CHAPTER 4.0
Once the Ruby Heirloom's landing gear had touched the desolates that was the sandy surface of Tatooine, Naressa Rapier was half way on the ramp before it began to descend, and with perfect timing she walked its length as it lowered, her boots touching down on the planet just as the ramp did. She continued her pace for a few more steps until the shade of the ship no longer protected her and the second noon phased suns revealed her all black form that stood out from the rest of the hues that surrounded her. She stopped; not because of the unbearable heat that couldn't find its way to her and not because Dizzy shouted out a warning that was followed by numerous reasons why that included the heat and why only dead fools wore dark colors in such conditions. 

Naressa stopped only to pull back the hood on her shoulder-laying cloak so she could hear clearly the Dark Side Force whispers in the desert wind that had suddenly kicked up with her arrival. Although she respected Arness 'Dizzy' Arnes' wisdom she had to go beyond listening to her own dark instincts and literally get a feel for Tatooine by going into an inhospitable climate, and did so immediately. They were so far behind because of her; a statement that held true because she incorrectly thought she could just find her child through biological association through the Force, and that Muriel's suspicions about her lack of revelations hindering their progress to some extent was dead on target.
Ever since she had used her rage to destroy the planet Sanctuary Naressa had been very reluctant to use her Dark Purity gifts; much of it due to the betrayal orchestrated between her long dead mother Faradi Nimh and the Daughters of the Dark Side, the Sith Maiden Matriarchs of the past. The Daughters had injected their essence into the Winds of the Force and manipulated most of all that Naressa could 'hear' with her Dark Purity ears; after surviving the terrible, evolving process known as the Fading Light, Naressa's sensor perceptions changed to reflect her supped up assilamorphic abilities, one in which was being able to hear all of what the Force was 'saying'; there wasn't a better way to explain it. In theory and practice Naressa could hear everything if she allowed herself that much stimuli from the spiritual realm. Since then, until now, she had ignored it during her search for her beloved Gessa, unwilling to risk another betrayal that could doom them all.
However the long separation from Juna was wearing on Naressa's often tested patience. When she discovered that they had been going the wrong way the entire time Naressa was devastated and beside herself; it didn't help that Muriel was giving her 'told you so' looks. She felt in her heart, where she could feel the few strands of loving togetherness with Juna slowly snapping one by one, that they were on the right track. When the news had come that she was on Tatooine, she had to come here. Part of her wanted to prove the story -- and to them, Enothchild, Dizzy, and Muriel -- wrong. That meant taking the risk she had long dreaded.

There.

It was a whisper. Very gentle and kind in Naressa's voice. Tickling her ear, but only heard in her mind. Naressa listened and looked ahead of her. In conjunction her Sith Maiden eyes showed her bantha tracks that no skilled tracker could ever see, buried deep under layers of wind driven sand and held much deeper secrets. The secrets were foretold in shades of color produced by her mind; a light red in color. The information was processed, and the Winds spoke to her telling her how long it had been since this bantha came through and why it was important up to a discernable point. When that occurred, Naressa ignored the Winds into silence, cleared her sight after she followed the footprints with her eyes for miles and miles, even with them vanishing beyond the sand dune that was unseen by normal eyes due to the natural curvature of the planet. She channeled her energies into a far reaching cone that slowly spread open at its ever infinite base…
In the distance, firmly implanted deep inside an underground cave, there was an adult male, wrapped from head to toe in heavy rags that were the same color mix as the surrounding sands, looking at something very familiar to Naressa. If her memory served her, and it always served her well, she was looking at a Tusken Raider straight out of the pages of 'A Reckless Guide to Aboriginals and Nomads'. 
Withdrawing, a very curious Naressa went against Dizzy's warnings and began to walk the trail the Tusken had left invisibly behind. She was compelled to go, and she needed to separate herself from the others for two reasons: to collect her thoughts in order to decide what to do, and to give herself a break from both Enothchild and, especially, Muriel. The Tusken was a long ways away; it gave her plenty of time to reflect as she strolled over the first of many sand dunes that awaited her, but unlike Dizzy not one grain would find its way past her boots, the best that credits could buy. Sadly all her wealth couldn't bring her any closer to her Gessa at the moment, and if it had there was a good chance that it wouldn't buy her a reprieve from her Gessa either. When Juna was deeply wronged she never forgives.
That is if it was Juna they were pursuing.

After all these long weeks of misdirection that she never intended, Naressa still hadn't told the others of her secret fears. One of them was that her long dead mother Faradi Nimh Solo had possibly replaced her Gessa as the lone soul occupant in Juna's torn apart body. Falling into a Force-enhanced coma state prevented Naressa from scanning her daughter to confirm her worst suspicions. When the shielding effects slipped away she discovered that Juna's mind -- or Faradi's mind -- was so deeply inactive even her powerful abilities couldn't sense what was there. Therefore there was no telling who was in control. If it was her evil Sith Mistress mother, it would explain how both Dizzy and Muriel were manhandled and she was able to escape in the Millennium Falcon undetected.
Then again, it wouldn't explain how a piece of Darth Sidious' lightsaber found its way inside Rapier Manor. With that thought as she walked, Naressa took out the lightsaber belt ring and examined it again, coming to a stop in a deep, sandy valley.
The Sith Master was once her lover, a man she knew only as Dace Palpatine until ten years ago when he revealed who he truly was; proof that although powerful Sith Maidens were susceptible to being fooled. Before that and for many years Palpatine was nothing more than her husband Bendian Rapier's associate and underling in the Republic Senate representing Naboo, and also confidant and friend. He was had also become Naressa's friend, and for one night her lover, and forever Juna's real father; a secret Naressa continued to keep, a secret that was going to be kept hidden forever once Palpatine had revealed who he truly was. She was too sure the Jedi Order knew that Juna was the prophesized Dark Hope of the Sith and that meant the Sith -- in one form or another -- had returned, and so they were waiting for some reason to act against all that was Dark. Naressa wasn't going to give them any reason, or make it that easy for them to do so. Although Enothchild had his suspicions as far as the adultery participants and who Juna's real father was; never once did he firmly believe that Bendian fathered Juna, nor did he knew who Palpatine truly was.
Naressa clutched the belt ring tightly and sighed, for it was so wrong of her to keep everything from Enothchild Sarch, a very understanding man of compassion who always surprised her. He wasn't a Jedi anymore, or at least not part of the Order. Yet, she wondered, was he ever truly a part of the great light side machine. He was beyond being labeled for sure. He wasn't a fan of hers at first, but over time they grew to like one another. And in one moment Enothchild and Naressa had defied the acceptable certainties and shared a night of love and compassion; a night in which they had unbelievably conceived a child that she had six months ago lost. With what she and Enothchild had momentarily shared that was what made the deception hurt most of all; all the more painful for both had lost Juna in the process.
Naressa opened her glowing yellow eyes and opened her closed hand to look at the belt ring one last time. It would be like Sidious to come to Rapier Manor in spite of the odds against him in obtaining his daughter; his ambitions were centered on the Dark Hope. He too had to know whether or not Faradi -- better known as Darth Rune -- had taken Juna's place. Regardless she figured Sidious had to have her in any condition, and in his carefully laid out plans that were flawlessly executed he had left behind an all important clue to what had happened to Juna.

That was the problem. It was why Naressa was so unsure of the answers. By touching the belt ring she knew it was from Darth Sidious' lightsaber for his Force impressions were all over it. She concluded back at Rapier Manor that it had been he who had abducted a still comatose Juna. Upon further examination after they had left Naboo she discovered an oddity: the Force wasn't necessarily recognizing the belt ring as being real, like it wasn't there; nothing more than an illusion. Through contact Naressa should have been able to learn the belt ring's entire history, not just who owned it or what it was a part of. She should have seen how it became separated from Sidious' weapon, but she couldn't. It defied all logic concerning the existence of the Force.

The Force existed in everything, in one form or another. Mainly the Force was produced and reproduced from living things, but the energies found there way into inanimate objects and penetrated all forms of matter and energy, thus it also encompassed and surpassed time and space itself. The ysalamiri, worm-like creatures from Myrkr, are thought to be Forceless for they produced a low range energy field that negated the Force. Untrue; Naressa knew the ysalamiri were indeed part of the Force, using Force energies on a different range regular Force sensitive beings could never achieve let alone detect. The proof outside the Sith Maiden's abilities was that Force impressions were left behind even with ysalamiri present, and then the ysalamiri removed. In the case of the belt ring, all there was figuratively was Sidious' name on it. Even if he or someone had used Force Hiding to shield themselves, such an object that was part of something very significant to Sidious -- the belt ring was a part of his lightsaber and attached to his belt to hold it -- couldn't be manipulated from the Force itself. Even a Sith Maiden couldn't do it.

All this raised interesting questions ever since she left Naboo: who exactly took Juna out of Rapier Manor? Was it Faradi or was it Sidious? Evidence pointed to both working separately. Knowing both, Naressa knew they wouldn't work together. Rune and Sidious were not going to share in power, not when they both wanted the same thing; there was only so much ambition, control, and galaxy to go around and there wasn't enough of it for two Masters of the Dark Side. So, ultimately, it became a question of who in the beginning. 

The possibilities narrowed with word that Juna, or someone looking like her complete with the injuries, had gunned down a bunch of thugs here on Tatooine. It made no sense to her by itself, but if Sidious had her why let her rove the galaxy? If Sidious had taken Juna in the first place he would reveal who he truly was to her and possible convince her to join him, and do so on a planet that wasn't associated with the Sith Order; he couldn't risk Naressa showing the others Korriban, or Hannibal, or several other worlds where Sith assets were in hiding. Why make Juna visible for all to see, especially when Naressa was having a terrible time trying to feel her daughter?
So that left the Rune possession scenario, and from there a hundred possibilities emerged. This could have been a trap or a ruse, yet Naressa felt in her heart that the stories about an unknown female shootist was about Juna and not just another planted story; although there was another part of herself that was screaming for her to stay on the path of error they were once on; why made no sense either. As a whole none of it made sense and the Dark Side was not at all helpful. 
Therefore it didn't seem right to tell Enothchild, Dizzy, and Muriel even a fraction of everything. Not now, not until she could get a grip on what was going on; the lack of a clear answer worked harder on her calm than anything or anyone else. Therefore, there wasn't a need to have anything that would prompt more questions into the all ready question-filled problem. Now wasn't the time for Enothchild to discover that past suspicions were indeed correct.
Naressa dropped the answerless lightsaber belt ring, kicked sand over it, and moved on towards, hopefully, answers. 
It was a long walk, but most of the heat was easily negated by the Dark Side buffer she purposely generated. After a few hours when the twin suns were closer to the horizon Naressa could feel Muriel's eyes looking in her unseen direction. It prompted Naressa to stop and look back with growing annoyance, and she muttered, "Mind your own business, Muriel." Noting the distance between them, there was really no way for Muriel to see Naressa, nor was there any rational reason to follow; to get where Naressa was it would take the rest of the day. She turned and continued on her way, feeling that her prey was now out of his cave and was moving because of the cooler conditions.
The Muriel problem now wasn't the same Muriel problems in the past that Naressa had resolved with the Political Guardian for she had hired fifteen years ago to train and protect her Gessa. There were times the mother felt the half Alderaanian, half Nubian was encroaching on her relationship with her daughter. The notions were dispelled long ago with the rationalization that Muriel was only doing her job as both Guardian and friend, and whenever such notions reared all she had to remember was the facts. They were friends, Naressa ranked the friendship between two others: the one she had with Enothchild and the off-often one she had with Lady Terese Nada-Maltanaw Landana the former Queen of Naboo for whom Juna succeeded. Naressa and Muriel got along and had opposite polarities in personalities and views, but weren't necessarily too close. What kept them friends was Juna and Arnes, the latter whom Naressa just adored and was the perfect match for Muriel.
Since returning just in time to save them all, Naressa couldn't get any slack from Muriel when they were around. It wasn't easy for her to know what the red head was thinking, and easily she was replacing Enothchild as the high inquisitor. With those unspoken intentions Naressa didn't want to tell her a damn thing. But it was more than, more to it. Another reason why she wouldn't listen to the Winds of the Force. Naressa was hearing secretive whispers of information in regards to Muriel that seemed a little farfetched and seemed only to play on her suspicions and it created a little bit of paranoia. Sometimes the Winds, so influenced by the Dark Side, told Naressa to kill Muriel; take no chances because the woman was not only a legitimate threat, she was a real danger. It didn't say how, or when, or where, or really to who, but the right thing to do would be to remove her from life's equation. And Naressa at times found herself agreeing, because it was right!

But then again if Naressa had obeyed or listened to even a fraction of the Dark Side's suggestions that came her way she wouldn't be in this position. She would be hunted down by the Jedi. Or perhaps she would be following in her mother's egotistical footsteps and be ruling the galaxy by now. Maybe she would have never married Bendian, or have given birth to Juna. Or worse instead of having Juna learned all there was needed to know to be Queen of Naboo she was made to embrace the Dark Side and inherit her destiny.

Or a lot of people would be dead. Or she would have been a long time ago. Or everything up to now would have happened.

Naressa shook her head. Too many 'ifs' and 'ors' that was unnecessary to consider under the current circumstances. Besides that she had no desire to murder someone so close to Juna. She had no reason to so easily do away with Muriel. The red head pushed her buttons, but by no means was she getting remotely close to the kill switch. She felt once she had figured everything out everything would be back to normal. But she had to figure it out first, before the others.

The first real step was now. Naressa stopped on top of sand dune and gazed out in the open country before her; a combination of sand and rocks now; the southern edge of the Junland Wastelands, a series of dry beds, cliffs and gorges that stretched and covered half the planet, practically connecting all the settlements and moisture farms together; although it wasn't the connection that the settlers ever used given the dangers of running into the Sand People -- Tuskens. Only fools and the fools that followed them went this way if they wanted to die horribly.
Naressa got a bearing on her target; a mile or so away, still unaware of being followed, but now he was with a considerably large group of friends. She continued on as the first sunset approached, and the natural winds began to swirl in the pinking skies. She cut through a valley in the shadows, and was now getting a sense that the group of Tuskens ahead was waiting for nightfall to move out; their whole, young focus was on the suns, and they firmly believed that no other kind of creature would be out in the desert at night. Of course, the never met a near pure Sith before, and they never met a bound and determined woman like Naressa Jaina Solo Rapier before either.
Reaching the end of the valley, Naressa's eyes caught the young group of male Tuskens lined up along the rocky walls that ended and lead to a sea of sand ahead. Her approach to them at to be one of carefulness; nomads tribes with no understanding of others like the Sand People were scared easily, invoking flight or provoking a fight. They weren't that much removed from the Sith, they lived and died by the emotions that fueled the Dark Side of the Force. However they lacked sensibility and compassion and long imaginations and were just above animals in that regard. Survival was their only bargaining tool, and Naressa had an idea. But first she had to take the first step.

She was close now, so close they could not see her; she used the Dark Side to shield her presence from them. To achieve communication and understanding, Naressa had to learn their language and customs. She could fool them with an illusion, maybe even extract the information she needed through different levels of forcefulness, but she was very curious about them. So she walked over to the nearest Tusken, reached out, and placed her hand on his head, instantly making contact with him and silencing him. By her command, the Tusken obeyed and presented her his left hand, which exposed bare fingers. Naressa grabbed the hand, and her white Sith Maiden skin infused itself into the Tusken's grayish pores.
Naressa began to read and absorb the being's stored knowledge, and narrowed down to the basics she needed. For a heartbeat that lasted for a very long time, though, she suppressed the suddenly ravenous urge to drain his life essence, every erg of Force energy he possessed regardless how little there was. It was more of a curse than ability, a very powerful desire fueled by the Dark Side of the Force for if she drained them all -- it wasn't no longer about the one Tusken -- she would gain power from their deaths, it would make her stronger and the euphoria was unmatched, so much so she would want to do it again and again. Adding sweetness to the meal would be their Darkness, they were filled with anger and fear and lived by those emotions so much a normal being would be hysterical. It would be a delicious feast and a pleasure like no other, her skin began to pucker and she grew warm….
Naressa remembered herself in the next breath and withdrew her hand from the Tusken, and quickly made sure that her shields were still in play; none of the Tusken knew she was there. Her snow white hands shaking, she closed them tight and nearly punctured the skin with her black fingernails. The bane separated Naressa from her ancient ancestors, the E'sithropians, for whom she shared only in appearance and reproduction. The Fading Light transformation into Dark Purity had enhanced her assilamorphic capabilities on an evolutionary scale to include the desire to absorb Force energies, and if it hadn't been for her late Grandmother Nebula Nimh she may have never found a way to control it. The cravings weren't always there. They come about whenever she's around great sources of Force energy, or like in this example when the Dark Side was in prevalent abundance. Interestingly she never had the cravings around Enothchild; she could only think that it was because she still loved him, although they could never be lovers again.
With her new knowledge, Naressa stepped away from the Tuskens, focused, and floated upward, and then flew over them; it was nothing more than a much more advanced version of Force Levitation. She landed in the path of the setting suns they were all looking at, tapping into her newly acquired knowledge, and once she found the niche she could use in order to achieve a peaceful solution without having hurt or directly use the Dark Side on them she slowly lowered her shields to reveal herself as the second sun vanished.
The Tusken Raiders took notice immediately and yelped in surprised, raising their gaderffii, or gaffi sticks, weapons. Their grunts and honks and yells and roars were suddenly replaced by words Naressa could understand.

"[….A witch! A witch!...]"

"[Take cover! Hide!]"

"[No, No….Run. Flee.]"

"[She will kill us all!]"

Naressa's eyes flashed with a bright, sun-like glow that caught the scrambling Tuskens and caused them to rear back in utter fear. Their fears were such that their paranoia was fueled by an overly vivid imagination that plagued a great deal of their thinking and their beliefs. One of those beliefs was the most obvious: the suns. They didn't necessarily worshipped Tatooine's suns, but they were apart of their ritualistic lifestyle and respected them. They knew the suns could take life; the burning of flesh; the draining of water. They knew it could give them life, and light. Therefore they knew the suns demanded much, so it became rather convenient for Naressa to have such glowing eyes of power that could shine so bright there were no shadows if she wanted to. For now, all she wanted was their undivided attention.

Letting the thoughts and customs flow through her, Naressa said to them in their language, "[I am the White Witch of the South! I look to trade with those wise of the sands! For whom among you are wise and brave? Come forth! I will bring to you great gifts and call you fearless above all others!]"
The Tuskens were cornered, and they knew it. They were afraid and couldn't move, and soon they would have to lash out. However by speaking to them in their tongues she bridged an elusive gap that existed in any other circumstance between them and other people. Another bridge was naming herself the Life Giver of the South; there was a story about such a creature the Sand People had heard repeatedly from the days of their childhood from the all powerful Storytellers, whose words were more valuable to them than gold. It helped a little that these ones were barely adults, so there was a great deal of nativity to go along with their fears; eventually, it will either produce hatred, or acceptance.

The latter occurred. The Tusken she had been tracking stood up nervously, and then held up his gaffi stick and said definitely, "[I am not afraid of you, White Witch! You will not trick me!]"

"[Then come aggressively if you are right,]" Naressa challenged back. "[I bring good fortune to trade! Will you not bargain with me!]" She lowered the glare of her eyes, down to a subtle glow. "[You seek water] Ac'buk'amu'cumar." When she said his name, the Tusken took a few steps back in shock. "[I offer water for your people. For your family. Will you not trade for it? Come trade with me], Ac'buk'amu'cu'mar."
The Tusken gripped his gaffi stick over and over, trading looks with the others and hoping for some help that wasn't coming. They could run, but the 'White Witch' would certainly catch them. They were the desert, and yet they didn't know she was coming. That must have made her a god or a devil. She offered what they needed the most. Cautiously he moved towards Naressa, stopping only within the swinging range of his weapons was between them. 

"[You have water, White Witch?]" he asked carefully. "[Must I kill you for it?]"

Many right of passages that make Sand People adults involved some form of daring that included a great deal of violence. She said, "[Killing me will not reveal the water], Ac'buk'amu'cu'mar." She slowly raised her hands, which prompted him to take a few steps back and cause the others to let out shouts of warning. Carefully, Naressa began to lower herself to the ground in a cross legged position. Done, she said plainly, "[Come trade with me. You have something I want. I know it.]"
He glared at her for a long time, and then suddenly he matched her movements to sit down in front of her. The others slowly came out of hiding and stood behind the Tusken, and all of them seemed entranced now by the Sith Maiden before them. They no longer feared her. They were no longer angered by her presence. In fact Naressa could feel from them…understanding. Wonderment. Arousal. Desire. They wanted to all trade with her, and they wanted even more. They wanted her.

It was the phenomenon of the Force pheromones all Sith Maidens produced that had them under her control to an extent. Naressa had very little control over the affect save for increasing its potency, and that wasn't a necessity the majority of the time. It was often enough for her to just enter a room and before long men were swooning to her and women were intimidated. Those deeply committed to something -- more or less to their love interests -- were least affected by it; Dizzy really loved Muriel and showed only minute affects. These young men had not those ties save want and desire. If she wanted to be cruel and evil, she could have really poured more of herself and unleash more Force pheromones, and then have them fight each other to the death by telling them to do so in order to win her affections.
But she wasn't like that. She wasn't her mother.

"[Must I sell myself to you, White Witch]," the Tusken said dreamily; that is if speaking the way they did could sound like it. "[Is that what you want? My soul in exchange for water]?"

"[No, my young friend]," Naressa assured him. "[May I call you friend], Ac'buk'amu'cu'mar?" He didn't say anything, or make a head motion. "[Friend, you found something that one of the intruders left behind in the deserts. Perhaps a bantha's herd away from the intruder's burrows]." The Tuskens referred to the settlers and farmers and everything else not originally from Tatooine as intruders. It caused them all to stir a little in disgust. "[I will give you and your people water if you can give it to me, and answer some of my questions]."
He looked at her with some skepticism for the first time since he first saw her. "[How do you make such a claim when you do not appear to carry water for yourself]?"

A challenge: typical Tusken response, yet he didn't have any threat of force behind his words. Naressa, however, kept to the status quo. "[Do you mock me? Do you dare question our friendship]?"
"[What friendship if you do not show me water]," he said with a raised hand. "[Show me water. Only then will I believe you]."

Naressa showed her right hand and ritualistically swiped the sand in front of her; it meant that she accepted his challenge. She stood up and walked over to the nearby, deep sand pit, and cast her senses down below it. When she had first stepped on Tatooine, Naressa had learned a great share of its secrets, good and terrible. With every step after that she had learned more and more, and knew that there was underground river flow that was very close to the surface at the bottom of the sand pit. It had been there for many, many years, created long before recorded history when Tatooine had ice caps; this place that bordered southern arctic line.

Smirking, Naressa raised her hands and made remarks that were unnecessary through her Dark Side empowered voice. "[Great oceans of the ancients, I command you to rise! Resurrect before me! Resurrect before these People of the Sand that have fought for your grace! Rise! Rise! RISE!]" During the rant, her eyes glowed bright as the suns and their glow glared down at the sandy surface for full theatrical affect. Her energies were busy manipulating the rocks and dirt and all else in the way above and below, and finally she drew the water out of the ground with drawn in fists; a geyser exploded before her and gallons upon gallons of cold water was quickly flooding the area.
The Sand People ran to the edge of the pit, their awe and shock radiating brightly within Naressa's perceptions. She said to them, "[The sand will settle to the floor of the valley in half a day, then it will be drinkable. There is enough water here to survive two noons]." Naressa looked at her favorite Tusken Raider. "[But it is not yours if you will not trade]."

The other Tuskens began to give him hints through little shoves and grunts. He reached within his lizard hide bag and presented what he found to her with great hope. "[Is this what you seek, White Witch]?"
Naressa reached out and accepted it, discovering now that it was rather difficult to breathe. It was a flexinum exoskeleton rehabilitation suit, a one of a kind piece of hardware designed and manufactured by Rapier Technologies. It was rushed from the drawing boards, where it found Juna has its test subject. What it did for Juna was prevent muscles tissues from suffering atrophy and kept her nerves and motor-neurons active with small electrical bursts, and if she was still weak or hurting it could be worn and theoretically help her move around near normal.
"[It is]," she said at first with a small voice. She had to pause and close her eyes; there was no mistaking Juna's impressions all over the suit, and it was overwhelming for her in a motherly sense more than a Sith Maiden sense. Collecting herself, she asked, "[When did you come across this] Ac'buk'amu'cu'mar?" 

"[Sunsets ago, traveling southward looking for water]," said the Tusken. "[It was half buried when I found it, where one of those flying machines had arrogantly landed]."
Naressa took her finger and carefully drew out a mock up of the Millennium Falcon; just the shape of it, as if one was looking up at it from the ground. "[Did it look like this]?"

The Tusken turned his head a few times, and then moved closer. He looked at the others, and two of the four looked at it carefully. They mumbled and nodded, and the Tusken said, "[Yes. That is the shape of the monstrosity]."
"[Did you happen to see anyone around the ship]?"

"[No. I just saw it leave. I had plans to reach the mesa from the gorges, to do so under the cover of darkness. I noted the flying monstrosity after the second sunset from a distance. The moons were all in new phase, so I could not see who entered it before it sailed into the stars]."
Naressa couldn't hide her sighed of displeasure. Knowing who or how many would have answered a plethora of questions all at once. Descriptions even more. However, it was the best she could get. "[Thank you], Ac'buk'amu'cu'mar. [The water is yours]."
Without another word, not even a thank you, the Tusken Raiders ran past Naressa, ignoring her advice and began scooping up water into their hand crafted leather bags. She wasn't slighted by their lack of thanks; after all the exercise was rather fun as well as enlightening in terms of finding Juna. It was a tiny step towards that goal…

Kagzul…ameustual…herperit…e'sefis…e'rmergem.
The natural wind blew through, and in the gusts Naressa heard whispering words spoken in the Ancient Sith tongue; an ill wind, filled with the heat of anger.
Z'fumus…gis…Essa…Essa…
She extended her sense after she had heard Mos Essa being mentioned, and she finally noted the trouble underway in the town. Apparently Enothchild, Dizzy and Muriel had decided to go on their own and ask questions that were too provocative. Admittedly Naressa was a novice when it came to the fringe societies, but she knew full well the nature of beings with no societal morality and lived by an ever changing ethics code with both in flux due to paranoia and mistrust and survival; they wouldn't like a known Jedi Master, a former smuggler of fame among the law abiding, or Mir Thahada's daughter snooping around; let alone all three at once.
Naressa shook her head and went to teleport, channeling her energies to her desired location….

Mamul?
She stopped the process, and took a look around when she heard the very young child's voice that caught her off guard. Naressa realized that it wasn't someone she could see now, it was in the Winds. Or at least she thought it was…

Mamul?

There…was something very familiar to it. To the child's voice. It made Naressa forget everything for the moment. She began to wonder if it was the spirit of her Little One, of her lost unborn child, but that was not so after a few moments of self examination. Besides that, if her Little One was going to talk to her she would have done it with a visual before her. Yet this child's voice was no stranger…
Mamul?

…and the pleas tugged at Naressa. Why was it so familiar? [Child, where are you]? she asked mentally, transmitting the message in every Dark direction. She then could hear the child weeping. [Why do you cry? Is it because…you are separated from your mother? Where are you? Show me, I'll come to you]?
MAMUL!
Naressa winced and drew much of her energy back, and just then right before her she saw a transparent image of Dizzy Arnes fly right her, pass through her, and skidding across a just appearing hard wood table with drinks on top of it.

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

CHAPTER 4.1

It had all went well for about five minutes. It had to be a record. 
Nonetheless all hell had broken loose has Dizzy predicted. They had reached the bar, gambling, and brothel establishment known as the Sarlacc Pit, the epicenter of Mos Essa that both held information and a spotless reputation of being the worse dive anyone had the privilege to be in. Getting past the sight of the derogatory sign that identified the building, Enothchild lead the other two in and had gained only scant attention. It was a mixture of beings from abroad that outnumbered the locals, and there were more males than females, and the females wore clothing -- and not that much, and if there was a lot it look like it couldn't keep water from destroying it -- that matched their often winning hustling methods: thin, tight, and fast (as in removal). The hustle wasn't confined to the bedriders; just about every table had something going on underneath and there were many locations throughout the place that wasn't all that well lit, but they were heavily occupied. The noise was high and it drowned out anything that resembled a whisper in tone, or what could have amounted to a scream or two upstairs. The danger was here, in the open, and at first no one cared who had came in.
Five minutes and thirty seconds later, Dizzy recovered from being thrown over a table, grabbed the nearest being he could get his hands on, and knocked the nearly hairless, spiced-up Bothan out with a good right cross; the ass had actually decked Muriel just right about the time a Duro had tagged the Bothan prior to hitting Enothchild over the back with a wood chair. However the three weren't the targets; everyone was fighting the hell out of everyone! It was a good old fashion end of the work week free for all brawl!!!
It didn't take long for Dizzy to find Muriel; she was the only female not using anything sharp or made of glass or was being molested by those more inclined into making love and not war. She was snapping kicks off, first left, then right. She caught a fool in a front face lock and proceeded to mechanically rearrange the alien's face with her knee. She hipped tossed him, saw Dizzy, and went towards him, and a pile of grief ran right into here; a bunch of various alien just trading facial blows.

Dizzy utilized his short stature and slipped and gave the slip to a lot of the carnage between he and Muriel. He shoved a Rodian out of his way. He ducked under a prostitute's drunken broken glass bottle attack and moved her out of the way with a solid smack to her bare bottom. He finally grabbed one of the guys that were around Muriel, spun him around….and let him fall to the floor unconscious.

He grabbed the next guy, a Duro, and cocked his hand back….he was out cold too.

This made Dizzy frustrated and he rushed right at the Woolfor, and found him slacking into his arms unable to fight anymore. So, Dizzy kicked him in the head and went after another, and discovered another result….his wife was kicking more ass than he was!

"MURIEL!" he shouted over the noise. Suddenly she pushed the man in front of her towards Dizzy and the Sullustan reacted quickly with a solid knockout blow to the man's nose.

Winded a bit, she dusted off her hands and said, "Thanks Honey!"

"Would it hurt you to let me stomp some mud holes dry?" asked Dizzy. Ironically speaking too soon someone grabbed him from behind and more than three sets of punches were being thrown. Choking, he sputtered, "Okay…okay…help….help!"

Muriel charged right in there, freed him up, and went to work on the others.
Across the way several very large aliens and very foolish and very drunk entities were trying to make a name for themselves by taking on Enothchild, the biggest man in the fight. Although not with the Jedi Order any longer he still looked the part with his clothing, and that told every brawler that laid eyes on him that if things went south it would be because of him, and if they took him out the credit for doing so would be enormous. They couldn't wait to earn the recognition.
Alas to earn such recognition, one must earn it. And when one earned it, one truly worked hard, did their own way, and succeeded.

Enothchild was the glaring example of that ever since the Duro busted the chair over his back; why the fight started was unknown; perhaps the Duro was bored because he never got around to asking the Duro about Juna. It was just that he didn't even register a flicker of threat from anyone; he sensed danger, but then again everyone here was dangerous, armed, and worse drunk fools. What made all the more unnecessary was that he hadn't agitated anyone with his questions and although the few he talked to had secrets he felt they didn't know more than he did about the gunfight between Juna and the Serpentines. Knowing how these brawls went, he was going to have to wait around until folks regained consciousness and/or had sobered up, and those were not guarantees that it would happen. Yet so far no one had used a blaster.
With a huge, slow backhand, Enothchild used his Vhinphyckian strength and knocked a very stupid, charging Garn out of his way silly. A rather large Human, as quick as he could, stormed towards him with the top of a table over his head. Enothchild used the Force to take the man's legs out from under him, and when he fell on his back he got clobbered by the heavy table top. Two Gamorreans made things very interesting; the one Gamorrean charged straight at Enothchild, the other came from behind to knock his feet from under him. The Vhinphyc grabbed the Gamorrean coming high, touched the Force for balance, and with his strength back flipped over the Gamorrean coming low.
It was a beautiful, unbelievable move, but a very big mistake. Upon landing, the burden of his great weight and the weight of his Gamorrean passenger was too much for his left leg; the bone between the knee and the ankle been broken over six months ago, caused by the Sleeper Vhinphyc Helle's sword, stabbing it vertically and splitting the bone; Vhinphycs were exceptional good healers and nearly invulnerable, but when it came to bones they were very slow to heal and they weren't the same. The landing impact caused a weakening affect up and down his leg and his knees buckled. The pain hit, and the fear of falling completely to the floor due to the pain and the off balancing affects of the weakness in the leg made him let go of the Gamorrean. He quickly caught himself with his hands, but he wasn't quick enough to avoid another chair busted over his hard head. It didn't hurt, but the force behind it was almost enough hunch down.
The two Gamorreans, two Duros, and three Humans charged in and began to throw whatever they could at the down Vhinphyc. Fists they realized were useless, but weapons and numbers were; most of them had pieces of wood from tables and chairs to use as club, and one of them clocked his target with a heavy whiskey bottle.

The whole group of heavy beings went sailing backwards, and Enothchild let out a loud grunt, standing up with arms out to complete the throwing off. He grimaced when he tried to put weight on his leg…
The Force took over his hands and arms, and his long shafted, white bladed lightsaber came to life and blocked the first blaster bolt in the brawl. Enothchild regretted that decision because now everyone not on his side was directing their attention towards him. Strange, as he blocked another bolt and deflecting it right into one of the Gamorreans' feet, he realized that not one aggressive person not Dizzy or Muriel, whose difficult lessened with the ignition of his weapon, ran away. Not a single one; normally there were a few who knew better not to fight a Jedi, especially a Jedi with their weapon drawn. Yet…
He felt it. An unusual disturbance in the Force, and the bruise on his left cheek that never seemed to heal began to throb. Enothchild didn't have time to figure out why it was doing it as the beings began to advance towards him, a few with blasters drawn. He used a lot of the Force to push them away in bunches. Dizzy drew out his blaster, and Muriel drew out hers and was ready to come in to help him. But Enothchild didn't need their help if he wanted to defeat everyone here. The situation was overwhelmingly dangerous for the married couple, and a sea of beings separated them. There was too many of them in such a confined space, and his leg didn't feel like it could take another leap. He mentally crossed his fingers and raised his weapon at ready; it looked like he would have to kill some people in order to save himself and the others.

Suddenly, the disturbance Enothchild was feeling was replaced by a familiar presence. He noted the change when he exhaled and out came a frosty breath. The place's lightening seemed to waiver and dim, as if power was being lost. The aggressive air around them all cooled in temperature in terms of weather climate and attitudes; the three heroes watched the most aggressive appear lost, and the least aggressive shiver and shutter in fear and despair, a few of them cowering to the floor on the spot and having seizures. There were some that didn't quite get the hint of what was going on and raised their weapons at Enothchild….
One by one, those creatures fell to the ground, eyes wide open, and dead. No more breath. No movement. No second chances. Enothchild could sense their lives extinguishing as soon as their names were spoken through the Dark Side of the Force, a muttering whisper in sing-song voice.
The crowds nearest to the door suddenly parted and put plenty of space between them, standing transfixed on the white skinned women in black and eyes burning brightly. It got so quiet they could hear her slow angered breathing. For whatever reason those affected by the presence of the Sith Maiden dared not speak until she had spoken to them. While all this happened, Enothchild, Dizzy, and Muriel were normal and unaffected by this draining of anger and aggression. Naressa was a black hole when it came to those emotions, and thus in her wake was nothing more than quiet stars.

Yellow eyes lowering to a dim glow, Naressa looked around with only those predatory eyes at first, smiled, and said cheerfully as if talking to upper class party guests, "Good evening! Forgive my intrusion, I did not mean to ruin such a lovely social gathering. But since I have your attention I was hoping one of you can help me. Don't worry, this will take up very little of your precious time."

Naressa moved towards the middle of the place slowly and with carelessness, but she showed no fear of reprisal. She said, "Almost two weeks ago, someone calling herself Nobody Important killed four out of five Serpentines in this very brothel." She walked around in a circle, somehow unhampered by the bodies lying about, a mixture of knocked out and dead; she never had a misstep never screwed up her stride. She gave the Enothchild and Arnes a once over, made sure they were all right, before continuing. "I've heard the story about the gunfight from many worlds, from many beings. I don't need to hear it again. What I want to know is intangibles. Was anyone with her? Did anyone see where she went? Has anyone heard anything else about her? That sort of subject matter. So, any takers?"

Naressa stopped walking and put her hands behind her, which exposed the rest of her black dressings and the lack of any weapons. No one tried her, and no one volunteered. She said with some sarcastic dissatisfaction, "Please….don't rush right up and tell me. One at a time."

And on that note, Dizzy just about busted a gut in laughter when someone in the crowd actually had the audacity to raise his hand. The person unseen said, "W-What's in it for us?"
Naressa looked in the person's direction, staring hard, and said convincingly, "You live."

Enothchild made a very sour looking face at her, not liking exactly how Naressa was conducting this. She slowly looked at him when he had finished the thought, and she was giving him a knowing look that told him to trust her. He found himself just a bit reluctant to do so when he looked down at the ground again and stared at the dead man closes to him. A few other problems had also crossed his mind.
Even with Naressa's threat no one actually stepped forward, which told Dizzy how much these folks did value their lives; they were weighing it between the known and the unknown, of whether or not Naressa had killed people without effort, or if they spoke if Yabbula the Hutt was going to come down on them. But he didn't think Naressa was going to kill anyone.

Muriel, on the other hand, was more convinced that she was than Enothchild and looked a little taken aback between pants of breath. She looked ready to say something to Naressa, to get her attention by saying her name. That was foolish, though. To give any of these beings the name of someone as rich as Naressa to sell could complicate matters. Even not, Naressa had just added a wrinkle to their long term problems.

"Okay, I guess I will pick the winner," said Naressa after a sigh. It didn't take long, she spun around, pointed towards the darkened back of the bar, and said to whoever was unseen, "You. In the red. The one wearing so little you're about to catch a cold. Come here."

The others looked in that direction and noted the large gathering of bedriders -- prostitutes -- lurking in the shadows in fear. There was a slight noise that sounded like a negative response. 
Naressa's eyes glowed brighter. She spoke both evil and motherly in her tones. "I said come here, child. Now." Amongst the group lobbying to get out of the way and not be there as Naressa walked towards them emerged a very petite Human female, wearing red, wearing more makeup than clothing. She was shaking, but it was doubtful that it was over a sudden drop in temperatures of the night. "What is your name?"
"Delilah," said the girl, nervously looking Naressa up and down.

"Okay, Delilah," said Naressa with reserved calm before she put a firm arm over the smaller girl's bare shoulders. Her hand squeezed her shoulder very lightly. "What's your real name?"

The girl looked down shamefully and muttered, "Jomi. Jomi Windwaker."

A low noise from the group of bedriders made the girl flinch, made her look at them briefly. At first Naressa paid no heed. "And how old are you?" 

Nomi's mouth opened, but she stopped when she noted Naressa's gaze. It was the kind of gaze a mother would give a disobedient child. The kind of gaze that warned against lying of any kind, no matter how minute. A mother gave that gaze because she wanted answers, not excuses or creative storytelling. 
"F-Fifteen, Ma'am."

"Fifteen," seethed Naressa, and she looked right straight at the source of the previous noise before. It was an older Human female, clearly the head of the females. The madam took a few steps back in the dark, but a yellow light fell on her, from Naressa's eyes. She turned to Enothchild and said coldly, "Fifteen."

Enothchild didn't like it either. Neither did Dizzy or Muriel. The silent, ever watching, not moving crowd on the other hand had their own opinions; they didn't do or say a damn thing, bedazzled with fear. What it at first appeared to them all was Naressa stating her case to kill the madam. She wanted approval, and she wanted no one to stop her, talk her out of it. However the disgust he felt, Enothchild couldn't rationalize it; it was in his Jedi nature that ever being get a chance; he applied that same standard to Naressa after all. He went to say something…
"Fifteen," said Naressa quietly with a shake of her head. She ignored Enothchild, and she finally ignored the madam. "How long have you been doing this?"

"A-A month," the girl Jomi said in shame. 

"A month." Naressa shook her head again in disapproval. It had appeared that Jomi wanted to react in some fashion, retort. But the fight in her would come and go whenever she looked up into the Sith Maiden's soft eyes. Naressa figured Jomi gave up a lot; it was why she was here, why she was used, and allowed to be used. "So you saw what happened a few weeks ago."

Dizzy gave a quick look around with his heavy blaster raised, cautious even though he was certain Naressa had complete control of the situation. Muriel did the same with her Guardian Exo-blaster, a non-standard issue weapon that didn't fit on Saberhide body armor like her Series 20. Enothchild, on the other hand, put his lightsaber away.

Jomi nodded and said, "She was fast."
"I know," Naressa said, wanting to skip the fighting part. "Was she with someone?"

"I think…I think she was with some Pasulnamu named Belt," said Jomi. She then raised her hands and made a halting gesture. "No, she left but he, Belt I mean, went after her. That's what makes me think he was with her. I mean the Serpentines beat him up bad before she showed up. No one's seen Belt since that night, so I think…he might have gone with her because he lost his ship."

With a small smile and a nod of approval, Naressa began to pull Jomi with her as she walked towards the door. "Thank you. You were very helpful."

"But I told you everything," Jomi said, afraid something bad was going to happen.

"Hey, you can't take her!" shouted the madam. 

Enothchild, Dizzy, and Muriel had just reached the small stairway to the door when the ugly woman had barked her order. Just as everything was starting to get back to normal, the shout brought Naressa to a dead stop and everyone fell silent again. The madam suddenly felt isolated again; she wasn't going to get any help.

Naressa closed her eyes tightly and her upper lip curled in agitation. Her seeping anger slowly began to shake the surrounding area. A low tremor that went up and down in intensity. It ebbed; the anger and shaking that startled everyone who thought they were on a tectonically safe plateau. 
Muriel whispered, "Naressa…"

The "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" was a very long, drawn out, quiet one; an indication that she wanted the red head to stay out of it! She whispered, "I just have to know." Naressa turned around with young Jomi in tow and demanded, not asked, "Why not."

"She's-she's contracted. She owes us money for her life and upkeep." The madam shrank down a bit. "Her life is owed to Yabbula the Hutt."

Naressa looked around and then gave them all a smirk. Boldly, she said, "Not anymore. She owes me now." Jomi made a small noise of concern, but the older woman paid no attention. She let the smirk vanish and it was replaced with a cold, hard fact she wanted to make perfectly clear. "You all owe me for sparing your miserable lives!" Her eyes glowed brightly, yet the room grew very dark and the brothel shook again. "I will accept payment in the form of silence! Never speak of me to anyone! Anyone! And if you do…I will know!"
The light in the place began to return as the glow in Naressa's eyes dimmed back down. Plainly with a very calm face that was too eerie for anyone in the place, she said, "Again, sorry for the interruption. Please, continue."
With a shaken Jomi in tow, Naressa led the others out of the Sarlacc Pit, and no more than a few seconds later there were people scrambling out there and heading off in every direction; some ran straight out, saw their antagonist straight ahead, stopped and fell over one another, and ran in other directions. It wasn't before long that the Sith Maiden Matriarch led her new charge to a gathering of unmanned landspeeders.

"Ma'am, ol' Canerta was right," said the girl apprehensively. "Lord Jabba may run things on this planet, but everyone here is under Lord Yabbula's control. I'm not a slave, but I needed the credits after the tax raids killed my parents. I don't have anyone or anything else."

Naressa let her go and removed her shoulder cloak. She put it on Jomi and said, "Never referred to the Hutts as your masters again." Out of nowhere she produced an ignition key and pointed to the sleek, blue landspeeder in front of them. "This is yours. The man that owned it is dead." She then pulled out a finite debit chit, touched a few keys, waited for a loud beep, and gave both key and chit to her, putting them in the girl's hands and squeezing them closed over them. Naressa made Jomi look into her eyes. "You owe me. To payoff the debt, this is what I want you to do. Take the speeder, get yourself to Anchorhead, sell the speeder, and use whatever you get out of it to hire a ship and go to Naboo.
"There, you arrive in Theed, the capitol. With this chit, you have just enough money for a cab ride and a generous tip. You give the fare and tip after you are taken to the home of one Dalerastok Pang-Ottor. Show Mister Pang-Ottor the chit and you'll be taken care of." Naressa's eyes grew motherly hard again. "Don't follow those instructions by the letter you will die. Understand."
Jomi nodded in agreement and opened her hands and stared down at all she was given in bewildered. She looked up and said, "Why?"

"It is the Third Reality of Freedom, dear Jomi: because I can." Naressa pulled the hood up on the cloak and urged her to leave. She said lastly, "Don't stop for anything until daylight. With this speeder you'll make Anchorhead inside of a day. Go. Go on."
Jomi silently jumped into the speeder, slid across the seat, and in moments she had driven off, heading north by northwest to swing around the Junland Wastelands. 

Naressa turned towards Enothchild, Dizzy, and Muriel and said, "So what's for dinner?"

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

CHAPTER 4.2

"We already ate," said Muriel flatly.

Naressa looked at the red head and only sighed. "Oh well." She looked back at the Sarlacc Pit and considered one more time to bring the whole smecking thing down on everyone inside of the place. No one in the building had any redeeming value to them. They would have never been missed. Then again she wasn't her mother, and Enothchild was giving her a disapproving look on how she handled things even now; she sensed a lecture coming. A good long walk back to the ship would dull that pain. "I can safely assume the Sarlacc Pit's kitchen is closed now."

It wasn't long before Naressa was flanked by Enothchild on her right, Muriel and finally Dizzy on her left. The Sullustan said, "Thanks for the save, Naressa. We were in trouble back there."

"Well you're welcome, Arness," said Naressa in equal gratification. She totally avoided the look Muriel gave her husband and then her and asked Enothchild, "How's your leg?"
Enothchild was clearly limping; not bad, but he didn't have to shorten his long stride like he normally did when he walked with them. "I think you know how it is. Was that necessary back there?"
Naressa just shrugged her shoulders and said, "Which part?"

"How 'bout all of it," said Muriel, cutting Enothchild off from giving them all a very detailed diatribe. "Starting with why the hell you just walked off into the desert?"

Without slowing down, or really fiddling around, Naressa produced the Juna's rehab suit and kindly gave it to Muriel; it was all the more impressive to everyone because Naressa seemingly pulled the lengthy, metallic garment out of thin air. She smiled privately; she loved it when she did such simple magic tricks, and they truly were just that; a little Force thrown in and some Ancient Sith knowledge, but it was still plain old magic. She had done it to many a lot of times, especially to her foes; Darth Sidious at least twice. It was worth it to get the looks.
Muriel stuttered stepped when she recognized it. "Juna's rehab suit." That got Dizzy's attention, causing him to practically run up and around to look at it in his wife's hands.

"A young Tusken Raider had come across it shortly after he had seen the Millennium Falcon leave," said Naressa in confident victory. 
"The Tuskens!" whooped Dizzy in disbelief. "How the smeck did you swing that?"

"Probably threaten to pull the ears off their banthas," muttered Muriel.

"I only made a trade for the suit and information," said Naressa plainly. She continued on. "The Tusken took ownership the very night Juna had earned her Nobody Important reputation. He didn't see who boarded the ship; too far away." She looked towards Dizzy and asked, "Who's Belt, Arness? Do you know who he is?"
Dizzy thought for a second, shrugged his shoulders, and stuttered out at first, "Could be Belt Besirmesserresuron. If it is last I heard he was trying to get in with Rooney Tufuses' smuggling group, but that was like months ago." He then shook his head. "Belt's too new to the game so I haven't heard too much about him. Some folks say he's unlucky. Don't know about his ship."
"I wonder why we didn't hear about this guy with Juna before," wondered Muriel, handing the rehab suit to Dizzy. 

"The story changes with every telling," threw in Enothchild. "However the lead characters in the story are the sole focus. You never hear a layperson's story told with details about the male behind the male that was standing behind Sword Serpentine."

"And how," said Dizzy in agreement. "The bullshit gets thicker with time and distance. It's why we're here in the first place; to find out what's true. And hey: Juna's all right! At least we know that!"
Naressa caught herself; she almost said that it didn't because of Darth Rune. It appeared for now that Darth Sidious was a non-factor, but that still didn't mean her mother wasn't in control. Granted, the impressions off the rehab suit were genuinely and solely Juna's and suggested that it was Juna who was alive in her organic shell. On the other hand what Rune was trying to do -- resurrection via replacing someone else's soul -- had never been done before. In the E'oqerst comada it said it was possible but it gave no details or showed any evidence that it had been done, thus making it merely a tantalizing theory; whether or not it was frowned upon by the E'oqerst and the Ancient Sith remained to be seen. Plus there were other matters to consider, such as the voice through the Winds of the Force she heard. It wasn't Juna…
"I wouldn't say that, Dizzy," said Enothchild, somewhat echoing Naressa's feelings somewhat. His way of looking at it was different, partly because like the others he didn't know all the details. "Her luck can run out at any time. And I don't like her running with any criminal element."

"I'll say," said Muriel. "If this Belt guy is bad luck, or is down on his luck, it would only take him realizing who Juna really is."

That was a truth that no one could ignore from the very beginning. At one time Dizzy had suggested putting out monetary feelers to find Juna; offer rich rewards for her safe return. The idea was completely shot down and the fear was legitimate. Juna Rapier, of the Rapier Clan and part majority owner of Rapier Technologies, was worth billions in net worth. Every foolish and desperate entity would fight each other just to collect any reward that Naressa could offer, or in the worse case scenario collect any ransom any criminal with ambitions could name. It would be foolish because of who they would be dealing with, unless they went to the Nubian government first to tell them that they had their former queen. For all involved this was a private matter not to involve anyone else; such a high profile hostage would mean the Jedi Order would have to intervene, and Naressa wasn't ready to reveal herself to them as a Sith Maiden even if they had all ready made up their minds in that regard. 
Dizzy smirked and said, "I don't think Juna would be dumb enough to make herself a lottery ticket."

"But somebody else could," Enothchild stressed. "No offense; but the common smuggler or pirate doesn't know the players of legally legitimate power in the galaxy." Dizzy nodded in agreement to show he wasn't offended. "The smart ones, the ones ahead of the game the longest, do. I would hate to find her in the hands of Yabbula in any situation."
Naressa made a small noise to that; only because her mind had shifted in a much higher gear with all the thoughts running in her head being fueled by the emotions around her. Muriel's voice broke through. "You don't agree?"

The Sith Maiden gave Muriel a look of short bewilderment and responded. "Oh no. I wouldn't want anyone's hands on her. I just don't see her getting into that or any situation." 
She felt something on her shoulder, saw nothing, and waved it off. "The question is where do we find her? Where do we go from here?" 
She felt it again; waived it off again; it was like someone was tapping her right shoulder, like in a school yard prank. "Perhaps this Belt Besirmesserresuron fellow is still running with this Rooney Tufuse. If so he may have lead her" It happened in very rapid succession "there. It's a start, especially since the Tusken only remembered the Falcon leaving that night. Perhaps he needed a ride. And Oh stangnabbit, what the smeck is going ON!!!" She stopped dead in her tracks, enraged, and actually determined the source of her nagging, which promptly stopped when she turned around. 
It was coming from the sky.

That is through the Dark Side of the Force. To Naressa the multitude of endless stars above all vanished, and then one by one a star reappeared. Each star was bright, but each had its own magnitude of brilliance, each new star dimmer than the next star that appeared, suggesting distance; her instincts said as much. The last star was barely visible, and breath blew coldly in her ear, "From a distance all is small and conquerable…and it is the truth…"
"Naressa?"

Naressa turned back around and realized that she wasn't alone once again. Enothchild's question and both Arnes' looks of worry made her wonder how long she had been stuck in the omen she just bared witness to. These omens were not someone's overly vivid imagination, these were real 'doom' insights given by the Force, often as metaphoric hints; unlike the Winds of the Force that told her the straight up good news/bad news. It was rare for a Jedi to ever see one, but for Naressa she had seen many of them in her nearly fifty years of life, and they were always awful; made all the worse because of their puzzle nature, more often than not she wasn't smart enough to figure it out until it was too late. Just like on Naboo, when one of the moons physically shifted in the sky to a new orbital position the night Juna -- or Rune -- had left.
That omen wasn't about her Gessa's leaving. It was one of the many signs of change happening throughout the galaxy, seemingly triggered by the destruction of Sanctuary, a small planet so far, far away from everything. To interstellar travelers it was just the annoyance of being off course during sublight trips and hyperspace jumps. To Naressa, it was a strong sign that the Age of Darkness was now fully in affect. She could feel pulsating and growing ever so slowly; a Dark Side haze that was putting a veil over those susceptible to its will. 

The haze would become a fog. 

The fog would become a cloud.

The cloud would become a venomous storm, a storm that would poison nearly everyone with Darkness. This, the undeniable proof that the Force indeed penetrated everything and everyone, and binds it all together. This was their fate. It was upon them all.
When she tried to speak, Naressa couldn't find the words at first. She didn't quite know what to say to them. It was what she felt, of the Darkness that was consuming the galaxy. It was also what she felt when the voice spoke; at the distant star that was now blinded out by the returning starry night…where the voice had come from….Juna was there. She felt Juna! It was faint, but it was stronger than it had been recently.
"Naressa, what is it," asked Enothchild.

Muriel followed up with, "Yeah, and what did you mean by 'all is small and conquerable'?"

Naressa blinked in surprise; apparently she had repeated what she had heard during that short time that had passed. "I said that?"
"Yeah," said Dizzy, a bit apprehensive of her for the first time in a long time. "You did it in that, you know, seriously overdramatic creepy voice of yours."
Naressa took a second to gather the thoughts she needed to explain herself, and yet at the same time did everything she could to hold onto the Juna feeling. It truly had been months since she felt anything from her daughter; she would have even taken Juna feeling angry at her at that moment. "Something in the Force was nagging me. Pestering me, and when I confronted it…the Dark Side showed me where Juna is. Or was."
"An omen," said Enothchild, of who out of the three understood what she saying at the moment. He had seen his own omen months ago, telling him that Juna and Naressa were in serious trouble as the two women were well on their way to Uiennar. Where he thought she had died. Where their unborn child began to die.

Naressa nodded, and he continued, "But you're not sure if she is there or was there."

"It's so far away," she half said, half muttered to herself. "I need time to think about it."

"And what about that nonsense you said," asked Muriel again.

"A voice in the Wind," said Naressa. She didn't explain exactly what that meant to them, because for someone to truly understand the Winds of the Force they had to be a Sith Maiden and not just any being with Force sensitivity. "It was coming from the star. I didn't realize I was repeating exactly what it had said."
Naressa frowned and began walking again. First the voice crying out for help, now omens putting words in her mouth. She was now on everyone else's level of thinking: totally loss and clueless, and she wanted to leave immediately. "I want to get off this rock. This place dirties me." She knew that didn't come out quite right and set well with the others, but at the present she didn't give a damn.
All she really, truly wanted was her Gessa. Now.
