darling. Tell us. Did you?”
“A hell of a thing to ask,” questioned Candurk with a frown, sticking up for Naressa’s honor as Surmon failed to do so; Vesgevi was just along for the ride. Candurk had all ready asked the question and the man was getting a little heated that Naressa had to keep answering; in Candurk’s view the issue was mute; Naressa had answered him.
But Naressa had to play the victim, and play it for a while. Now it was the time to tease, and do so while trying to make Surmon a little uncomfortable again. Suddenly her timing got too perfect; Daystruck and Nicconee strolled on over to their little crowd to listen to what Naressa had to say. Naressa needed no mind tricks to illicit the attention of the weak and the foolish.

“To be serious, I wouldn’t soil my hands in such personal vendetta behavior,” mused Naressa. She rolled her eyes -- unfortunately she had to do a lot of eye rolling to keep the others from noticing the lack of shine in them -- and chuckled, “Now suppose, just suppose because we’re all friends here, I wanted to kill Pirus Krendel. Like I told dear Mayes here I could have hired it done.” She held up a finger. “But what’s the catch?”
“There’s no sport in the hunt,” chuckled Placiatia Aldolus. He and his wife tilted their heads together lovingly.

Wulfar Oayand said, “You leave a trail.” He wrapped an arm around his wife’s corset-drawn waist. “And the killer would know your secret.”
“Precisely,” said Naressa with an acknowledging gesture to the couple. “And I for one am a hands-on person.” She gave Surmon a look. “I enjoy taking care of matters on my own.” She was referring to one of the first things she told him when she arrived on Dantooine; about someone screwing with the Sith Order, and her belief that it was coming from the Vesgevis. There was a hope in Surmon that the murder of Curnt ended such inquiry by Darth Sadis. Now Naressa was making it clear to Surmon, to Daystruck and to Nicconee that the inquisition was far from over.
“Now,” she purred, and Naressa noted that she had everyone’s attention before she continued, “how would I kill him? Suppose, just suppose, he wasn’t surrounded by an army as those ridiculous reports claim.” She noted tiny hints of brain racking by the men; some of them did know the details of the Hapes attack and followed both its official and unofficial progress. As far as public sources went, all the public knew was that Edwaru Kurr was assassinated, Pirus Krendel was murdered, and that Naressa Rapier was sought; there was no mentioning of Edwaru Kurr’s bodyguards and the Hapes warriors that were also slaughtered. She dropped this hint on purpose; all part of her plan.
“Never mind the intangibles,” Naressa said with a wave of her hand. “It’s me and Krendel in a room. No!” She was quick to clarify on purpose. “He escaped to the roof top! We’re two, three stories in the air.” She let herself act as if she could see that scene right before her. She used her hands to weave the story into everyone else’s focus. There was no laughing now; everyone was engrossed. “It’s just me and him. He looks me right in the eyes and he knows I’m not there for a social function.”
Naressa smiled but people were just hinged on her words. She glanced at Surmon, who had to know about the case but not as deeply as the others. The Vesgevis probably thought along the same line as Mayes Candurk; no way one of their own partake in such a massacre. Then again the Vesgevis knew more about Naressa than the rest of them; they knew of the Sith Lord Sadis; the others just knew the enchanted beauty multi-billionaire widow. None of the rest could ever imagine her with a lightsaber or using the Force; to them if they could not buy such power then it just simply did not exist, or at the very least it was not that much of a threat to them.
Naressa’s presentation was actually easy for her to present because while Juna was in her coma she had desires to slowly torture and mutilate Pirus Krendel. Even though she had the desire to murder him she knew better, and she didn’t dare raise the ire of the Jedi Order; not for her Gessa’s sake. If asked, which to her surprise neither Ros Ofcheck nor Casper Knightshade had asked, if Krendel was in the same room she was in, she believed she would have not held back. By the time Naressa would have realized what she had done there would not have been enough of Krendel left for identification. As much as she fantasized butchering Krendel for what he had done, Naressa had no desire to hunt him down and do it. So by default Krendel was wise to have left Naboo. Unfortunately for Krendel, and for the Sith Maiden, he did not run far enough.
Alas, Naressa’s murder fantasy was not just for laughs. She let her eyes go to Surmon, and then drift over to his living children. Locking on them, she mused, “That when I pull out a sport’s blaster, make him drop to his knees, allow him to beg for his life, aim at his head and then pull the damn trigger.”
It was Nicconee that appeared to get the hint when Naressa let her eyes dart back to her father. She grabbed Daystruck’s arm and whitened and looked ready to cry; Daystruck looked to her for a clear answer, but she began to pull him away from the crowd. They would figure out that the likes of Darth Sadis would not use a blaster to kill someone. It was the looks that Naressa had given them, the sly darting of eyes towards their father that sold them on the idea that their father had executed their brother. Surmon was unaware of what was going on, but he really didn’t like the idea of executing someone by blaster; it reminded him too much of what he did to Curnt. Surmon’s reaction to Naressa’s narrative was immediately misinterpreted by Nicconee.

Naressa, quick as a flash, leveled her hand out, made the hand gesture of a blaster, and yelled, “POW!” A few of the people actually jumped; they were so engrossed by her story telling. She held her finger gun out there and then looked at them, “And to my utter disgust children’s candy spills out of Krendel’s skull.”
The group began to laugh at the late Pirus Krendel’s expense as soon as Naressa flashed a big smile. Why would they care? Krendel wasn’t there to defend himself; the dead were easy prey to ridicule. What the night showed was what Naressa expected to experience, and she used every single one of these fools to her advantage.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 85.2)

After another hour and a few more drinks in him Candurk excused himself from the merry trio and said his goodbyes. Naressa figured as much, the old man didn’t have the party stamina that he used to have. The friendly old man then wanted a word alone with Naressa. They excused themselves totally from everyone else by slipping towards a open doorway.

Quietly, Candurk said to Naressa, “That bloke treating you properly?”

“Surmon,” said Naressa, “of course. Why your concern now, Mayes?”

“I heard rumors before about him,” began to the elderly man. “I didn’t want to say anything before, not there at the beginning. What I heard was that he killed his wife.”

The death of Teteleana Vesgevi was still old some weight over Surmon’s head, even after all the years that had passed. It was one of those things Surmon would never escape no matter what Naressa did to sell him. For some, mostly the men at the party, her death was no loss. For some if Surmon had the butler do it -- which he did -- then obviously he was the fortunate one to have such a lovely rumor about him when the crime against him could not be proven. Naressa knew this well: she just spent the whole night telling people she didn’t kill Pirus Krendel; the truth, but as far as the establishment was concerned it was a good confession to murder.

“I heard those rumors,” whispered Naressa back. “The man’s a duck” she began the old Nubian saying “all beak, no teeth.”
Candurk nodded, but then he put a hand to her shoulder and said, “Very well, but-but that wasn’t why I brought you over here.” She showed her interest with a cocked eyebrow. “Are you a part of the Adamant Consortium?”
“You know I’m not,” said Naressa with a small, knowing smile. She had no direct stake with the Adamant Consortium, but many of the places she had investments in were in the partnership. “Poor Bevelis Iey'yla suggested the investment to me when I spoke to the Chairmen of Tradable Metals, Ores and Precious Stones on Bothawui at the beginning of the year.” The late Bevelis Iey’yla mentioned it barely in passing. “I understand Surmon has some investment in it.”
“Not a controlling investment,” stated Candurk strongly. “I should know I have controlling share in it.” Many could say they had shares in something, but controlling shares was where the wealthy made their money. Having controlling shares meant Candurk was either a member of the board of directors of the Adamant Consortium, or was part of the subgroup that often were called in for tie breaking votes.

“Then you would know I’m not,” pointed out Naressa.

“I just can’t understand why you would pass,” said Candurk. “It’s a call, Naressa. A call.”

Call: slang for ‘easy money’ to those who wisely and aggressively gambled, and no where was gambling more prevalent than in the investment market where it had its fair shares of calls and bluffs and split pots. Essentially a call in investment circles was an investment that had guaranteed instant returns; the only losers were the ones that don’t invest. It required ‘very little’ in ante -- the ante to get on the Adamant Consortium’s hyperspace communication project was three million for a foot in the door, and sixty million for a controlling share.
“I know,” sighed Naressa, “but I’ve made a promise to my Gessa that I wouldn’t deal with anything that had Hutt involvement.” It was true, but she had made that promise long before she gave Juna her word.

“Oh my dear,” began Candurk with kind eyes, and her hands in his hands, “I assure you that those Hutts are only housing the arrays. They won’t have any control of them.”

“The Bothans will,” reasoned Naressa back. “For the right price, the Bothans will pretend they’re in control.” She shook her head. “You know as well as I the Hutts will use the data streams to bolster their own communication network.” She imagined the prices for slaves being transmitted over the very same stream that stock prices broadcasted from the Bothan Stock Exchange. With the array, the Hutts could now transmit their decadence to their non-Hutt equals broad and wide.
Candurk sighed; he wasn’t angry with her, and he wasn’t those ones that held someone in contempt whenever someone disagreed with him. At least he wasn’t that way with Naressa. He said, “Well, I guess you can’t control all of the galaxy now can you.”
Naressa giggled and said, “I’m happy with ten percent.” She could understand where Candurk was going with this. He was thinking of a friend. “Tell me more.”

Candurk spent five minutes explaining to Naressa how everything worked within the Adamant Consortium and their project with the Hutts. The Adamant Southern Hemispheric Galactic Array was only days away from coming online; the money making aspect was going to be the buying in on the streams to which the board of directors were surely going to overcharge those who could afford it. With industrial espionage getting worse with the market in depression private companies did not trust the secure reliability of the Republic’s public HoloNet System; just one more reason to add to the list of reasons for the arrangement with the Hutts, which included a better, more direct transmission stream going through the middle of the galaxy, and a better, up to the nanosecond navigation updates.
Naressa only wished Mayes Candurk all the best after he was done. Of course such things involving the Vesgevis and involving the Comada Mutual Fund, which were linked to the Adamant Consortium project, interested Naressa. She was not thrilled to have her money find its way to the Hutts anymore than her money found a way to Sith Conspirator’s pockets. She didn’t tell Candurk this. All she did was give him a friendly kiss on the cheek and promised to visit him before she did anything else on Dantooine.
Candurk’s departure was perfect timing; she and Surmon were alone now, and by this point the word had reached everyone how deep Surmon went into the deep end of the power pool. By default, Naressa had sold Surmon so well he did not need her to continue the rounds; people were really going to want to talk to him. Naressa, however, really wanted to put him in a state of ease. She could go solo around the house and own it, but then the party would have been all about her. That was not her goal at the beginning of the night, and it was not going to be the goal later.
The hob knobbing continued as long as the people were still in the mansion. Though the hour was late in the night there was still food to eat and drink to consume and people to bore. Naressa allowed a growing ever confident Surmon Vesgevi to escort her around, to give him support and infuse himself with significant importance. She knew he went through a process of steps; from Sith lackey to a lesser man amongst giants to escort of Naressa Rapier to a man in command of the situation; the last giving him such a much needed boost to his ego. All this time Surmon had not just a Sith in his midst but a well known multi-billionaire; he had many harmless questions to ask her, but he had obligations to his party, more people to make friends with and possibly influence.
Some of the discussions were polite and very quick; there were a lot of people to get through in the beginning of the party. After a considerable while Naressa had to admit she missed social functions like this a little. In spite of the characters, the gathering of people she never knew personally was rather refreshing; a change of pace from wanting to get together with people she knew, friends or enemies. For most of her life in the beginning it was an isolated, sheltered life; a life imposed by her Father, but it was for good reason under the circumstances. Since Bendian’s death she had returned to that life of isolation, caring only in her Gessa because Juna was the only happiness in her life. It was no knock against Dizzy, Muriel, Eric and Terese Maltanaw, and especially dear Enothchild, but as much as she loved them she had desired loneliness. She could not quite explain why; losing Bendian and then later losing her Little One compounded the desire. Now she had that fever again for excitement even though she and the rest of the galaxy were in the middle of a growing crisis. She was the young explorer again, buried in books with subject matter that tantalized her.
Naressa giggled off hand and waved her thoughts away; lots of thoughts, so cool and so wickedly decadent.
Surmon had spoken to her, but this time he was really speaking to her when they were standing at the intangibles table. “What’s so funny?”
“Nothing,” she said with a smile. In their hands were tall glasses filled with very exquisite champagne. She sighed and noted, “A little too much liquor consumed, for my taste anyways.”

Surmon chuckled, but she wasn’t drunk enough to be stupid. He wasn’t drunk, but he was very loose. He would have never asked the question or began a sentence directed towards her if she were in her Sithian best. Naressa didn’t just sold him to the people tonight, but he had gotten very relaxed around her; the lack of death would do that to any one. It was part drink and part time and part perception that gave him so much ease. He had not forgotten who she was, in any regard. It was only how she treated him that gave him a peace he had not felt since before her arrival.

“Oh,” he said wryly. “Maybe you would like something else to drink. Water?”
“I’m fine,” assured Naressa with a kind, disarming smile. She sipped the bubbly and looked around the room casually. The main ball room, where most of the party stayed in, was thinning of guest. Daystruck saw to most of the departing, saying farewells to the party goers. In her politeness state, she asked, “Where’s Maroki Renvarient I wonder?”

“That’s a good question,” mused Surmon, but if he had any worries about his mysterious benefactor like he should had he betrayed none. “Perhaps he decided not to show up.”

Naressa looked at him and caught his implying look. Surmon was suggesting that there was no Maroki Renvarient, just as there was, at least for tonight, no Darth Sadis. She could tell that in some way he put the equation together based on what she had told him before, but now he had viable variables. It just wasn’t Sith money that went into the mutual fund, it was guaranteed Rapier money. Like anyone connected to high finance without government interference, the idea was not lost on Surmon that Renvarient was nothing more than a false front, a man that did not exist. The appearance of Naressa fed that beast.

She smirked and whispered to him, “Surmon, if you’re thinking what I think you are thinking, then you are quite wrong.”

Though Naressa was not threatening Surmon suddenly gulped. He remembered who she was to him. He whispered quietly, “Forgive me, Mistress.”

Naressa never glared down at him, or frowned, or show any sign of wanting to kill him, but she didn’t have to. Instead she put an arm around both his shoulders and said, “You have called me Naressa quite a few times tonight.” He looked into her eyes, his shoulders rising a bit from their slumped position. “If you are waiting for my permission, good Surmon, we’re long past that.”
Sighing into a chuckle, Surmon said, “Thank you Naressa. It’s just…just so…”

“Sudden,” she said politely. “I have that effect on so many. Some have argued that it makes me divine. Honestly!” But then Naressa discarded her exasperation, leaned close to his ear and quietly sneered in her Sadis voice “But I am god in so many ways. 
“Importantly, I am your god.”

Naressa then remembered some of the more juicer passages of the Path Bible and said, “And you would like to worship me, wouldn’t you?”

There were times during the evening Naressa’s womanly radar picked up on Surmon’s manly reactions. There was no special gift of power, no training needed; it was something embedded in all species, between male and female. Surmon’s body gave off hints of growing interest in Naressa in terms that were clear that he wanted more physical contact with her. He wanted, little by little, more than just her hands on his arm. He was forgetting that she was Darth Sadis. However the touches meant little, so spoken word often augmented feelings. Hearing a woman’s voice talked about certain things in certain ways always affected men. This time Naressa scored a tremendous victory. As Dizzy would say Surmon was sporting enough wood to keep a fire burning all winter.

Naressa chuckled and said, “Down, boy.” 
She kept a smile on her face as she let her eyes scan the room while Surmon did his best not to blush or draw attention to himself; his black suit kept his erection hidden well. 
Still without the bulk of the Force Naressa was still in a bad defensive position. Her Sith Maiden eyes were keener than any beings, and though her eyes did not necessarily needed the Force for enhancement it did not hurt. Her eyes were naturally endowed by the Dark Side; what the Force provided was a bit of commentary, working her other senses together. Her eyes, though, had not picked anyone out of the crowds that matched to the name Maroki Renvarient. She knew everyone’s face that was on Surmon’s party list. Renvarient would have been the odd man, or in Faradi’s case the odd woman, out.
Naressa took note of Surmon standing and facing the opposite way, away from the party guests that paid little heed to them; except one: a rather tall, young blonde Human female with stunning blue eyes. Her memory recalled the blonde, not just from the files she sliced but because the woman had been leering at Naressa a few times; measuring her, trembling in confusion, and now like all the times before causing the blonde to smile and blush. Naressa had a pretty good guess what she was thinking and raised her glass towards her; the blonde glowed, shied her eyes downward in embarrassment, and returned the salute. 
As Juna discovered herself a few years ago with her handmaiden Weena Welchrest there were a tiny minority of women that were more lustfully intrigued with Sith Maidens than terrified of them; their curiosities were often worse than the curiosities of men; the women’s imaginations more to the point, very direct, and so raunchy it would make even the most lust-filled male faint. Before this attractive creature Naressa had bumped into four others in her lifetime, each offering something in that ‘secret feminine encryption’ that men seemingly could never decode; each time, Naressa respectfully declined. The idea of a romp with another woman did intrigue her, born from the passed genetics of her Great Grandmother Raven Nimh, who like another ancestor before her actually preferred pure feminine love affairs. Of course duty took precedent over desire eventually, but before then did Raven ravaged and her lady lovers squealed!
Again, it wasn’t quite such an influence to have over other women that preferred their gender in taste. Nice, gentle Weena was one of those creatures caught by Naressa’s influence as well -- poor Weena couldn’t absolutely understand why she was so mesmerized by the Rapier women even after she came to grips with it.
“Well, I’m getting signals,” said Naressa casually. Surmon looked at her confused, and then he followed her eyes to the tall blonde. “V’gana Urla, Dantooine’s most recognizable face. Her image has probably been transmitted more than the Duke and Duchess of Baldi Harn.”

Surmon cleared his throat and said, “I forgot she was here. I invited her because Curnt talked about her all the time.” He fell very silent and quickly drank down the rest of his champagne. He looked to one of the many household helps nearby and was quickly given a fresh, full glass.
“I can see why, so very tall, light, and lovely,” remarked Naressa. The woman was lovely, and Naressa was amused by the fact that this was really the first time in her long life that there was a non-alien female that was actually taller than she was without heels. She rather liked V’gana Urla; the model had to be five pounds overweight by other model’s standards and she still commanded body shots. 
Naressa looked at Surmon and asked, “Do you want her?”

Surmon turned suddenly towards Naressa and asked, “I’m sorry?”

Naressa guided her drink to her black lips and purred rather directly, “I said do you want her?” She sipped her drink. She then spoke not in a whisper, and in a clear Sadis tone. “Your god desires to reward you.”
Surmon looked at her, and V’gana noticed him and flashed a smile. Naressa said, “I can have her in your bedroom, waiting for you, totally nude.” She swirled her ultra clear spirit in its glass. “I can even do it without using my powers.” And, honestly, that was no boast on Naressa’s part either.
“How?” When Naressa looked at him Surmon was at a loss as to why he asked that question. It took him a few seconds. “I mean, how would she…I mean why would she? I’m practically the girl’s father if we compare ages.”

“Have you learned nothing tonight,” said Naressa, acting dejected. She was so amused by this; she played this teasing game before with Bendian. It amazed her….

No, it didn’t amaze Naressa anymore: men were suckers when it came to them trying to analyze the psychology of women.

“I get what I want, Surmon,” said Naressa to end the suspense. She gestured about and towards herself, and she counted the ways. “I wanted fortune. Got it. I wanted power. I got that too. I wanted what I wanted, and I got it all.” She then leered at him. “Now I want you to be happy. I want to make you happy.”
Surmon stood there, looking at her with blinking astonishment, unsure how to answer anything. “Why?”

Naressa smirked. “Are you questioning your mistress’ ability to please you?”

The suggestive talking made Surmon gulp both fear and arousal down. Of course no man could ever talk this way to another man; that was why Surmon was at such a disadvantage. “I…I…”

“Wait right here,” mused Naressa, playfully stroking his hand and giving him her glass. 
As she paced across the large room she let her eyes drift about until she noted Daystruck. Based on the eldest son’s demeanor, the white knuckles from squeezing tight hands and the strain in his eyes, she guessed he was ready to snap. Nicconee had long ago vanished from sight, banishing herself to her room to cry over the loss of her brother Curnt. Ironic, thought Naressa, how much the siblings so cared for one another when they spent their whole lives one upping each other for their father’s approval. The tension is had wrapped around the Vesgevis was so tight one of them tonight was going to pop.

V’gana Urla was about to become an unaware accomplice in Naressa’s wicked plan against the Vesgevis. Naressa took one more glance at Daystruck. The young man was seething, but curious as to why the Dark Lord of the Sith was approaching a woman Curnt was openly infatuated with. Naressa turned away, determined to answer Daystruck’s question.

“Nice dress,” began Naressa, offering an honest critique to the red and pink dressing gown. “Bud’olsee?”

The young model blushed brightly and answered, “Yes. Do you know him?”

 “He designed some dresses for me.” Naressa stood by her side and both leaned together against the long serving table behind them. She offered her hand, “I’m Naressa, by the way.”
“Oh I know; everyone’s been talking about you.” Veagana then realized what Naressa was doing. “I’m sorry. I’m Vee. V’gana Urla I mean; friends call me Vee. And your dress is very stunning.”

Instead of shaking V’gana’s hand, Naressa took the hand as a man of high class and taste would; holding the fingers, exposing the back of the young woman’s hand. She leaned a little forward, locked eyes with her, and said, “Thank you.” She kissed the back of the model’s hand. V’gana really did not know how to act; she was bewildered and just allowed it to happen; the model could not become redder in the cheeks.
Naressa continued to hold her hand; the girl’s arms covered with goose bumps in shear anticipation. She mused, “Nervous?”

“Yes, I…” V’gana disproved the previous record and blushed an even brighter red; any more redder and someone would have asked her if she had been out in the sun for too long. Her whole body was a shade of red, her skin extremely covered in tiny, raised bumps. 

Veagana leaned in and said, “Don’t take this wrong, but…you are so beautiful. Really, really beautiful. And enticing. And…oh my god.” She shook her head. “I can’t believe I’m saying this to another woman. I…I’m not into that. You know?”

“Nor am I,” comforted Naressa. She rubbed V’gana’s hand with her thumb. “But if I were a man I would be hard pressed to say no to you.”
V’gana relaxed and chuckled. “I just…don’t know how to approach you. This is all strange to me.”

“I’m used to it,” assured Naressa. “I’m not offended, my dear. Like I said, if I was a man and you offered yourself to me, I could not say no.” She switched from seductress to mother once the young woman’s feelings were put to some ease. “But I sense a much deeper brooding within you. I can only guess what it is.”

V’gana sighed deeply, and with the sigh much of her blush and goose bumps vanished. She said, “I was…well, I came because I was hoping to see Curnt. You know Curnt?” Naressa smiled and nodded. “He’s been talking about his family for a long time and…he’s such a strong guy. When I got the invitation, I just had to come to see him.” She looked at Surmon. “Is that his father?”
“Yes,” said Naressa. “He’s heard a lot about you. In fact he was so insistent that you be invited to the party he put your name at the top of the list.”
“Really?”

“Oh yes, I wouldn’t lie to you, you are such a special dear to this family.” Naressa nodded her head towards Surmon and said, “He would like to meet you. Perhaps talk privately about you and his son.”
“Really?” repeated V’gana. “You…you don’t mind?”

“Mind? Not at all. He isn’t my date.” Naressa gestured towards him. “Go on, he’s dying for your audience. You see, Curnt’s been away too long, some business trip. The lad hasn’t called. I think you talking about his son would put him at ease.”

“I’ll do that.” V’gana then smiled at Naressa and said, “Thank you.”

Naressa just kissed the back of her hand again and said, “No thanks are needed from such a lovely young girl.” She released her, and watched the woman sultry walk over, somewhat influenced by Naressa’s mere presence. The model engaged Surmon and the two slowly began to mingle.

“I should feel bad, but I don’t.” Naressa was quick to snatch a fresh drink from a passing server’s tray -- an evening cognac, warm and demanding to be swished. As she swished the dark orange liquor she glanced about, and as sure as she was certain people were noticing V’gana and Surmon together, and before long tongues would be wagging. But their critique was unimportant; what was to Naressa was Daystruck. Sure enough, the oldest son’s open mouth, outraged expression was worth it. After Naressa took a few happy sips of cognac, she watched the spectacle reach a climax when Surmon escorted V’gana out of the room, both with smiles on their faces, and Surmon throwing a quick wink at Naressa. All Naressa did was raise her glass.
Whether or not Surmon Vesgevi got lucky with his late son’s potential girlfriend was not the purpose; in fact Naressa at no time ever used a mind trick. Once again all against the Vesgevis was meant to divide them. Daystruck was just as smitten with Naressa as Surmon was; Naressa sensed it, men could not hide their animalistic passions once they saw a woman they desired. It was easy to jealous the inexperienced Daystruck, particularly when he was not thinking straight since Curnt’s ‘disappearance’. Naressa had ‘tagged’ Daystruck early that night, but she showed him that she really chose his father. To stir that boiling pot of gasoline heated by sticks of dynamite there was implied notion on her behalf that Curnt was shot dead, and now this. Daystruck knew of Curnt’s passions, and in his jealousy and outrage when he saw Surmon escort the very young, very sexy model out he drew his own pissed off conclusions. From this, Naressa concluded many conclusions.
One came to light: Daystruck walked very angrily towards Naressa. She even went so far, at the last second, to present her left arm to him so when he grabbed it roughly it wouldn’t spill the cognac she still held in her right hand. Daystruck paid no attention as he bravely clamped the Sith Maiden’s arm and said, “A word!”
“Why not,” said Naressa casually, letting the young man drag her out of the room. Of course she still had to play the part of Naressa Rapier, woman. Daystruck figured that out, but there was going to be a point to where he pressed his luck too far.

They found the way to an outside foyer that overlooked much of Eurna. The city twinkled as much as the stars in the sky and people inside that were drunk did. Daystruck let Naressa go with a not so respectful release, but Naressa wasn’t wearing heels. She just kept walking towards the railing he pushed her towards and stopped with her back to him. She relaxed, but he didn’t.

“I’m sick of this!” started Daystruck violently. “I want answers!”

“So do I,” said Naressa casually. She tapped into the Dark Side, focused, and began to ‘bleed’ the cognac she had consumed; from her fingertips, the liquor dripped into the glass. She needed to be more alert, not sleepy. Daystruck did not see it.

“You do not,” he spat, scuffling the hard ground behind him with his feet. “You have all the answers! You’re a Sith Lord after all!”

Right on cue, she thought. She let her power fill her, fill her eyes, and she snapped a hard glare at him. He was stern in face but he felt her power and bounced a few steps back. From her position, Darth Sadis said, “Dear Daystruck, do speak up, I don’t think the east side of Eurna heard you!”
Daystruck glanced a bit downward, remembering his place…for the moment. “Forgive me, my Lord.” His frustration, though, barreled his chest as she dialed her power back down. “You made Curnt’s girlfriend go with my father. Why?”

Naressa smiled and set the refilled cognac on the rail. She crossed her arms, wrapping them around her body, just under her breasts; the movement intentionally put emphasis on her mammary glands. “I rewarded him for pleasing me. Your father does do much for the cause. My cause to be exact and he does so in proper and correct fashion.”
The man was distracted by her body posturing and what she had just said. Frustration shook his head. “No. No, no more.” He walked up to her, confronting her with threateningly eyes. Naressa only held her position, daring him; she was confident, however, that he would not strike. “He killed my brother! That is what you are rewarding him for, isn’t it? Curnt-.” He stopped and grew quiet. “Curnt was on Ithor when that Jedi transport was on Ithor. He put the bomb on that ship, I know he did. He-He came home, and you disapproved of what he did and you had father kill him.”
Naressa only looked at him, totally uninspired.

“Damn it,” he cursed. “Can’t I ask of my master one thing? Have I not shown you loyalty?”

“What you have shown me,” began Naressa, “is your boy abilities. If you want the truth become a man and seek it.”

“I am.”

“You are not.” Naressa huffed at him. “It’s quite amazing. You believe to know the truth and yet you confront me; me, the far more powerful and dangerous who had nothing to do with the death of the man you only pretend to care about.” She smiled. “You fear your father more than me?”

Daystruck came very close to slapping her; came very close to dying. He sneered, “I don’t fear him.”

Naressa then frowned, uncoiled her arms, and spoke through gritted teeth, nearly banging her forehead against his in challenge. “Then take what you believe to be rightfully yours. Stop wasting my time.”

Eyes darted around at first, and finally the young man took Naressa and kissed her hard and passionately on the lips. Naressa not only allowed him she aided in the pleasure of the moment. Mainly she did this to cement his jealousy, but there was a part of her, due to the passions of the night, that stirred her sense of feminine adventure; it had been a while since she had last brushed intimacy, and in one night alone the tantalizing prospects from Surmon to the white hot super model to the young, bucking beast kissing her did more than ‘tickle her fancy’. He was young, had a strong grip. He was rough. She would enjoy his company.
Alas she remembered herself, and suddenly the kissing lacked depth. Daystruck slowly pulled himself away from her lips, confused. Naressa just looked at him, collecting herself.

“I…” disappointed you was what Daystruck was going to say, but his defeated pride got the best of him. He let her go and staggered away, bewildered, acting as if he had been drinking all night instead of just clutching a glass angrily. He would wonder the halls of the home for a little while, acting as if he had just survived a head on, high speed collision. He didn’t know what to do: try to draw passion from Sadis/Naressa, or just take her; go to his father and demand answers, or just kill him? He had just tasted a fruit, and as much as he wanted to taste it again the tree attached would not bare him none.
Naressa returned to the rail and leaned over it, letting the air cool her instead of the Dark Side of the Force for a change. She blew out a held in breath, and gone with it was the kiss. 

Her plan was working a little too well; she never bargained on getting a near sexual encounter out of it. She enjoyed the near miss, and yet she thought of herself terribly about it. It wasn’t the age difference that bothered her. It wasn’t that it ran contradictory to what she was going to do, or the fact she was manipulating people at such a personal level, tonight. It was not just because it was almost Surmon, or Daystruck, or even V’gana Urla that she almost took to bed. It was any of the three in the context that if she had, she was going to betray someone. She had felt this way a few times before, and every time except for this time she had expected it.
The first time the feelings of betrayal overwhelmed her was when Bendian sought her affections. During the stalking and entrapment and entanglements Naressa dared to wonder about him. When she did in the beginning her Father’s words would haunt her. As much as she was testing Bendian, she was also trying to run away from her Father’s wisdom. As much as she desired loneliness, she realized she could share loneliness with someone. Bendian was the perfect man: rich, powerful, an excellent lover, and no matter how many times they tried no seed he planted in her womb would take root. He was a good love -- he had the most incredible mouth -- that she cherished, and she could keep a little of her Father’s word about not having children.
What a thoughtless illusion.

The second time she felt she was betraying was prior to her tryst with Dace Palpatine. This was a road she constantly reviewed over and again when she discovered who Dace really was. It was not so troubling and complicated back then; back then when Dace was only Bendian’s good friend. She wanted Bendian home to keep him safe from the Sith, which meant destroying his political career. But the political career was not what she damaged the most; it was the love they once had shattered to pieces. They had the occasional romps around the house, but they were all thankless. Much of the blackmail of having Juna took any commitment of passion away from Bendian.
As good and adventurously creative as Bendian was, that one night with Dace meant so much more. Not just because the act conceived Juna. There was, even as both agreed that it was more of an act of lust than passion, an unmatched intimacy. It was not at all elaborate or complicated. Dace played the man, Naressa the woman; it lasted averagely with cuddling in between. It was so pure, unadulterated, unfiltered. As much as she reminded herself since, particularly with the way things were now, she found herself missing Dace Palpatine’s touch. Having him touch her on Korriban last year was a very strong reminder of what they were to each other.
As much as she wanted to think that the third time was with Enothchild, and thus hurting Palpatine but betraying Juna, she could not get her mind off of Palpatine this night. A notion had crossed her mind. She wanted to apologize to Dace for kissing Daystruck Vesgevi.

The air grew cooler and damp. It caused some goose bumps upon her silky, snow white flesh. A tear drop reached her crossed arms on the railing. Darth Rune had killed Darth Sidious; Naressa could not say she was sorry. All she could hope for was Rune’s arrival so she could avenge a man she called her enemy, her lover. She wished Rune would hurry the hell up, but she remembered that she was not the mistress of the warfare she has employed against the Vesgevis. Curse her; she was her Mother’s Damned Daughter!
“I don’t make a very good Sith Lord,” said Naressa, realizing and speaking aloud her epiphany.
