CHAPTER 71.0

For some time in the void of uncharted space away from the known travel vectors of the galaxy Naressa had made preparations that were going to be the response, finally, to the war brought against her and her Gessa by Darth Rune. They had taken ‘bombings’ that were collectively fifty years long enough: it was time to launch a counteroffensive against what Naressa knew to be true.

When the getaway from Naboo was determined clean Naressa went to work using the ancient and new computer and comm systems of the Aeol Methda and her spyware program to collect intelligence to determine her course of actions based on Rune’s moves past and present and perhaps future and the Republic’s response to it has the long dead Sith Maiden passed some of the visible action and blame to her daughter. What she uncovered over time was expected with very few surprises, particularly since Naressa was thinking more like a Sith, more than any other time including her brief stay on Korriban with her Grandmother Nebula last year.

Not long after leaving Naboo the Republic had begun to activate the proper procedures to move against Naressa, chief among the various departments the Jedi Order was instructed to find her and bring her in or destroy her. The Department of Justice coordinated with the newly reformed Revenue Collection Agency to scan the registries and finances of Naressa, of Rapier Technologies, and anyone directly associated with her or the company to see if she -- or her ‘conspirators’ -- were stupid enough to use accounts where transactions would reveal her location and to see what else she may have been doing illegally. The political forces were starting to enter their respected election cycles and the most powerful were pushing the investigation on the federal government side quietly, making sure the bureaucrats were doing the job they were being paid to do for once. Thankfully all of this had not become politically potent enough for the politicians, the enemies of the Rapier Clan in particular, to use and therefore the media had no real clue what was going on and were afraid to report it. However the more knew about the hunt for Naressa, the longer the investigation and manhunt -- womanhunt, Sith hunt -- progressed, the harder it was going to be for anyone to keep a lid on it be they a Jedi, a politician, or a reporter. A secretive, politically powerful billionaire who had killed her rival with the Force in which no one knew she had was just too hard to clamp down and keep quiet about. 

The idea that Naressa’s Royal Daughter had the same power: the gossip machine would never run out of fuel! This, in the end, was going to become bigger than a murder case; metaphorically it was the events that would lead to the birth of a celestial star, and every little juicy tidbit and every ambitious person were going to be the fusion process that continues the star’s existence. It would not be long: ambition and selfishness were traits of the Dark Side, and the Dark Side was more prevalent than ever, affecting everyone differently, and the weakest would succumb to its seduction if the aftermath of the Kurr-Veruna murders were to somehow make them strong or stronger. It was all inevitable, unavoidable, and realistically Naressa knew she could not stop it, unless she decided to conquer the galaxy.

The conquer idea was still under consideration, in committee Bendian would have said, waiting for the chairperson to give the deciding vote.

In the time spent observing matters, deleting files, and covering her data tracks, Naressa had to tactically concede that she and Juna and Rapier Technologies had lost the media front before the first salvo of sensational news was fired; the first of many battles that was undoubtedly going to ruin the company. That battlefront had too many enemies to contend with, and their accusations, the byproduct of Rune’s successful illusion that directed all blame towards Naressa, would be so close to the ‘truth’ there was no real way to deflect them. The public relations battle was lost, and to fight a battle all ready lost was a waste of time and resources. No doubt Rune knew that; that was why Rune set this all in motion in the first place. The loss of public trust, of private trust, of the billions of future credits that were meant to go into the Rapier product, was going to be substantial for years to come, but by losing there Naressa was placing her focus and powers on a more important matter: specifically her and her Gessa’s lives.

For all these years, since that moment her precious Light Juna passed from her and drew in her first breath, it had selfishly always been about them to Naressa; it always had been about mother and daughter, matriarch and descendant. Naressa told herself countless times over the years that it was not true, pressing Juna away from her at times in order for Juna not to become like her, to go out and find others to care about; to share compassion, love, understanding, and above all actually have definable friendships. The truth was, and it was a truth she had always known and was made visible after she went through the Fading Light, it was always about the two Sith Maidens, it was always about their family relationship. If there were no Sidious and Maul, Naressa saw herself and Juna as the quintessential ‘always two’ Sith for everything Naressa had truly done for others there was always something else to it that benefit the Sith Maidens in some way regardless how minute.

Everything was a Sithian plot. That was the philosophical truth, done in the name of survival, and survival of self and the other or others one cared about the most could not be more telling as a Dark Side trait. Naressa had done all she could do to guarantee Juna’s survival, and though she tried really hard not to think of Juna’s relationships with Enothchild, Muriel, Dizzy, and a host of others that were close as pawns to ensure survivability, they were in truth in some way and fashion elements of that very plot. Some day Juna, too, would realize it; perhaps she did all ready; perhaps it was why Juna often threw herself in harm’s way, in order to prevent the inevitable destiny of those who ensured her survival. This truth came into focus for many reasons, but only one disturbed Naressa the most during her time alone while preparing to dismantle what Darth Rune was carring out.

Not long after Naressa found her ‘hiding’ place in the galaxy she used her slicer program to slice her own message accounts to avoid possible data lurkers the Republic would have undoubtedly had monitoring the accounts. There was a message from Enothchild, a short message; he and Juna were married. The news had filled Naressa with elation; she always wanted, not needed, what was best for her Gessa, and nothing meant more than Juna’s happiness. Thinking like a Sith put it in Dark perspectives: Juna had married herself to the Jedi to shield herself from the Jedi’s brethren; now married Juna would steer Enothchild away from the continuous snooping around he was still doing since he had come into their lives; so close now, Juna had full control over him, and at her leisure she could easily finish him and be her destiny. Thinking like a Sith that knew of the Jedi Enlightenments Juna was never so close to claiming her destiny at that very moment.

Naressa hated to think like this, but this was how the Sith Maidens naturally thought, which ironically was not that much different than what a loving mother would think. She loved Enothchild, and Dizzy, and Muriel, and Greta, and Terese Maltanaw Landana, and cared for many others. It was true because she believed it to be true in her heart. But right now what she believed was not going to defeat Darth Rune; what she knew was that she had to be that one thing more than ever that she despised: she had to be a Sith, she had to be her natural self, and she had to be the monster in order to defeat the monster. Defeat Rune, prevent what happens to the galaxy to prevent Juna from having to get involved to help because that was Juna’s nature, and selfishly reap the benefits of peace brought about from it. Destroying Rune did not solve every problem that was going to come to pass, but the other problems were easier to deal with once Rune wasn’t around to create more of them.

From a Sith Maiden’s point of view, Naressa’s point of view, the context of destiny was at stake. The Dark Hope of the Sith was viewed by the Sith Maidens as the ruler of the Age of Darkness, lying to their Sith Lord brothers in believing it was the Lords place to rule while the Maidens were responsible for birthing them a weapon the Lords could use against their enemies; once Naressa had regained her wits on Korriban she knew the truth, and the truth was so obvious it was a great mystery as to why Darth Sidious never saw it -- the Dark Side had always, ALWAYS, granted power and destiny and, honestly, the truth to those who craved it and sought it out the most. 

Being a Sith Master, believing he was the beneficiary of destiny, Sidious should have had the power, the destiny, and the truth. Sidious did not, which should have told him that there was someone else that wanted what he wanted more. Darth Rune, a Sith Maiden that had become a Sith Lord Master, who had sought an ambition greater than her existence, proved to the Dark Side how much she wanted what it had to offer by sacrificing the love she had for her mother, for her sister, and lastly for her husband, her daughter and granddaughter.

Lord Sidious sat back and waited for destiny to come to him, made complacent by the previous teachings of Sith Masters that were duped by the promise of prophecy originally interpreted by those with their own agendas. 

Juna had not sought out her destiny as it was truly known and cursed the Dark Side all of her life, cursing it once and for all by loving and committing herself not just to a Jedi Master but a great man that had undoubtedly promised to fight for her, for the right thing to do.

Naressa was taught from the very beginning of her life by her Forceless but loving Father that it was not her right to proclaim herself all powerful, and because of love and understanding that was opposite of what Rune or any other Sith Maiden Matriarch would have taught Naressa focused more on being a survivalist, using her Dark gifts to protect herself and later her Gessa.

Ambitiously driven Rune decided to take it all if the other three were not doing what was required of them to do. Of the four entities it was clear who the Dark Side had favored, and the Dark Side granted Rune all of the advantages.

However it did not give Rune everything. 

The Dark Side had always left the door open when it came to destiny, for perhaps there was someone else that was more driven to achieve, wanted more, desired more, and ultimately went out, sought it out, and claimed more and used it to do so. That entity could be born at any time, and their ‘birth’ could be in the middle of their lives; it was the moment when they realized that in order to gain power, in order to achieve victory without loss, in order to possess that which could not be possessed by the accepted standards of the many or even the few, they had to embrace the power within them and with it do whatever it took to achieve their wanted desire.

Naressa decided to become that entity that wanted it more than Rune.

From there the question became where and when, and the questions became more numerous in the how and why area. It was why Naressa needed time: to prepare for battle, to make herself more of warrior than a strategist, and to ultimately discover more of what Rune had planned.

Using all of her knowledge and undetectable resources Naressa went to work using what she knew to date, from the Vesgevis to the use of the slicers and informants throughout the Republic to Magus Prophet’s bigger role in all of this. The data was more considerable than she had first surmised. Rune had gained access to Naressa’s slicer program obviously by using Sidious’ access to it, and through the access Rune had done more than tie the Rapier Clan to known Sith Conspirators. 

Between her death and her afterlife living within Juna and Juna and Prophet’s daughter Rune became arguably a great slicer, just as good as Naressa was; Naressa knew from the passed down knowledge of her heritage that Rune was anything but deft when it come to computers; there were some things, no matter how much knowledge and experience a Sith Maiden had, a Sith Maiden was not even poor at -- that is being below poor in the eyes of the poor. Rune had used slicers, riding them without their knowledge like an unsuspecting wild dewback, spying on them to see where they were going, to see what they were trying to find. Such a perspective was odd until one considered the life of a slicer.

Technically Naressa could not really say she was a slicer. By definition in the galaxy set by the computer wizards themselves slicers had no life but the computer in front of them; they didn’t believe in anything except themselves; purpose was how they defined it, a purpose that changed with every little things that came up that begged them to slice into in order to uncover its secrets, or just to slice into so they can say to the others that they had accomplished something in their miserable little lives. They were low order socialists for they wanted all to be equal yet so equal any of them would not and could not be the leader of such things. Complainers, whiners, and essentially thieves that lived and died by the data they ascertained.

It turned out that Hifubbae of Duro, slicer handle Milk Dud, information broker, had stumbled across an alien line of program code -- to him and the others it was alien, to Naressa she had seen such code lines in Enothchild’s SON disk; it was Vhinphyckian data glyphs. Hifubbae did not give it another thought until another slicer his buddy on Commenor Causi Pewy -- a.k.a. Mrecan -- found another Vhinphyc program code line; it was much more broken, tattered, and unreadable even with both lines put together. Several other slicers found their own single Vhinphyc code lines and like the other two have been searching in vain for more of them; all that did was discover more slicers with their own individual code line. Hifubbae collected much of the other lines and decided that one of his vested interests, the Trade Federation, might be interested in it since no one else in slicer circles knew what to do with what they found; a find like this was worth a fortune. Hifubbae guessed correctly and the Trade Federation paid him -- underpaid was more like it the more Naressa stared at the lines and dug deeper into the mystery, going right to the main Trade Federation data master on Cato Neimoidia. What she discovered was quite interesting.

Through well kept up logs the Trade Federation appeared to be attempting to assimilate Vhinphyckian data code into their computer programs as a means for encryption. Indications were that they came across Vhinphyckian program by accident on the HoloNet and it had somehow just ‘found its way’ to a hiding spot in their mainframe; it was a mess, a lot of the program had insufficient coding in it, much of it unreadable to run and untranslatable to understand what the program’s purpose was. Hifubbae gave them his collected line codes, and like pieces to a puzzle the lines fell right into place. Since the Trade Federation did not use Rapier Technology wares or Republic hardware and software which would have Rapier code embedded in them Naressa had to slice her way the hard way, taking days to do in order to see what the program was. Unfortunately the Trade Federation was showing brains for a change: although they ‘loudly’ talked about the program in memos and in text conversations they kept the program ‘off the grid’, kept it from being accessed by any wired in or wireless ports.

The Trade Federation’s desire to obtain a full Vhinphyckian program had other numerous benefits other than encryption; the most glaring of them was that when the Vhinphyc created things those things purpose was to destroy. They genetically created the Vhinech and had them infiltrate the populous of the Republic in dormant genetic code in which the Legacy Computer Virus, another creation of the Vhinphyc, would had activated the numerous descendants after the computer virus destroyed everything digitally operated. Cowardly opportunists in war as well as in business, the Trade Federation had experienced Vhinphyckian technological dominance against them in the Vhinech’s hands many times and undoubtedly would want to have whatever was left of the Vhinphyc-Vhinech war so they could have the advantage over future enemies.

In Naressa’s estimation there was only one reason why the Trade Federation were obsessed with the broken program and its incomplete codes: they thought they might just have the remnants of the Legacy Virus. It wasn’t a foolish assumption; even though Enothchild’s SON disk had the only effective antiviral program to defeat it and did so with pinpoint targeting it was possible, however unlikely, that it missed a spot. The virus had a survivability program in it that did whatever it took to exist except, as it shown time and time again, against the SON antiviral program. But suppose the Legacy Virus had finally learned to survive even the unstoppable eradication of its existence? That was giving too much credit to a program that operated within set perimeters.

Naressa recalled basic computerization: programs, data sites, and various other forms of digital existence left pieces of itself behind in mainframes and cores in some form; companies, even Rapier Technologies, made this a practice in software so they could track the users of their software on the HoloNet or other forms of computerized communication, often selling the traces to commercial companies to set a market strategy in a particular area of the galaxy. It was therefore possible, in the Legacy Virus’ case, that it infiltrated other programs and left pieces of itself in the program codes and the SON disk just happened to miss it; it was a possibility, and it was an unnerving possibility because Enothchild had destroyed the SON disk to prevent it being used again against the Republic like Prophet had done; reasonable at the time to do so because the virus threat was over.

The Legacy Virus was primarily a computer virus, but in it were command function codes that enacted biological chain reactions in the Sleeping Vhinech through radiation transmission from computer hardware. It was a one-two punch of disaster, however upon learning its secondary function the Republic through Rapier Technologies and several other biogenetic businesses were able to concoct first a test to identify Sleeping Vhinech and then developed a serum that decoded the Vhinech part of innocent beings, therefore curing them and preventing any further spread of the Sleeping Vhinech DNA. Therefore the Sleeping Vhinech component had been eliminated, however the virus was still an ultra effective computer virus that could melt down reactors like it had done on Sullust, killing millions of people in the explosion. No Republic antiviral program stood a chance against it; in order to develop an antiviral program access to the virus had to be achieved, but the virus immediately attacked and took over systems before the first data wall could be put up. On its face, the Trade Federation was looking at a pretty good weapon that was useful and they firmly believed they had it.

It explained why Hifubbae was murdered on Duro by Prophet and his daughter. It was why Hifubbae’s empty safe was empty, and why much of his stored data in various places was completely missing.

Naressa moved her thought ball in the court of Magus Prophet. He was back, he had her Granddaughter, and he still had a master plan that had been in him since he was born. Prophet was tied into the Vhinphyc’s tactical plan that was the Legacy Virus and the Sleeping Vhinech, the extent of which was both clearly and unclearly defined. On the surface it would appear as if Prophet was to lead the Sleeping Vhinech armies, to be their general, their master strategist. Given the limitations of the Sleeping Vhinech tactic, their short life spans after transformation, there laid the problem with the thought: none of the Sleeping Vhinech would live long enough to take a command from Prophet; the Sleeping Vhinech attack after the Legacy Virus attack would be brutally devastating, causing a considerable amount of destruction and death that would take the Republic a year or more to recover from, but without a follow up attack that was the extent of the plan, and the Republic would eventually recover. As a matter of war principal, a successfully brilliant military offensive had to have a follow up tactical engagements: contrary to folklore and written history, wars did not end after one party lost big to another; Prophet and the Vhinech lost badly at Evramora, but the MerCon-Vhinech conflict with the Republic lasted ten more years.

And did the Sith War really end with the supposed deaths of Darth Nefarious and Luna Mystery Nimh over Corellia? Did it end before that when the Sith Hunters had thought they destroyed Darth Bane, or when they took the Eighth House of Norn, the last but powerless Sithian stronghold on Breelander? Lessons were to be learned, not ignored, with this repeat in history and the critical elements that were born from it.

Prophet and Naressa’s Granddaughter alone could not carry out the critical follow up offensive when, not if, they unleashed a new Legacy Virus attack, no matter how powerful the two had become; not even if Juna had joined Naressa in Dark Purity, not even if they and Rune had decided to become allies, could they use their powers to follow up the primary assault. If the follow up attack was not a military attack that had to strike approximately fifty-three percent of the Republic’s Core Worlds the Legacy Virus offensive was worthless. No other kind of tactical ploy once computer systems were fried made sense, especially when nuance was neither part of Prophet’s or Rune’s forte. Both Prophet and Rune had to know this, so the question became what had the two knew that Naressa did not. Why did Prophet waste his time reassembling a failed war plan, and why did Rune, who was dewbacking her way to stealing everyone else’s ideas of conquest from Prophet to even the delusional Hutts, waste even more time.

Naressa had to figure it all out before Darth Rune made her move on Dantooine.

With all the time spent examining and thinking and training herself for the inevitable fights that were to come, Naressa had assumed that all paths crossed Dantooine, right up to the Vesgevis’ front door. Observing the logs that recorded the use of her slicer program, Naressa noted that Maroki Renvarient, using Darth Sidious’ access codes to the program, had been a very busy ‘man’ since she had left Naboo. Renvarient, or rather Rune, had became more chatty with the Vesgevis; the context of the messages were unknown except for a few that had Renvarient-Rune indicating that the Vesgevis’ benefactor would soon reveal themselves; therefore it was a reasonable guess that every time Rune accessed the program to send messages to the Vesgevis through third party messenger services on Dantooine as Renvarient it was instructions and ‘gushing’ praise. Has time passed since Renvarient came to be, access to the slicer program and the use of messenger services on Dantooine had steadily increased. There was a feeling about the Vesgevis and Dantooine in the Force, not clearly defined by themselves but when Naressa thought of her Mother in connection with them the clouds began to lift, and therefore Naressa did whatever she could to learn about the family.

Much of what Naressa turned up on the Vesgevis was expected, but two little items gleamed brightly in her Dark Side eyes: the family had current dealings with both the Trade Federation and the Hutts. Their approaches were different with both of them, but collectively all three were taking part in a very expensive business project Naressa had heard about; they were part of a group called the Adamant Consortium, and their primary goal was to do legitimate high risk/high reward business with the Hutts. The first project was a new all purpose hyperspace relay that augmented the current HoloNet system the Republic had a least a hundred fold, connecting the known galaxy even deeper. It was then not a coincidence that Rune was attempting to put the Legacy Virus back together just as a new system was coming online that could connect her with everything that needed hyperspace in order to operate.

The Dark Side seemed to imply that if Naressa wanted Darth Rune so badly, if she desired to end the war against her and against Juna, all she had to do was go to Dantooine. It was there all the answers would be known, and the solution would present itself to Naressa. When she felt the time was right she sent a message to the Vesgevis, and in short order she went to Dantooine. 

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

CHAPTER 71.1

Sending a message to the Vesgevis to convince them she was the Sith Lord they were awaiting all their miserable lives to serve and worship and cower before was not difficult. The Sith Conspirators had possessed the knowledge of the full language structure of the E’sithropians, passing down the knowledge to their descendants in the hope that the Dark Days would come and it could be spoken not just in secret but freely over the subjugated masses. Just about every serious Jedi or curious scholar on Ord Mantell knew the Slurve; a high family authority like Sermon Vesgevi should know the Slurve, the Aldo’kus, and the B’mel; Naressa went with B’mel, the Language from the Lands of the Blood. She never gave them her real name, but she told them in the message to be on the look out for the Aeol Methda, owned by Serena Bastain; Naressa was certain that the Vesgevis by now have established their own people within Dantooine’s civil network with the credits they had been given thanks to her, buying their loyalty, and securing her arrival.

Neither was it going to be all that difficult to be the Sith Lord when Naressa came face to face with the family. The Vesgevis, like all the other Sith Conspiring families, had a vague notion of what a Sith Lord was going to look and act like. The annuals of Sithian history were only fully known to the Sith; the Vesgevis knew only a little bit more than the rest of the galaxy did, and much of it was pretentious such as the Sith Lords being only male and the Sith Witches of older folklore female; they knew nothing about the Sith Maidens: the modern day Sith Conspirator’s knowledge was the same as their ancestor’s knowledge, the extent of it was up to the ‘official ending’ of the Sith War over a thousand years ago. In order to preserve the remains of the Sith Order, the Sith Masters left the Conspirators in the dark, knowing that the fools would quickly fall right back inline with them at any time.

Providing proof that she was a Sith to the Vesgevis did raise moral questions in Naressa’s mind during the trip through hyperspace to Dantooine. In the event that being able to speak the other languages of the Sith and dressing the part of a Sith Lord was not enough Naressa had the feeling that killing someone with the Dark Side would have to be next logical step. It would depend on the Vesgevis’ nature, whether they were hard core demanders of proof or not; if not, mind control, making someone do something, was effective, or the use of Force Lightening would get the message across. But if she had to kill someone the implications were she would have to kill someone immediately.

Not that Naressa had a little problem with killing evil scum the likes of the Vesgevis or their henchmen. The Vesgevis, like the others plotters of the Dark, murdered without conscious; the Sith Conspirators had quietly carried out terrorist campaigns over the hundreds of years, cowardly not taking credit for it or framing others for their dirty work. What bothered here was if extent of the proof shifted, that is if they were a wise bunch and for once asked her to kill an innocent stranger. It was hard to say if attitudes had changed in the past millennia, but in the ancient days Sith Conspirators never held a grudge against their Dark Masters for murdering their children, even if there was no reason at all. If the choice came, Naressa would have to weigh the taking of an innocent life against what had to be done in order to stop Darth Rune. She hoped to hell it was not going to come down to that.

Aside from hard choices, the hardest problem Naressa faced, a problem that lingered when she emerged out of hyperspace and was mere minutes away from Dantooine’s upper atmosphere, was what to do for a name. Did she dare go by her given name since it appeared inevitable that her name was going to be linked to the Vesgevis anyways, or was she going to hide behind a brilliant Sith Lord name for the time being? Since no records of what she looked like existed she leaned towards a Sithian identity idea, but…

…

……

Naressa was at a complete loss what to call herself. Traditionally, it was the Sith Master that chose the Fallen Name of their Apprentice, done because the Apprentice simply lacked the knowledge that was their true, Dark self in which only their Master could clearly see, and it was imperative for the Sith Master to chose the appropriate name for it would be their lasting legacy.

Naressa’s train of thought was broken when Dantooine’s space traffic command sent their hail. “Ion Heavy Old Three Three, this is S.T.C. Tower Four Zero, identify and acknowledge your approach.”

“S.T.C. Dantooine, this is the Aeol Methda, transmitting identification verification now,” said Naressa, doing what she told them she was going to do and waited patiently for their reply. Vesgevi’s men would be alerted to the name of the ship when the verification signal was received. In the meantime she had a bloody Darth name to come up with and fast.

Immediately Naressa tossed away the idea of borrowing the Darth names she knew. As stupid as it sounded under the circumstances it just felt completely wrong for her to go by Sidious, or Maul, or Rune. It wasn’t as if the Vesgevis knew these Sith. It was just a daffy feeling she just couldn’t shake: it was just wrong to assume those names, or older names like Hades, Grendel, Bane, Plight, or Chaos. There was not a rule that said she could not do it, and if there were Naressa would not have followed it anyway because she had no respect for the Sith Lords.

But damn it to hell, she could not think of a simple, stinking name and using the ones she knew just didn’t work for her!

“Aeol Methda, this is S.T.C., you are cleared to land at coordinates being uploaded to your navigation computer now. Proceed and welcome to Dantooine.”

“Thank you, S.T.C., Methda out.” Naressa shut off the transmission. “Damn it, of all the times to have mental gas.” The idea caused her to have a sudden giggle fit, fueling a musing that just relieved the tension in her body and mind. “I am Lord…Darth Daphne!” 

Naressa laughed at the silly notion, shook her head at her sudden grasp of immaturity and, has she approached the coordinates given to her by S.T.C., slowly let herself get serious again, picking up where she left off in self-torturing on picking an alias.

And just like that, the name struck her.

The landing site was a private hanger located in the hills like all the other private hangers on the edges of the aristocratic city of Eurna, a new building with a sliding regress roof that allowed luxury craft to ascend and descend vertically. The Aeol Methda landed on it’s ancient landing gear and became the first ship to scuff up the loading deck and knock approximately fifty thousand credits off the value of the private hanger by just being in it. Then again this was all about discretion, from the ship to the hanger being able to hide the ships within it.

Before she left the cockpit Naressa had spotted the contingent that awaited her. She immediately recognized the Vesgevis; she recognized their faces from her searches on the HoloNet and they were the best dressed out of the group of Humans that stood at ready. Clearly they had invited the help, going over the top while trying to sustain secrecy, all meant to impression their Sith master. Naressa promised them quietly she would not disappoint them.

Naressa gathered herself, and then released her inner Darkness for those outside to feel. She found herself having no problems embracing the Darkness, and in turn it was not going to hard to act the part she was about to play. Once the aft to forward ramp lowered she drew her fedarok hide robe hood out and slowly disembarked. They would see the warrior from feet to head and know quickly that she was not into dressing up to please them or please herself. Boots, pants, tunic, gloves, robe, belt, lightsaber: all black, and all of her luggage, all on her. Her face was barely visible but it was enough with its shock whiteness to cause a striking counterbalance that together caused those that looked upon her to be in fear induced awe of her. Once she touched the metal floor she stopped; once she stopped the greeting party collectively dropped down on both of their knees and bowed their heads in submission.

Surmon Vesgevi spoke for them all. “On behalf of my family and the people who we employ, empowered by the oaths which were spoken by my forefathers I, Surmon Vesgevi, speak for all here and swear allegiance to you, our Lord and Master of the Dark Side. We know our place and it is to follow and obey and die for you when necessary. We beg you welcome and accept us as your servants.”

Naressa watched them for a very long time, reading them with the Dark Side to let them know she was on to them. She let her mind search for the proper response to Vesgevi’s fawning. She strolled up to Surmon casually, standing tall in front of him and let them all have the feeling that it would not be prudent to take a peek at what she was doing until she told them they could raise their heads.

Naressa spoke, and spoke with a deep connection with her Sith warrior name applied to it. “I am Darth Sadis, your Mistress, and I do not accept your words.” It prompted Surmon to look up in error; Naressa caught his face by his chin roughly to hold his worried gaze, forcing him to look into her glowing yellow eyes. “I will take your words, you, and all here as my property instead.”

To ease Surmon a little Naressa encouraged him to stand up by slowly raising her gloved hand; everyone else carefully followed along, slightly relieved that they had assumed correctly that she wanted them all to rise; more relieved that she had not begun killing them. They were held in place by awe, even Surmon who felt so small to Darth Sadis although he was a few inches taller and a hundred pounds heavier than her.

Naressa let them see a small Solo smirk; just a small one. “I give you this; you do know how to grovel properly in the presence of your ruler.”

Surmon was more relaxed and was nearly speechless. “We’re…humbled by your mere presence, Mistress Sadis. I have…we have only dreamed of the great day like this! I…I sure you know…we have all lived so weakly in the eyes of our enemies. It has been so difficult.”

“It is assumed the Dark Side is easy,” noted Naressa in her Sith Lord best; that was not saying too much. “The way to the Dark Side is. The life of the Dark Side is far more challenging than that of the lives of the meek and the submissive, but as you now know such hardships bare great rewards.”

“If I may be so bold, Mistress, you being here is the great reward!”

Naressa smirked slightly at the clan leader’s slight and childish response; she couldn’t blame him: in Surmon Vesgevi’s point of view he had just met his god. “That is an opinion you will find difficult to maintain.”

It was not a statement of irony and Surmon accepted it as such by not smiling, not smirking, not even having a good thought about it. He turned his attention to his children and quickly introduced from right to left. “These are my children, Daystruck, Nicconee, and Curnt.”

“I know who they are,” said Naressa dismissively; a Sith Lord never cared for subordinates, and personally she didn’t want to know them beyond what she knew of them from her findings. Surmon’s children were just as rotten as he was, carrying out his murderous will, executing agendas and people for their own gains in the name of the Sith. Her disdain for them provided the proper tone of voice to use when she spoke again. “They have done well for our cause.”

Surmon had the feeling it was time to move matters along. He carefully gestured towards the line of limo speeders waiting for them. Naressa accepted the invitation without a word, taking a slight lead ahead of the others. Surmon said, “I am glad you approve, my Mistress.”

The driver quickly opened the canopy to the limo speeder upon the groups approach. Taking into account that there were plenty of speeders for everyone Naressa coldly ordered, “You and I will speak alone.”

“Of course Mistress Sadis,” agreed Surmon. Without stealing a look Naressa knew the adult children wanted to protest, and their disappointment radiated past their fear. Standard Sithian procedure would have been to kill one of them to put them back in their place in a hurry. Surmon, older and wiser and knew better, dismissed them without incident by saying, “I’m certain you would like to discuss some imperative issues in private. The journey to my home will be a bit long.”

Naressa said nothing and just sat down in the spacious passenger compartment of the SoroSuub Q Class custom limo speeder; so expensive the Vesgevis needed Rapier money to pay for it; so new the cloned leather bench seats still had that fresh factory smell to it. She maintained her silence to allow Surmon to open his mouth, and when the canopy closed he did.

“I hope you did not take offense,” began Surmon in apology, sitting across from Naressa on the vehicle’s right side, “to my children’s lack of respect just now.”

Naressa had to be blunt. “They are useful. So long as they are useful you need not worry about them.” Leaning back deeper into the seat, letting the darkness of the scene swallow her existence save for the glare of her eyes. “You have not wasted any time with the monies I have given you.”

Surmon appeared slightly surprised by the admission; the surprise faded when he remembered who he thought he was dealing with. “I hope you do approve.” He leaned in towards her. “I mean…Maroki Renvarient approved such measures.” The obvious question escaped him. “You are…Renvarient, aren’t you?”

“No.” Naressa let it sink in Surmon’s brain. At the same time it confirmed a suspicion she had: the Vesgevis did not know who Renvarient was. She left him the impression that she knew Renvarient. “Renvarient is a loyalist like yourself; an unknown but valuable commodity. Through him I have made the moves necessary to fortify our cause.” It was difficult for her to keep saying ‘our cause’, but she knew with repetition it was going to get easier.
Unable to pursue the subject further Surmon began a new subject carefully. “My Mistress, Renvarient said in his last message to that you needed refuge from the Jedi.”

“He had assumed correctly,” said Naressa, and technically it was the truth since the Jedi were looking for her. She amended the truth with a lie, one where the false facts were made true because of Surmon’s perspective, or lack of thereof. “I do seek shelter from our enemies but only as a precaution. The Jedi had clumsily stumbled upon something that is making them suspicious.” To give Darth Sadis the classic kick, Naressa infused some vocal ego. “They will not discover what it is. I will make sure of that, once I eliminate the error amongst us.”

Surmon weighed what Naressa had said. Worry began to crease his brow. “You think…do I dare ask…you know of a traitor in our midst?” Naressa remained silent to force Surmon to speak what was on her mind, or at least make him believe what was on her mind and what her ‘real reason’ for being here was which was once again not far from the real reason she was here. If one wanted to stir up paranoia in a paranoid mind, it was best to let the paranoid obsess over a subtext and draw their own conclusions. “That is why you have come here.”

“The Sith have never lived for the single purpose, Vesgevi, and I won’t begin now.” Naressa kept her body perfectly relaxed but allowed the tension that was meant for the body to resonate in her voice. “Someone has made a mistake and has drawn the Jedi’s attention towards me.”

Fearing her, Surmon implored her, “Mistress, it was not us! I can assure you-!”

“Spare me!” Naressa waved her right hand casually in dismissive, ‘shut the smeck up’ fashion. Vesgevi flinched badly, sitting back tight against his seat so hard it caused the leather to creak when he thought he was going to be punished. She could not help to smile; the fear reaction from the weak idiot in front of her caused a sensation throughout her body, empowering her. She was glad she was covered completely or he would have seen the pleasing goose bumps that were rippling across her flesh.

Naressa said with curvy calm, “Relax, Surmon. Relax.” With the right hand that he feared she gestured to lower himself and his fears downward. “Your fears right now are unwarranted. I have only begun to investigate.” She waited for him to slow his anxiety-induced heavy breathing down and stop his heart from trying to pound its way through his chest. “You have not done anything to warrant your doom.” 

When she said nothing more Surmon thought to himself. Naressa had purposely left the thought hanging in the air because she wanted to use the paranoia he had now against him. She was implying simply that someone in the Comada Principals Fund loop had made a grave mistake and it caused the Jedi to look towards them. The implication was then ballooned, made bigger and wider by Vesgevi’s mistrustful imagination but not exactly set due to the various circumstances at the moment. 
Having Darth Sadis come to him because she suspected treachery from within in his ranks kyboshed whatever sentimental feelings and high ideas he had, in fear that someone, one of his children perhaps, screwed up and it may cost him his life. Worse yet was the tiny but significant idea that perhaps it was not a mistake: the one responsible for the Jedi getting suspicious had actually did their mistake on purpose, or in his view that was how Darth Sadis viewed it. It was not the fault of the Sith Master, it never was: someone else had caused the problem, and that someone was going to pay for it, only this time it will not be a random pawn; and if time wore on and the Sith Master grew more agitated then the pawns were going to die one by one anyways.

Of course Naressa had this idea thought up of way in advance and to watch Surmon Vesgevi squirm tickled her fancy. She wanted the Sith Conspirators to feel helpless and she wanted them to trust no one they knew. By separating the father from his children Vesgevi was left with the impression that one of his own had done the wrong that had ‘angered Sadis so’; he was left with the idea that she suspected one of them, and by not specifying what it was exactly just made him all the more suspicious of them. The man, his family, deserved to be in such a state of disarray and chaos because they had swore to do great evil in the name of what was considered to be the ultimate evil in the galaxy. It was also a psychological warfare tactic to prevent Vesgevi from thinking clearly and rationally, that way he did not become too observant of Naressa and thus it relieved pressure off of Naressa to prove how cold and how malicious she could be. Ironically such mental torturing was Naressa at her coldest and malicious.

“What I can tell you,” began Naressa again when it appeared that Surmon’s head was not filled with thoughts of dread, “is that I will not leave here until I have the one or ones responsible for this debacle are made to suffer, and that Vesgevi will be their great reward!”

Stuttering, Vesgevi said, “I-I understand, Mistress. I-I swear to help you, in any way I can.”

“I know you will, Surmon,” said Darth Sadis with casual callousness. “I know you will.”

The rest of the long drive was a quiet one that matched the dark night. Surmon Vesgevi kept looking towards the rear of the vehicle as if he could see through the shielding that concealed the passengers from the outside world and see his three fellow blood conspirators in the limo speeder following them. At times he forgot that Darth Sadis was ever with him until he really looked in her shadowed direction.

Naressa made no moves or sounds whenever Vesgevi looked at her in fear. Instead she was letting herself go deeper into the character she was playing, becoming the Sith Lord.
