17 DAYS (CHAPTER 74.0)

For the rest of the night, Naressa and Darth Maul exchanged information and neither held anything back; Maul went first, and Naressa had figured that holding what she knew from him would eventually ruin whatever further and future agreements on working together were going to need to have. Clearly what information they possessed were both interesting and surprising. Maul was the most surprised out of the both of them: he figured Magus Prophet was dead, and he didn’t figure on another Sith Maiden being around calling the Vhinech daddy.

As she leaned against the doorway leading out to the foyer while Maul brooded in the middle of the room looking sullen and ready for war, Naressa said, “Well, this whole situation can’t get any more interesting.”

Maul, in angst driven mode, mumbled, “I’m happy you find it so interesting.” What bothered him now was what Naressa had told him. It had contradicted what the Sith Maiden ghost had told him on Korriban; Fawni Nimh told him Maroki Renvarient was a man; Naressa had told him Renvarient was Darth Rune. He felt totally betrayed by the Sith Maidens once again.

Naressa did feel a little sorry for Maul. The young man, despite his best face and his posturing, knew he wasn’t ready to be the Master Lord of the Sith Order. It wasn’t helping that if he took the mantle of Sith Master Maul was going to inherit nothing thanks to what Rune had done to Sith assets and her own plans at conquest. And then the Daughters of the Dark Side played him for a fool.

Or did they?

“It’s interesting, Maul,” began Naressa, “because that’s two Daughters of the Dark Side admitting that Rune betrayed them. It gives weight to Rune’s own claims from that little chat I had with her on Naboo.” She tightened the hold she had around her body for some comfort; surly times like this made her want to hug Juna. “Two Daughters providing us with information, some goodwill gesture to have us embrace them as allies. Still we cannot trust what they claim.”

“I don’t trust you any more than I trust them,” remarked Maul coldly.

“A wise position to take if you held any real power,” insulted Naressa back. Maul scowled at her, not liking that true point at all. “You think like the Dark Jedi you truly are, that my absolute intentions in this are to rule the galaxy.” She sniffed at his contemptuously. “That my ambitions are as fundamentally flawed as any other Sith Lords.”

An evil smirk slowly formed on Darth Maul’s face. “At least I don’t sleep with the dead.”

For once Maul actually cut Naressa damn deep; he was referring to her fling with Enothchild, and now Enothchild being dead. He could have also applied that to Bendian as well. Then again such a statement could be applied to a third person. She said, “If you mean the list of failures in my love life you can’t omit Darth Sidious from it.”

Maul seethed and fell silent in contemplation; Maul appeared to be very loyal to his master, more so than was healthy for any Sith Lord; of course with Sidious gone Maul’s loyalty to him was a flawed concept. Naressa, in the mean time, counted her breaths because she wanted to remove his head from his body. She needed him, or at least her instincts said so; might as well use him until he had no uses anymore. There still had to be a trust, though, in order for Naressa to order Maul around.

“Rune’s not interested in ruling the galaxy,” started Naressa, drawing Maul’s attention back to her. “Of course her idea of ruling the galaxy is by destroying enough of it to make it easier for her to rule; blowing up the planet to get rid of the ant problem so to speak.”

“How do you know this for sure?” For the first time the frost appeared to be melting off of Maul.

Naressa raised an eyebrow at Maul though in disdain. “Have you not learned anything?” She choked off her exasperation. “What Rune is doing is the quick and the easy way, the Dark Side way. She feels she doesn’t have the luxury of time like Darth Sidious would have had with his plans.” She pointed at herself. “I wouldn’t have allowed her to.” She could tell he understood where she was going with her explanation; she didn’t care. “My Gessa and I could have managed you and Sidious running this galaxy.”

“Really.”

With more certainty and absoluteness, Naressa just said, “Really.”

Maul sulked away a few feet with his back turned towards her in disrespect. Naressa said, “I know of your Master’s plans, Maul. He needed the people of this galaxy for his power, even after he had achieved what he had sought. It’s the only plan that can work: pure might against the entire Republic has always failed.”

“Then,” began Maul slowly, turning around to glare at Naressa, “what is Rune’s plan? What you say is true, and yet even you have said she seeks to wipe out the Republic by force.”

It was an insight point, made more so by the fact that it covered more than just Rune. Placed in the context of prophecy this was the Dark Hope’s time, or so claimed the Sith Maidens. The Dark Hope possessed great powers in the Force, yet the fact of direct force against the galactic body always failing stood out as the lone end point in every historical data doc on the subject from the Sith’s failed attempts to Xim the Despot’s romp around. The Sith Maidens, however, were not to be the warriors of the Sith Order; they were grooming the coming of the ultimate weapon, the Dark Hope. They studied the ancient ways of the Sith and with new power with every birth they sought news ways. Yet the Sith Maidens, until Darth Rune, lived the lives of E’oqerst, had lived the lives of sheltered nuns when they were not out conceiving the next Sith Maiden to be born. They knew of fighting, of warfare, but they never practiced how to use a lightsaber or apply their energies against a greater volume of people. They had a gift of not needing practice with the knowledge they could always recall and rely on instinctively, but still it took Faradi Nimh to finally show how exactly it could be done. In short being all powerful meant nothing just as being all knowing.

The knowing of when and how to apply the power one possessed -- and power was used here in general terms -- was the proper approach when conceiving a plan to take over and rule the Republic.

“I know,” said Naressa. “It has to do with whatever Prophet has planned. We’ve had the conversation before.” Back on Korriban over a year ago, talking about how Prophet’s plan with the Legacy Virus would not work. “I wouldn’t be this paranoid if he were dead. He has an Ace of Staves up his sleeve, something Rune can steal and use.”

“The girl,” was Maul’s only answer to that.

“The girl is merely a tool,” said Naressa. “An intangible Rune has only partial control over.” That distressed her and she couldn’t help to let that slip into her tones for Maul to hear. “Partial, but effective; through my Granddaughter, my Mother gets her work done.” She tried to not rub her arms in the discomfort of the thought but she couldn’t help it. “The Prophet-born is far more powerful than any of us. And I don’t know what’s worse; the girl having been raised by Prophet, or getting advice from Darth Rune.”

Just as the unclouded horizon began to turn bluish, Naressa sighed and called her Sith robe to her hands. She talked as she put it on. “I wish I knew what it was exactly. It may have something to do with Prophet, or maybe he knows about some lost Vhinphyckian weapon. If I knew what and where it was I would destroy it before Rune could use it. Until then this,” she pointed down once she put her gloves on, suggesting the entire planet of Dantooine, “is the place to be.”

Maul measured her gestured, thought briefly about her point, and said, “You are sure she will be coming here.”

“Yes.”

“Something in your precious Winds tells you this.”

If she were an E’oqerst maybe she would have been offended, but Naressa just pointed out again, “I rarely listen to what the Winds have to say. The Daughters control it; even though it appears they have helped us I can’t stop thinking they are against me.”

“From what you have told me their purpose is clear.” Maul was alluding to frame up plan connecting Naressa to the known Sith Conspirators through Rapier Technology ‘donations’; she had told him of the murder of Pirus Krendel, and had told him what the late Curnt Vesgevi had done, sealing the Rapier Clan’s fate once the link was discovered -- she remembered the smile he sported upon hearing about the death of the Jedi; that smile was going to be dealt with, she promised then, but not at the moment.

“Framing me serves more than one purpose, Lord Maul,” began Naressa. “In fact the both of us being here might be what Rune and the Daughters have counted on. Curnt’s attack may be what leads the Jedi here.” She regarded the young Sith Lord, and he put on a brave face. The Dark Side, however, betrayed his fears. Since fear, anger, and sadness were so common in the view of the Dark Side it would have been fair to say then that Maul’s fear of the Jedi equaled the anger he had towards them; the fear was going to make Maul angrier, make him stronger; make those of the Dark stronger and the Light weaker.

Naressa, absorbing the fear and anger Maul produced, continued. “On the other hand she’s put a lot of time and resources into this terrorist cell considering that she destroyed all other Sith resources she could have used. She’s got them involved in that HoloNet project on Nal Hutta. In seventeen days it officially goes online, connecting to the galaxy without one shred of Republic oversight. Whatever is going to happen has to coincide with that HoloNet array; it is why Rune has Prophet interfering with the Hutts so she can keep an eye on it. Meanwhile Dantooine is pretty far from Coruscant, a nice place to hide given the growing anti-Republic sentiment that’s growing here, all thanks to the Vesgevis pumping more ‘poison’ into the public’s bodies.”

Once again Naressa pointed sternly downward to indicate Dantooine as a whole. “Everything says this is the place to be.” She gave him a measuring look for a changing. “And I’m not ashamed to admit that I need help against her. Maybe I can stir the pot, lure her here sooner, if you’re interested in avenging Darth Sidious.”

Maul kept very still; a trait Naressa knew well having seen him do it on Korriban last year; it meant he was thinking. Like earlier in the evening he clearly had no choice. He mumbled, “Do I have to call you master?”

Naressa sighed a little in victory. She said, “Only when around the Vesgevis, but I need you to follow my lead, Lord Maul. Afterwards you do what you want to do. Feel free to challenge me even if we have time. Not that I want the Sith Order, but I find myself at a precarious point where being ‘good’ and ‘staying out of it’ is no longer an option for my Gessa and I.” She waved a hand as to wipe the slate clean. “Alas right now is more important than later on. So what say you?”

There was a long moment of silence in which Maul said nothing. Naressa weighed his emotions and understood that pride was what kept him from acknowledging any agreement he had with the plan. She gave him the slightest of nods and kept a smirk off her face; she didn’t want to give him the idea that she had just screwed him over which by default the option was on the table; it was, though, the life of the Sith, the potential betrayal by one against the other. That was Naressa’s approach: she was going to use him until there was no more use for him and why not Maul was thinking the exact same damn thing!

“Okay,” said Naressa to end the conversation. “First thing, I need you to go to the local space port. There’s an A46 Corveus there with Curnt Vesgevi’s body on it. I need the body and the ship to disappear. It will buy us some time, and keep this family a bit off balanced.”

Darth Maul didn’t give it a second thought; if the Jedi were now looking for Vesgevi the first place they would look would be here. A live Vesgevi was something, but a dead Vesgevi would make the Jedi a little too curious. Besides he and Naressa wanted the same thing: to lure Darth Rune to where she thought was a place of safety if such a thing were possible to pull off; Naressa gave him the impression that it would.

“I can make anything disappear,” he said darkly. “What will you do while I am gone?”

Naressa smiled. “That’s easy: stir the pot.”

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

16 DAYS (CHAPTER 74.1)

Having two major events occurring in the black hours of night in consecutive nights had an affect on the Vesgevis. The appearance of Darth Maul had put the jumpy household closer to the edge of doom, forcing them to access their own personal situations at all times. When such caution extended outward, the surviving children began to wonder aloud where their youngest relation was; a little nugget of question that spread and eventually reached Darth Sadis’ ears. Daystruck and Nicconee bleed thoughts and feelings that indicated they did not like what they heard from their father on the subject of Curnt. Of course they didn’t like it; Surmon had not told them he had killed Curnt. 

The father’s suspicious, less than open behavior contradicted a relationship that was once very open with matters concerning the Sith cause, therefore it was thinning the children’s allegiance towards him. This to Sadis was bound to happen even if she didn’t give the Vesgevis enough to be paranoid before Curnt was executed: this was what a family looked liked that was forged and held together by an idea. Other examples found in Sadis’ being were just as valid, such as Sith apprentices murdering their masters once they felt they could have learned everything from them. Another example would be the history of the Rapier men who came before Bendian, who all firmly believed that family meant nothing if they could never live above everyone else including their own flesh and blood; fortunes before love. This family existed solely out of the convenience of continuing an idea; it was not continued out of love. If there was love Surmon would have done anything to have Curnt spared; instead, he took it upon himself to kill Curnt; it bothered him a little, but only because he feared what the other children might do and not out of fatherly conscious for what he had done.

Suspicious they were of their father neither Daystruck nor Nicconee they did not pursue after Darth Sadis to learn what had happened. Sadis expected they would believe that perhaps she had something to do with Curnt’s disappearance and Surmon was covering up for her. The assumption was not too totally wrong because Sadis created the atmosphere that lead to Curnt’s death, but to fully believe that a Sith Lord worried what they thought was asinine. What happened to Curnt would have been an example setter, of not what to do to avoid execution by their master. Sadis would have, and probably should had, woke them up to see the death first hand, not hide it like Surmon had done. It was Surmon’s choice to kill off his child; this was what he wanted. All Sadis was doing was working the ‘missing’ Curnt to her advantage, and as long as the children and the father felt the way they did the better.

The day wore on, a warm day that was defeated by the house’s air system. The chill in the air was nothing like the chills Naressa was feeling from time to time. There was, though, a disturbing trend occurring right within her. At times, when Juna was now at her most enraged, Naressa could see what her Gessa was doing in flash; blurry imagery, but it was clear enough to see what she was doing. It bothered her because this was how she was when she went through the Fading Light, but only she was dominated by feelings of sadness and fear; Juna fell when she was pissed, which meant most of the time she was going to be in a state of anger until she learned to control herself. Control for Juna was getting difficult; all ready her presence in the Dark Side was littered with hundreds of different minds; she had been Force Draining, and she was addicted to the power it gave her. The right thing to do -- what a responsible Sith Maiden Matriarch was supposed to do -- would have been to go to Juna. However, though she could sense Juna strongly for the first time in a long time through their attachment bond, Naressa could not quite get a grasp on any of Juna’s thoughts towards her. The worse thing to do would be to go to Juna and find out her Daughter was so consumed by hate they get in a fight, and Juna had still hate her for initially taking Enothchild away from her.

Thinking of Enothchild for a second nearly made the heavens flood Dantooine again. Naressa took a while to collect herself, and to remember why she was on Dantooine, why she had to be here. Juna was on her own for the time being; if she left, Naressa knew she would never get another chance at killing Darth Rune. Rune was so close, still far away but so close now Naressa could hear her cackling laughter quite clearly as if she were just in the next room.

Beyond what she could sense outside of the Sith Maiden line, on the other hand, was an unknown variant. Since Juna’s transformation Naressa was feeling stronger by the second, and yet Darth Maul vanished from her mind no sooner than after he left the Vesgevi Mansion in the early morning. She took the liberty of moving around the house as to inspect it to use every method of her sensing abilities to find him; she had grown tired of sitting still. A few times during her stroll Deacon came running to join her, to be at her service; each time she used the Dark Side to send him away.

It took longer than comfortably acceptable to locate Maul, and even then it was faint. She continued and used different frequencies in the Force, and when she used her Granddaughter’s unique frequency she could barely see Maul in her mind; he was somewhere, constantly covered by the rolling black fog of the Dark Side; the moving clouds revealing the Sith apprentice in its breaks. She lost the visual when her focus began to wane; she did not possess the spiritual strength to maintain her touch on the unique frequency, it was just too much power for her to expend to keep hold on it.

Naressa gave up and spent most of the day trying to figure out the problem. Until yesterday she did not have a problem; now, not even the Winds of the Force seem to blow smoothly when she dared to listen to them more intently. The more she prodded into it, the cloudier the Dark Side became. The Light was no better; the Dark was doing what it was supposed to do, shadowing it and slowly making it difficult for any Jedi to see. For the Dark Side to blind even the Sith: that was not supposed to happen. The elevated Darkness was to give the Sith all of the advantages. Someone like Naressa, so close to having pure Sith blood and having both great power and knowledge, should not have been hampered. 
This was truly something none of the Daughters of the Dark Side had foreseen happening; nothing like this was ever considered, or that was what Naressa had sensed when she examined her heritage within. She began to wonder if what she knew to be true was happening to her, if what she had contemplated before arriving on Dantooine was coming her way. Since her ambitions were not great, what if the Dark Side was ready to betray her? And why not: Juna’s ambitions were more selfish than Naressa’s, and Rune’s ambitions were more than the both of them. That put Naressa in a distant third in terms of power. Add, perhaps, the Sithian-Vhinech’s wishes and dreams that echoed through the Dark Side from time to time and the Corellian-born found herself just above Darth Maul in terms of Dark Importance. The thought of being associated with Maul in terms of relevance was not encouraging.

In the afternoon Deacon once more came running towards Naressa to assume his duty of being always at her calling when she roamed around the house. The murderer of Teteleana Vesgevi, having been manipulated several times by Affect Mind of a Dark Side nature, looked gravely ill. He spoke, but he seemed confused. “I’m…” he remembered the word “sorry…I wasn’t here sooner, Mistress.” He mumbled to himself out of turn. “Why am I so late?”

Naressa felt a smidge guilty; it would have been easier and perhaps healthier for Deacon if she had just simply order him to go away. The guilt passed when she assumed the role of Darth Sadis and said, “Will you go away!”

The affect took again, and blinking rapidly and sweating badly Deacon bowed and said, “Yes, Mistress.”

Just as Deacon turned it occurred to Sadis that what she needed to corner someone important. She said, “Wait a second. Hold it!” The second command she had to use more Force; Deacon ignored her minor plea. She made a note to herself: she had to be very careful with her power; even a minor amount of it was just too much. “Where is your master?”

Confused, Deacon said, “You are here.”

Sadis sighed a little: yeah, she asked for it. She smiled and asked politely, “Yes, well, where is Surmon Vesgevi?”

“He is in his den, Mistress. Please, come with me.” The bad idea of having the slightly brain damaged butler taking her anywhere became apparent to Sadis when he took her, in order, to a broom closet, the kitchen, a spare bedroom, and finally the game room that was on the far side of the home. At that point she ordered Deacon away vocally, with no Dark Side, and used her abilities to track down the elusive master den. Though the mansion wasn’t even the size of the typical Rapier Manor ground floor bedroom nonetheless the excess travel time made Sadis very bitchy.

A bit incensed Sadis did not bother acknowledging her presence outside the den’s sliding doors; she walked right in. Surmon Vesgevi appeared to be playing with what looked to be a wall safe. Upon hearing the doors open he turned around with a scowl ready to yell, but then softened his face when he saw who it was.

“Mistress Sadis,” he said in slight relief. He closed the wall up that hid the safe, brushed his hands together as if to eliminate dust from them, and then gestured to welcome the Sith Master to his little hide hole. “Please, do come in.”

Sadis was all ready in, but it was a matter of aristocratic protocol she was accustomed to. She placated him, taking a slight look around in order to show little interest in the place. It was to her the typical snobbish male escape room, filled with both richness and placations; such places were essentially put together by the occupant in order to hide things and keep a wife or children from finding any interest in being in the room; Bendian was the same way with his den office, the top most room and floor of Rapier Manor, when he was alive. It had the standard fair of nice furniture, a few hard cover books along with data pads and cards with literature on them on shelves, the smells of wood oil and burnt tobacco and hints of strong whiskey, and hobbies of interests -- in Surmon’s case it was ancient star ships, there were a few models of them scattered about. The room she felt had a relatively Dark history to it, from shouting and slapping matches to evil plans in the name of the Sith to decadent escapades that were from Surmon and before him; she knew, for example, that Surmon lost his virginity in this room, to a woman that no longer lived and was not his late wife, and had done so with his parents and her parents only in the next room; the idea of doing what they did…so close at being caught…

Sadis caught herself once she felt Surmon by her side offering her a seat. He was very apprehensive of doing this, but he felt that he had an obligation because, after all, she was a woman. A Sith Lord would not have taken the offer, but Sadis placated him -- then again what did he know how a Sith Lord was supposed to act.

She did not acknowledge his hospitality; she had business to conduct. “What news about your youngest son.” To say it so plainly as if to pretend she did not know what he had done made Vesgevi nearly trip over his own feet. Sadis was amused by his clumsiness, but her amusement went away when she felt a prodding in the Dark Side.

“They haven’t found him yet,” said Vesgevi, sighing as he spoke and sat in his own chair; he didn’t wait for an okay from Sadis, but she didn’t expect him to wait for her approval. “Usually the authorities here are very observant. At least that has been my view.”

Sadis was not going to mention that Maul moved both body and ship. She poked, “Do you have informants here to gain information.”

“Yes, but Curnt was in touch with the most key of them.” Vesgevi sighed again. “I could ask the other children. They have their own contacts within the government.”

The idea of asking the other two children for help was not something Vesgevi was looking for to. Sadis smiled inside to keep from smiling on the outside. “See that you do, and have them go to the hanger where the ship is parked.” She pretended that Vesgevi had told the children the truth; sure enough he covered up the fact that he didn’t by nodding. When Vesgevi did send his kids to the hanger, or even better when they went on their own initiative, and it was discovered that the ship was gone the paranoia was really going to double.

And again something in the room pestered at Sadis. She let her Sith Maiden eyes roll around the room only to find about a dozen things that could have been causing it. To buy more time for examination she locked stares with Vesgevi and demanded, not asked, “What has the news agencies been saying about the terrorist attack.”

“Typical fare: the Jedi are saying very little about it,” said Vesgevi in a ho-hum, but relieved voice. Not talking about his family gave him a breather. “Only who lived and who died. Unfortunately that little peasap that leads them wasn’t there.” He was referring to the Jedi Master Yoda; the idea of the alien buying it in a simple explosion was tantalizing to him. For now he could only settle on his discriminatory hate for him. “Such little pags don’t deserve such power.”

Sadis’ lips twitched. “Obviously.” Such an examination of hate was counterproductive, and quite frankly boring; it never accomplished anything with so few in a room. “He will get his when the time comes, Vesgevi, I assure you. Whether or not you get to see it is another matter entirely.”

Vesgevi’s happiness was choked off before it reached even minor euphoria. He almost asked her why she was mad at him, but to do so would mean reliving the fact that his son had perhaps ruined the eventual resurrection of Sith rule. A Sith Lord could not be happy with anything anyone did for them, specifically if one killed another for their insubordination.

Sadis let only her eyes drift around the room as Vesgevi thought more of what she had said. Suddenly he said, “I’m sorry, Mistress, for everything.” Sadis stared at him again. “I haven’t been attentive enough to you.”

“To me?” Sadis let her right eyebrow drift very slowly upward. She was very curious now, drawing her black arms up and crossing them across her breasts. “Would you like to explain to me that remark?”

Suddenly Vesgevi looked just as confused and brain dead as Deacon the butler. In fact Sadis was able to compare the two men when she sensed the butler’s approach and his lack of knocking entry. Deacon’s boss cleared his voice, gained color, and stood up sharply to yell. “What the hell are you doing! You are supposed to knock!”

“I’m s-sorry, sir,” said the disturbed man. “But…” He went blank…

“Well!”

Sadis smiled in amusement.

“But there is a new message for you, coded private.” The butler thought about it some more, and then nodded at himself in agreement. “Yes, it’s in your account.”

“Thank you, Deacon, and pull yourself together man! There’s shit that would look better than you in your uniform right now.” Vesgevi waived Deacon away, but his anger could not quite hide his relief for the distraction.

It occurred to Sadis why he said what he had said before Deacon’s interruption. She kept the idea to herself for a later event as Vesgevi said, “One moment, my Lord.”

“Of course,” said Sadis coldly. “We will continue our continuing conversation once you have read this new message.” The idea made Vesgevi squirm. She gestured towards his desk. “By all means, what is this message? I’m certain I know who it is from.”

Vesgevi brought up his in desk screen and brought up the message. He read it a little, and he made to get up; he pushed his chair back towards the fire place behind him. Then he shook his head and said, “It’s from Maroki Renvarient. He’s using the Slurve.” He continued to read and finally he said without breath, “He’s coming here in four days.”

Sadis held her position as Vesgevi turned the screen towards her. It was the Slurve. The message made no mentioning of the terrorist attack by Curnt, but it praised the hell out of the Vesgevis; flavor spread for the bread. It then made acknowledgement that he knew the Sith Mistress was there and that he was coming to reestablish contact with her.

“Excellent,” was the honest feeling Sadis had about this turn of events. The Dark Side fortified her feelings; it gave her the sense that when Renvarient arrived -- when Darth Rune came -- there would be an end. It was up to Sadis to make certain that it is Rune’s end, not hers.

“Now I get to meet the man that brought my family back to prominence,” said Vesgevi in elation. Gone was his worries about losing his life to his other children; he firmly believed they too would be elated. It would give Daystruck and Nicconee something else to think about for the next four days.

Sadis did not fret over this sudden change in mood. The children would be elated briefly. They would think of their missing little brother, on what he would be missing out, and the suspicions would return. This was something for Sadis to be elated about; it would make the relationship between the various players all the more cold and unforgiving. This was a gift, perhaps too good to be true but unless she sensed otherwise she was going to reap it.

A shift of Vesgevi’s thinking patterns matched his change in posture; he stood up to speak. “My Lord, if I may be so bold to request something of you?”

Intrigued, Darth Sadis stood up and eyed him curiously. Where they going to switch back to the previous subject before Renvarient’s message? “What is it.”

“I would like to arrange a gathering of our allies, new and old,” said Vesgevi ambitiously. “A private banquet in honor of my benefactors timed to Mister Renvarient’s arrival, to show those on the fence that the rightful powers have indeed returned.”

Sadis felt a little tickled about such a worshipping ceremony. And then Naressa Rapier remembered herself: it was too easy to forget what this was all about. She warned, “I do not approve of such a thing, particularly if there are…fence sitters. Such filth aided in our demise the last time; such uncertainty will run scared to the Jedi when the light comes calling.”

Vesgevi appeared ready to accept Sadis’ point and so she turned to leave. He said quickly, “We, we could only invite the certain!” Amused by his outburst she turned around to face him. Vesgevi had moved around his desk and had walked a few feet towards her, stopping when her cool gaze finally told him to watch himself. “There are many of them, I can assure you. Some of them I would have never thought they would align themselves with us, let alone with the others. So many of them, Mistress, so many of them have seen the dark! I think its time we reveal ourselves a little more.”

Again the idea tickled Sadis, but for different reasons. If Vesgevi was not boasting, and she was certain he wasn’t, then he was talking about not just inviting the allies of Dantooine to this little boast-about. There were so many Republic systems that had not been power players for a long time close to Dantooine; the Vesgevis by this point should have touched base with the political powers of those systems, the majority and the minority. Bagon, Zemphor, the Hemol-Rycon, and lowly Bastion were just a few of the forgotten governments that were born and soon corrupted by the Sith near the end of the War; they would do anything, including sacrificing their own flesh and blood, to find a way back into the game of politics even if it meant not being a major voice. By drawing the newly corrupted figures, Sadis could wipe them out in one fell swoop!!! Kill the cancer before it infects! It was bonus, something she could do along with ridding Rune before she arrived or after she beat her. The elimination of such troublemakers would not make the people of the Republic cry for justice.

Remembering to play within the perimeters of her role, Sadis said to Vesgevi, “Perhaps you’re right, Vesgevi, we shall have this little party. I would like to know who my allies are, and only then will I reveal myself.”

Sadis did not wait for Vesgevi’s response or nod; she turned and left, and by doing so left her parting thought in the air for the non-Force user to absorb. She had made it clear that her own preservation was all that she cared for, and therefore when the time was right when she was certain all at the party sided with her only then was she to be revealed. She would remind him, of course, and remind him to let his children know to put him back on the path of uncertainty and discourse.

There was something more to it all that shouldn’t quite explain as she walked back to her room. Letting herself come down from the ultra-serious mountains Naressa was a little curious as to why she even fancied a party outside the fact she could do significant damage to the Sith cause. Under the circumstances it shouldn’t be something to dwell on, and yet she found herself wanting a release.

Passing by a row of mirrors that lined the hall to her private chambers made her realize why she had such thoughts. All Naressa saw looking back at her was Darth Sadis, in her fedarok robe, all decked out in black, looking the part of a woman wearing men’s clothing, being a Dark Side warrior. It was not just being a Sith Lord, but she really couldn’t remember the last time she wore anything other than black. It took some thought to remember her meeting with Ros Ofcheck and Casper Knightshade that she wore Blood and the End of Summer; something other than black, but it still held the feeling of gothic and foreboding doom, and it was uniform of sorts with its Rapier Clan symbolism upon it. For the past year her wardrobe reflected her Dark mood. 

As much as she couldn’t escape from the mood and the importance of what she was doing now Naressa found herself sighing in exhaustion while inspecting herself in one of the mirrors and saying in a bewildered tone aloud, “I need a break.” Even if it were a slight one, a pause but with the flow of events still going around her noticed, she would welcome it. Perhaps the party was that break she needed from the norms, help her remind herself that she was Naressa Jaina Rapier and not Master Lord Darth Sadis. She did need this despite the goings on affecting her Daughter. She needed to because she was finding herself enjoying the life of Darth Sadis. In fact, until Enothchild’s death shocked her right back into reality, she was beginning to enjoy it.

She was enjoying it a little too much even now.

Meanwhile, Surmon Vesgevi found the announcement of the party to be a great deflector of what was making him ill with worry. He couldn’t face his children, not quite yet, with what he had done even though it was the right thing to do. Putting the party together was going to buy him more time and less worry; the fact that Curnt’s body was not found yet was the least of worries compared to facing Daystruck and Nicconee; he had a feeling that they would not approve of what he had done, even for their shared cause. They were so happy to hear about the attack on the Jedi on Tynna; they would have been thrilled to know that Curnt had done it; they would be furious to know that his heroic action had him executed. For now the children were not going to know the truth.

Barely controlling his glee he forgot his troubles and he made quick arrangements with the kitchen staff via the in-house comm system. He went to notify Deacon, but at that moment a pain touched his head. The center of his mind was literally vibrating; he had his shares of headaches, but this was no migraine. The vibrating was a constant charge that forced him to sit down in his seat and grip his head with his shaking hands. He was covered in sweat and unable to take it anymore he began to whimper.

“The…Son…,” he found himself saying, and upon thinking of the Son of Xulm the vibration stopped. Vesgevi’s hearing returned, and he soon realized that there was a quiet, knocking noise behind him. He observed the fireplace and chimney, and in his mind he pictured the Sithian artifact striking the inside of the hidden wall safe. That couldn’t be so; though the Son of Xulm morphed into different letters of the different languages of the Sith that was all it did. He was going to prove it, and once he opened the wall and finally the safe he found the Son of Xulm in its inanimate state, but it was off its holding perch.

Wiping the sweat off his frowning brow, Vesgevi waived off the passing of feelings and mused, “I must have misplaced it.” Though he said the words he did not believe them. Still he did not believe the Son of Xulm was banging itself against the safe door. He looked at the door; it was unscathed.

Vesgevi reached into the safe to put the Son of Xulm back safely on the perch that kept it off the bottom. Touching it caused him to shutter, and lifting it required more effort than he had ever expected before. It had always had some weight to it, like that found in the average heavy load ball bearing in a drive lifter. It weighed as much as a small child now, forcing him to use both his hands to move the sphere back onto its resting place.

Finished, he dabbed his brow again and mumbled, “Damn thing.” He closed up the hiding space and went back to arranging the party, but peculiarly whatever he did his mind would drift back to the Son of Xulm.
