13 DAYS (CHAPTER 86.0)
After Daystruck began his strolling around the house in confusion, the remaining participants of the gala slowly realized that the apex of the event had long passed hours ago. The night was high; not yet in the middle, but very close to midnight. Though the order had not been given to Deacon, the head butler began to show many of the slow to catch on to the door, and then to their speeders. There were a few fires of discussion going on, but in time they grew into embers; some went their own way, while others, mostly younger, stuck together and decide to continue the party somewhere else.

The household help began to clean up while Deacon proceeded to look around the house to see if all that was invited had indeed left. The head butler was still not himself after all of Naressa’s manipulations; so much so he relieved himself in a potted plant on the second floor, in front of a group of trash maids, when a fresher station was only five steps away. He zipped up, did not think twice about it, and continued on his way. Eventually he bumped into Daystruck. They exchanged little words, separating only after Deacon had another fit of stupidity when he entered the sweep closet believing it to be his room. Daystruck was not quite ready to settle anything in his mind and attempted to go talk to Nicconee.

Down below, the study doors opened. A befuddled and confused V’gana Urla was escorted to the front door gently and promptly by a depressed and shamed Surmon Vesgevi. What had transpired in the study for the past thirty minutes was unfulfilling. There was no sex; there was not even a kiss exchanged. Always the gentleman Vesgevi allowed the young woman to speak first, and instantly any hope of pleasure was dashed when Curnt was mentioned. V’gana gave Surmon no warning when she initially engaged him; she just assumed what Naressa had told her. Once she talked, and kept talking, about Curnt Vesgevi had as much emotion as a waffle maker, and it progressively got worse. Making it an experience more unpleasant was the sweating and headaches that had bothered him a few days ago had slowly returned. He went from being with Veagana on the couch to sitting at his desk. Poor V’gana: she spent so much on trying to gain Surmon’s approval, and was leaving disheartened, believing that Surmon disapprove of her being around his son.

It took a lot of effort for Surmon to walk V’gana to the door to see her out. He never knew what a migraine was, but he was certain what he had been one brought upon by stress. His eyes watered from time to time, and the girl thought he was crying over Curnt. Surmon wasn’t; he was just under a lot of pain. Much of the pain ebbed when he left the study, but it returned when he reached the door. He opened the door, and he found no strength to escort her to her landspeeder.

“Forgive me dear,” anguished Surmon as he leaned against the doorway. “Could you see yourself out? I’m…not well.”

“I should say,” said V’gana in a dispassionate tone. As far as she was concern he was an uneven man that had too much to drink. She wouldn’t bother with the family any longer. If the old saying was true, then Curnt Vesgevi in her view would grow up to be just like his father! “Good night.”

“Good night,” moaned Surmon, wincing as his head wanted to split open. He heard a nose -- it was V’gana excusing herself. He looked up and found out otherwise that she was not talking to him. At the moment before him confused him; before him stood a black, hooded form. His first thought, because of his pain, was that Darth Sadis was before him, but in short order that thought to him made no sense. “Yes?”

“Surmon Vesgevi,” spoke the Human man in Basic, in a very cold, very cruel Nubian accent. Then he spoke in the angry tones of the H’tes. “[This is not how you greet one who has brokered your return to power].”

The identity of the Sith before him straightened Surmon’s back, but the action only steadied the migraine in his mind. He said in the Von'chol, “Maroki Renvarient, [we have been expecting you].”

“Save the pleasantries for someone who cares for them,” sneered the Sith. He entered without invitation; a Sith Lord needed no permission from a slave. “Is she here?”

“Y-Yes,” said Surmon. Suddenly, he knew exactly where Darth Sadis was. Just as he knew Renvarient was not talking about anyone else, not talking about any other woman. “This way.” 

The whole way was a quiet, very tense filled trek. Surmon did not feel comfortable with the mysterious Renvarient one step behind him. To Surmon, the man was clearly a Sith Lord; he could feel it even though Renvarient did not reveal such. Surmon knew the man possessed great power, power that was equaled to Sadis. He did not know how he knew this. Separate from his pain was the idea that he knew this man. He stole a glance over his right shoulder when the reached the top of the stairs. Renvarient’s face was barely visible. There was not much to see, but what was there caused a flicker of memory in his mind that the pain allowed to seep through. He just couldn’t quite place how he knew this man and where from.
With the row of balconies to the rear court before them, Surmon struggled towards the proper balcony. Renvarient made no offer to help the man. All he did was flex his gloved fingers and let his Sith robe fall open. Yet his belt yielded no weapon to speak of. His gait, however, became warrior-like.
Meanwhile, Naressa was too busy to notice the arrival of Maroki Renvarient and too seeped into allowing herself to be blind to the Force. There were signs, however, that she absentmindedly ignored. Tell tale signs that she had once paid heed to, but on a night like this, lost in her own pity she forgot them. Such foolery had killed Fawni and Faradi Nimh.
Surmon’s footsteps reached Naressa’s ears. Surmon said, “Mistress Sadis, forgive me. But Maroki Renvarient has arrived.” He tried to put some joy into his voice, but the pain in his skull was just too unbearable; he nearly fainted when Renvarient slowly pushed passed him. Surmon could not even describe the pain in words, let alone think of the cause.
Naressa was a little perplexed by Vesgevi’s tone and turned. When she did, and the moonlight feel upon the scene, both the Sith Maiden and the Sith Lord stopped right where they were. 

Naressa looked at him and sucked in a breath.

Dropping his hood, Darth Sidious gasped, “You.”

“You,” said Naressa, briefly confused. 
This wasn’t right: the both of them knew, in their souls, that Darth Rune was supposed to be here!
Sidious felt Sadis’ power build. Opening his fisted right hand, Sidious’ lightsaber sprang from its loaded holster strapped to his forearm. He turned it on, the red blade burning bright, matching his anger. Darth Sidious at this moment hated all Sith Maidens, especially the one who dared call herself Darth Sadis! As if she had allowed herself to just assume what was rightful his!
“You,” he cursed. Sidious moved quickly, Darkly…

In an equal movement of shadow, Naressa’s dress was suddenly not so hobbling around the legs. She split them, and from the chain mail skirting to her hand was her lightsaber. Thin and silvery it went for sleek than for appearance, essentially her much redder blade emitting from an iris more than a hole and hilt.
Sadis’ blade barely met Sidious’ blade in that initial engagement. Sidious was all ready moving, and Sadis was genuinely impressed, showing it by blocking and maneuvering away from the railing he meant to pin her against.
“What the hell!” was all Surmon Vesgevi could get out before the fury of lightsaber exchange drowned out his voice and the presence of two Dark Side entities so close to him made his headache so worse he nearly passed out. The commotion, the sounds, the flashes of light when the weapons connected began to draw attention from within the house.

Sidious being alive was a complete surprise to Sadis; Naressa felt she should have felt Dace. Another swing by him in which she blocked chased away wandering thoughts. Between the last time she had seen him battle and now Sidious was swifter, faster, and much more stronger in the Force. Sadis could not set in the Rune fighting style because Sidious was too relentless. She blocked, she parried, and he was right back on her pressing the issue. 

Sidious was motivated with such hate. Hate for his failure at Rapier Manor to kill Rune. Hate for women and Sith Maidens in particular. Hate for the woman in front of him. He assumed this to be a trap laid by her, and never did he question it further. He desired to kill her, end the fight on the balcony, push Sadis to a quick end. He had a continuous thought of strategy.
After a full two minutes the clash was neutral no matter how relentless Sidious was against Sadis. He was all offense, she defense. His attack prevented any form of counterattack; any Sadis tried were short in stroke and too entangling; a twist of blades and Sidious would have her disarmed and, eventually, literally disarmed. 
The initial surprise between them was finally worn off. Sidious’ apparent advantages over Sadis, such as her dress, turned out not to be. Sadis preferred better clothing for battle, but it was no accident that her clothing was designed the way it was; deception was her perception after all. Still she did not get into the fighting style she knew would end the fight pretty quick, nor did she attempt to use her other abilities to create space. Her most potent Sith Maiden abilities required time, little time but seconds she could not afford to spend current. She wanted Sidious to make that mistake, that one mistake as she ducked his weapon, only to make her own mistake by going after his returning weapon and not his briefly exposed torso.
Sidious did not give Sadis any mistakes to use against him. He did nothing, nothing that a Jedi would do to lose. He did not flip, he did not spin, he did get overly cute with his hands. He did what one was supposed to do against a smaller, lighter, physically weaker opponent; press forward, press ahead, press against her speed. The balcony would decide the fight. If Sidious did not end it here, then it was going to be a much longer, harder night for the both of them.

Sadis gritted her teeth as her chest throbbed, her body burning what alcohol and food was in her body; not necessarily the best combination of source energy. She blocked Sidious’ right, left, high right, left high, swing low sequence and then took on a stabbing motion to side step and take Sidious’ head off. Sidious was quick to lift both arms over his head to get the blade running parallel to his spine to block it. He turned, whipped, and made his first mistake: they locked blades.
They locked glowing yellow eyes.
Sadis possessed the natural eyes of the Sith, yellow suns the eclipsed black disks and pupils so black no light, not even Sidious’ face, magically did not reflect in them. Sidious was the customary, expected pair from a Sith Lord; yellow irises bordered and cracked by his red, Dark Jedi blood. Their hate was measured in both eyes’ glow and the intensity etched around them. The glow of their lightsabers could not out-glow that intensity.

He pushed against her weapon, growling, realizing he made this error, tried to create weapon induced space between them before….
Sadis was a learned Mistress of the Dark Side of the Force long before Sidious had become its Master. She did not gesture. There was no hint in her intentions. She thought, and Sidious sailed through the glass doors. The shattered glass did more to slow his flight than the curtains that he tore through. Skilled, Sidious minimized his injuries with mere body movement, used the Dark Side to slow down, and landed in a low crouch, lightsaber whipping low around him in a sweep.
Sadis took a moment to collect herself; her mistake, and she knew it. She then ran in with the desired method of lightsaber attack fresh in her mind. Before she calculated the precise number of moves it would take to kill Sidious the Sith Master used his power to whip the curtains at her. The heavy sheer couldn’t stop a lightsaber, but the fabric was plenty and weighty and it made Sadis have to work against it to free herself. Momentarily caught, he attacked his ensnared foe, slashing the curtain…

Sidious missed Sadis’ body, but some of her hair was removed! The intricate tying that kept her hair back came loose and her black trusses would fall to the sides to frame her face. She fell and let her lightsaber cut through more of the lavender colored heavy fabric. She was free, but Sidious had her on the ground. The advantage was Sidious’.
Sadis, however, made him dance. He went to strike, but then she began to stab, swipe, swing, and jab at his feet, legs, and crotch. Sidious was flustered as well as scared; he did not dare take wide, momentum in-charged swings. A removed body part would stop one of them for the other to finish it with a healthy swing.
Meanwhile, Daystruck reached the upper banister, clear on the other side of the battle between Darth Sidious and Darth Sadis. Deacon stumbled his way to him and blustered, “What in the hell!”

“It’s a dual!” Daystruck shook his head as the red lightsabers glow never stood still long enough. Clearly there was a man with auburn hair standing and trying to win against a laid down Naressa Rapier. “Another Sith Lord, I am sure of it!”

“Another?” Deacon was more genuinely confused and not just screwed up. “That makes three of them in total.”

“Thanks for the arithmetic lesson, Deacon,” barked Daystruck. 

They watched Sidious flip backwards and away, and finally Sadis nipped up when her male enemy conceded. She ducked under a thrown vase, and Sidious was on her again. The man was on the woman again trying to push her back with effort. Their blades at times cut through the barrister beside them as they matched each other move for move, causing the wood to loudly POP. Movement beyond them caught Daystruck’s attention.

“Father!” The suddenness of seeing Surmon struggling to walk threw aside all of Daystruck’s anger for him. “He’s in trouble!”
“I’ll get the blasters,” said Deacon.

“For what you idiot!” He grabbed the butler. “We do not dare interfere in the fight! We just got to work are way….NIC!”

From the other side of the way Nicconee appeared bewildered, and now engrossed by the action that saw Sadis get tossed into the wall. Sidious cut the wall where Sadis once was, and Sadis blade removed his Sith cloak from his body by removing the clasp in front of his neck. Mere millimeters in mere seconds almost merely ended the fight.
“NIC!” shouted Daystruck again. The young woman looked at him, scared. “Get back to your room! Lock the door!”

She had seen Surmon. “But Father?!”

“I SAID TO YOUR ROOM NOW!”
The argument and movement of Vesgevis went unnoticed by the Sith. Sadis’ attempt at slicing Sidious’ throat had been disastrous. Sidious was a little more limited in his movements with his robe than Sadis was in her dress. He could no longer disguise his movements, but her Sith Maiden eyes could not be deceived anyways; however, there was a part of him that hoped that her inexperience would conflict with her knowledge, and therefore she would have fought him as if the cloak did matter. He kept her uncomfortable, ever moving, never set in her feet and in her ways.
The Force Push into the wall bruised Sadis good and it showed in her performance, slowing her a bit, allowing Sidious to make more aggressive moves. She pumped the Dark Side in her every part of her being. She was able to establish her cursed mother’s fighting style that employed a single use of one hand, utilizing the lightsaber’s ability to cut all around. A sudden flicker of her wrist, a roll of her blade, and simple stop and go move in her attack could change the fight from ongoing to finished. Still, her body ached, and she couldn’t decide to chance healing, numbing, or totally commit herself to the fighting style.
Sidious never learned the style, but as like any avid sword master he knew it was just best to continue pressure. Sadis found herself frustratingly equaled; Sidious had never been this fast. The two kept trading positions from aggressor to defender, but each had the same idea. They wanted to reach an area of the house that they could use against one another. Sadis knew where; Sidious figured she did.

As the Sith battled on the one side of the second floor, Daystruck and Deacon made their way around on their side. They looped around the floor, and in seconds both men had Surmon on his feet. The older Vesgevi was shedding tears of terrible pain. Each other man took a hold of Surmon’s arms and draped them across their respective shoulders.
“I…know him,” muttered Surmon. He felt a sudden pull. “I know who he is. H-He’s a senator, or was one, I’m sure of it!”
“Come on, sir, we have to retreat,” begged Deacon. “We must flee.” Daystruck was not going to argue the man’s logic.

The pull upon Surmon was too much. The pull came from his study. He tried to walk, and now determined to go there he had strength. Still he used Deacon and Daystruck to support him. He told them, “My study. We go to my study.”

“Father?” questioned Daystruck. “We have to get Nicconee-.”

Surmon spat in Daystruck’s face as he said, “My study, you no good son of a bitch! Take me there now!”

The other men could have defied him, but yet they did not. They did not do it to humor him. They found a path to the stairs that would get them to the study.

The battle burst through the vanity room. Within the walls of the room were the finest plates and silverware and cutlery and glasses and much that had been used for the party. There was too much for the party and the household, but it was the way of the wealthy: there was never enough.
The two locked blades again, but this time they never stayed put in struggle. Sidious attempted to throw Sadis off his blade. The lightsaber crashed through glass shelves and the items that lined them. They were close to the shattering, and the folly of Sadis’ dress was soon realized. Sidious’ thicker clothes shielded him from the flying glass. Sadis’ sheer wear and bare skin were cut by the tiny pieces that flew about them from every strike they made in the surrounding environment. The cuts were distracting her focus; she dared not to use her power to suppress the pain. Sidious caught some of the smaller pieces of glass in multiple Force grips and then with a freed up gesture of his hand he showered his female opponent in them.
Sadis let out a small shriek as she was cut, tiny to serious cuts and slices, from face to chest to hands to arms to legs. Sidious chuckled in amusement and attacked.

A stone place cracked the back of Sidious’ head, making him see black and stars. He struggled for footing and consciousness, barely blocking a weak uppercut swing from Sadis. He threw a punch towards her face….
It was not fatal, but Sadis barely clipped the back of his right arm on a sudden downward reverse of her uppercut swing. Sidious stumbled backwards to create space. Sadis locked a Force grip on him and threw his whole body through glass shelving. He expected her to leap over the remains of the shelving when he staggered about, trying to regain control of his crossing eyes. A pain in his shoulder above Sadis cut awoken him to the glass buried there. He pulled it out…

Sadis moved around the mess and had the top of her knee just grazed by the freshly removed glass shard from Sidious’ shoulder. She snapped back from him and cursed in anger.

Sidious barely had his bearings, but enough to conjure Force Lightening. He unfurled a coil of energy from an outstretched hand. The lightening punished Sadis at first, but then she stopped contorting, and her cuts healed. 
Before Sidious stopped upon realizing it, he had just supplied his enemy a means to heal herself, forgetting her kind’s ability to absorb the Force. He stopped, was up on his feet, running…
Healed, Sadis flashed him that cursed chagrin of hers and let him have a dose of fire. A great, white flame erupted around Sidious after much focus on Sadis’ behalf. The fire was not a second old and Sidious’ clothing was melting, some of the heavier fabrics and leather sizzling on his own flesh. Sadis did not rest on that laurel; in another second, she whipped her lightsaber into the fire and nearly caught Sidious off his guard. He dangerously flipped…
When he landed Sidious was on the move again; the Heart Fire followed him as fire would follow a trail of fuel. And suddenly the vanity room was not where he wanted to be; the enclosure of the room limited his moves. Wherever the flames landed they burned that fuel fast and hot, leaving nothing left. Sadis took a moment to collect herself because her attack on Sidious a moment ago nearly burned her as well. But she watched Sidious do unending back flips to outrun the very agile fire. She guided the Heart Fire with her mind, but the use of it was draining her. She stopped it after it forced Sidious to suicide flip over the railing to the floor.
Sidious landed on his feet, but still fell on his back. The wind was out of him for a moment, but Sadis had not followed him. He spun from his back to his feet and ignited his weapon, waiting for her descent from above; she had, after all, the high ground. They have been at if for a good twenty minutes. He was only beginning to breathe a little heavy. Hands hurting he looked at him and wished he hadn’t; the leather was still bubbling from the heat of the white Heart Fire.
“Shit!” He shook each melted glove off one at a time, switching his weapon between his hands. Sidious eyed the second floor and still was amused that Sadis did not follow.
Above him Naressa leaned a bit and fought the stitch in her side. As practiced she was in the art of the lightsaber fight this was legitimately her first real fight; Magus Prophet was nothing that first time she raised a lightsaber against a foe; five moves in three seconds was not even a workout.
“You’re very good, ‘Darth Sadis’, I’ll give you that!” declared Sidious, mocking her self given title. He knew, being the Sith Master of the Sith Order, that not even Darth Rune had named herself; Faradi Nimh, knowing the curse that followed those who named themselves Sith, tortured Darth Grendel for days until he properly named her. “I never once doubted your power! Your skill in a real fight, on the other hand, is woefully apparent!”
Naressa sighed away Sadis for a moment longer; she had wished she never said she was not a very good Sith Lord. Such a proclamation perhaps damned her to failure. She mumbled, remembering her lament for Dace Palpatine earlier, “And to think I wanted to say I was sorry.” 
She breathed, and her breath was much more labored than Sidious’. “What makes you think I’m having trouble with you, Sidious!”
“You know just as well as I that this fight should have been over long ago if you were better than me! Face it! You’re only good in a sprint! I’m better in a marathon!”
She cocked an eyebrow on that one: damn him, he was so right. She did the only thing she could do, the Corellian thing to do. “You’re gloating! It doesn’t become you!” 

As physically gifted as she was, and had recently practiced, Naressa had that terrible problem all Sith Maidens had before and after Darth Rune. They possessed the knowledge of skill of lightsaber combat but they never practiced it in a committed state like the Sith Lords did. The Sith Maidens applied knowledge, all knowledge, equally and when the need or want arose. There was still much to be said, on the other hand, about practice. Practice did make perfect. Practice honed the body to the physical and mental motions one needed to execute. The Sith Lords spent hours upon hours, days that lead to years, swinging a lightsaber and teaching their body how to dance with it. The Sith Maidens were great and intelligent thinkers; never did they truly need to use a weapon when so much of the Dark Side was at their disposal. She was Invoking the Spirit of Darth Rune, to use Darth Rune’s fighting abilities; those fighting abilities were not Naressa’s.
Naressa could have thought Sidious dead. She could have used more Darker, deadlier methods of ridding him. Intelligence told her this, and yet experience told her not to. There was also something else that pushed her to engage him blade to blade, to lower herself -- if only a little -- to Sidious’ level. The Corellian in her, her Corellian pride just would not let her go and win this personal battle so easily. Some of her options, too, would take out the entire city of Eurna. She could never hate Dantooine that much.
“Suck it up, Naressa Jaina,” Naressa whispered to herself. She ignited her weapon and took a peek around the corner. 
Sidious was looking her way -- damn he was a handsome devil!

Sadis returned. “LOSER’S ON THEIR BACK!”

Sidious smiled and flicked his lightsaber around him. “I’LL TAKE YOU IN ANY POSITION!” She stepped out from the corner…

A shadow surrounded her…

Sidious turned and from his own shadow Sadis emerged and nearly split his skull in half. A significant use of her power, Sadis gambled badly like all in her Corellian line did. She gave up the high ground that Sidious would not have surrendered to her, but still it was once an advantage. It allowed Sidious to force her out of her inherited fighting style and back on a defensive that relied on two hands until her power built back up.
The exchange was once again inescapably tight. Sadis could not work Sidious to any known place in the house. Sidious could not do enough to get past her guard. Each thought the same; the only way there was going to be a winner was when one of them made a very critical mistake: small or large it didn’t matter what kind of mistake it was.
The coolness of night never bothered them when their battle carried outside. Both wanted a significant change in their environment. It was, as always, lady’s first. Sidious made sure by doing a non-gesturing Force push of his own.

The usual way to stop premature Force flight was to flip. Sadis knew better; warriors lost time in flipping, particularly when their opponent was overzealous. She surprised Sidious when she focused and stopped in mid air, her feet only a few inches off the ground. The Sith Master charged the Sith Maiden.

It was not like practicing against a remote. Sadis floated -- quite literally -- circles around Sidious. Her body barely quivered along with her very fast arms movements. Any attempt by Sidious to attack low was utter failure because her feet were all ready off the ground. Sadis added slow, controlled flipping where she never once touched the ground every time Sidious tried to strike her or her weapon from the waist down.
Just as Sadis was tiring from the exercise of floating she spun herself upside down, confusing Sidious enough, and used the last of the energy to spin around. With legs out she looked like a ceiling fan. Each foot caught Sidious at least once in the head, spinning the Sith Lord so badly he nearly cut himself apart with his own lightsaber.

Unfortunately Sadis had to land on her feet and take a moment to recover from the action. The attack done sooner, and Sadis would have right there on top of Sidious to end it. She just held her pose, drank air, and looked at him with a happy smile.
Sidious spun himself back up and spat the blood that was filling his mouth. He flickered his weapon in a salute, while Sadis realized that kicking anyone even in good dress shoes at a high rate of spinning speed hurt like hell. His jaw hurt and her feet really smarted.
Sidious nodded in mock sympathetic understanding, and then he mused, “Expecting company under that dress?”

Sadis thought for a second because Sidious was giving her that, along with a smile that suggested amusement. She understood: she had spun upside down, her dress skirting dropping due to gravity, and revealing her lack of pelvic undergarment. All she had with her that she brought to Dantooine was black, which would have showed through the near transparent material of her party dress. She couldn’t think of a good retort, so she just shrugged.
Then the two were right back into the battle. They frowned wickedly as if the light hearted moment had never happened. Sidious pressed and Sadis took it. They backed away from the house, but their progress was stopped by the closed, wrought-iron gate that sealed off the property from the rest of the planet. They were making a commotion that was very loud, but the Vesgevis were the only ones in the neighborhood who would have cared.
Sidious traded positions with Sadis; she now was the aggressor. His tactics became a little more back peddle and allowed the attack to rush at him. She accepted this tactic because it gave her a little more time to breathe between attacks. He lead her down the row of iron fence bars that bordered the property. Their slashes struck the bars, showering them in sparks. Sadis cursed her clothing again as heated metal glanced off her bare skin, but unlike the glass before it did not slow her down.
At this point, the confused security guards of the Vesgevi family decided that the fight had gone on for too long. Some had a sense of duty to their alive or perhaps dead employer -- they didn’t know. They rushed the scene and raised weapons to fire. Despite the fact that both Sith’s red lightsabers betrayed their location in the dark it was still nearly impossible to keep up with them or their owners. Two guards came to stop too close to the action. Sidious cut the head off of one guard and threw both the dead and the living guard at Sadis. She had no choice as she cut through both thrown enemies. The guards knowingly worked for terrorists; Sadis was not going to lose sleep over them, nor was she going to let them be the cause of her death.
The guards continued to flow to their location. The ones that arrived began to fire at both participants, even the Sith Lord Sadis they knew. Sidious only smiled, enjoying this new wrinkle in the fight. Sadis herself smiled, and she would not admit it yet but it was for the same reasons. The guards added a little extra spice to the fight.
Sadis broke from Sidious first and took care of three guards with two one-handed slashes. She turned and blocked Sidious for a series. Sidious then knocked her away and deflected shots back at two guards. He blind flipped over Sadis’ attempt to take his feet off. When he landed he drove down and his foot caught her on the right knee. Only her blade kept him from killing her from behind.
Sidious let her go, however, and the springing action caused Sadis to plant her lightsaber down into the head of a charging guard. More guards began to form a more concentrated effort to stop both Sith. Both Sith began to spend more time on the guards than towards each other. But after one more guard died by Sidious’ hands, the Sith Master was suddenly flipping over the fence, leaving Sadis to take care of the guards.
“YOU SHIT!” She shouted; Sadis, however, could believe it. Sidious was not running away, she could sense him taking to the shadows of the street. He was not a coward; he was using the guard attack as a means to soften her up while he took a break. Clever.

Meanwhile, in the mansion, in the study, Daystruck and Deacon finally got Surmon into the study. The headache had dialed down in intensity once the Sith left the mansion, but the pounding effect continued. He brushed past the men and went right to the secret safe, guided by unspoken words to take into possession the Son of Xulm. His obsessive impulse that drove him could not be explained by anyone in the room nor anyone alive.
“Father,” began Daystruck, looking at the terminal built into Surmon’s desk, “security is alerting us that they’re outside! They’re exposing us to the public! We must leave!”

“No!” Surmon struggled to get the private safe open. His desire to get the Son of Xulm was so great nothing could measure to it. “I will not leave!”

“Father, please! The constables will be here any moment! Not all of them have been bought! What if there are Jedi here? What if-?”

Surmon, frustrated with everyone and everything, snapped at Daystruck, “If the Jedi are here it’s your brother’s fault! A pity I could only kill him once!”

The forgotten reality was soon remembered. Daystruck was infused with a fury he never knew before and struck his father in the face. Surmon, bloodied, ignored the attack. He stood up and went right back to trying to open the safe. THE SAFE HAD TO BE OPENED!

Daystruck struck Surmon two more times. Surmon attacked Daystruck, wrapping his raking fingers around Daystruck’s neck. Daystruck thought he could get out, but when he made to do something to release the hold Surmon slammed his head against the rock chimney. Surmon would strangle and use Daystruck’s head to try and open the safe. Deacon charged in and wrapped an arm Surmon’s neck because it made no sense at all why the two were fighting. Deacon was much stronger than Surmon, but to Deacon’s surprise Surmon was putting up a damn good fight. Daystruck tried to rush in to help, but Surmon just club kicked his son in the face. He then reached down and began pulling mercilessly at Deacon’s crotch. Foam dribbled madly from Surmon’s mouth; his eyes never leaving where the Son of Xulm was located.
Outside, Sadis finally took care of the last guard by throwing him through the iron bars on the first try. Bones shattered, flesh tore, and the bars bent outward. The body’s destination was Sidious’ resting place. The body struck the brush, and out flew Sidious like a flushed game bird, diving back into the property and landing just in time to lock Sadis up, blade to blade.
Sidious pushed the blades towards her. Sadis planted her feet and kept the roll of her weapon in front of her. Again, another stalemate.

“Give up,” mused Sidious with a sneer.

Sadis took the time to answer, gaining some wind first between pants. She mused back, “You know me I can go all night!” She let her yellow eyes flicker, widen them briefly in amusement. “You, on the other hand, are like every other guy: lot’s of panting, raised blood pressure, sweating, a monumental release, then you just zonk OUT!”
Sadis drew away from Sidious and chuckled just a bit to herself. He just frowned and came at her again. Again they traded places with Sadis chasing Sidious. He led her to a bushy tree that had heavy limbs dangling from the very top to the very bottom. The combatants found themselves on a tree limb, climbing up little by little with every lightsaber swing.
Sadis played dirty and cut the surrounding limbs. After a moment she would engage Sidious and then use the cut pieces against him. After a second attack of this, Sidious just cut the branch they were on. His intention was to catch her by surprise and enjoy her fall.

Sadis did fall.

Sadis fell, and the limb Sidious was on was released from the imprisoning weight of the limb Sadis was on; the end of limb was engrossed by the weight of itself and the neighboring limbs that were tangled in with it; locked together, it stored great potential energy, becoming catapulting kinetic with Sidious’ slash. As Sadis landed hard on her back and nearly got knocked out, she watched her opponent fly through the tree and into the air, catapulted towards the house. Sidious smashed through a window on the second floor.

Sidious shook the unconsciousness from his head. He expected Sadis to be in the room, teleporting in to finish the job. After a few second she was late. He took this as a blessing as he fought to get his wind back from the landing. Coughing dust in the dusty room, he mused, “That’s something I will never, ever do again.”

Sitting up slowly, Sadis measured what happened and shook her head. “At this rate we will be at this all night.” At the apex of sitting up a pain took her, one her adrenaline could not hamper.
Naressa forgot the fight and felt the left side of her torso, just under her breast. One touch and she wished she hadn’t; many broken ribs, from bottom running towards the top. It was a terrible situation; she could heal the wound, but using the Dark Side to heal was more consuming than the floating around that she did. Sidious was alive and recovering, and he was not badly damaged. She did not need this.

The night air cooled the sheen of sweet that covered Naressa’s white body. Thirty minutes of pure, accelerated excitement was as Dace predicted: too much for her. There was the promise of a deep sleep once she stopped the Dark Side energy pumping through her body. Dace was giving her lots of time to think. She could not imagine for an instant that she was trying to bore her to death. His strategy was to overwhelm her physically, and it was working.
Unless…

Naressa could sense him after she sifted through the many frequencies of the Force, particularly in the Dark spectrum. The presence of Dace Palpatine, Darth Sidious, straddled the border of life and death; one foot on each side. It explained much to Naressa: he had died, and he had achieved what Faradi Nimh desired.

He did not possess the ability of resurrection. Naressa knew this because, after all, she and Dace have had a lot of contact with one another in their lives. She caught hints of Dace’s impressions in her mind, saw faint hints of Darth Plagueis the Wise. Unless between the last year and nearly six months ago…
The exploration of her thoughts was put aside by a sudden realization. Her anger had blinded her once she had saw Darth Sidious. She glared at the last place she saw him and said, “Why are you here?”

From the house, Sidious looked out the window and saw Naressa’s eyes glowing in the dark below. His anger had blinded him once he had seen her. He realized suddenly and said aloud, “Why are you here?”

There was a measurable peace that quieted the night. The Sith always fought with passion, desire, and lust. If it was for principal, it was for selfish principal. If it was for power, it was for them to take it. The belief of the Jedi was that the Sith were so often deep in these pursuits they possessed tunnel vision. Wiser Jedi knew better, but they still held a level of misconception because of their inherited, trained biases towards the Dark Side of the Force. The reality was that the greatest of Sith, those who lived the longest, always thought. That was what separated the Sith from the likes of Magus Prophet. Prophet was a strong, intelligent thinker but he needed the experience of a thought to master it. And in a fight, Prophet’s animalistic rage locked onto the Dark Side and it guided him just as the rest of his instincts. The Sith were learned warriors. They had passion, and hate, and that wanting hunger, but they had control. With control came thought, and with thought came common sense. A Dark common sense, but common sense all the same.
The former Sith lovers had been duped by a Sith that loved neither.

Darth Sidious had come back to life by reasons he could not yet explain. As he stood there in the house, observing his object of lust and the bearer of his Dark Hope, he began to understand how he was lead to Dantooine. He had used Naressa’s slicer program to track all the instances where Juna had made herself known: debits, withdraws, answering ports of call, and other means that left data tracks. Sometimes the transactions were a bit off, but in short time, within reason, Juna’s trail followed logic again. Whether or not he was truly following Juna was the issue; whether or not Rune though her pet Vhinech was using Juna in some fashion, perhaps splitting time between bodies. He had to be certain. Juna had to die, but Juna was not here.
Either Naressa had baited him to Dantooine, or Darth Rune had.

Naressa was more conclusive and correct in her thoughts. She was only because she knew. She knew her Mother. She knew Dace Palpatine, Darth Sidious. She knew the Daughters of the Dark Side had betrayed her once again! She left herself become too reliant on the Force. She listened to heartedly to the Winds of the Force, listened to their subtle hints. Logic and instinct played off the omens and innuendo. Rune had used the slicer program to bait Sidious to Dantooine, she played on both her daughter’s and Sidious’ hatred for one another, betting that they would fight once they saw one another. One was going to destroy the other, and thus the one remaining would be weaker because of it. 
Was it that simple they both thought at the same time.
The answer was one Faradi Nimh only knew: in order to achieve victory, one of the conditions was that most powerful and quite alive Sith masters of modern time had to die. Lost in the effort to understand, a struggle within the house had finally concluded.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 86.1)

Deacon’s eyes remained wide and unchallenging as his body fell limply on top of the bashed in head of Daystruck Vesgevi. The butler, the former convict and killer, had a neck so badly bruised Surmon Vesgevi’s whole hand prints, from fingertips to palms, were engraved in his neck. The butler knew what had happened to him, and in those dilated pupils he still did not believe it in the end.
Surmon did not contemplate such trivial matters any longer. He was battered, bloodied from taking on two grown men, one younger and one stronger, and bested them both. He was exhausted, was having a heart attack, and yet the headache gave him strength. The headache drove his drooling, mad form to the hiding place. He brushed off his son’s brain matter off of it. He finally remembered how to open the safe.

Before him, vibrating, its golden metallic surface rippling like water was the Son of Xulm. A strong, Sithian male voice spoke from it; it’s…His words etched over every detail of the sphere’s body, spelling out every letter, every word:
Supremacy thy granted in thou cold hands! By thy existence, a vessel I must command! Are ye thy vessel!
“[I am most certainly your vessel,” cried Surmon Vesgevi. He spoke every word appropriately, the proper use, with the proper pronunciation based on emotion. “[I shall carry you, my Liege, and I all ask is vengeance]!” He did not know why he said such a thing. He was supposed to.

The sphere stopped vibrating. The Son of Xulm said: Done.
The Son of Xulm unfurled and wrapped his metallic body around Surmon Vesgevi’s face. The man instinctively panicked, but his will to fight, his will to shrug off the intruder of his soul, was no good. In short time the patriarch of Vesgevi suffered to the floor.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 86.2)

“What am I doing?” both Sith Master and Sith Maiden said to themselves. Each one had their own reasons for saying it.

Dace had fallen for Naressa’s beauty before. He was sick and tired of being fooled by women! 
Spitting more blood out of his mouth, Darth Sidious seethed his next inhale through clenched teeth. He leapt from the house, the Dark Side taking him to a tree limb. From that limb he bounded towards were Naressa was last. He ignited his lightsaber, saw her just looking at him, swung, and swung through a gathered shadow.

Naressa had teleported again. She noted Sidious’ quick, angry approach and knew he was not going to listen to her. She thought where she needed to be and imagined her presence going there. The last thing she saw before the shadows consumed her was the dulling of Sidious’ lightsaber.

She was in the room the Vesgevis set her up in. Always thinking of the worst case scenario, Naressa had laid out her Sithian warrior clothing on the bed in the event she had time to return to her room to put it on. She was over-prepared, as always, but it was just best this way then not being prepared for anything at all. Beside the point, there was another reason for the bearing of clothing. If she had to she would had left it all; instead, she would leave her fedarok leather robe behind with something for the authorities in one of the pockets.
Naressa’s Sith garb was laid out for quick dress efficiency. She tossed her weapon on the bed beside it and began to change. The dress was easy to remove. She grabbed the neckline around her breasts and ripped the dress apart in one, smooth motion. She leapt right into her pants, and then the knee-high boots. The belt was hooked and clasped as soon as her boots reached her knees. The tunic was pulled over. Her fingers worked into the gloves.
The room’s window was shattered by Sidious’ diving in form. He rolled to his feet, his lightsaber coming on. He watched Naressa vanish again.

“DAMN!” He opened his senses and immediately picked her up; she was five miles to the north. Sidious ran to the window and looked in that direction. The Force told him she was in the building on the hillside; the Vesgevi private hanger. The Force also told him he had time to catch her.

“You’re not getting away! Not this time!” Sidious leapt from the window, and landed on the ground all ready in stride. Before he let the Dark Side enhance his running speed, he swore again, “Not this time!” She had escaped him too many times. He had spared her a killing stroke, only to be burned because of his stayed hand. This was his destiny, his time!
The one snag in Naressa’s quick getaway was the poor Aeol Methda. Even with improvements the old vessel did not have a long term warm idle function or an emergency quick start and fly ability like modern vessels had. Based on engine design and start up protocols, the Methda needed ten minutes of warm up. If it did not fly, the reactor shut down after an hour of idling to conserve fuel and batteries. Naressa had planned to fight Rune, win or lose, with really no emphasis on a quick escape. Even if the authorities had decided to take down the Vesgevis, it would still take them hours to realize that the Vesgevis had a newly acquired private hanger under the alias of Beverdon Crown; Beverdon Crown was Naressa’s idea; she used her slicer program to alter Dantooine’s records on the building. She would have had time to warm the ship up and leave in peace.

Naressa rushed into the cockpit and got the reactor turned on. In the pilot seat, she had a moment to comprehend what was happening. Rune had baited Naressa and Darth Sidious to Dantooine. Rune was not here, so it could only mean it was a trap. In Naressa’s heart she felt Sidious was not her trap, and vice versa. Something else was in store for them. 
A warning crept into her mind.
The whole experience then just struck her. Naressa felt like the stupidest Sith Maiden Matriarch in history. “What am I doing?” she iterated. She stared at her gloved hands, at her appearance, thought of everything she had done the last few weeks, thought about tonight. “What in the hell am I doing?” She sighed in deep embarrassment and buried her face into her gloved hands.

Darth Sidious cut his way through the locked door of the hanger. The action brought Naressa out of her thoughts; she felt it, and she was quick to the ship’s ramp. The Methda still had to warm up.

Naressa reached the end of the ramp. Sidious slowed to a stop and ignited his lightsaber. In the gloom of the poorly lit hanger, he caught his breath quickly to recharge himself for the attack. She knew he was winded but her multiple use of teleportation and healing, the use of special attacks, and the physical hell she underwent fighting Sidious, had winded her in spirit. Finding out she was her mother’s faithful pawn did more damage to Naressa’s spirit than anything else.
“Did you think I would give up so easily, Sith Maiden!” Sidious’ venom matched the spittle that flew from his angry mouth. He sized her and mused, “A change of clothing won’t save you.”

“I have no heart to fight you anymore, Dace,” said Naressa honestly, actually calling him Dace for the first time in many, many years. When she had found out his true identity, she had always referred to him as Sidious, or while in the company of her friends Palpatine. Never Dace because it meant she cared for him. Still, although she had not the heart to fight him she did not give in on her hold on the very Dark Side that had recently betrayed her. “I think we have both been embarrassed enough tonight.”
“Embarrassed?” Sidious whirled his weapon around in quick thought. “If you mean we have been tricked, for all I know you and your mother and the rest of your omnipresent Daughters of the Dark Side were in on this. I had thought Juna had come this way. Using your slicer program. Your program, Naressa! Yours!”

Naressa smirked in disbelief. “And you so happened to use the name Maroki Renvarient in your travels?”

“It was the only Sith identity that had not been compromised with the destruction of Korriban!” It befuddled him that she wanted to debate him than fight him. He should attack her. For whatever reason he wanted to listen to what she had to say. Either that, or he wanted the selfish and dangerous satisfaction of defeating her with a weapon in her hands. “Through it I could see you moving Rapier money to the Vesgevis. I just assumed take the identity and use those resources to track Juna. Where there is Juna, there is Rune and her puppet Dark Vhinech! The slicer on Duro pointed me in the right direction”

“Fool!” Naressa unwisely pulled away from the ship. She couldn’t understand why she had to spell it out for Sidious; the man was stubborn, but smart enough to figure it all out eventually. Perhaps she did it because the ship needed another three minutes to warm up. Perhaps she did it because she still had to open the heavy gated roof in order to leave. “Don’t you get it Rune used the name as well. She used it and linked it to people that had an interest in the Rapiers. She wanted us both here! It’s a trap!”
Sidious just smiled and raised his weapon to point an accusation at her. “I felt Juna change. Everything you do is for her. What makes you think I don’t see what you are going to do?” He eyed her suspiciously, cruelly. “Perhaps you’re right, perhaps you have been fooled. And all these years you have tried desperately to keep our Daughter from falling. Now she’s fell and I can guess why.” He slowly approached her. “To defeat Rune you will show Juna her destiny! And together the two of you will rule the galaxy!”
To this Naressa’s eyes narrowed. Sidious was pretty close to the mark in some respects, true, but when he spoke he spoke from a position of paranoia. Underlining him was a great streak of fear, at a level that was she had never thought possible in him. The horror of death changed even Dace Palpatine.

Sidious had returned from the dead, but with his new lease on life he had left much that Naressa had desired of him in the grave. It was more than Sidious not trusting anyone; he just thought he was wanting the galaxy just a little more; he thought nothing in his mind had change. In a way, the Darth Sidious Naressa she knew was still dead, a victim of Darth Rune.
“Are you just a little bit paranoid here,” said Naressa, expressing her thought.

“Death does that I’m afraid,” said Sidious, agreeing with her perhaps for the very last time. “Let’s just say I don’t trust anything you have to say. There is only one truth I will believe in: your head on the end of my lightsaber. 
“And when I’m done with you, dear Naressa, I’ll pay our just transformed and weakened ‘gessa’ and take her head too. That way there are no more reasons alive that would deny me of my calling!”
An indicator in the Aeol Methda went off signaling the ship was ready for take off.

Naressa did not board the ship. 
She made no move to the controls to open the hanger. She just took her lightsaber off her belt and turned it on. Her weariness was completely gone. As long as Darth Sidious lived, Naressa Rapier -- Darth Sadis was no more! -- would never get tired. 
Naressa seethed, “You should have not gone and threaten MY Gessa, Boy!”

“I am so sick and tired,” began Sidious, his eyes glowed hideously evil “of you callING ME BOY!” In the middle of that sentence he tore into Naressa recklessly and with less control than before. He wanted her so dead.
Naressa just went to Rune’s fighting style and matched him. Though she was faster she could not get off a decent offensive counter maneuver with his strength behind his successful strikes against her guard. She flicked her wrist to roll her weapon off his weapon; he just reared back to block her changed attack. With Sidious so offensive Naressa became more lateral in her body movement which worked against Rune’s fighting style significantly. Naressa began to retreat outside; she did not want any of their battle to hit the ship.
Outside the hanger Naressa flipped harmlessly away from Sidious' latest horizontal slash and landed comfortable on the walk way. The ongoing conflict was not the one that was approaching her methodically, but whether to fight Sidious to the death or lead him far enough away from the hanger, teleport, and leave. To date it had been a stalemate, but since Sidious had threatened to kill Juna Naressa found herself to be supremely confident in taking him. His powers, however, had increased substantially because of his resurrection; there was no telling what new abilities he had picked up. She had to weigh this situation and no others by the old rule she had momentarily forgotten tonight: what was the best course of action that would protect her Gessa?
Sidious was on Naressa and began to punish her with rapid blade swipes, trying to get her to fight back. Naressa employed that methodical, mechanical, nearly biologically impossible Rune lightsaber style, forcing Sidious to employee his strategy of tiring her out. It was a given that she was not built for a long fight, but her purpose, she decided, was to get him as far away from the Aeol Methda as possible. She needed to get to Juna, and her gut told her that the trap Rune had for her and Sidious had not been sprung yet.
Soon the trap would be unleashed, and soon it would be too late to leave.
The two dueled away, and Naressa made it remotely interesting, but barely. She lured Sidious into false victories, making planned mistakes with her defenses and attacks. Sidious was catching on and not falling for them so easily; his reflexes were keener than they ever had been. It was not about the amount of midi-chlorians one had that ultimately made them strong. The Jedi, the conveyors of such sayings, however had no idea.
After five minutes, Naressa just leapt back. Her leap carried her over a long rail that bordered the landscaping that surrounded the hanger. She kept herself facing Sidious to see if he would follow. She landed short of the lighted stairway, trained her focus away from the battle to the hanger’s controls.
Sidious ran and landed in front of Naressa and gestured at her. The blow knocked her head over heels, but she stopped again in mid air and landed on her feet. The sound of the hanger opening prompted him to look behind him for a moment. He looked at her and shook his head.

“Running away?” Sidious held his position and slowly brought his lightsaber before him. They were fifty feet apart. “I’ll just follow you wherever you run!!”

“Even to hell?”

“Run for Rapier Manor for all I care!”
Naressa shut down her lightsaber and raised both her hands after stowing the weapon away. Sidious thought to storm in, but such a tactic would kill him before he could begin a strike with his weapon. He knew she had so many offensive options, so many lethal ways to kill him. He, on the other hand, had picked up ways to defend them. The problem was not every defense was interchangeable. Sidious had to be patient and bare the pain of time.
The shadows of the landscape left their nightly perches and leapt towards Naressa’s hands. “You think you’re strong enough to stop this!”

Sidious smiled at first, knowing what Black Death, Naressa’s ultimate weapon of the Dark Side, could do all too well; there was no defense against what had to be the greatest power of the Dark Side. She wiped out an entire planet, Sanctuary, with it last year.
The only play Sidious had was one of conscious. “You would wipe out half the planet to be rid of me, wouldn’t you?”

Naressa smiled, and she knew he was right. So she amended, “I only need enough to make you a stain.” Her senses shifted, and then she turned and flung one of the black blobs from her hands up towards the top of the stairwell that lead to the upper street. Sidious sensed who she was really attacking before she attacked the newcomer, an old face.

Darth Maul, just returning from getting rid of Curnt Vesgevi and had sensed the disturbance in the Force, at the last second flipped over the energy. The dark energy continued skyward and no one saw what it did or where it went. Naressa withdrew her request of Black Death and swayed a bit; a terrible miscalculation of energy usage on her part. With part of her concentration still left in the hanger she had not properly locked on the Sith Lord on the stairs.

Maul landed on the stairs with relative ease. He saw Darth Sidious; his eyes widened and he said in awe, “Master!”
“Nice to see you, Lord Maul,” said Sidious with a smile. “Please, join me. Let us be rid of this stain on our Order once and for all.”
Naressa sighed and just shook her head. She had enough power to teleport. But when she attempted to teleport she found herself unable to. Something was blocking her, blocking her ability to traverse as Force energy. She felt it was similar to her time at the Sithian Monastery on that womp rat hole of a planet Shaklebare. The Monastery’s walls had kept her inside the burning wreck. Such walls now existed, invisibly around them all.
Sidious and Maul noted Naressa’s sudden tension in body, but they just assumed two things from it. First that she was afraid of them. Secondly she just assumed that she could have transported to her ship by now but Dark Side pride had her; she could not just go and leave these two Sith Lords to give chase. It did not matter to them; Sidious was as confident in himself as Maul was confident in his master. Two highly skilled Sith Lords against the likes of an inexperienced Sith Maiden were odds the males notably favored.
Naressa never thought once to reason with either of them. In the past, Darth Sidious would have gladly went one on one with whomever, anywhere, at anytime. Now the Sith Master beckoned his dog to join the sport! He was motivated by his fear, not of death but losing his place in destiny! It was common sense, this new tactic: when one had superiority, or believed they did, then one had to use it.
She had really no time for this, made clear when Maul ignited both ends of his dual blade lightsaber. Maul smiled gleefully with his yellowed, bad teeth at Naressa, as if to say he was really going to enjoy this. He was curious to see how she could handle a man like himself, so flexible, so fast, so cunning with deadly weapons. He thought about Naressa embarrassing him, commanding him, making him do labors.
Maul was really, really, really going to enjoy this!
Two Sith Lords against a Sith Maiden; three blades against the power of one. All agreed, for different reasons entirely, that the fight had to be over quickly. Maul wanted to finish it himself and claim glory before his once thought dead Master. Sidious wanted it done to prevent Naressa from analyzing the duo’s attack patterns and answering them in kind; also he knew Naressa had great power and many tricks up her sleeves. Naressa only wanted to get the hell off of Dantooine before it was too late. She couldn’t teleport, and running was just out of the question. She had to kill these two Sith, kill them quick!
At once, Sidious and Maul attacked Naressa had the same time. Naressa increased her speed of movement. Sidious immediately discovered that he was correct in including Maul because he could barely keep up with Naressa’s movements, unlike before. She held back, was being conservative before because one mistake was all that separated her from having her head removed from her body. Now she accelerated the tempo, she had no choice. Sidious was Force-enhanced fast, while Maul was naturally quick and therefore the Force just made him faster. Worse Maul had two weapons in one that could be snapped into attack when one of them was put into the guard position.
The weapon exchange was blistering, Naressa snapping her weapon quickly between Sidious, Maul’s one blade, Sidious, Maul’s second blade, Sidious, Maul’s first blade, second blade, Sidious and Sidious again. She spun, and they back away, and she went right at Maul, letting the young man have a few swipes at her. She then rolled to her right and engaged Darth Sidious directly who was coming to Mauls’ blind side right. She nearly let herself get stuck between the men, but the foolish Maul kicked her lower back. The move sent her towards Sidious, and Sidious was in an awkward position that did not allow him to take advantage. Naressa collapsed into him, and then had the presence in mind to do what she had seen Enothchild do against Prophet at Rapier Manor years ago: locking Sidious’ blade with her blade, she stepped inside to his right, turned him, and thus performed a standing switch. Maul was in the midst of a blind spin that was a follow up to the kick he gave Naressa; he barely saw the standing switch, pulling his double lightsaber tight to his body, preventing the weapon not once but twice from cutting Sidious in half.

Sidious shoved Naressa away from him, but then he contorted his body to avoid her unhealthy looking wrist flicker; sometimes he did wonder if Naressa intentional broke bones and then quickly healed herself to because as far back as her hand went, the knuckles touching the back of her forearm, that had to be the case. Maul whipped around him then from the left and so he took Naressa up the middle, trying to force Naressa into an orbital defense. By deploying the method, Maul was the closer, faster ‘orbiting body’ while Sidious played slow moving gas giant to Naressa’s primary star.
Naressa scouted the maneuver quickly when Sidious mistakenly went to his right before bouncing left towards Maul, and while Maul just kept going quickly to his left. Naressa just cut Maul off by step wide behind her, and with a back flip with trailing whipping lightsaber she had both of her opponents in front of her.
Sidious snapped his weapon downward at Naressa…

Naressa blocked Maul….

Sidious swung and stabbed….

Maul left side, right side, left side….

Naressa stabbed at Maul, twirled his weapon around….

Sidious blocked Maul….

Maul attacked Sidious….

Sidious shouted, “MAUL!”

Maul stopped, realizing that in the last five moves he was connecting with Sidious’ weapon while Naressa just held her weapon in the area, then pulled it away, then put it there again for Maul to swing at. Sidious took to Naressa, only to be stopped by Maul’s overaggressive offense.

Naressa got Maul twirling his weapon with stabs and swings and sudden reversals, passing and deflecting much of Sidious’ offense, and nearly repeating the same tactic she used against Maul on Sidious with the same results. She smiled just a little. Sidious took the smile away by ‘buzzing’ her with a downward swing that nearly took her nose and hands off. Maul came to the rescue, only to have the locked up pair come at him. Sidious was trying to untangle himself from the lock up, but Naressa just kept them that way to give Maul plenty to think about. When Maul backed away, Naressa untangled from Sidious and invited both Sith Lords to engage her in a forward attack. She enjoyed it so much she dusted Maul by attacking the young Sith Lord’s feet before giving Sidious much needed attention.
Maul flipped out of the melee when Naressa’s weapon moved in a way that went against all known fighting mechanics; the upper cut-swung blade nearly cut his weapon in half. Landing, Maul took a moment to analyze the very unorthodox, potentially flawed fighting style she was employing. He had never seen Naressa use the Dance of the Mistress before and was beyond awed. That all changed when Sidious stopped the blade and forced Naressa to hold the weapon with two hands, to which then Sidious was tossed backwards by a Force push.
Naressa, breathing hard again, spun low as Maul ran at her. She stayed low when he flipped and spun his weapon in a circular fashion, hoping to take her head off if she would have stood up. Sidious charged in, jumping over Maul to strike Naressa down, pin her down. She was up, made contact with his weapon, but with great purpose held her weapon there and rose from the ground on a run. She spun…

Maul stopped her strike and did a kayak attack to get her to stay low. She blocked the attacks easy, and then flicked her wrist up. Again, Maul barely got himself and his weapon out of the way. Just as Maul fell back, Sidious timed his barbarian horizontal swing to cut through the plain of Maul -- if Maul would have been still standing he would have been cut in half.

Maul was still nearly cut in half. Naressa brought both hands together and drove her weapon suddenly down on Sidious’ attack; both blades came down between the young Sith Lord’s legs.

Sidious backhanded Naressa and let loose a victory cry.

Naressa did not take the blow well and stumbled and stumbled and nearly struck the back of her head too hard against the duracrete partition on the eastern side of the parkway. She blinked as much as she could to shake the blow, her eyes dimmed…
“She can’t take a blow, she’s too physically docile,” shouted Sidious to the recovering Maul. The apprentice understood by nodding. Naressa was no Darth Rune and was no Muriel Thahada and wasn’t even her daughter; women that could take physical punishment. “Strike her at will!”

The Sith cleverly crisscrossed, and then they rushed her from the sides, straight in. Naressa leapt and had the Force guide her feet to the top of the partition, putting her feet eye-level to Maul and under Sidious’ chin. It looked like they had her in a precarious perch, one to where they could force her to commit to leaping off in any direction to which they would have killed her. Instead she held her position, and suddenly the Sith Lords could not get their weapons up enough. Any attempts by their part to take her feet off were aborted when Naressa, unnervingly to them, appeared to dislocate her arm at the elbow to reverse a swing attack.

The men conceded to the woman and let her leap back towards the middle of the plaza. When she landed, they heard sirens. The sirens were faint, but the noise was growing and closing in.

“Somebody’s noticed,” mused Naressa at the Sith Lords with Dark mirth. It may have been the middle of night, but the flashes of lightsabers and the noise the clashes made were loud enough be heard for quite a few miles. She doubted, however, that the Sith would give up because the constables of Dantooine were coming.

“Then this is over,” retorted Sidious. He rushed at Naressa with lightsaber zipping around him. Maul ran a rounded circle, but he was going to reach her the same time Sidious was going to reach her.

Naressa used the Force, but Sidious shielded the attack. It slowed him down enough for her to bat Maul away. She whipped between both Sith with a wide legged stance: Maul, Sidious, Maul, Maul, Maul, Sidious, Maul, Sidious, Sidious, Maul, Maul, Sidious, Maul, Sidious, and Maul, Maul, Maul, Maul, Maul, Sidious and Maul and Sidious she went. She began to spin, using momentum to drive Sidious and Maul back from her, letting their blades have a bang of hers. Sometimes it was when the blade was in front of her, but most of the time she used the Dark Side to guide her one handed aim because Maul was so quick to adjust.
Maul made a mistake. Naressa did not see her strike, but immediately the young Sith Lord backed away from the fight, hobbling, favoring his left leg when the pain and the numbness settled in. The tip of Naressa’s weapon had just sliced a tiny wound above Maul’s knee cap. It was minor, but the effect so immediate Maul lost all focus.

Sidious was alone for a moment, and it was good. He locked Naressa’s blade up again and kicked the inside of her leg. Naressa bent down from the kick, laboring for breath. Sidious reared back and slapped her, but just as suddenly as he slapped her Sidious fell back working his fingers. Maul, from his vantage point, saw blood, lots of blood, dripping from Sidious’ right palm; the hand nearly bled like a slit throat.
From just a fraction of a second of contact, Naressa found strength again and shook the blow Sidious stupidly delivered. She stared at Sidious and the suddenly wide-eyed Maul. The layer of Sidious’ skin that came off of his hand, filled with very rich midi-chlorians, was an oddity on her white flesh that faded into her pores. Her bruises from before healed without wearing her down; she no longer breathed heavy.
“Unfair,” growled Maul, fighting to stand up, ignoring his leg.

Naressa cocked an eyebrow in amusement. Even Sidious, with his hard eyes always on her, could not hide his sigh of contempt for Darth Maul’s complaint: Two fully grown men battling one woman, what was that called sportingly even?
Naressa had another word for it and applied it in a sentence. “Well if you don’t like it, Pouty-wan, you can leave this mevanus so’Isa!” She flashed him a wily smirk and belittled him further in E’sithropian “Ey misca lenena ofr!”
Maul knew his Sithian and scowled at the insult that included a form of sex with three participants and he, Maul, being the little female ‘receptacle’. And he foolishly charged…
“NO!” Sidious barked, but it was too late. Maul charged, noticeably slower with a barely visible limp, with weapon spinning, and Naressa grabbed him in a Force grip and threw him at Sidious. Sidious had only one option and swung his lightsaber. Fortunately for Darth Maul on this night Sidious’ was off his mark, cutting his weapon in half and rendering one half of it useless.
Sidious took Maul and rolled with him. Before the second roll the Sith Master recovered, separated himself from Maul during the roll without losing his lightsaber, and was on his feet and blocking Naressa in no time. Again she was quicker, with more urgency, hoping to defeat Sidious quickly; Maul was no problem for her. Sidious was all defense and showing a great deal of patience, waiting for Maul to recover and rejoin the fight.
Naressa’s was empowered, but she felt her body buzz with strain. Though she felt she could go longer at a lesser pace but she dared not; Rune’s trap had sprung, and she felt it was getting closer. She couldn’t afford to waste any more time with the Sith Lords, nor could she take another punch or kick. Sidious learned his lesson; that backhand he got in earlier caught her off guard; for now on any other attempt at striking her, skin on skin, was going to be a death sentence. Sidious, though, fought relentlessly, feeding off the pain in his hand like any Sith warrior would do. His grip on his weapon from the still bleeding wound, however, was loose; his blood was slick like grease, and with no calloused skin there to augment his grip…
Sidious’ lightsaber flew out of his hand, but it was not by Naressa’s daft sword play. He just about had her locked up again. Maul, fighting past his hobbling leg injury, charged to stab her. Naressa extended herself; lead Maul to believe that he had her in an upper cut move. Unfortunately, with so many red lightsabers in one spot moving so recklessly it was easy for Maul to forget which lightsaber was whose again. He performed the upper cut, and Naressa tugged Sidious forward where she fell back. Sidious took his good hand off his lightsaber to avoid it having it cut off by Maul’s mistake. Maul’s lone lightsaber had enough power under it to loosen it from Sidious’ injured grasp.

Before Naressa could take advantage of the error Maul had kept his focus on her. He initiated a very strong spin kick that caught the side of her body. Unfortunately the kick drove her to the ground, and right to Sidious’ lightsaber. She rolled over it, came up, and struggling for some air she managed a very wicked smile.
If Sidious thought he could never be more upset the very fact that Naressa had his weapon, and now turned it on, blew the thought away. Quickly he changed his tactics and used the Dark Side to throw a park bench at her.

Naressa absentminded cut it in two unequal halves, and immediately Maul began to pester her. She whipped the lightsabers before her, though, and the apprentice became very skittish. However Naressa felt very uncomfortable with two lightsabers; Rune herself would have never occupied her hands with so much lethal independence. The weight and length of the blades were uneven, and Naressa was just not use to the stratagem. Maul tried again to defeat her defenses. Although her defense was uncomfortable to perform it kept the apprentice honest; on the other hand Maul began to see her discomfort in her eyes.

Meanwhile Sidious did not sit back and watch. He used the Dark Side again to throw objects at Naressa to break her attention off of Maul. Sidious, too, could see Naressa’s discomfort over possessing two lightsabers. He gestured towards a light post, pulled it from the ground and threw it at her. Instead of using her own telekinetic ability to block it she used one of the lightsabers to destroy it. Each attack caused her to leave herself vulnerable to Maul. The Sith Lord whipped in with swipes after the light pole. Sidious threw another; Naressa spun by that one; Maul used it as a pick and flipped over it in an attempt to take Naressa’s back. She blocked the attack, and then spun away from a trash collector that was not meant to fly.
In what had to be the oddest move ever, Naressa tossed Sidious back his lightsaber and ran at him full speed. Sidious instinctively caught it, turned it on, and blocked Naressa’s roll-by approach. He realized right then that it was not odd; by giving Sidious back his weapon Naressa took away the strategy that was beginning to effectively help the Sith Lords win the fight.
The Sith Lords began to slowly surround Naressa again. Very methodical was their movements that any attempt by them to rush her would be discovered. It was becoming more and more clear that it was a stalemate at the rate they were all going. A quick end was not coming. Naressa doubted they were going to call the fight off for anything, and the two males were supremely confident that they could wear her down.
Sidious was not going to let Naressa live. He thought himself damned if he did, believing that the first thing she would do was go to Naboo to unite with Juna, figure out Darth Rune’s plan, and take the plan and the galaxy all to themselves. If not, Sidious had all ready figured that fighting an inexperienced saber fighter like Naressa had proven to be tough. By all accounts Juna was a little more accomplished; Sidious was wrong, Juna was very accomplished, like in everything she did. Even if the mother and daughter reuniting would put a stop to Rune, the Sith Order could not, and would not, have such a powerful, united front to go up against.
The sirens of approaching authorities, on the other hand, began to play on Sidious’ priorities.

Naressa could see Sidious’ hesitation in his eyes. He was weighing whether or not to fight Dantooine’s finest, fight her, or flee with Darth Maul. Relaxing, she stood up a little straighter and just casually flicked her lightsaber around, taunting the two men. She just said, “I’m the one everyone’s looking for.”

Sidious cursed privately to himself, holding up a hand to keep Maul back upon realizing what Naressa was doing. She was forcing his hand based on the errors he had made. If the fight had remained at the Vesgevi Mansion, and if it was over quickly, then there would have been no questions; the Vesgevis would have covered the incident up. Instead the fighting had been noisy, all over, and given where they were just about clear enough for anyone to see it. If they all left, now, it wouldn’t matter.

Naressa, however, was daring. She was indicating that she would purposely turn herself in to the authorities. She was a wanted woman. The Jedi targeted her as a Sith and she had apparently proved it at Hapes, Sidious had thought. She was wanted, and by turning herself in, if she did, it created a lot of hassles for the Sith. Would this be the day she finally admitted that the Sith were indeed alive, and she knew two Sith Lords in particular existed in the galaxy? Would she name them, name them and provide the Jedi with their descriptions and identities? What kind of damage could she do to the all ready crippled Dark Lords of the Sith?
Sidious smiled at her, but spoke with venom dripping on every word. “Rune is still out there, dear Naressa. You wouldn’t dare sacrifice your freedom and allow her to achieve victory.”

And to Maul’s shock, his Master turned off his weapon. Sidious said with his eyes only sparkling gray, “You are bluffing.”

“I might be,” said Naressa hurriedly, but only because she felt a growing danger. The moon broke out from the clouds behind Sidious and Maul. The moon, however, was strange. It was there, but it reflected light like metal did. Dantooine’s moon was a basic iron composite satellite, but to Naressa’s eyes it was the largest ball of gold ore in the galaxy. As the air frosted as it past her glowing, bird-of-prey eyes, she knew an omen of great warning when she saw it. She had to hurry; Rune’s trap was almost there.
“I’m Corellian after all,” Naressa said with a louder tone as the sirens were now loud enough to effect normal talking volume. “On one hand I might be given to the Jedi and if they’re smart they will execute me before anyone suggests a trial. On the other hand I have so much wealth; wealth in information; wealth in money; wealth in lawyers; where do I even begin, Lord Sidious, to spend my wealth?”
She shook her head. “You can’t kill us all, Lord Sidious! By leaving now only I will be accused of the massacre at Vesgevi Mansion! My money is virtually linked to them! Trust me when I say, if you fight these innocent policemen I may leave you, or I may take you out while you are preoccupied! You know this! I can see it in your eyes!”

Sidious weighed his options again and just said, “You’re bluffing!”

Naressa finally realized it was too late. 
She shrugged her shoulders and turned her back towards the Sith Lords. If that wasn’t enough to the men she raised her weapon and looked ready to attack the constables. The glare of their lights and the screeching of their sirens were almost upon them. The opportunity to strike Naressa was so very tempting. Once again Sidious brought a charging Maul to a halt, grabbing the young man hard by the neck. After all the fighting they had done that night Naressa would not have conceded her back to them unless a greater threat was coming; Sidious had began to realize something was Darkly amidst. 
The horrible crunching sound interrupted the night. Naressa flinched at the horrible, insanely repetitive metallic sounds. She had no real idea what was coming and therefore what was transpiring sight unseen at first startled her. She used the power of her Sith Maiden sight to look through the earth, look through the slope, instead of making her way to the edge of the hill leading down. Her vision, however, was blocked short of the scene that was filled with shouts of surprise and agony, of a few blaster shots being fired, and finally all followed by a terrible silence. The source of the blockage, blocking her sight as well as her ability to teleport, was the same. She began to worry about what else could the source block. But she could not run to the ship; she had to fight against Rune’s ploy and defeat it.
Sidious began to feel the threat and raised his weapon at ready, stepping away from Maul. The other Sith Lord followed suit, and soon the three Sith were in a triangular formation. Sidious was not certain why he was staying, and Maul was not certain why his Master chose to stay.

Quickly a humanoid form floated into view, cresting the lip of the plaza, feet six inches off the ground, body dangling as if it was a puppet hanging from strings. Naressa was closer, quickly ascertaining that the dangling piece of meat was Surmon Vesgevi. It made no sense at first; Vesgevi was as Forceless as paper. Forcelessness was a figurative term; no being was completely Forceless, but it was the best way to describe anyone who did not have enough midi-chlorians to use the Force.
Vesgevi’s head sickly lopped to his right side, and then the head right itself up. Naressa held her terrified gasp in check; Sidious took a second longer to realize what he was seeing and shared Maul’s opened mouth gawk. Vesgevi looked very old and shrunken and emaciated, but it was the man’s solid gold orbs for eyes that startled the trio. The metallic orbs, parts of the Son of Xulm, barely fit in the hollows of the eye sockets, eyelids scrunched straining tight around them.

Vesgevi’s mouth worked out the words that were only heard in the Sith’s minds. “[Traitors of the Darkness! I am the Son of Xulm!]”

From behind and floating above Vesgevi’s head appeared a much smaller version of the Son of Xulm; the rest of it pulsed through the arteries and veins and was consuming the body of Vesgevi. In that cold, dreadful, certain voice, it said with absolute certainty, “[And your waning midnight has cometh!]”
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 86.3)

To the Sith that knew -- Naressa knew more than Sidious -- this was a complete surprise to them. In the deep history the name of the great swordsman Xulm was noted repeatedly at every major event that gave rise and caused the fall of the E’sithropian civilization. Legend had it that Xulm was immortal, that it was not his heralds that took up his name in the two hundred thousand years of his known existence. The legend of his war prowess went hand and foot with his supposed agelessness. Myth and story foretold the civilizations Xulm created and often destroyed; he had killed whole societies to force them back into a tribal, deity-worshipping species repeatedly for reasons not clearly known; often at the expense of his own rule over the people. Over the years there were many that had claimed to be a Son of Xulm; no son of the warrior was given any other name. The last known instance of Xulm being alive was that it was he, identified by the Sithian achieves, who untied the Sith with the Dark Jedi of Cantaspher thousands of years ago that brought forth the modern era Sith.
Naressa knew a little more than Darth Sidious. Xulm indeed had united the Dark Jedi with the E’sithropians, and done so through the religion Xulm had created so long ago, the E’oqerst; the Nature as translated from the united Sithian language. Her Grandmother, Nebula Nimh Ryder, possessed the handed down comada that had been personally inked in his own blood by Xulm, or so Naressa had been told -- the comada was so old and so warn whatever existed before the Sith Maidens were officially created was no longer imprinted on the pages, and therefore Naressa could not get an impressions off of it to confirm.

Thinking of the Sith Maidens brought Naressa’s focus to the first Sith Maiden. The Great Mother, Luna Mystery Nimh, had possessed an orb similar to the one that floated with Vesgevi. In those ancient memories within Naressa’s body all she could ascertain was that the orb, in which the Great Mother privately called Xulm, taught the first Sith Maiden in her youth knowledge. The memories told her nothing of such a thing being a weapon.
The sentinel only said, “[And your waning midnight has cometh!]” and did nothing else. The Son of Xulm sphere, however, did.
Naressa’s grasp on the Force made her arms instinctively swing her lightsaber without warning. Sidious and Maul only reacted to the exploding outcome. None of the living, breathing Sith saw the glowing, golden sphere attack. Naressa was spinning away, in shock from the explosion. Before even Sidious could complete his reaction his left arm snapped at his elbow.
Maul barely saw the flying, spinning sphere moving noiselessly through the cold night air at the last second. He moved, and moved his weapon long after it had harmlessly and intentionally passed him.
Naressa struggled to roll onto her knees, cramping horribly. She put her hand to her lower abdomen and found lots of blood on her hand. A hole existed between the front and the back of her torso; a hole anyone could see the other side clear through. She swooned in shock…

Sidious ran and dove as the sphere attacked him again. It entered the ground just where his feet were last before the leap. The Sith Master landed on his freshly broken arm and cried out in great pain. His ear, pressed against the ground, heard a rumble…
The sphere nearly went through Sidious’ skull. Instead it exited the ground and grazed the side of his head. The graze nearly scalped him; fresh blood made Sidious’ auburn hair turn redder.
Naressa made attempts at healing her wound before she passed out, but her senses made her roll to her left. No sooner than she began to roll did the Son of Xulm crush the metal down where she laid, and then continued to pursue her as she rolled. Naressa left a trail of blood; Son of Xulm left dents. She slowed horribly due to dizziness, lack of blood…
Maul was not helping the Sith Maiden when he threw his lightsaber at the sphere like a javelin. He knew a threat to them all, to himself, when he saw it. The sphere was so preoccupied with its prey he thought sure victory was at hand when it hesitated to stomp its target. The lightsaber exploded just like Naressa’s lightsaber had done before.

Collapsing in confusion at first, Maul then felt the great, pumping pain in his upper thigh. During the explosion the Son of Xulm just flew at Maul and passed through the Sith Lord’s leg. Maul expected another attack, but the Son of Xulm only wanted to deal with real threats.

Maul’s distraction gave Naressa one good breath of air, and with all of her will she made herself heal the terrible wound. The gamble, which worked, weakened her terribly; the healed wound did not return her missing pints of blood. Her relief lasted for a moment; she was barely on her knees when another pass by the Son of Xulm broke all the bones in her right hand on its initial pass. Naressa was not numbed to pain; the sphere did not want her to have a clear mind.
Sidious heard the all too familiar sound of bone snapping and knew Naressa was in agonizing trouble. He did not want to console here, though…

He was up with his right hand, the hand that was wounded terribly before by Naressa’s Force absorbing skin, and painfully unleashed thunderous Force Lightening at the attacking Son of Xulm. The pain was excoriating; Sidious nearly passed out, from the smell of his own hand cooking even though he had full control over the deployment of his signature attack. The sphere, however, slowed. The Force Lightening danced out and away from it. The sphere worked against the rushing electricity, attempting to break Sidious. The sphere, and its sentinel Surmon Vesgevi, knew it would break Sidious in five more seconds. 
Four…
three…
two…
one…
It was Darth Maul that noticed more than the other two. He saw the zombie Vesgevi dip lower and lower to the ground as Sidious counterattacked the Son of Xulm. The man, beyond his disfigured appearance, was looking more and more older by the second.
Maul looked to a recovering Naressa, hesitating. It wasn’t because he watched the beautiful woman’s hand snap back and forth several times before she used the hand again. He saw no other choice but to form an alliance. He gave in and shouted, “SADIS! VESGEVI!”

Naressa turned to look at Maul at first…

Sidious was nearly defeated, but then the Son of Xulm made a break for Naressa’s turned head…

The collective shouts of the males had become unnecessary; although Sidious never really intentionally meant to warn her. Naressa had sensed the danger, but for the first time in the fight the Son of Xulm was slow enough for all the Sith to clearly see it. It made no sound when it passed Naressa’s ear so dangerously close; it never even produced a breeze to ruffle her hair.
The sentinel rose back up in the air when the Son of Xulm was before him. Sidious had heard Maul’s shout and after a few seconds understood it; the context of it, and the reason why he alerted Naressa. Naressa was on her feet but she shook her whole body, trying to get herself right after using so much of her power to heal herself from serious damage in a short time span. All three Sith realized that the Son of Xulm, for the first time, was taking a breather.

Each Sith formulated a plan of their own and hoped the other two went along. There was once again an unspoken alliance amongst the three.
Surmon Vesgevi groaned, “kill me please” before his mouth twisted around the words of the sphere. “[Thou shall learn to respect the Grace of the Dark Side of the Force! Thou all shall bow to the learnings of their Nature! Thou will bow for they will not have limbs!]”

Son of Xulm struck again at Naressa. It had regained much of its original speed and intensity, but not enough to overwhelm her like before. She held up her hands and projected a Force Wall against the sphere. The sphere never noticeably slowed until it was a foot from her fingertips. It progressed after much spinning and pushing, slowly at a snail’s pace getting within six inches of her grasp now.

The powerful light from Naressa’s eyes nearly blinded Sidious and Maul. Naressa drew upon all of her emotions and applied her will. She was reaching deep within herself to stop the Son of Xulm, and her power was such it prevented the males from getting any closer. The shield she put up expanded and pushed out, tearing into the metal around her feet. Still, the Son of Xulm continued its crawl towards her, spinning slow enough for her to see every vulgar curse word meant for her being writing all over it’s surface.

Maul forced himself from passing out from blood loss when he saw Sidious looking around. The Sith Master spotted his lightsaber, the only lightsaber not destroyed by Xulm, and looked to Maul. Maul understood, focused, and the lightsaber skipped noisily across the wrecked plaza, barely avoiding Naressa’s losing onslaught against Son of Xulm.

Sidious could not handle the lightsaber with his useless arms; he let the left arm dangle horribly at his side while favoring his right hand towards his chest. He still had his legs, and he ran around Naressa’s defensive bubble; a long run after the beating he had taken. Once around, he noted the sentinel’s dipping body again that confirmed their suspicions. He raised his hand at Vesgevi and unleashed as much Force Lightening that his one hand alone could generate and tolerate.

The Force Lightening never struck Vesgevi. The energy spliced and went their separate ways, around a Force Defensive Bubble. The body threw the head towards Sidious and leered. At the same time, Vesgevi muttered, “end my suffering, I beg of you.”

Naressa noticed the sphere stopped its advance towards her and felt less pressure against her will. She stole a glance over her right shoulder and noted Sidious’ attack. She understood it all now. The Son of Xulm was using Vesgevi to operate in this fashion, draining him of life in exchange for the power required to defeat the Sith. It was a surprise to Naressa that so little power in a powerless Vesgevi could give the Son of Xulm so much in return. She shuddered to think what would happen if the Son of Xulm consumed a Force user, or worse took one of the three powerful Sith currently here on Dantooine.

The good news was apparent. The Son of Xulm’s power was fleeting. Efficient it was with so little power from Vesgevi’s body there was a limit, and therefore multiple attacks taxed the sphere. If they could weaken the Son of Xulm enough…
Naressa wished the sphere was weak enough in order for her to splice her powers; hold the sphere in place while letting Vesgevi had an unhealthy -- for him -- dose of Black Death, or perhaps Banshee Scream. But there combined efforts demanded patience on their part. A patience she quickly noticed was going to end as Maul limped towards Vesgevi with Sidious lightsaber. The Sith Lord meant to take Vesgevi apart.

Through clinched teeth Naressa seethed, “No, Lord Maul! Not yet!” She had noticed through her recollection of the fight that the Son of Xulm hardly attacked Maul, attacked Sidious, and finally attacked her more aggressively than the other two. It was prioritizing its attacks, concentrating on the strongest, ignoring the weakest except when the weakest, Maul, showed strength.  Overall, the Son of Xulm was not weak enough yet.

Sidious ignored Naressa, yelling, “Now, Lord Maul!”

Naressa had wanted them dead earlier, and a few seconds ago she appreciated their help in their unspoken alliance, but now she wanted to just strangle them both for their complete stupidity! Darth Sidious was supposed to have such a Jedi’s patience to go with a master’s intellect but, ONCE AGAIN, he was not showing it.

Darth Maul willed himself to run through his limp, committed himself to three great long jump steps, and held his weapon high…

Vesgevi’s body moved clean out of the way.

The sphere snapped away from Naressa and struck Maul. It happened so fast, and the exploding lightsaber flashed so brightly, both Naressa and Sidious did not know what came of Maul. He had brutally fallen down the stairs, where he laid unconscious but alive.
Naressa ignored Vesgevi’s body and kept her focus towards where she had last seen the sphere. Spots appeared before her eyes for the few moments she breathed; she shook her head to clear them. Sidious looked towards the sentinel. She growled at Sidious, “Ignore him!”
“He’s the key to-,” began Sidious, and then he did a Lutz to avoid the fast moving sphere.

The sphere then exploded!

Any thought of victory or reprieve never happened. Sidious felt all the small holes in his body, completely through and through, before he collapsed on the ground.

The darts had partially torn into Naressa, barely penetrating her raised shield. She had only two passed-through holes in her flesh; one through her stomach again, one through the left foot; two bleeding holes to Sidious’ eight ugly wounds. She hobbled around on her good foot until it became too much and she fell to the ground, resting on one knee and one hand. She noted that Sidious was rolling around vigorously; she took it as a good sign; if the darts had hit anything vital he would have been dead all ready.
The darts slowly floated past the downed Sith. The gold darts became liquid and began to collect together before Vesgevi’s floating zombie form. Slowly it became the Son of Xulm again.
Naressa squeezed her eyes tight and forced every fiber of her being into healing. She felt her wounds stop bleeding. She felt her flesh slowly mending. She then felt the previous wounds slowly reopening. She had to find a balance between her wounds; tough to do with very little blood left in her body. The situation could not be any grimmer than it was now compared recently. The Sith were in very serious trouble; neither one, including Naressa, could win this battle alone.
Through Vesgevi, the Son of Xulm used his recovery time to gloat. It’s version of eyes glared at Naressa. “[Child of Pure Darkness! The only real Sith here! You have soiled your Nature with the false promise of the ‘accepted good’! As your ancestor, I am most displeased!]”
Her Gessa appeared in her mind and Naressa found anger from the Son of Xulm’s point of view. She used that anger and all of her wounds healed. She growled up standing, throwing aside her weariness due to blood loss. She just said, “Tegit!”

The features on Vesgevi’s face that the Son of Xulm controlled formed an even greater frown. Naressa had told him off in one word, but not in the Sith language. She chose the language of the heritage and took up the rebellious spirit of that heritage that clearly stained her pure blood. The Son of Xulm knew, and knew the Old Corellian word she spoke well. She told it ‘Good’! Tegit that she displeased the Son of Xulm because she loved her Gessa so much that she forwent her E’oqerst!
Suddenly, Vesgevi, so old and drawn in, warned in a croaking voice “look out….”

The sphere was complete and flew…

Naressa got her hands up to create her shield, but the sphere was too fast…
The impact was odd. Naressa flinched expecting to be tossed back a few feet, but it did not happen. She instead looked in horror as the sphere melted over both her hands. The golden metal seeped under her fingernails.

Naressa’s mind was insulted by images and a very imposing will belonging to a life that has existed for over a hundred thousand years. She heard the Son of Xulm say in her mind, “[I will be delighted to reeducate you, sweet Child of the North and Dark]!”

Understanding the threat, Naressa screamed and pushed with all of her will power against the invading will power of the Son of Xulm; he meant to take over her body! 
Attempts at Force Draining, or Black Death or telekinesis to blow him off her hands, or Force Lightening to fry the golden goo into soft liquid, were instantly circumvented by the Son of Xulm. She could feel some of the sphere’s substance all ready clinging to the insides of her skull. The deluge of long memories was overwhelming enough. Never had Naressa met such a powerful will, never! No one had a stronger will than she!
Collapsing, Naressa could barely see Juna in her mind and used her Gessa to fight back. Her arms bulged from the importation of the Son of Xulm. Her vision faded in and out as the substance attempted to replace her Sith Maiden eyes with gold. She would not give up…

“[So soft is the women,]” taunted the evil voice of the Son of Xulm, in Naressa’s mind and from Vesgevi’s ‘mouth’. “[Your only strength is the value you place on the children you have birthed! It is why you can never be a warrior, should never fight! It is best for the women to allow the Nature to happen, to lay ready, to be taken by their dominants, by their true masters, so you can have more children and justify your existence!]”

Naressa growled and fought back again. She rolled to her side and began to slam her golden hands, with the sphere still between them, against the ground out of pure rage and frustration. The Son of Xulm only laughed. “[You have spirit, Child of the North and Dark, as your ancient kin had! And thou are a Soul Stealer! I will never have to replace this powerful body! What pleasure I will have! What pleasures we will share together as our food looks into our eyes in pure terror and helplessness!]”
Sidious finally noted Naressa’s private war, and heard from her mouth, “[Oh Heartbreaker of Men, I will enjoy reeducating you, over and again, for the millennias to come!]”

Naressa then shouted, “NO!” She continued to whither and thrash, trying everything she could to get more will to fight.

Snarling mad, Sidious began to crawl towards Naressa. He could see what the Son of Xulm was doing, and he could not allow it. He rarely used it, but he reached into his high boot and pulled out a sleek vibroblade. He took notice of Surmon Vesgevi; the man’s floating body slowly eased down to where the man was now on his hands and knees. It foretold the Son of Xulm’s progress.
Vesgevi was not totally free, but he wished he was dead. He was blind with the Eyes of the Son still forged in his skull, aged over, and in great and terrible pain. He shook from shock and begged in a tiny voice “please…I can’t take this…”

Both Naressa’s and Vesgevi’s mouths moved. “[Do not weary, fool Vesgevi, your death is nigh! I have her nearly broken!!!]”
Naressa watched all of her perceptions darken, and she felt so terribly tired and drained. Her memories of Juna began to fade, replaced by the sinister image of the Son of Xulm; a tall, young, extremely handsome Dark Pure Sith with gold -- not blonde, gold -- hair and heavy golden armor, bearing an S-shaped sword that hooked in great, exaggerated arcs. He regarded her with his blaze orange eyes that shared the same characteristics as her yellow eyes; deep black borders, pupils that reflected nothing back, glowing smoky like fire.

“[I vow to you, fine and velvety woman],” mused the handsome devil in Naressa’s mind. This time his speak never reached the ears of those outside. “[You will not know anything more than pleasure and peace from emotions. You will not believe what I can do for you as a mere spirit. You enjoy such pleasures, I can tell. I have lived more lifetimes and know of just as many ways to make your new life with me indescribably enjoyable. For your body and your freedom, in exchange I will save your daughter and rid this galaxy of all threats!]”

Naressa shook her head in her mind; her body did not. She cursed, “Go to hell! My body and my will are my own!” The image of the Son of Xulm faded away and Juna slowly came back into focus. “And I alone WILL SAVE MY GESSA!!!!!” She roared -- not screamed, roared -- as a mother would in the defense of her offspring and fought back!

Sidious was ready to stab Naressa in the throat with a lunging throw of his body. He stopped when Naressa’s body floated a little off the ground, her body glowed a brilliant white, the air froze with Dark Side frost, and a great amount of golden liquid expanded out from her entrapped hands. The ground buckled and shook, and the sky above was cleared of clouds.
Vesgevi wailed in great pain and his body once again was not his own. His body levitated barely off the ground, his toes scraping the metal beneath him. From Vesgevi only, the Son of Xulm only said calmly, “[I will break you! I will break you into pieces]!”

Naressa felt only a little of the Son of Xulm still inside of her, overriding any attempts at tricks. She still fought, even as her hands were still stuck together by the hardening sphere. Juna kept her fighting, but Naressa was so tired, so drained by the battle she could not keep it up, not alone.
She turned her head towards Sidious, and without hesitating she begged, “Help me!”

Sidious body locked, the vibroblade still held over his shoulder ready to kill her. His mind kept telling him to kill the bitch that caused him so much pain all these years, kill the one that could still stop him, prevent his destiny. He must kill her, kill her before Xulm succeeded; kill her to prevent her from ever winning.
Try as he might, Darth Sidious could not bring the weapon down.

And then Naressa was flying away from him at an insane speed.

The speed slowed, but the torture of being pulled constantly in one direction and having gravity pull down on her body was almost too much for Naressa. The Son of Xulm kept repeating over and again that she was his property; he was only moving the furniture into his new home one piece at a time. The sphere made a turn and cut back towards the plaza, and pulling Naressa both headed right at Darth Sidious.
Sidious had thrown his vibroblade at Vesgevi and scored on the pathetic man’s upper chest, close to the right shoulder. Vesgevi cried out, and the Son of Xulm responded. Sidious was kicked in the head by Naressa’s passing boot. Both Sidious and Naressa let out a cry of pain.
But Sidious was not deterred as he watched the sphere quickly, and painfully for Naressa, turned back to attack. He rolled out of the way completely this time, came up on unsteady feet much closer to Vesgevi than any time previously. The knifing attack told Sidious that the fight against Naressa and her indomitable spirit had taken a toll on the Son of Xulm. No longer could the weapon protect its host properly.
Sidious, diving again and rolling to his left, and stumbling to recover, had not stopped thinking all this time. He could not just go and kill Vesgevi; his feeling was that it would give the Son of Xulm more incentive to overthrow Naressa, one last push that would achieve success. The Son of Xulm still needed the weakened Vesgevi or it would not have left what it had in Vesgevi as golden steel eyes indicated. Sidious surmised this based on the dart attack, based on its ability to assume a liquid form and pump its way into Naressa. He had a theory, and with the theory he had a plan.
The Son of Xulm labored to fly, but Naressa equally labored against it. Her concentration waned, and no matter how much she thought of Juna there was just not enough of her own spirit to continue the fight. A jerk and turn, and Naressa cried as her shoulder joints together popped out of their sockets for the third time during the flight. She could not take much more, but there was nothing she could to stop it.

Sidious gritted his teeth, turned his back on the approach pair coming from the sky, and locked his yellow eyes with the golden orbs in Vesgevi’s skull sockets. He taunted, “What’s the matter, ‘master’, can’t you beat the girl into submission?” He fell back on his own hates for Naressa, which strange to him he could not muster his anger to use them against her anymore. 
Sidious blustered quickly, “You are a man! A so-called perfect man! The master of his dominion! How dare you make such claims! You can’t even defeat a woman! A woman! A woman you should be able to control! A woman you should bed if you had a real man’s body to dominate her with! But no! What are you! What are you! Nothing more than a sphere! A child’s learning toy! A worthless trinket that can never, ever conquer a real woman!!!”
The sphere and Naressa accelerated with new found speed towards Sidious’ exposed head. Their descent leveled…

Sidious snapped into a run, fighting all the waves of agony that threaten to knock him unconscious, towards Vesgevi’s hung limp form…

“DACE!” Naressa screamed out, realizing that if she hit Sidious at the speed she was going…

Sidious jumped over Vesgevi’s body head first, sailing over Vesgevi’s head…

The Son of Xulm followed, but its speed was too much. It struck Vesgevi’s head, blowing it apart. The rest of Vesgevi’s body fell flat to the ground, while both Naressa and Sidious rolled across the plaza.

Noooooooooooooooo!!!! The Son of Xulm’s scream nearly shattered Naressa’s skull.

Sidious forced his wounded arms up and willed the Force Lightening out of him, through his curling fingers, and at Naressa.

Naressa shook convulsively as anyone should that was struck with the lethal dark Force energy. But it was not her that was shaking; it was the Son of Xulm, unable to handle the energy without control of a living host. The rest of it that was once in Vesgevi dribbled out of Vesgevi’s remains, not joining with the rest of it.

In the meantime Naressa felt all her wounds heal quickly, felt her mind grow sharper, and her will strength and all of her power return; the blood she had lost returned, she could feel it through her narrowing capillaries. Sidious’ Force Lightening refreshed her like a good night’s sleep in the most lovely bed in Rapier Manor. She felt like she had not fought at all.
“Now, Naressa,” waned Sidious, struggling even to spit the words out. “Destroy it!”

With all of her control returned to her, Naressa began to absorb the Son of Xulm of his power; at that point Sidious stopped using Force Lightening, he was spent. The Son of Xulm fought, but fighting back only let her have more of its power, of his spirit. There was lots of spirit in it sphere, but Naressa had enough and summoned the shadows to her.

The sphere was finally back together, full out of Naressa but within the Sith Maiden’s grasp. It fought and fought, but Naressa with supernova burning eyes glaring upon the Son of Xulm, did not budge; her hands did not even quiver as she raised them towards the heavens. The shadows heeded their mistress’ call, slithering rapidly from their supposed prisons, as cast offs of objects under light, to her body. The coldness of the night grew cold, and the stars became veiled.

Darth Maul was stirred awake by the event and nearly jumped out of his red and black tattooed flesh when he saw and felt the night time shadows wraith over him. He limped to the top of the stairs, and then dove down when he saw Naressa pointing her hands in his general direction.

Naressa raised her hands skyward, felt she had enough power, and said, “Nigh!” She cut loose, and all around became black.
Both Sidious and Maul from their respected position threw a hand up to shield them, as if they were trying to block out the glare of a blinding sun. Ironically there was no blinding sunlight, or moon light, or any other kind of light. It was a complete and utter darkness that contaminated the area so neither Sith Lords felt their own connection with the Force. It was not the black’s ‘glare’ that blinded them, but the powerful emotions of the Dark Side of the Force that was unleashed from the Sith Maiden Matriarch. Barely in their minds they felt the faint whispers of a long, denial scream that was from the once existing Son of Xulm.

The first light they saw was Sith Maiden eyes.

The area reeked of lifelessness. There was no night air around them. The Sith collectively felt a rushing weight upon them, and only then they realize that the rest of Dantooine’s atmosphere was filling in the void Black Death created. There at the top of the stairs, stood Naressa, her hands still raised out, glowing with an inner Sithian glory.
Both Sidious and Maul were completely speechless; they had felt the power unleashed, but never had they ever experienced such a written about Dark Power this close! Maul would remain completely silent for the rest of the time he was on Dantooine. The hobbling apprentice gave the relaxing Sith Maiden a wide berth to go tend to his Master.
Taking Maul’s offered hand, Darth Sidious eased his own way back up. He was still very hurt, still very tired, but he was not going to let those things weaken him anymore. He was overwhelmed by something else entirely when he looked down at his fellow Brother in Black. He could not help to swell his chest with pride.

“My young apprentice,” said Sidious, “you have done well.” He put a strong hand on the Sith Lord’s strong shoulder. “You have done very well indeed.”
Maul was still speechless from Naressa’s display of power, but that did not bring elation. What brought him elation was his master’s strong compliment. He could not find the words. He fought down his immature smile as he gave Master Sidious a thanking nod.

With her back turned towards the Sith Lords Naressa closed her eyes when she heard Sidious give Maul his praise, his approval. She was struck by the idea, of a dream that there were no lies about parentage and there were no half truths about who any of them were. She pictured, for a moment, Dace Palpatine standing in front of his daughter Juna and telling her -- almost -- those very same exact words.

And then reality made it pass. She mumbled, “It would never happen.”

Sidious heard Naressa and looked to her, saw her turned back. A small surge of disgust for her returned, but it was not strong enough to chase away the old feelings he still had for her. He thought those old feelings gone; he hated those old feelings. When he returned from the dead those feelings were distant memories. There were not easy to feel again. He did not want to feel them again.
He felt them. He felt her.

He somehow knew what she was thinking, and somehow he understood.

Naressa, closer to the edge of the plaza, saw the flashing lights of constable reinforcements before the other two did. They were heading their way, still many miles out, but they would soon be at the plaza. She could see one of them stopping at Vesgevi Mansion and knew Nicconee Vesgevi had called that unit to her home. The young woman was going to have a lot of explaining to do.
Sidious still did not know of the approaching law enforcement. He said to Naressa, “Thanks for the warning.” She turned towards him, bending her upper body. “The shout, just before I leapt over Vesgevi.”
“Thanks for the cup of Force Lightening,” she mused back. Her ears began to hear the sirens; in a few more seconds the men would hear them.

Naressa sighed deeply and turned her attention back towards them. Her mind began to rack, going over everything she had done to this very point. A repeating theme continued to appear: every single time she had made the decision to reunite with Juna something went wrong. Fate would intervene and prevent her from touching her Gessa’s cheek, hold her in her arms, keep her from mother-daughter kisses. Suddenly, she dreaded going home to Naboo. Just as suddenly, as she made a decision, she found a peace. It was not without tears, but she understood what she had to do now.

“Sirens,” realized Sidious. He favored Maul, draping the young man’s arm around his shoulders. “We won’t have time to clean up this mess.” The mess he was referring to was their destroyed weapons and their lost blood scattered all over creation.
Before he said another word, Naressa just calmly said, “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of it.” The first tear drop from her eyes slowly stirred the quick return of the clouds.

Sidious found himself in a quandary and hesitated. He did not quite understand what Naressa was doing. Then, he did! 
“No! No, Naressa, don’t be a fool!” He pulled himself away from Maul without remorse, strolled up to her, and turned her around with what passed as his good hand. “You can’t turn yourself in! You can’t! Not with Rune still out there! And Prophet! And Juna!”
She smiled at him and said, “And now you care?”

Sidious bit his lower lip. “The Jedi will kill you!”

“So will you,” said Naressa with a small toss of her head back. She looked into his gray eyes and for a fleeting moment she saw the man she once didn’t really know; that young man she grew to love. “Neither you or they can allow me to live. Neither of you will give me peace. And I don’t wish conquest in order to live, Dace, I can’t do that! That’s you! That is your destiny! Your road!” She put a hand to her heart. “I must do this, to save you in order to save our Gessa!”
The first of her inspired rain drops struck Sidious, but the light drop made him jump in his boots. He shook his head. “We can fight them! You can leave, we could all leave, but you can leave! I don’t care! I’ll kill them all!”

Naressa shook her head and explained her reasoning. “If I go and you stay, you will lose, and they will wonder why Dace Palpatine is here amongst this Jedi-like battle. They will trace it back to me, through Vesgevi, and that means they will trace it back to Juna. With your own fears as reason, they won’t hesitate to kill her.”
“They won’t, we have your program-.”

“Never use it again,” Naressa quickly interrupted. “Never again, not until Rune is dead!” She then continued her plan. “They’re looking for me, Dace. They are looking only for me. Not you. Not Juna. Me.”

As she spoke the rain came down harder and harder. It was near blinding in intensity. It slowed the police cruisers down, cutting visibility down to nothing. The blood that soaked the plaza was washing away under its salty, sad intensity.

Naressa continued. “I must give them what they want. To protect Juna, I must do this.” She gestured her head towards the hanger. “The ship’s called the Aeol Methda. It’s warmed up, ready for take off! Take it, and go! The rain will cover your departure.”
Sidious pulled away from her. He frowned at her and said, “Don’t throw your life away! Come with us! Will go to Juna and together…” He stopped and forced himself to say, “We can make it work! I know it! We can all defeat Rune! We can take this galaxy and, and, and…”

Sidious forced both his wounded arms up, willing them up in order to collect her soft, damp face in his hands. His gray eyes slowly turned to sickly yellows bordered by blood. “We will never have to run and hide ever again!”

The intensity from him was the likes no one would ever see again until that dark day Darth Sidious laid claim to the galaxy and called it his empire.

He put his forehead to hers and begged through gritted, passion tight teeth, “Don’t let them take you away from me!!” A tear of utter enraged frustration escaped his left eye and dribbled down his clenched tight jaw.
Naressa felt his sincerity and her lips found his lips very quickly, and there was only a deep and deserving kiss that followed. Sidious never flinched, never feared that his life would be taken by those lips, and only because he was suddenly caught by the thought that if Naressa died from this sacrifice he no longer wanted to live! He hated her, but damn it he loved her just as much!

The kiss ended, and for a time that seemed too long to be healthy for Naressa’s liking both kept their foreheads together, and caressed each other. There was no time anymore. There was no approaching police force. There was no Dantooine. There was no galaxy. There was no Force. It was, if there was such an existence it would be in the hearts of lovers, only them.

“Go,” whispered Naressa. The rain was soaking. There were all those things that did not exist now existing around them. He looked into her eyes. “This is our rightful parting of ways. We will never see each other again.”
Sidious shook his head, but it was so small a shake of denial. He just couldn’t…he just….

Naressa pulled away from him and looked to all the lightsaber parts scattered about; under her gaze they melted, becoming part of the metal deck. She looked back to Sidious as the flashing lights of the constable cars became visible over the edge of the plaza’s lip. She never wiped her tears away; it was raining, why bother.

“Your true love is this galaxy,” she said with her inherited smirk. “Seduce her if you dare!” She gave him a wink that became a face that was screwed up by great sadness. She turned away from him. She stood there and said no more to him, crying deeply to herself, crying as if she had just been to the funeral of the Dace Palpatine she used to know and love and had sat through his eulogy.
Sidious wanted to do a million things. Need, however, always trumped his wants. That was why he had lived and re-lived this long. Gone was his desire to shatter Dantooine to save Naressa with his mind. In its place were those renewed and augmented hopes for the destiny he had been promised by his long dead master that were first and foremost in his mind since his resurrection.

He wanted to ask her if it was she who had resurrected him from the dead.

No.
Turning on his heels Sidious fetched Maul and both men made their way for the ship. Whatever was keeping Sidious from passing out he didn’t know, but it would last long after they had departed Dantooine. He would remain awake and badly injured for several long days on purpose. He knew Naressa would keep the Sith Order’s secret because of Juna, but that was a poor excuse for why he let himself suffer. He hated Naressa.
He wanted Naressa. Not dead, just wanted her.

The rain covered the Aeol Methda from detection save for one highly acute and organic sensor array. Naressa watched it mournfully take off. The ship, named after a young Sithian girl whose only crime was being a Sith, who was put to death because she was a Sith, took its time leaving. Aeol Methda, the ancestor of the late Surmon Vesgevi, the girl who was betrayed by her own family, had been properly avenged.
Sighing, Naressa quietly said, “Rest in peace, young Aeol. Rest in peace.” She heard the land speeders of constables stop at the bottom of the hill. “But excuse me; I have my own little girl to save.”
The exhale that came from Naressa was tremendous, but it had to be in order to get rid of her need to flee. Her plan, the plan she had so recently devised, was going to happen, just not as she intended it to be originally. She had purposefully left her fedarok Sith cloak in Vesgevi Mansion to establish a permanent conspiracy link between them and herself. It augmented the link that had to do with the Rapier money. Not just the cloak alone did it; in its pocket was a data card with a holorecording of her admitting to the Hapes crime. The confession wasn’t true, but Naressa could never prove she did not do it. Her appearance at the party had also established a link with the Vesgevis. In the end, the Vesgevis were going to either kill each other or the Republic was going to take them down, meanwhile Naressa would have killed Rune and had skipped town.
Alas, no Darth Rune. And Juna, her precious Gessa, had fallen, had gone through the Fading Light. Juna and Naressa were difficult to tell apart before all of this; it was no different now. Naressa had used her slicer program to see the evidence the late Ros Ofcheck and Casper Knightshade had; the image imprinted on Pirus Krendel’s eyes were so damn telling! Either one, either Sith Maiden, could be charged with the crimes of Hapes; Juna’s alibi, Enothchild Sarch, was dead.
In the end, if all went well, if she defeated or had loss to Rune, Naressa would have still given the powers that hated the Rapier Clan exactly what they wanted to see and hear. The confession was enough to give those who wanted a pound of Rapier flesh multiple orgasms for the next few years to come, so to speak. It would not stem the lawsuits and the loss of friends, but Juna would never, ever be considered a suspect. To Naressa, Juna’s freedom meant more to her than her own life. Everything, everything she had ever done, and she would say this to the end of her life, was for her Gessa. Her Gessa, the Light of her Dark life.
Unfortunately, this change in plan made the plan all the better.
Naressa wept quietly as she raised her hands up above her shoulders, palms facing outward. She took peaceful steps towards the edge. Her appearance brought the constables attention towards her with blasters drawn. They had took one look at the destruction of two land speeders and the loss of four men and decided not to take chances with her. The Son of Xulm was not merciful. Unfortunately Naressa doubted that they would believe that story either.

In a calm voice she shouted to them, “My name is Naressa Rapier! I am federally wanted woman from justice!” She closed her eyes, saw Juna in her mind, and found the courage to say the words she thought she would have never, ever say in her life. “And I surrender!”
