CHAPTER 48.0
Naressa awakened from her trance in the seat of the Aeol Methda not because it was time to emerge from hyperspace. She did because she wanted to cry, because her heart was torn to pieces. Rather, it was not her heart that shed tears, not her anger that followed, and the denials of all that was true and good. The emotions had come from far away, from Alderaan, from Muriel Thahada Arnes.
She knew it was going to happen. Naressa had warned her, had told her to give up on finding Juna in order to facilitate an adoption earlier. She had offered the young woman and good friend her services to make sure there was happiness in her life. Because of stubbornness and ego, the unwillingness to accept the advice of someone who had a direct read on the Dark course the galaxy was taking as a society, because she had to not trust her because she wanted more answers than she was entitled to from Naressa, Muriel had hurt herself and had hurt Dizzy in the collateral explosion.

She hated thinking it, or saying it, but Naressa wiped a tear from her eye as she said, “Stupid, stupid girl.” It was more of the Sith part of her being saying it. In her Dark Side eyes, Muriel had an easy way out of pain and only an idiot would pass up such an offer. Muriel had to prove herself tough with life, and she had failed miserably.

As the computer warned her of her impending arrival to the Nubian System, Naressa sniffled and chastised herself by repeating the Sithian critic she had for Muriel. “Stupid, stupid girl.” It was completely unfair of her, or of anyone, to think that Muriel was weak or an idiot for not accepting the easy way to achieve what they wanted and needed out of life. Perhaps that was the Naressa Jaina Solo Rapier way of dealing with life, but it wasn’t for everyone; that was before considering the obvious intangibles like the Dark Side and the inheritance of power. A way of life she didn’t recommend for anyone, especially with what laid ahead for her on Naboo.
Emerging the ship out of hyperspace, Naressa piloted the Aeol Methda for Theed, using the full advantage of the being an unregistered ship to arrive unannounced at the space port to buy her the time she needed to consult with Dalerastok Pang-Ottor. Receiving clearance for orbiting and landing after using the ship’s new name and perfectly falsified ownership credentials, she orbited the planet once; upon her first pass over the northern continent, far from Rapier Manor, she sensed two familiar presences in the Force. Ros Ofcheck and Casper Knightshade had taken her offer, relayed by Greta, to stay at her home and wait for her. On one hand their presence was quite a surprise, but on the other hand it just made sense when she considered how uniquely different people often crossed paths in their life times. Enothchild would say it wasn’t a coincidence; Naressa would have disagreed, even with knowing the Dark Hope prophecy, if she had not achieved Dark Purity.
Knowing that Ros and Casper were here, Naressa had a few less ideas why she was summoned by King Veruna to return. Since the notice, since hearing Rune laughing over it, her mind had formulated a thousand possibilities; some associated, nearly identical save for one or a few details; the rest unrelated, wild, but not out of the realm of possibility regardless how irrational they were. She was certain about many things and just needed confirmation: Veruna would not have used his power to summon her unless it was personal; a deeply personal reason; a ‘related’ personal reason: Pirus Krendel.

It was still dark out, but she was certain the lawyers were up and preparing for any surprises. Naressa dialed in their comm frequency and made the call. “Dalerastok, I’m here.”
The middle aged man smiled just a little and looked tired, but the professionalism kicked in and got him focused on what needed to be done. “Thank goodness, Naressa. We have learned the reason for the Royal Summons: Pirus Krendel was murdered at a Trade Federation safe house on the planet Hapes.” 
Naressa felt certain things falling into place, loose ends tightening, and the freshly tied loose ends formed a noose around her throat. Suddenly, Darth Rune’s innocent meanderings involving Rapier Technologies’ accounts feeding credits through a mutual trust fund which known Sith Conspirators were allowed to access didn’t look so innocent anymore. It would immediately explain why Jedi Knights were here, yet if they did suspect her of a larger conspiracy there were would be more than just two Jedi Knights ready to challenge her. That meant at least for now the connection between herself and the Vesgevis was a non-issue. As for the Krendel side of the matter…
“I know, it’s ridiculous,” said Dalerastok after he measured her small expression of surprise. “The King is consistently ranting all over the interior of the palace that you did it. He asked and gotten two Jedi Knights to go to Hapes to investigate the crime. They’re here, on the planet, asking all sorts of questions about you.”
“I know,” said Naressa calmly. She couldn’t panic, not now. She was well aware that Ros Ofcheck was on the fence in terms of trusting her thanks to Enothchild. Panic, a loss of control, would kill such a truce or at least make Ros suspicious of her. “I’m letting them stay at Rapier Manor.”

Dalerastok about threw up. “You what!”

“I don’t see the problem,” she said with a minute shrug; honestly, she thought it was quite amusing; she knew he would have a conniption of some kind over the idea. “Only a guilty person wouldn’t allow access to their humble home to honorable investigators.”
“You’re logic…well, maybe sound, Naressa, but-.”

She frowned a little. “Are you suggesting that the Jedi would set me up, Dale? Plant evidence in my home? Frame me for a crime I didn’t commit?” It was absurd to think that, but there was a little paranoid part of her that answered all those questions with a imaginative hurried repetitive nod.
Finally the lawyer saw her point. “No. It’s just so highly irregular.”
“They have a criminal investigation they must deal with; I assume it’s a complicated mess.” Naressa happened to recall her thought process on her approach towards Naboo. “Just making things easier for them, so long as it’s only them in the home.”
“It’s just them,” assured Dale, but she all ready knew the answer to that. “His Royal Highness is having babies about their lack of question answering, though. He originally sent them to Rapier Manor to check on your daughter.”

“Speaking of the Boy,” began Naressa to alter the subject matter. “Do I have to present myself to him and curtsy in his man-less presence?”
“The reasons for your return are stated: to be questioned by the Jedi Knights in regards to Krendel’s death. At best all we have to do is let His Majesty know you are home and will be talking to the Jedi. That, of course, is still hours away officially thanks to your early arrival. It’ll give us plenty of time to map strategy, write the questions for them-.”

“That won’t be necessary, Dale,” instructed Naressa, cutting him off. “If I am not needed at the Palace of Theed, then I am going home. Notify the king’s men to confirm my arrival.”
“We’ll be waiting for you to pick us up then, Naressa,” said Dale.

“That won’t be necessary. I will take care of these Jedi myself.”

The man’s eyes widened and he was quick to say, “I strongly advise you against doing that. You should have witnesses, even if we do agree that the Jedi are sincere.”

Naressa gave him her smirk and said, “I promise you, Dale, there will be plenty of witnesses during my interrogation. Promise me you will maintain your ears open on the grapevine, won’t you? Good man.”

Concluding the transmission, Naressa was far from done with the comm systems of her trusty ship. She contacted Rapier Technologies’ Theed office and after taking care of a few business ownership chores she had herself and her personal belongs picked up at the space port. It was wise to keep the Aeol Methda in the port, where it was allowed to stay for as long as she liked it to. She didn’t think nothing more was going to occur in her little discussion with the Jedi Knights, but it would have been foolish to not have the advantage of this ship as a means of a way of escape in the future. She made a note to have technicians from Rapier Technologies go over the ship quietly, maintain it until she needed it, and make some choice upgrades and modifications. It was not long that two large, black, enclosed landspeeders appeared and whisked her northward to Rapier Manor.
A few hours of travel and thought later, Naressa was greeted at the front door by Greta, and along with the elderly woman were an entourage of helpers who quickly gathered her things and rushed them inside. She gave the old woman a hug and said, “Missed you.”

“As did I,” said Greta gently, though shivering from the touch. They walked together with a few of the stragglers bringing up the rear. Once the doors were closed, Greta began to talk. “They’ve been here for the past four days, going on five. Very considerate men, they don’t ask for much. Just like Master Enothchild. Did you know Master Ros was Master Enothchild’s one time Padawan?”

“Yes, but I don’t think Mister Ofcheck is a Jedi Master quite yet,” remarked Naressa. She grabbed hold of Greta’s hand and held it as they walked. The old woman always seemed to enjoy that despite the chill Naressa natural projected, but it had another purpose. With skin contact Naressa could read Greta’s mind without using any significant amounts of power to obtain what had been going on. Plus, she didn’t want to make it a habit of poking through the loyal servant’s head. “They ask you questions?”

“Yes, and I told the truth.”

“Excellent. I didn’t want anything less than that. But alas, they are not here?”

Greta nodded. “They have been busy. They’ve asked us a lot of questions about you. When they were finished with us they went out to talk to others.” She was suddenly a bit apprehensive, but she came out and said what she was regretting. “They needed transportation, so I allowed them to take one of the speeders sans drivers. I hope you don’t mind, Lady Naressa.”

“Not at all,” assured Naressa with a smile. “You know I trust your decisions, Greta. There’s no need to worry.” They turned the corner that lead to Naressa’s part of the house. “How is your legs, by the way?”
“They’re fine, really,” insisted Greta. Naressa knew better, but she wasn’t going to push. Soon, though, she was going to need cartilage replacement in both knees. “How is Lady Juna?”

“Better now.” It was Naressa’s turn to lie, but she felt Juna was all ready considering that Enothchild was with her. That front in her life was secured; it was time to shift focus back to the new front that had opened up. “Tell me, do you know who the Jedi have been talking to?”

Greta thought for a moment, hesitating at times. “Lots of people. Lady Landana yesterday. Governor Bibble. Miss Welchrest.” She thought a little bit more. “A few of the people that survived that horrible attack on the Royal Cruiser last year….where we thought we lost you.” Greta squeezed her hand in reference to that. She knew how devastated Greta was to believe she had died, but it was her return that made Greta pray for her and her soul every night. “I think they went to see Misses Ferngully today. They left first thing this morning.”
When they reached the north door to Naressa’s room, the Sith Maiden said, “They’ll return in two hours, I’m sure of it. Please, Greta, have the Southern Conference Observatory freshened up; the Jedi and I will have our conversation there. Oversee it personally.”
Greta nodded, but added, “I’m glad you’re home, Lady Naressa.” She took her leave, followed by four other maids behind her swiftly. That left everyone else with her things, awaiting Naressa to open the doors.
Placing a hand at eye level where the doors met, Naressa’s hand was scanned with unique imbedded sensors that deactivated the common alarms. Only she and Greta currently had access permission to the room, and when it was Greta without Naressa around only Greta was allowed into the room.

Finished, Naressa let out an exasperated sigh and said, “Well, I must certainly check the systems. That took far too long for clearance.” She opened the doors with her mind and she and her entourage strolled in. Some brought in laundered clothes that weren’t put away prior to her leaving. Removing her cloak, she strolled over to her closet. Before entering it she casually asked, “Please open the windows. It’s a bit stuffy in here.”
The closet wasn’t the typical closet; it was its own room, filled with scores of clothes, shoes, accessories, and other things and unmentionables. A newer maid, a young girl Greta must have recently hired, nearly bumped into Naressa she was so awestruck by the site of everything. She peeped and curtsied, “Forgive me, Madam.”
“For being struck with awe? Who isn’t? When I don’t come in here for a long time even I am awestruck.” Naressa lifted the young girl’s head up from it’s shameful perch and said, “Do you know of my Rapier Clan attire?” She nodded with enthusiasm; the staff are generally put through a course of education of all things Rapier, from symbolism to clothing to the location of rooms. “Please fetch the one entitled ‘Blood and the End of Summer’, and the accessories that go with it.”

The young girl dutiful left Naressa’s sight, Naressa proceeded alone down towards her unmentionables. In the section, she opened a sealed bag and let her hand caress a long, dark red man’s robe with a golden embroidered letter B in the pocket. She smiled, enjoying the feel of the robe, the familiar impressions from it, and the masculine scent she forever locked in its weaving. 
“Hello Lover,” she purred at the robe, one which her Bendian used to wear. It had been too long for her to not have touched or relive the sensations of her late Husband; so many good memories from the robe, so many shared and sometimes decadent.
The upward tugging of her lips unabated by the realities of what was coming to her home, Naressa slipped further down the rack, past her highly erotic ‘best kept secrets’, and to her Sithian wears. She found a hanger for her fedarok leather-hide cloak, and then she retreated back to one of the sealed leather ‘secrets’ bags. She opened it, was greeted with a naughty perfume that tickled her fancy, and then put her belt and lightsaber in it. She zipped up the bag and noted, “I won’t be needing you my little friend. This will be a friendly chat.”
Naressa noted the new girl’s return and decided to meet her part way. Near the end of such walking, though, something occurred to her. She tracked her yellow eyes back to the end of the rack, towards her unmentionables, and frowned. Something wasn’t quite right.
“Misses Rapier, I found it, I think,” said the young girl. She had her arms stuffed with the dress. “Is this it?”

“Oh dear, don’t hold it like that you’ll wrinkle it.” Naressa took the dress away from her, perhaps a bit too snappishly because the girl yelped. It wasn’t the girl’s fault that she was starting to become flustered. She calmed and said to her, “I’m sorry. I’m a bit tense right now. Could you draw me a hot bath, please?”

“Of course, Madam.” The girl gave her a little curtsy that sort of made Naressa cringe a little; she needed more work on it. She gave the end of the rack one more look, and then resigned herself to the immediate future; to handle the Jedi Knight Ros Ofcheck and the Padawan Casper Knightshade without having to lose all that she had gained.

In time she was alone in her room. Naressa took the opportunity and time to bring her personal computer up from it’s hiding place in the floor. The system became heavily active as soon as it sensed her presence; a special security protocol and array designed and independent from all other systems that could detect her by a whole host of methods, cross correlated them to make it impossible for anyone to duplicate. If they tried, the one megaton fusion device would have showed evidence of their attempt.
Through the terminal, Naressa drew up the MITES program, and brought up all the instances that the MITES had contact with Force sensitive beings in the past five days. It brought up Casper and Ros, their profiles, and their spoken words. She watched, listened, and read everything.

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

CHAPTER 48.1

Past the noon time hour, Ros and Casper returned to Rapier Manor from their latest expedition in the lent TX-3200 Dellalt twin pod landspeeder, only this time they drove it to the parking facility in the underground hanger; the last time the regular driver was insistent on taking it off their hands. From there, they were met by a maid who informed them that Naressa had returned and was waiting for them in the southern conference observatory. Saying their thank you and knowing where the room in question was after spending a great deal of time exploring, and investigating, the super large mansion, they proceeded to go there and make their date with destiny.
One of them, however, lacked a certain degree of calm. The other, worse than that. “We didn’t sense her, Master! If she’s powerful as you say she is, we should have felt her upon her approach.”

Ros regarded Casper with amused eyes. “Unless she doesn’t want us to sense her. The dark side isn’t so easy to see.” He assured him. “Relax. Perhaps you better let me do most of the question asking.” Because if he didn’t, Ros was certain that every other word out of Casper’s mouth would have been a Sith accusation. And because if he didn’t he would have went batty with his own slight nervousness.

Over the past few days Ros had been a bit apprehensive about staying at the mansion after his ghostly encounter with Pern. To quell the growing fear he did his job, and went so far as to go back to the report Enothchild submitted to the Jedi Order over a decade ago; about the brawl with Magus Prophet, the death of Bendian Rapier, and the subsequent destruction of Rapier Manor during it. Ros had long accepted the idea that Pern’s death, a dark side death from Jedi lore in which destruction followed in the form of self destruction -- the energies contained within unleashed like a fusion reactor core breech -- was what caused much of Rapier Manor’s initial damage; the rest was collateral, following along the superstructure. 
After what he witnessed and felt from Naressa at Sanctuary last year, cumulating with the total destruction of an entire planet, Ros was convinced that it was her that caused the destruction that ruined much of this proud home. Such a thing had to be considered given the facts of the latest case involving Pirus Krendel’s death. Any smart investigator would. What bothered him the most, even after Enothchild told Ros a great deal about the Rapiers after Sanctuary, was how casually easy it was for Enothchild to lie about ten years ago; not that he did it, but why he did it. If this kept up, Ros was going to sound like Casper before too long.
Casper, for his part, did his job too; the annoying side kick. Not sensing Naressa Rapier’s arrival put him past the edge he had been hanging onto for the past few days by his fingertips. Talking to those he and Ros thought knew the Sith Maiden only yielded the common thread that no one really knew her. A few times Casper overstepped his bounds and those who took the questions thought he was accusing them of lying, which when they did he backed off and apologized; they didn’t think he meant the apology, which made him feel worse and blame Naressa Rapier for it. There best interview, if it was one, was with Lady Terese Landana; the former queen had a great deal of wealth when it came to the Rapiers around Naressa, but when it came to her and Naressa directly it was, above all else, a good friendship devoid of political meanderings. Casper couldn’t accept that: Naressa Rapier had to manipulate Lady Landana, at least asked her to do something in her favor, such as a little political aide towards Rapier Technologies, or Lady Angelleia’s future. Alas, Casper got more intrigue out of Sio Bibble than anyone else; a mere five second wandering of thought, of how once the elderly man had a crush on a then unnamed, dark lady of the Royal Nubian Library.
In time the two reached which was perhaps the brightest, lightest, and most Republic-like modern location in the antique household. On the second floor after the grey marble steps, they entered the destined room that had been added on after the attack ten years ago; a smaller, not so imposing place that oversaw from it’s ten foot high windows the Garden of Mazes located in the rear of property; a large space filled with not just one large maze but nearly a dozen of them of various types and materials, including a tall tower that was a three dimensional maze that skied over the mansion.
Before Ros and Casper could get a better read on the room, an attractive woman stepped in front of them. Pure white skin. Black, long, thick hair fluffed out. Black lips, yellow eyes with a natural glow to them. She wore a dark red gown that exposed her breasts a bit and teased them with an exposed midriff obscured with corset-like laces that jutted across the thin waist. Upon her skirting was the gold -- not golden stitched, but actually gold metal -- crest emblem of the Rapier Clan; under it a golden short sword that ran the rest of the length of the skirt. Her presence of energetic and welcoming, with barely a touch of coolness that pricked at the Jedi’s skin.
With her trademark smirk and raised gloved hands, Naressa said warmly, “Sorry for the long wait, gentlemen. Welcome to my home.”
Perhaps it was the lack of Sithian attire that made Ros forget who she was initially, but after she spoke and looked at her friendly face he knew who she was. He said, “Thank you, and thank you for being such an understanding hostess.”
“I guess you could say that,” said Naressa with a little thought. She gestured for Ros and Casper to follow her towards the small, round, marble table with conference chairs around it that was near the windows past the statue of a tall, proud elderly man. Casper became aware of a growing, annoying vibration from one of his belt pouches; the pouch contained the Sithian language ball, and for the first time in weeks it was showing signs of life. It was annoying him now, so he chose to ignore it.

During the travel into the destined room, Naressa felt something rather darkly familiar close by. She ignored it -- she didn’t realize it was the Sith artifact in Casper’s possession calling out to her. “It’s not everyday that a murder suspect allows law enforcement to spend good quality time in their home without them or their lawyers present.”
Ros watched Naressa gracefully move around the table to take the lone chair nearest to the glass; there was three chairs in all, and they were equal distant apart in terms of degrees. Obviously, this was all planned out. He said, “You know why we are here.” It wasn’t a question; just an overstatement of fact.

“Please, sit,” encouraged Naressa. The Jedi accepted her offer; Casper far more hesitant than Ros was. The young man was wound tighter than a mnemonic spring. “I know why you are here, just as much as I remember who you two are. May I call you by your first names?”
Ros shrugged his shoulders; Casper didn’t say anything. However the Padawan Learner was a little preoccupied; the once dormant and non-functioning Sithian language ball was vibrating more profoundly now than at first. He did his best to ignore it, although it grew colder and colder and he could feel the chill through his clothing and the belt pouch.

Ros said, “If we can call you by your first name.”

“Oh I insist!” Naressa lit up to assure them there was nothing to fear. “It will make this more comfortable for all of us, I’m sure.” She held in a breath, then let her thought come out of her mouth. “I do, however, have one caveat.” 
Ros gestured towards her with a hand to continue. Naressa smiled at the both of them and began. “Let’s stop pretending you don’t know what I am, as if I’m the quite rancor hiding under your bed waiting for you to turn off the lights. I am endowed and use the powers of the Dark Side of the Force. I cannot and will not change just to placate the both of you.” She gave Casper extra special attention when she continued. “I promise, regardless of the questions or however you treat me, that I will not harm you with the Force. Or attempt to seduce you to the Dark Side.”
Casper quite couldn’t believe it and looked to his Master. Ros didn’t look to him, but he was no less surprised. Then again Ros did a double take on the word ‘seduce’; he detected a hint of signaling from her. He cleared his throat and said, “Ah, well, ah…thank you for your…your honesty.”
“You’re quite welcome.” Naressa sat back, cleared her smile but held a comfort, stoic face, clasping her gloved hands in front of her, letting them lay on the table. “You’re here, Ros, because of the late Pirus Krendel.” Ros nodded. “I won’t lie to you.” Casper leaned in, which almost made her smile again; the young man was too easy, and way too eager for a confession. She said, “I am actually happy that the man that conspired with Magus Prophet to kill me and take my Gessa is dead. I hope his death was gruesome, and I hope Tomas Krendel suffers through a closed casket funeral, just as I and my Gessa did for my Bendian.”
“So did you kill him?” asked Casper out of the blue. Ros rolled his eyes in exasperation, looked at his apprentice, and about threw a Force ping at him that was going to be so hard it would permanently make Casper cross-eyed. The intricate nature of questioning and interrogation, the way to go about it, always started with the person they were going to question. Those who had no alibi, those with a history in terms of brushes with the law: that kind of question was warranted early and often. Such a being like Naressa Rapier would be on the opposite of the first example; such questions ended questioning early, and not because Naressa would rudely end it.
Naressa flashed Casper a smirk and said, “My, my, my, we are a little too fast, Casper. Screw the foreplay, let’s just have sex.” 

Casper shrunk a bit from the response, blushing at the innuendo. He didn’t like it, and sat up taller in his chair and said, “It’s a perfectly legitimate question.”
She turned to Ros and mused, “You obviously digress.”

Now Ros didn’t like it, and it was all Casper’s fault. Clearly, like all clever suspects, Naressa was going to attempt to control the psychology in the room. No thanks to his apprentice, he screwed up their previously discussed plans of letting Naressa talk on, making her believe she was in control. Obviously, she was well aware of the plan now. Worse, he had to chose between sticking up for his wrong Padawan, or denouncing him and making him feel worthless; in the latter, that allowed Naressa to omit him entirely from the conversation.

Ros made the painful decision, and either way it was painful. “Casper has a point.”

“No, I did not kill Pirus Krendel,” she said smoothly, believably, and truthfully. “I could understand why you would believe it. Given what he had done. Given what I am. Truly on that I alone had the motive and should be quartered by your weapons.”
It worked for Casper, but not for Ros. The Twi’lek never wanted to believe that it was that cut and dry, that easy. If it was, why do a murder that was so obvious, that it pointed back to her. Putting his hands together and leaning inward, Ros said to her, “I understand that the animus between the Rapiers and the Krendels is a long standing one.”
Noting Ros’ desire to shift focus from the end to the beginning, Naressa decided to take his offer. “It essentially all began with this great home we are in. See that man?” Ros looked back at the statue; Casper didn’t. “Canus Rapier: King Adegga, the Last Great Ruler of Men. Before Tomas Krendel sat in the high chair, Canus was the last king and man to lead the entire Royal Nubian States. It’s because of him no man would ever rule Naboo for nearly half a millennia. Not because of his greatness in the beginning but because of his madness at his end.
“As one of his last acts as King, Canus had Rapier Manor built with the then assumption that the dictatorship he planned to install was going to succeed. This house was to be the new place of rule, a far grander vision than the Palace of Theed. Those Canus thought were on his side, however, rigged the elections to have him voted out. They just assume not tell him, and let him keep this house as payment for his services rendered. 
“Alas, Canus did discover the deception and those one time friends suddenly vanished. One of them was Marko Malvence, Canus’ political strategist, Royal Chief of Staff, and first cousin to Pantra Krendel, the Lady of the Gray Wall. Pantra could never prove it, but he blamed the Rapier Clan for Marko Malvence’s disappearance. For the next five hundred or so years the two family clans have waged a personal political war.”
The Jedi looked very intrigued in the whole ancient story, but Naressa knew it was best to focus on the present. She shifted uncomfortably, for it meant she had to revisit some old wounds her Bendian had left on her heart. “The Krendels were successful in turning the other family clan dynasties against the Rapier Clan when we left the seas and formed Rapier Technologies. That tactic worked for a long time, but it lost grip when the other family clans, too, left the seas: money and power in the greater Republic meant nothing if their focus was on planetary Naboo. The Krendels accused us of bribery and extortion and Force knows what else, but it was only enough to leave suspicion upon us. Then after a long Krendel dry spell that was ended by Pirus Krendel’s rise, Bendian really stoked the fires hot again, and given that it involved Pirus Krendel he couldn’t resist.”

Naressa found herself hesitant and a bit hurt, but she went through with it. “You see if you knew my Husband then you would know he wasn’t the most honest of men. And when he was, the truth really hurt. In this case, Bendian had sex with Krendel’s wife, Alisa.”
“Oh,” said Ros, and he couldn’t help to find himself a bit embarrassed even though he wasn’t suppose to be. Widows talking about their love one’s infidelity was one of those things that when it didn’t have anything to do with crime it was best to be left alone. He wasn’t surprised by the revelation because the late Bendian Rapier was a almost-proud-to-nearly-admit-it womanizer; he was a legend in the darker corridors of the Senate building in terms of sexcapades; everyone knew it but no one dared say for a billionaire Senator had power no mere pathetic life form could possibly challenge let alone equal.
“Don’t feel bad about this coming up,” assured Naressa. “I made my peace with my Bendian’s sins, just as he did the day he died.” She continued on. “Anyways, the Krendels went through a messy time that eventually led to a divorce. One of her playing chits was not the fact that she had slept with Bendian, she claimed to have carried Bendian’s child.”
Casper leaned in and asked in awe, “You mean Tomas Krendel…is….”

Naressa smiled brightly and said, “Oh don’t be silly, Boy. Tomas Krendel isn’t Bendian’s son. DNA proved that at birth. It was just the fact that Bendian gave Krendel’s wife so much psychological ammo to shoot him with that infuriated Krendel to do whatever it took to not just beat us, but destroy us. Starting with that little coup attempt against my Gessa after his failure to take the Senate seat away from Dace Palpatine.”
“The one involving Krendel, Sele Nevere and a few others,” elaborated Ros. “Lady Landana gave us all the details on it.”
“That was brought on by the past, not because my Gessa had went against tradition and endorsed Palpatine and then black listed Krendel for shooting his mouth off.” What infuriated Naressa even more about that it was that it was happening; that she allowed it to happen when she allowed Darth Sidious’ revelation and words imprison her in a world of depression. The anger rose just a little, but she stopped, closed her eyes, and calmed herself. “Eventually that would lead Krendel to Prophet. And you know the rest.”
“Do we?” asked Casper. Personally he thought there was still holes in the story. When she glared at him he could see a little displeasure in her evil eyes. It chilled him a little, but he held his ground proudly.

If, Ros thought to himself, he wasn’t a Jedi he would slap Casper hard between the ears. The boy kept opening the door for her…
“You…are the glaring virgin,” said Naressa with a shake of her head and a smile to mock Casper. “I advise you to loose it and get it over with. It only takes one time.”
“Getting back to some real, substantive conversation,” said Ros, directing that point towards Casper. “Krendel was murdered on Hapes, going on two weeks ago now.”
“No surprise. In location I mean. The Krendels had long been in bed with the Trade Federation for years. Mutual understanding: Pirus did favors for them, they for him. One way was for the Trade Federation to bank roll Krendel’s runs for government office. At the same time through their subsidiaries that challenged Rapier Technology products and services to lower our market share and divert our attention.” Naressa shook her head. “Like a Padawan Learner fumbling with a bra strap, they went up against an impossible task.”

Casper glared at Naressa; she was referencing him with that remark.

Naressa continued. “Anyways, it was no secret in exclusive circles that the Trade Federation and the Hapes Consortium had been doing business. Undoubtedly Krendel went there by using a favor he had with the Trade Federation.”
“To escape you?” asked Casper.

She let him have the smirk again; this time Casper frowned. Naressa said, “To be honest, Casper, yes. Even those who don’t know of my dark abilities know its best to keep their distance if they wish to try me. Especially if they fail. In any field.” She turned to Ros. “Others were killed too?”
Ros saw no harm in answering that; if she did it, she knew anyways. If not, what was the point of holding back. “There were Neimoidians. One of them was Edwaru Kurr.” That news made Naressa sit up a little straighter. “Did you know Kurr?”

No, she did not know Edwaru Kurr, but Bendian had. Naressa couldn’t believe the coincidence, even though again it was not. Still, the news surprised her. “I never met Kurr, but Bendian did know him. They first met at a financial conference featuring business owners backing a traveling museum of rare Neimoidian artifacts. On Ponatnus if I’m not mistaken. Kurr headed the ministry of antique procurement at the time.”
“You had your Trade Federation connection just as Krendel did?” mused Ros in question. “Even though they and Naboo never truly saw eye to eye politically.”
“We did at one time,” admitted Naressa with a small smile. “A mistake in the long run, yet others continue to make such mistakes even today. You won’t believe who allies with who in this galaxy nowadays.”
“Like?”

Naressa gave Ros the smirk this time and whispered teasingly, “Exclusive circle members do not give up such secrets.”
“Like how many of your kind exist,” muttered Casper.

Ros finally said, “That’s quite enough of that, my young Apprentice.” Casper wasn’t probing, he was badgering. His attitude keep sinking their chances in loosening Naressa’s lips.
“My kind?” Naressa tilted her head to one side, peered upward at the ceiling as if she were in deep thought. “Ah yes. My kind. How many?” She looked at the young man and stated plainly, “About thirty-four billion.”

Casper frowned at her. “You’re making that up.”
“No, Casper, I’m not. Last census taken of my kind by the Republic three years ago said there was approximately thirty-four billion, three hundred million, four hundred forty-one thousand, two hundred and seven.” Naressa smirked at him as he looked between her and his master in confusion.

Ros chuckled softly for a moment, looked down, and shook his head. He said, “Corellians.” He had just remembered that Juna had mentioned last year that she, through her mother, had a Corellian heritage. He looked at Casper and said to clarify, “Thirty-four billion Corellians.”

Naressa spoke in a serious voice that was filled with sarcasm at the young man, “And I promise you, Casper Knightshade, every single one of us Corellians are inherently up to no good. So long as we are strong in our numbers you and CorSec will always have a job.”
“She’s mocking us,” spat Casper. He stood up, his personal fears more than his frustrations getting the best of him. 
This prompted Naressa to look at him with a slowly rising left eyebrow from her seated, relaxed position. She said sternly, “No, I am mocking you and your judgmental pretenses of me. They’re premature, just like your…well, boyish releases.”
“Casper, may I have a word with you alone,” said Ros. He was getting a little past miffed with him. There was large piles of bantha turds in front of him, laid out by Naressa, pointed out by Ros, and yet Casper kept stepping chin deep into them. It made the young man red in the face and about ready to loose more control. “We need a break.”
Naressa asked politely, “Of course, would you two like me to have refreshment brought to you?”
“No thank you, this won’t take long,” said Ros with a curt nod. He literally dragged Casper past the statue of Canus Rapier and nearly out in the hall. He hissed, “I’m about ready to send you home.”

“Good, because we’re not getting anywhere with her the way you’re approaching this whole thing,” critiqued Casper. “Why this need to be so sociable with her?”

Ros put his hands to his hips and said, “Perhaps because it was awfully nice of her to let us stay in her home as invited guests?” Casper rolled his eyes, to which Ros leaned in and whispered, “Have you seen her tattoo?”
Casper stopped his angst and thought for a few moments. He replayed the so called interview in his mind from start to finish. “No, what tattoo?”

“The one you failed both times to observe: the black rose in bloom between her breasts, the thorny vine zigzagging across her stomach, heading downward. On her, and on the very same hologram of her we both saw on Coruscant. From the dress designer.”

It finally dawned on Casper what Ros was referring to. In his mind he could see the black rose tattoo on her smooth, snow white skin nestled between the mounds he had done his modest best not to look at. He opened his mouth in surprise, and then said quietly, “Bendian Rapier was Percy Piercestone, the man who had Rousch make clothing out of the fedarok leather, the man who paid Rousch in Bothan Baron coins.” Then he put another piece into the fattening, connecting equation. “Rapier must have got the fedarok from Edwaru Kurr!” He smiled and fought the urge to yell, “We got her!”
“We would have,” said Ros calmly, “if you would have been observant, patient, and above all else not acting like she committed murder. You must have better control of yourself, Casper.”
“But…don’t we got her?”

“Show me the evidence that Edwaru Kurr gave Bendian Rapier the fedarok, and I will show you a circumstantial case against her leaning towards acquittal.” Ros hoped with that he reached Casper. “We have nothing to show that there is nothing more to our theory other than coincidence.”

“There are no coincidences in the Force,” reminded Casper.

“There is in a court of law. Besides, the tattoos may only be similar. The holographic model’s skin was a light brown; Naressa’s is clearly white.”
“That could be a representative glitch in the software,” tried Casper. Often when such an image in a hologram was stored incomplete, software generating the image misplaces the true color representative of the image. He was assuming that Naressa’s skin color had always been clean white as it was now. It was not, but without a single image of her on record, there was not anything of her in terms of images or paintings throughout Rapier Manor, that was all they had.
Ros just stuck with his original point and pointed back harshly towards the room. “She knows it, Casper. Use your head. If she feared what we knew she would have had us either dead or surrounded by an army of lawyers answering our questions for her.” He then crossed his arms and had to add the nail to the coffin that sealed Casper’s hopes shut inside of it for burial. “She’s telling the truth so far, and you know it.”
“We don’t know that!” seethed Casper.

“I do know that. My gut says so.”

“Only your gut. We are getting nothing from her in the Force. Her darkness shields us from the truth that she knows.”

“Sometimes gut is all we have.” Ros put steady hands on Casper’s shoulders. “Look, I could be wrong. Let’s work this better so we’ll know.” He squeezed his shoulders hard. “Let her think she’s controlling the room. Have your outbursts, but for Force sake’s, Son, don’t let it tear you up.”

Casper nodded in agreement. Both cleared their minds. It was time for round two.

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

CHAPTER 48.2

When Ros sat back down in his seat he happened to notice the old symbolisms strung together in marquee fashion above the windows. Why it caught it eye was that he saw the same symbolism at several locations; every single instance the saying was carved into the walls or wherever it was; as if etched it must be true. He asked Naressa, “Is that a saying up there?”
Naressa turned to look at it and internally blushed a bit; the two Jedi were going to find it very intriguing. She turned around in her seat, hesitating for once again she sensed something rather familiar nearby. Not the Jedi, but something else entirely. She said, “The words are in old Nubian. It says: Enteran fvor cupi palteit menearum Republic vinceneri: ’Sometimes I have the urge to conquer large parts of the Republic’. My Bendian’s poor attempt at humor.”
Casper had taken his time returning to his seat. He wanted to gather himself, but another reason for his time was to find out why the Sithian language ball was acting up. When he heard Naressa speaking he gave up on it, electing to stick the ball in one of his rear belt pouches. The ball continued to vibrate and shutter, ignoring the young Jedi’s wish for it to stop.
Ros scratched the side of his face before he continued. “I saw Bendian’s tomb in the main corridor.” He was referring to the memorial with a tall statue depicting a youthful Senator Bendian Rapier standing proudly, pointing towards the large and extraordinary painting of Juna as Queen Angelleia; such a painting itself was an engineering marvel as well as a good piece of art that covered well over hundreds of square feet of wall. Having talked with Casper about her tattoo, he recalled what surrounded the foot of Bendian’s statue; in the round, rows and rows of dark, fragrant flowers. “The flowers. They’re unusual, opening only at night. Does it symbolize you?”
Naressa smiled a little, rubbing the flower image between her breasts. “Bendian thought of me as a black rose. His black rose.” Her smiled widened and she said with flirting coyness that she couldn’t help to prevent from coming out, “It was his sexual pet name for me. The flower he could caress and smell. The same flower that at times could…” She stopped herself, cleared her throat, and exhaled her naughtiness. “Rake him with her thorns while wrapped helplessly in her vines.”
“Folks memories are sketchy, but you met Bendian at a library?” asked Ros. That was the one constant oddity among those he talked to who knew of both Bendian and Naressa; the people knew a lot about everything, but when it came to Naressa the details were half complete, sketchy at best. Lady Landana was the best source of information on Naressa next to Enothchild, and even then that wasn’t saying much. Still, Lady Landana had pointed them towards the direction of the Naressa and Bendian courtship.
She nodded. “Yes, the Royal Nubian Library. I was headmistress and night watchwoman and among the lesser men he was the biggest pragmatic, rutting stalker of the bunch. Bendian was very persistent and successful when he trained his focus on what he wanted. That lead me to reconsider him.”
Ros let his eyes dance around the room. “And all this?”

Naressa gestured around her and inferred both the home and her fortune. “It’s nice as a consolation prize, but you can’t make love with it or talk to it. Although, through its silence, it keeps your secrets.”

“Not all the time,” Ros said off hand, a thought aloud. Even Casper thought it was an unusual response and looked to him.

“So,” said Naressa, understanding what Ros meant immediately by that. There was a stench in the air only her nose could smell; the rot and the decay of evil that had been perished “you must have encountered your old friend Jurivicious Pern with a remark like that.”

Confused, Casper looked to Ros. Then he recalled their first night in the mansion, the night which his master nearly took his leg off with his own weapon. Leg cramps his eye! Pern had died in Rapier Manor; that meant his spirit still remained, his Force signature. Casper, unlike other Jedi, was not in awe of that. After all he had his ghostly visit…so long ago….in the cave…
“I did,” said Ros plainly.

“And?” asked Naressa.

“He said you murdered him.” Ros shook his head and said off candor, “He used to be my friend. But not after what he had done to all involved. Your daughter. Enothchild. The Vhinech…”
When she heard him say Vhinech, Naressa couldn’t help herself. Her blood literally began to boil and her anger began to rise. She interrupted Ros with a cold tone. “Never are the Vhinech victims of Pern. Not after what they allowed to happen to my Gessa, a mere helpless little girl. They let Pern and Prophet have their way with her, and forever my Gessa is plagued by darkness because of it!” 
She inhaled deeply, shuttered, and closed her eyes; allowing her growing strength to wane. “I ask of you nicely once: never speak of the Vhinech again!”

 Ros threw Casper a warning look, to make sure the young man did not push his luck; Casper looked ready to. For the first time there was a chip in her mental armor, and her dark presence began to fill the room. But as soon as she had finished talking it faded back. He half-heartedly joked, “I guess, then, when you destroyed Sanctuary you meant to wipe them out as well.”
Naressa didn’t answer right away, and not because she wanted to joke about the question. For the first time she was hesitant to tell the truth. She then realized that it did not matter. They knew she destroyed Sanctuary, killed the rogue Vhinech under Prophet there, but had not killed the Sanctuary Vhinech. To her, that was a pity that she had not. “I have not lied to you both yet. I will not start now. Yes, I had hoped those imprisoned Vhinech were still on the planet. A shame they were not. I can only hope now that they all rot, alive or in hell.”

Ros leaned in again, putting most of his weight on his arms as they propped him up on the table. “So you are capable of murder.”

“We all are capable of something, Ros. What’s murder if not the execution of an execution?” Naressa crossed her arms around her waist. “The Vhinech were capable of genocide. Kidnapping. Rape. They were capable of ignoring the truth as well as civilized law. Capable of taking what was not theirs. Capable of allowing the capture of my Gessa. To me that is as horrible as the mind rape Pern subjected her to. They are just as guilty as he was. Their punishment should therefore fit his.
“Therefore, to which should delight your apprentice, anyone that had a hand in the harm of my Gessa I have no problem castrating them and decorating their body with their own entrails.” Naressa shot a glare at Casper. “And that should make me a wrong person. Not what I believe in. Not what I am.” She relaxed again; bringing up the Vhinech again ticked her off. She calmly said, “I admit if I had the opportunity to kill Krendel you can bet I would have done it. But I didn’t.”

Just when it seemed as if they might had gone somewhere with her talking, Naressa’s affirmed denial once again set Ros back. Not even a pathological liar could lie so good. His gut, not the Force for it just couldn’t read her through her darkness, told him she was telling the truth. If she had the opportunity she would have killed Krendel for sure. She hadn’t, and she didn’t do it.

Out of the blue came a change of subject that saved Ros a lot of trouble with thinking. Casper just asked, “Do you know a fashion dress maker named Rousch, Misses Rapier?”
At any other time Ros would have slapped Casper, but this time the Padawan’s timing was impeccable.

Naressa was actually surprised that Casper knew of Rousch. The old Pascarian and E’oqerst follower was not a fashion designer just anyone could seek out, much less find in an information index. Rousch’s work was elite legend, standing out on select people in a crowd yet only his reputation was known as a mere whisper. He worked in secret all the others said because of his greatness. Naressa knew he hid, like the others, because he feared persecution. She had heard of him through Bendian, who happened to hear of him through a few highly placed Senate sources; once she heard of his name and of his work, she knew everything about Rousch and his desire to make those of the Sithian persuasion to be attractive, lush, full, and able to conquer any formal occasion by simply sporting his creations and walking into a room full of stuffy elitist who naively thought conquest was for victorious warriors. Although she had never met him, she could tell through the dress designs he was an E’oqerst; not just through the contact of the clothing he had designed for her, but in the trim and style; reflecting a mood for the need to return to a simpler time, but all the while using the template of the body to bring out the natural side of the being; her being to be precise, and he was a great interpreter of her feminine form.
Naressa’s response to Casper’s question was about to come forth, but with a flash of memory in her mind she closed her mouth just as she was about to speak. The burst of memory was of earlier, when she was preparing for this meeting and had gone into her walk in closet. It lingered for a very long time on her fedarok hide leather cloaks and accessories, the clothing wears Rousch had made from the fedarok leather Bendian had supplied; the fedarok leather an expensive, unspoken ‘gift’ given to Bendian from Edwaru Kurr to secure his vote for the funding of the traveling Neimoidian art expedition. The material back then was illegal to own on Republic worlds; that was what made it all the more sexier to wear it for the young Rapier couple. They were smart about it, keeping the wears solely in house; then again most of the clothing was not meant to be worn out in public given their rather erotic messages they were broadcasting, so it was easy to keep it from public. Naressa only wore the cloaks at night, when she went outside to gaze at the moons of Naboo from the Tower Maze’s roof, or when she strolled the Garden of Mazes to think. That is she had until recently.
Now, though, something was amidst. Her hesitation, only for a second, drew Ros’ brow line more inward towards his nose; so far she spoke openly and quickly with some thought put into her answers before she did answer. Never did she had a doubting moment until now. Casper, for his part, caught it too and therefore couldn’t find it in him to push or ask the follow up question.

“I don’t know Rousch personally,” said Naressa finally. She slowly gestured to herself, up and down, with both gloved hands. “I am wearing one of his designs.”
“Bendian must have gotten you the dress, then?” asked Ros. “So he must have met Rousch.”

Naressa gave him a sweet look and said, “Don’t tell me Rousch is dead too?”
“He’s fine,” said Casper bluntly. “Do you own anything made out of fedarok material?”

The memory of her closet flashed in Naressa’s mind again, but she had no time to reflect on the memory to determine what it was she had missed. All she knew was that it had to do with fedarok leather and it was connected to the murder of Pirus Krendel. To that, Darth Rune’s plans were becoming much clearer. She couldn’t reflect on them now. “I do.”
Casper was going to ask her another question. Naressa knew it and realized her answers were too short now. She interrupted and added to her previous answer, “I own a few cloaks, a belt, a purse, boots, gloves and some very naughty wears.” To give her a little more time and to perhaps shake the Jedi loose from the thread that slowly become rope to hang her with, she added, “The kind of naughty wears that would make a celibate like yourself give it up if you saw me in them.”

It worked. Casper said, “You seem to like to control your situations with sex, don’t you?” And just after he had said that he realized what he had said and began to blush. That did not come out right at all.

“It’s easy when your gender is the one men favor to seek for exploitation,” said Naressa in a purr. “To which, why should I not dominate when I have what men think about every second of every day?”
“It’s wrong to.”

Naressa cocked her left eyebrow slowly in amusement. “Please. Don’t confuse sex with the Dark Side of the Force; philosophically they don’t compare except when it comes of consequence. Besides, a few Jedi have gone the route of relations and they’re still Jedi. Enothchild Sarch is one good example of that, a very good example.”

Ros picked his head up and was more attentive to what she was saying. Naressa realized that this time she may had said too much. She had a feeling that Ros had learned of her and Enothchild’s former relationship; how much he knew was uncertain, but there was a note of disparity in his eyes. She took note of that and did her best to stay away from the subject, for now.
Casper’s uneasiness hinted that he was reluctant to say what he said next. “Master Sarch is no longer in the Jedi Order. He’s not a good example.”

“Perhaps you’re right,” said Naressa with a small nod. Actually, after several months of living with the reality of that, Enothchild leaving the Jedi Order was the best thing to happen to the Vhinphyc, to her, and to Juna. More importantly for him, for no longer did he have to continue to prove to those of the brown that he was one of them; no longer did he had to stay away from her Gessa, so no longer was he lonely. Enothchild Sarch was never meant to be alone; great men died because they were alone. “Then again he’s a better man than you for it. Don’t knock it until you…do it.”
Casper knew full and damn well what she was implying with that. He knew that classic line, but she replaced ‘try’ with ‘do’. Often the Jedi reminded themselves that nothing was gained from trying, but doing. She had taken such an important fact of Jedi thought and made it into sex joke. “I bet you do.”

Naressa smiled again, and she could see Ros groaning with displeasure; the boy kept stepping in it. She just purred at Casper, “Oh I do. I do. Do. Do. The feel of the leather…the sting of the whip…”

“Speaking of leather,” Ros interrupted in frustration. His apprentice was having his ass handed to him and he had to save him. He could tell Naressa was giving them the run around; she was using their technique of circle questioning against them now, the classic sign of stalling. “Do you know owning anything made of fedarok leather is a crime?” It was a very weak counterattack, but her having brought up Enothchild had flustered him. There was something she had said moments ago…
“Yes I do.” Naressa leaned towards them with her hands out, wrist together as if bound, and she said, “I confess to owning illegal materials. Do take me in and may justice be swift.”
To that Casper stood up, but Ros did not. Casper looked to his Master and saw that Ros was nowhere near standing up to help him arrest her. He looked back at the Sith Maiden, and saw her trying not to smile. To that, the young man said, “I don’t see why you’re smiling. You just implicated yourself in a crime.”
Naressa looked up at him, raising both eyebrows in amusement. She said, “Young, foolish boy. Allow me to spell out to you the obvious of this situation, to which Ros here will not tell you.” She leaned back in her chair and focused all her attention towards his standing form. “I know this particular law, front and back. Owning such material is indeed a federal offense, a law written and created over a thousand years ago to use against known enemies of the Republic. A law with penalties of two years in prison for each offense, a ten thousand credit fine, and forever your name on a watch list, which the watch list was struck down for constitutional reasons as it implied to religious practices. 
“All of that, for the crime of wearing a certain type of material. If I were a layperson, in the upper middle class of income, I would be doomed. With my wealth and my lawyers, by the time this went to trial YOUR Padawan Learner would start training their Padawan Learner. But it will never see trial. In fact, I have nothing to fear from owning clothing you find offensive.”

“Oh really,” said Casper with his own little smirk. “What makes you think that?”

“Because unless the law you site is a constitutional amendment or is part of a recognized or is part of a binding treaty the law, a felonious measure, must be reproved every ten years. Given that fedarok ownership is a E-class felony, the statue of limitations applied do not exceed past two years of established gain of ownership. Rousch made my cloaks and accessories nearly thirty years ago, and you know that. Now the question is does the law still apply? Given the last legislative gathering of the Senate was solely focused on the annihilation of budget necessities, I’ll bet you a million credits the renewal was never considered.”
“I’ll take that bet,” said Casper boldly. He pulled out his data pad and opened his link to the Rapier Manor transceivers that linked to the Nubian transceiver arrays and connected with the Republic data base. “I’ll show you.”

Naressa only smiled at him as Casper strolled away and worked feverously on his data pad. She looked to Ros and asked, “Is he always so hell bent on lost causes?”

Ros shrugged his shoulders and conceded, “Often I tell him to give up on certain things. He just can’t help it. He wants to be just as good as Yoda. Even if the law is on the books I won’t arrest you on that.”

“I didn’t expect you to.” Naressa sat back and sighed a little. It occurred to her then that these questions, though pointed in context, were rounded in there means to get somewhere. Trouble was the destination was all ready known: who killed Pirus Krendel? Clearly the whole business with Rousch had to do with the leather; once again she thought back to the closet. From the fedarok it was linked to Krendel, but the only link she saw was through Edwaru Kurr, the supplier of the material.

Unless the Jedi had another link to the material…

That was it! They found fedarok leather in some form at the scene of Krendel’s murder. And given what she had just said Naressa could be arrested on the suspicion of Krendel’s murder right now. Yet, Ros did not move against her. He was hesitant but not out of fear. It was the truth that kept him at bay. And something else…
Realizing that other matters had driven the two Jedi to Rapier Manor not related to the case they were investigating, she said, “Strange” to illicit conversation from Ros. It was going to be very dangerous conversation.
Ros lifted his head up, looked around for a second, and asked, “Strange?”

“Yes, it’s strange that your primary reason for being here in the first place was to check on my Gessa. Yet you haven’t asked one question about her, or about Enothchild,” Naressa then carefully finished the sentence “or about me and Enothchild.”
Ros sat taller in the chair and said nothing at first. Distracted by the comment, he looked back over his shoulder. Casper was busy and was looking flustered, talking to himself, mashing his fingers on the controls; obviously she was correct, and he was trying to find a way to correct that reality. He looked to him, though, for some sort of support. He really didn’t expect that to come up, but now that it did it threw him off a bit. He couldn’t quite remember what he wanted to talk about. Once again what Naressa had said a few minutes ago were brought forth, bothering him just as much as the statement had a few seconds ago.
Naressa licked her lips for moisture and leaned in, thoughtful in how this had to be awkward for Ros to talk about. “I know you are aware of the affair we had; Dizzy and Muriel told you, and they told me they told you.” She put her hands together, gripping them tight, trying not to smile. “I just want to let you know…that I did love him and he loved me. But it’s over, and we agreed to end it mutually. All I ask is that, at least if you do favor me in any way, don’t think of him less. He still loves Nadja, and you, with all his heart. I could never replace all who he loves, nor did I try, and never would I have. I hope you believe me when I say that.”
“Miss Culla said Juna had ran away,” said Ros after a long, thought-filled silence; it was the signal that anymore talk about it was over and done; to that, Naressa sat back and awaited his questions. He wanted to get this out of the way before continuing, not linger on it for it brought up a lot of misgivings he had for Enothchild and his decision to leave the Jedi Order. “Is that true?”
Naressa leaned in and said, “Shortly after Enothchild had come here to see her Juna awoke from her coma, stolen the Millennium Falcon, and for a good long time myself, Enothchild, and Dizzy and Muriel Arnes had quietly tracked her all over the galaxy. She was getting in all sorts of trouble, too long to list. We went through several ports, the worst of havens. Tatooine, Duro-.”

“Duro?” Lekku twitching on that familiar planet, Ros interruption was not apologized for by him. Suddenly, for the moment, the murder of Pirus Krendel done by Naressa Rapier was no longer hard to phantom. He remembered the fedarok leather samples found at that crime scene. His questions were curved by the reality by the fact that one of the victims had been eaten, but not too tempered because the second victim had his head removed by a lightsaber. “You were on Duro a few months ago?”
Naressa measured that with her eyes, and it occurred to her right there and then that Krendel’s murder wasn’t the only murder Ros and Casper were investigating. The way Duro came out twice suggested to her that there was a common link between Duro and Krendel. Although she never got a good look and feel of the evidence, Enothchild had told her much and from that along with this new information and what she knew of Magus Prophet and his daughter…

The closet full of fedarok flashed in her mind again.

“Yes, I was on Duro,” said Naressa slowly, but casually. “I was with Enothchild, Dizzy, and Muriel. We were told that an information broker named Hifubbae had valuable information on Juna’s whereabouts. When we got there Hifubbae and another Duro were found brutally murdered. They arrested Enothchild and Dizzy initially.”
“I know,” conceded Ros. “I mean I know about Dizzy and Enothchild being there and having been arrested. After we got there and took a look at everything we tried to contact Enothchild here.” He raised a hand, gesturing for her to go back. “So you were with them?”
“Yes,” said Naressa politely. “We went to Duro together on my Husband’s ship, the Ruby Heirloom. We landed there roughly half a day after the murders.” She leaned in and asked, “How is that going by the way? Enothchild felt Magus Prophet had something to do with Hifubbae?”
Ros found himself not having a problem whatsoever sharing the information with Naressa. In one second his suspicions about her began to favor Casper’s known and stated position, the next it was clear to him more than ever that she had nothing to do with Krendel’s death. Both Krendel’s death and the Duro’s deaths were linked, connected; if she were with Enothchild like she said, then it was impossible for her to have committed the Duro crime. Ergo, if she wasn’t responsible for leaving the fedarok leather inside the crime scene at Duro, then how was she responsible for Hapes?

“I would have been inclined to agree given the nature of Hifubbae’s death,” said Ros. “But we couldn’t explain it any more. You see, the Force eroded away and dissolved all traces of his body so we couldn’t do tests to confirm whether it was Prophet or not.”

“Curious,” admitted Naressa. She had a strong theory to that; the little Sithian girl, Prophet and Helle’s/Juna’s offspring. To date her Granddaughter -- Naressa visibly shuttered at the thought that she was, like it or not, a Grandmother and that Prophet was her father -- had shown signs in the Force of being completely different and unique from her parentage. Still, she possessed the quirks that make her related to her parentage; such as, in this case, Prophet’s desire to consume warm flesh.
With this shared revelation of sorts Naressa found herself in a conundrum. All she had to do to totally clear herself of any of this mess was to reveal the fact that Prophet was alive and his daughter existed. The problem with that glared ominously, complete with old fears she had about the Jedi Order ever discovering her and Juna’s dark nature. There was much to consider, and therefore she decided not to tell Ros and Casper.

Especially young Mister Knightshade, who quietly returned to his seat with -- in Naressa’s view -- a ‘about to cry’ face. The young boy was well informed about the Dark Side of the Force, and rightfully so. It was how you used the knowledge in the view of others that made him wrong. He deserved to get a brow beating. Naressa just asked nicely, “Any luck?”
Casper shot a seething look at her which made her smile. She recalled such looks from Enothchild when they first met years ago. Unlike Enothchild, Casper did not dance around with his words. “You knew they let the law expired! You…you set me up!”
“Don’t take your ridicule personally, son,” said Naressa with a little, innocent headshake. “Next time never assume anything that you think is so certainly true.” She turned to Ros and added, “Don’t you agree?”

Ros looked from her to Casper. He sighed heavily, and he couldn’t help to. He knew she was right, and he knew Casper would react badly to his reaction. The Human opened his mouth slightly and turned his head downward; he gripped the top of the chair in frustration and denial. The Twi’lek turned to Naressa and said, “I don’t agree, but sometimes he does give off that impression. It’s my fault really; I had such problems as well. He’ll grow and learn out of it.”

Feeling time was no longer there to continue the questioning, Ros asked, “So you are saying that this entire time you have been with Enothchild, Dizzy, and Muriel looking for your daughter?”
It was a general question lacking specific detail, which surprised Naressa a bit. No, she wasn’t with them the entire time, and easily her disappearances could have been looked at as the opportunities she took to commit her ‘crimes’. But Ros wanted to leave Naboo and take his apprentice with him, and Naressa wanted them both gone so she could explore these new wrinkles.

“Yes,” she said, keeping it equally general and short. She added just for the record, “Not too long ago Enothchild found her and convinced her to give up her wild ways. They’re both currently on Tynna.”
Ros thought for a few more moments. There were a few more questions he could have asked based on what he learned on Naboo. The fact that Dizzy and Muriel had been working on adopting a child was well known and something they both had been working on for about a month now; according to Weena Welchrest that is, the former handmaiden to Lady Angelleia had run into the Arnes’ not too long ago. It could have meant that Naressa wasn’t with Dizzy and Muriel the entire time. And Enothchild found Juna, not they found Juna; the slip suggested that Enothchild alone found the wayward young woman. 
That could have meant Naressa, at times, had separated herself from the others to commit the crimes on Duro and Hapes. Then again, Duro and Hapes was connected, and for that he couldn’t connect her to Hifubbae’s death. Especially if she was on Duro with the others; a good chance existed that the small existence of fedarok uncovered at the Duro crime scene just happened to its way into there based on a good, stiff wind. Or maybe she went in there out of curiosity, used the Dark Side to shield her presence. There were so many questions and details to ask, but the window of opportunity to ask them was nearly shut because…she did not kill Pirus Krendel. He couldn’t see it. He couldn’t convince himself.
Standing up, Ros gave her a respectful nod as she stood up and said, “Thank you for your cooperation and your hospitality, Naressa. We’ve taken up too much of your time.”
“It was mine to give,” said Naressa gently. She doubted very much that he wanted to shake her hand; they weren’t friends or even nervous allies. They just had an acceptable understanding; she was fine with that. She just gave him a small nod of respect back. “May the Force be with you both.”

“Wait a minute, Master,” began Casper, his mouth wide open in shock. “M-Master, we’re not done!”

“We’re done here, Casper,” said Ros with strong insistence. “If you haven’t heard she had just cooperated the fact that Master Enothchild and Captain Arnes were on Duro; she was with him, along with Muriel Arnes. Once we talk to them, they’ll verify her alibi.”
Casper couldn’t believe what he just heard. It was true what he said, and so that meant she had nothing to do with Duro. Having nothing to do with Duro meant she had nothing to do with Hapes. Still, there was so many questions to ask, questions that demanded she answer. “But Master, the fedarok…Duro and Hapes.” In one sentence he connected the crimes for Naressa, confirming what she all ready knew. “She’s the only one with the fortune….she owns the fedarok….she hasn’t been on Naboo…”
She could have said something, but Naressa understood that by doing so young Casper was going to shatter in pieces with a good chance of not recovering. Wisely she remained silent, her face neutral, and her thoughts steady on her Gessa, the Light of her life that gave her peace, calm, and serenity.
“Circumstance and coincidence, Casper,” said Ros. He tried to be gentle about this, but he had warned Casper before about having all his eggs in one basket like he did with Rousch and the E’oqerst on Coruscant. The young man was too certain, so sure Naressa was guilty of these crimes. There was a chance she was still responsible for Hapes, but until the shifted and filtered through the evidence all over again, of Duro and Hapes, they couldn’t even accuse her of having an idea about being in both places committing murder. He needed him back on focus, not on a Sith hunt. “We should make arrangements for our departure.”

Naressa thought to offer services of a Rapier Technologies ship, but again she remained mute and unmoving as Casper continued to have what amounted to a Jedi nervous breakdown. She recalled Enothchild having one the first night he was here in Rapier Manor. Like Enothchild back then it wasn’t just what she had done, but the fact that she was a Sith that was passive, gentle, and peaceful, and had reared a wonderful, compassionate, thoughtful young, Force sensitive girl. It was clearly driving him crazy.
Casper thought quickly and excited, and let loose some other things they hadn’t covered that weren’t related to Duro or Hapes. They were interesting and important because they had a lot to do with Naressa. “But-but what about those missing people? What about Tyler Earlo? And Dace Palpatine?”
Before Ros could stop Casper, Casper said to Naressa directly, “What did you do to those men? The others that used to work for you under Rapier R.D.S.? Where are their families?”

Naressa held up a hand to show Ros that she wanted to answer the question. Tyler Earlo was Juna’s second in command at the now dissolved Rapier Research, Development, and Success, ‘sacked’ with the rest of the workers for allowing Juna to use the Shadow Ring to get to Sanctuary. Dace Palpatine was another matter that she knew full well about, but she wasn’t going to discuss her Mother’s intentions with such a pompous, self-righteous ass like Casper Knightshade. “I’m not aware that those men and women are missing. Nor am I their keeper. Earlo and the rest made a very big mistake they couldn’t apologize for-.”
“So you killed them like all Rapiers do with their enemies!” Casper accused. He based that on her earlier statement, about given the opportunity that she could have killed Krendel she would have. He fell back on the fact that Rapier enemies since Canus had a habit of ‘disappearing’.
Naressa continued, speaking a little louder. “And Dace Palpatine fell out of my favor for his actions and inactions. He is no longer an adopted member of this family clan.”

“Because Palpatine knows the truth about you?”

That hit a little too close to the mark, but in no way did Casper know in what context. Naressa said coldly, “That is quite enough out of you.” She looked to Ros and said, “I stand corrected, Master Jedi, you both have taken too much of my time and my gratitude. I demand that you both leave at once. I would offer transport or use of communications, however those acts of kindness would be considered conspiratorial in some fashion by children afraid of their own shadows!”
“Casper,” seethed Ros, grabbing the young man by his left arm hard. “We have a long walk to Theed now. Best we get going.”

To that Casper yanked his arm from his Master’s grip and definitely held his ground. In his frustration he yelled at Naressa, “How can you do it! How can you live with yourself as a Sith! As evil itself! As such a dark creature! You’re wrong!”

Naressa calmly crossed her arms in front of her, not giving a damn for the moment that she promised not to attack them but she held back; she only let them feel her growing anger, and her growing power. Her eyes began to glow with the growth of power, and the room noticeably cooled. Ros changed his retreated stance to a pre-ready for action one; he may have respected her, but he wasn’t going to let her threaten them so easily. Unlike Casper he kept his weapon on his belt. Casper snatched his out but didn’t turn it on.

She said with power in her voice, both through the Dark Side and through the knowledge of the young man she knew full and well about, “Because I can live with myself knowing who I am. When I must do what is best, I don’t agonize over it. Not before. Not during. Certainly not after it’s done. I don’t allow an old, sullied man like your grandfather to fondle my mind with words to give me doubts. And the best thing you could have done for that zombie-minded Sullustan child was take his life to release him from his sleeping Vhinech curse. Blaming me for your problems solves nothing! Destroying me when there is no reason to do so will only make them worse!”
Like air being let out of a balloon, Casper felt his need to act and respond deflate within his chest. So pronounced was Naressa’s reminders of his troubled mind he nearly dropped his weapon; he had to clutch it twice. He relaxed with the revelations, which none were good but made him think again. She knew too much! Way too much!
Ros wasn’t happy with what Naressa had said, but in reality he wished he had said it to Casper a long time ago. It was a harsh, pointed reality she spoke of, a rather effective way of putting what ate at his apprentice for years in front of him, and recently what he had used as a crutch to keep him motivated; that crutch was the fall of Naressa Rapier. Such a crutch was worse than Casper wanting to be just exactly like Yoda, and to that Ros relaxed as well even though she had not. Only because he noticed something else in her words.

Naressa did not feel like relaxing or powering down. She wanted them out of there; the Dark Side suggested that melting them was the quick and easiest way to do it. But she wasn’t in the quick and easy business; besides melting them would have made a mess for the help to clean up. The best way to get rid of Jedi was the way she decided to do it in the first place: tell the truth, answer their questions, and then have them leave on their own two feet.

Turning her back towards them, she strolled over to the window and looked out it. Naressa flashed two fingers from her left hand over her right shoulder and said coldly, “That’s two you owe me, Padawan Knightshade.” She was referencing the first, which was saving his life on Prophet’s ship, and now. “There will not be a third!” She then showed all her fingers, opened and closed them in a exaggerated wave of goodbye.
In the reflection of the glass, before her cold breath could freeze the glass, she could see Ros silently encouraging his apprentice to put his weapon away; he kept eyes on her until they vanished around the corner. Naressa could not blame Ros for protecting his Padawan, and at the same time leaving him out to dry so Casper could get it in his head that his ignorant approach with Sithian beings was careless and wrong. She wasn’t going to allow either of them, though, to get the best of her even though they were Enothchild’s friends. There was much more at stake now, something she couldn’t begin to understand until she was certain the Jedi were gone. Her presence would figuratively chase them out the door.

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

CHAPTER 48.3

Naressa was a woman of her word, and therefore it was a long walk down the lonely road out of Rapier Manor. They felt her presence one last time, adding speed to the shutting front doors that nearly took the butlers’ arms off when they tried to close them.
It was for a long time a quiet road. Ros couldn’t be any more livid with the whole situation, with both Casper and Naressa in his crosshairs. He had lost control and he had let her create the situations for Casper to loose it. For her part she wasn’t the Sith he had always thought her to be until the end when she used his life problems against him. Although it had to come out, Ros felt she used it only to get rid of them. That crack at the end about Casper owing her two, in his opinion, was a death threat. They could have acted on that threat, but with a half hearted Jedi on one side and Ros with his own ideas about Naressa’s innocence -- and knowing full well what Naressa was ungodly capable of -- it would have been a short fight with no favorable outcome. For now, it was just best to leave, lick their wounds, and go over everything again; there were still other avenues of pursuit, it just never featured Naressa Rapier at the end.

Casper slapped at his belt and yelled, “Knock it off!!!”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” said Ros, frowning at what just happened. “What are you doing?”

“Why do you care?” was Casper’s dejected response. “After all you left me all alone in there…”
“Now you hold on there, junior,” bit Ros back, stopping Casper in his tracks with a well placed arm across the youth’s chest, stopping in the middle of the woods that bordered both sides of the dirt road, stretching forever in a straight line both ways. “You went in there hell bent of convicting her of crimes she didn’t commit.”

“And you went in there looking for excuses to acquit her,” Casper challenged back. “You did it at my expense!”

Ros craned his head at that accusation. “Oh really. And you were ready to use your weapon to get us both killed: was that you sacrificing my life at my expense?”
Frustrated, Casper walked around in a circle and threw up his hands. “She did these murders! How can you be blind to that!”
“She didn’t do Duro, and she isn’t lying about Hapes!” Ros crossed his arms defiantly. “Enothchild, Dizzy and Muriel were with her on Duro, Casper. If we ask them, and if we check those Duro flight books for incoming ships that day we’ll find their ship, the Ruby Heirloom. If we do -- now listen to me Casper -- if we do, will you give up this fixation you have on nailing Naressa?”
“So it’s Naressa now,” said Casper in exasperation.

Ros counted to ten, and found himself reaching ten after he had reached five after he had reached two. Never, never in his life had he been so pushed by anything; he could safely say he never pushed Enothchild like this. He said, “You’re not listening to me. I need you to listen to me. Not because I am your master, because I am your friend. And as your friend I’m terribly worried about you.” Casper settled down, but still frowned his at master. “I ask you again, but this time I ask you to use what you have learned from me after all these years, and if not feel free to use what Yoda taught you I don’t care: if we check her alibi and her alibi checks out, will you give up on this crusade to crucify her?”
Casper thought about it for a few moments, remembering what little came out at the end of the interrogation when he returned from accessing his data pad and the Republic Law Archives. As he thought the Sith language ball began to buzz again; not as badly as it did in Rapier Manor, or before he slapped at it a few moments ago. His grandfather drifted in and out of his thoughts, and it occurred to him that he had just over six months remaining until he was required to return to Lone Star to lengthen his Mark of Forgiveness; another round of berates and belittlements from Reverend Onus Nightshade. Lastly the haunting image of the Legacy Virus possessed Sullustan boy being destroyed by his weapon. There was no way to save the boy. At the time the boy raised a weapon to kill him, intent on killing him and whoever else crossed his dark path. If the boy had survived he would have died as per his genetic program that the Legacy Virus had unleashed.
Amongst the mess of thoughts and emotions was the answer to Ros’ question. Casper said, “No. Only because she may have explained herself out of Duro, she hasn’t out of Hapes.”
Ros pinched the bridge of his nose and said, “Maybe I can agree with you half way just as much as the half answer you just gave me.” He held up a hand to illustrate his points. “First, the theory we had before it was two different killers were involved on Duro. All we have on Hapes is a patch of fedarok leather that could have come from anywhere. Who knows, maybe you’re right about Edwaru Kurr giving the stuff to Bendian Rapier, it’s something to check out. But allow me to pose this questions to you: if Kurr did, who’s not to say he didn’t have fedarok on him when he died?”
Casper suddenly felt ill. It was plausible when logic and common sense was considered. Fedarok was a symbol of great wealth, and to possess it one had to have wealth to be able to buy it. Edwaru Kurr was a very wealthy and powerful Neimoidian, and fedarok’s origins were based from the late Kurr’s home world. For all they knew Kurr had a wallet made of the stuff when he got nuked into the ground. Too many times delegates of the Trade Federation often broke even the most benign of Republic laws knowing they wouldn’t be touched. Owning fedarok, even if it was still illegal, was nothing to them.
It wasn’t to Naressa Rapier either.

With that, the Padawan Learner remembered that he had one sliver of hope. It was located safely in his other belt pouch, and he reminded Ros of it. “It’s fair to say that Kurr had it on him, I give you that one Master. We haven’t tried Krendel’s eyes yet.”

Ros had forgotten about Krendel’s eyes, but he didn’t forget the risks associated with the technique of obtaining what was on them. “Don’t put any faith in that, Casper. It’s an avenue to explore, but don’t dwell on it before you get the results.”

“I ask of you, Master,” began Casper, using Ros’ own words, “if it shows Naressa Rapier in them, will you change your mind about Hapes?”

Ros frowned a little. “That’s a little shrewd of you there.”

“Master, I know I am right,” said Casper diligently. “But if I’m wrong I’ll be the first one to apologize to her. I promise to do the moment it shows she’s innocent, and none of the other evidence doesn’t point to her.” He gestured towards the direction, to where the mansion could no longer be seen. “I will personally come here and apologize to her. If I’m right, I want us and a group of Jedi to come here and apprehend her without any hesitation. I want your word that despite what she may throw us, or others throw us…even Master Enothchild, that you’ll do everything in your power to see to it that justice is done.” He gave Ros a look, searching for sincerity. “Isn’t that what we’re looking at here?”
Ros inhaled deeply and nodded; only he was nodding to what Casper just said about justice. Justice would be to clear Naressa of all wrong doing in the matter just as it would be to show that she had done it. All ready his fears of this case being used for some form of political leverage had come true with King Veruna’s insistent prodding. Some of that they could control, but since a Neimoidian was killed along with Krendel the Trade Federation, once it got a whiff of Veruna’s suspicions, was going to make throwing bricks out of hay with it. Too many intangibles existed to disrupt their case all ready; there was no need for election year rhetoric to really screw it up. Worse, it was now affecting his Padawan.
Casper’s problems were also Casper’s solutions; become a Jedi, and all he worried and hated would simply clear away. That wasn’t being Yoda at all; that was a credit passer in the Senate trying to avoid real heavy lifting. He was entitled to becoming his own man, have his own identity, but Ros Ofcheck was sure as hell not going to let him do it while he was still his master.
It was time for him to push Casper. Hard.

“You’re truly convinced she’s the murderer?” Ros got a nod from Casper. “Of one or more victims?” Casper nodded again. “I’ll give you at least Hapes then on that. We’ll approach it as if she is a person of interest still. We’ll still check her alibis. If she did it, then I will apologize to you, and we’ll take care of her no matter what.”
Ros raised a finger, “But” he pointed the finger at him “if we don’t. If it turns out someone else has done it, then I want you to swear that you’ll leave the Jedi Order for good.”

Casper heard that and swallowed hard at his Master’s request. Ros shook his head and said, “There’s no butts in this except yours leaving if you’re wrong. I won’t be teaching no apprentice of mine who has a conspiratorial mind, thinking a shadow means we raise a galaxy wide red alert. Who’s busy worrying over the past and future, and allows it to consume him, his thoughts, and his work and duty. Every time you appear to get it, Casper, I watch you crumble. You appeared to learn your lesson with Rousch, and just now I watched you act as if you have never met Rousch or had your experience with him!
“I won’t continue to train you if that is how you’re going to be; that is what is driving your thoughts to these conclusions of yours. If you’re wrong, then being the good man I know you to be you won’t continue down the wrong road. So make me that promise. Prove to me you are better than she is by keeping your word.”
Ros held out his hand, and added lastly, “If you’re so sure, there will be no hesitation to shake on the deal.”

Casper felt in his heart he was right. He wanted to prove to Ros not that he was right, but that Ros’ training had showed him the way to the truth. He took Ros’ hand and shook it. “I promise. If I am wrong, I will leave the Jedi Order, return home, and become my Grandfather’s wish.”

“Good man,” said Ros. He began walking again, not saying another word.

Feeling determined but curious, Casper asked Ros, “Master, what prompted you to say…better than she? I got a feeling it’s not how it was implied.”

“She lied,” said Ros plainly. Casper frowned at him, so he elaborated. “She never lied back there about Duro, Hapes, or Krendel. That is, I didn’t sense her having lied until the end. Remember when she yelled at you, and said she had no regrets?” When he nodded, Ros said, “That’s when she lied.”
Not entirely sure why that meant much to Ros, Casper did not argue against the logic. After all, for now, he had his Master back on his side. The long walk wasn’t going to be all that bad.

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

CHAPTER 48.4

Shortly after she used her power to slam the door after the Jedi, Naressa left the Southern Conference Observatory room, passing by Greta and the other helpers, ignoring their unasked questions, and preceded to her room. She stormed in, leaving the door wide open, opened the sliding door of the closet with a mere thought, went in, and went right to the fedarok leather rack.

With a gesture she went through the rack one piece of clothing at a time. On hangers, they slid past her. One by one the accessories scrolled by. Lastly were the cloaks.

Naressa came across the cloak she had been using…

She zipped through the others….

She came across, at the end of the rack, a hanger without a cloak on it.

One of her cloaks was missing.

Eyes widening in shock, fearing the worst, she strolled up to it. She used her abilities to scan the hanger, and found that the hanger seemingly did not exist in the Force as she and others would as they known it. Naressa touched the hanger, shifting through the frequencies of energies available to the energy signature she discovered on that far away planet she had come from…

It was months ago, exactly the day she and the others would eventually leave Rapier Manor to chase after Juna, and the missing cloak in question hung on the hanger innocently. Then two tiny, pudgy, reaching in a struggle child hands reached up and yanked the cloak off the hanger. The little Sithian girl’s hands just barely grazed the hanger when it swayed back and forth. When the cloak was removed, Darth Rune appeared from behind the cloak with an ever growing smile on her wicked face……
