5 DAYS (CHAPTER 102.0)
The days passed, and the nights passed as well. Then, it repeated again.

Still, the Republic was constantly in the dark and in Darkness. News and reports were scarce at best and poor in detail at worst. The technicians at Rapier Technologies had continued to try and cure the problem. All they discovered was both a cold and somewhat embarrassing fact: even they had to rely on the competition for aide. Galactically many came to the same conclusion and sought ways to replace Rapier Technology with other technologies. Some on Coruscant began stripping parts of the still-functional Old World beneath the main street levels of the capitol. However the realities were very clear to all. The task at replacing even a fraction of Rapier brand products at key levels was so daunting that other companies, even the Trade Federation and Techno Guild combined, did not have enough supply to meet that demand. Of course, in the realm of business, when demand overmatched supply, the organizations took full, financial advantage. A four on the pinhead computer core processor from the Trade Federation was now the same price as two Corellian Action Two frigates.
Muriel was very careful in procuring materials for their cause, mainly due to the fact they did not want Theed to become aware of the Hailstorm’s Hauler. King Veruna had enacted Royal Order, a form of martial law, and as such known operational equipment could be impressed into Royal Service regardless of its port of origin. Destiny offered her piloting services again and parked the ship inside the Hanger Bay during the day. At night for about two days they took it out and used the on board transceiver to communicate. They stopped doing it when the drone ships and cargo probes arrived to quickly drop off the supplies they needed, such as generators to power the portable high gain transceiver in operation with an old Bothan satellite sensor array orbiting Naboo. Costly in both price and humbleness, but Muriel was willing to placate the Rapier’s competition’s egos in order to keep track of things. Bothering Muriel the most was that messages could not be left anywhere due to the HoloNet still being down; talking directly with Dizzy was the only option, and that slowed the Sullustan down in his search for their friends, which so far had not been good.
As for the rest of Rapier Manor, the purchased generators could not power it even after Mansion Engineers had bypassed all of the Rapier Essential Components. The mansion had its own power system installed after the Vhinech attack on Theed a dozen years ago had blacked the mansion out. But even in minimal operation, keeping everything to the Ground Floor, the twelve portable generators that were used to start up starships did not provide enough energy. They decided to cut it down to the rooms most essential for the Rapier Manor occupants; they managed twelve rooms, the Main Kitchen, and had power to spare for Sanitation and Fresh Water.
Greta, from her new bed, kept the house going and showed the others in the staff that they could make do. Greta’s involvement, though ill-advised because of her health, did take a burden off of Muriel’s shoulders. The department heads of Rapier Technologies were too busy trying to fix the entire galaxy and the company itself, so that that was another burden off of Muriel’s shoulders. It allowed her to focus solely on the problems they faced.
Dizzy did mention something that explained a lot to the Force sensitive at Rapier Manor. Starting about the time after the Shut Down they began to have faint flashes of Juna and Enothchild in their minds. The vision of the Sith Maiden and Jedi Master came to them in pulses; on Naboo it was once in a while, for Dizzy it was a little more frequent. Dizzy receivership of them came in daydreams. Casper and Mathaniel sensed them very faintly; to them the visions were badly lit. Destiny and Muriel, on the other hand, noted the visions quite clearly; Muriel more so than Destiny. At best it was explained that it had to be due to familiarity, but Destiny knew better even in her limited experience. It troubled the Vhinech-Wookiee that she saw the vision of the Keeper and his mate in her dark side brain, and so she spent more time praying.

It was evening again, five long days since the Shut Down; five of the longest days anyone had felt. Alluetia was better, walking around, and had taken an interest in the Hailstorm’s Hauler; Mathaniel and Destiny assisted her whenever they could. Greta was resting after another exhausting day practically showing people how to wipe their own bottom. Nowen, in another room with Rapier Techs and sometimes Muriel, was busy trying to make the Saberhide body armor work without Rapier components. That left Casper and Nach to suffer over readouts and other matters associated with the Device, which that was like watching grass grow. The day was over and the rest were retreating to the command center slowly, retreating where there was light and an assembly line for getting food.
Muriel sat by the portable transceiver equipment near the windows, feeling very worn out compared to the last time she sat by such equipment. Casper went over to her after meditating and said, “He’ll call when he finds them.”
It had to be the twentieth-thousand time the young Jedi had told Muriel that. She smiled weakly and said, “I know. I know, it’s just not being able to do anything until then.”
“You should eat,” suggested Casper, pointing at her partially eaten curry and tatoes. “You look pale.”

She nodded, and he gave her that. Casper couldn’t give her anything more. Nowen, Destiny, Alluetia, and Mathaniel entered the large room just as he was about to join Nach at their hastily put together tech station. Alluetia slammed the door, eliciting everything to shush her. Down at the other end of the room in her bed Greta snorted but never woke up.
“Sorry,” said Alluetia with hunched shoulders. “I guess my frustration is gettn’ to me.”

“The overhauling the fresher matrix for the tenth time is such a challenging task,” joked Destiny dryly.

Mathaniel quietly rubbed a shoulder on each female at the same time from his trailing position. Alluetia was only beginning her journey back to her faith and in such times it was easy to falter. Destiny was one that had much more deeper doubts about herself than her faith, and what he read from her in the Force troubled him more than in the past. A look from the two showed how much they appreciated both his firm touch and silence.
“Oh, did we forget to tell you that someone approached us while working on the ship,” said Alluetia. That got the other’s attention really quick. “Looked important. Said they were from Theed.”
“Wearing red-tan uniforms?” asked Muriel worriedly.
“Yes,” said Destiny. “They did identify themselves as a party investigating our operational status.”

“Veruna’s men,” snorted Muriel.

“Don’t worry.” Alluetia pointed at Mathaniel, who was helping himself to the available food that had been brought in on warm plates. She said to Casper, “He’s got the Wavy-Forgetty thing down.” She then appeared stone face and waved her hand before her.
Casper nodded in approval; Affect Mind had to be employed in this case. Muriel spoke his continued thoughts. “Veruna’s trying to nail anything down that still works on this planet, and at the same time nail us. By now everyone must know its Rapier stuff that isn’t working.”

“You know politics,” began Nowen, reminding his fellow Guardian an old saying at their academy, “it’s the whiny fat kid that always gets the sucker.”

To that, Nach frowned and asked, “Pardon me from ending, but is this king you speak of young and obese, and what is he doing with gullible people?”

Nowen covered his mouth while Muriel sealed his lips; even Destiny and Mathaniel had understood Nowen’s point, but they glued their teeth closed and swallowed down the chuckle. Casper smiled, and then quickly got up and clamped Alluetia’s opening mouth shut as she busted a gut. Greta only snorted in her sleep from the noise.
Muriel only said, “Well, Nach, that’s one way to look at it.” She rubbed her chin, just wishing Dizzy was here; the Sullustan would really, really die with all of Nach’s sudden utterances. Nach failed to see the humor; he was only expounding the point with an honest question.
Destiny then asked, “What is a sucker?”

After the laughter had died the somber and sober night was upon them. The illuminators kept them awake, but the lack of activity kept the dullness of evening upon them. To break mental boredom, Alluetia started a simple Sabacc game with poker cards. Without the randomizer, the card players had to toss their whole hand after a vocally declared ‘randomizer hit’.  They betted with deku nuts, and it was easy to play with Nach and Casper not playing. Muriel technically wasn’t playing either; she played in hands, but her mind was not on the game. Alluetia was winning, prompting the Force sensitive to keep a much closer eye on the former smuggler.
Meanwhile, as Casper and Nach eyed the computer data from the portable sensor array, the Jedi asked as Mathaniel celebrated a victory, “How far did you get on the research about the Vhinech on New Paradasia?”
Nach looked to Casper with some confusion, but then realized that it was a curiosity to consider under the current circumstances. “By comprehending you on the concept of ‘get far’, I will say that I achieved only orbit around this planet while my destination is Coruscant.”

Wincing, Casper said, “That bad?”

“There is no known trigger to this event,” said Nach. “I have seen the various ways the genetic code of the Vhinech could be manipulated. These Vhinphyc births that are coming do not follow any known pattern to me or in the reference data base of the Republic.” He shook his head. “I need more time than they have.”
Casper sighed regrettably. “Destiny has said to me that the reason why they came was for a cure, but in reality it’s because there is no faith in the people that they would not react in hate.”

It was Nach’s turn to sigh. “Hate always replaces hate.” Casper looked to him in genuine interest. “My people’s hate had been replaced by the Vhinech’s hate, and it lead to their end. The hate will unfortunately continue.”

Casper had to agree. Centuries of hatred-fed genocide was not going to be replaced overnight. Even the legendary Jedi pacifist Soo-Si Gheruit did not negotiate peace between sworn, ancient enemies; it came down to both sides conceding the facts and giving up. He did not see that in the Vhinech situation.
“If I have to,” began Casper, “I will speak on Destiny’s and Mathaniel’s behalf to the Jedi Order. I know the Chancellor’s mandate, but I feel this situation goes over that. Innocent lives are on the line.”
Nach did not appear to support Casper’s idea. “I must glare at your idea in this perspective: I conjecture if the same argument was made prior to Jurivicious Pern’s ordered interceding into the Vhanba conflict.”
Casper gave it a thought, and realized that Nach’s point was pretty accurate. Without consulting the Senate, the Supreme Chancellor -- before Valorum -- and the Jedi Order had secretly sent Jurivicious Pern to Vhanba to negotiate a truce. It was predicated on the belief that both sides were ready for some form of intervention to end the hostilities as the Vhinech began to turn the war against the Vhinphyc. No one knew that Pern would go on and orchestrate one of the largest genocides in known galactic history. It was not that another Pern was awaiting another shot at the Vhinech in the Jedi Order; it was the ramifications if the Senate discovered the Jedi Order was acting in secret again. 

Nodding, Casper acknowledged Nach’s point. Still, he could not quite let it go. He realized aloud, “Pern’s intentions were to destroy the Vhinphyc out of revenge, use the Vhinech for his own gain. It won’t be the same as last time. If it were Enothchild, perhaps they would think differently.”
Nach gave Casper a sidelong look that was very long. “If your Senate would not think myself as friendly based on the turmoil of last year, what comprehends your reasoning they will embrace my Son?”
Again the answer was destroyed by reason. Everyone in the Senate was told who was behind the Sleeping Vhinech. The Senate would be condemned to a greater hell for themselves if they even let the likes of Enothchild Sarch, a Vhinphyc, take point on this new Vhinech problem; especially when Enothchild did play hardball with the Senate without revealing the location of Sanctuary as ordered by both the Senate and the Jedi Council.
“True,” noted Casper with some quiet. No sooner than he agreed with Nach over the impractical nature of his suggestions he had another flash of Juna and Enothchild in an escape pod, somewhere in the universe. All about him he noted Mathaniel, Muriel, and Destiny looking rather distant; clear indications they received the Force Beacon pulse.
Destiny folded her hand and left the game. Alluetia looked to her and said, “What’s up? I ain’t winnin’ that badly?”

“It’s not you,” Mathaniel was quick to point out. He left Alluetia to complain while he gave chase to her friend. She had reached the door, holding her Path pendant, ready to leave. “Destiny, wait!”

The Vhinech-Wookiee stopped with the large door half opened. Mathaniel placed a hand on her shoulder and whispered, “It’s all right. I know it bothers you.”

“I do not want it to,” said Destiny, sniffled her tears back. “I know she does not mean it. It is I who cannot delegate what I see. I fear I am losing my resolve.”
“No you’re not,” said Mathaniel with great weight. “You’re not falling. It’s just that dark energy is only touching your dark mind. That’s all it is.”

Destiny asked him sincerely, “Is it touching only your dark mind?”

Mathaniel locked his jaw tight at first. Unlike Destiny he was very centered, very certain, in himself. It wasn’t that the new revelations about Enothchild’s mother being the clone of Presence that rattled her; it was the accumulation of a lifetime of burdens that constantly tested her long after they had passed. Her faith in the Path was not enough; it provided comfort at times, but when she had to question herself she questioned the Path, and the cover the Path gave her eventually was not enough.
To answer her question, he truthfully said, “No.” He re-gripped her shoulder. “But I can show you…”

“Pardon me, then,” she said quietly, politely, and left the room, entering the darkness of the hallway with a little glow stick lighting her way.

When Mathaniel sulked back to the playing table, Alluetia asked, “What’s up?”

Sighing, Mathaniel said, “For years now Destiny’s always feared that the dark side would claim her. She has no faith in herself in defeating it.” He shook his head. “I have offered my counsel, and it has worked in the past, but under the circumstances now it’s become more difficult for her. She needs to be shown the way through the Force, but there lies her greatest fear.”
Alluetia said off hand, “She’ll come around.” She began to deal the cards out again to everyone. “I mean I did. I don’t have her problems, but it tooka good guy to bring me around. Keep on it.”

“That’s all you can do,” said Muriel. She knew from her own experiences that it was easier to give up than it was to continue on. If Oggie had not forced her to stay a Guardian in the beginning she knew her life would have been a lot worse than it was now. True, others would question Muriel’s sanity if she said it aloud given the last dozen years. She had to accept it, no matter what; she could never change the realities of life that had shaped her.

The night wore on and it became like every other night that last few nights, an unassuming quiet with a perpetual darkness. Destiny did what she had always done lately; walk about the mansion interior, wanting to be alone no matter how dark it was. Why she faced the physical darkness, the shadows of night, was her way of trying to defeat the darkness that had slowly emerged her perceptions. At times she would cover the glow stick and just stroll blindly down the vast halls. She fought the urge down to use her Force senses; at the same time, she fought down her fears.
In the quiet any noise was amplified a hundred fold; close, a thousand; far away, a million. It was the silence on this night, however, that finally dawned on Destiny. It was extremely silent. If night breathed it was holding in a deep breath. An uneasy tension grew within her. Forgetting therapy, she lifted her glow stick from her hide.
The white face looking at her when Destiny raised her hand to her shoulder level made her jump a figurative Vhinech country mile. She never thought for one second someone was there in front of her as she stumbled backwards and fell painfully hard on the marble floor. The glow stick’s light radius was poor so Destiny’s opposite vanished back in the darkness; though face was ghostly white it was never enough to break the shadows. Where Destiny had last seen the white face two familiar yellow eyes slowly glowed and a dark presence revealed herself.

Nervously and standing up, Destiny chuckled and said, “By Presence, Lady Juna, you gave me such a fright! I did not know you came….” Her throat constricted so tight she nearly bit her tongue off.

The yellow eyes glowed bright with rage and the air was charged with a bitter intensity. The Sith Maiden yelled loudly, “VHINECH FILTH! WHAT IN THE HELL ARE YOU DOING IN MY HOUSE!!!!!!!!!!”
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
5 DAYS (CHAPTER 102.1)

Naressa just snapped!
After days of blind hyperspace travel and leaving her Sith Marauder in orbit, she teleported covertly to Rapier Manor, never trusting what she saw from orbit. As much as Rune claimed she was on Nal Hutta with Faith did not mean Rune for once was telling the truth. Also the Winds of the Force were still being manipulated in her estimation; Naressa could not trust them anymore than she could trust Rune. Nal Hutta was quite close to Naboo, a day away, and Rune could have struck Naboo on a whim. Rune could have been lying in wait in Rapier Manor. Discretion was the better part of destruction.
Upon arrival in the North Wing on the First Floor, not far from her room, Naressa had no clue there were Vhinech in her house. 

Vhinech! 

Her house! 

VHINECH, IN HER HOUSE! 

The Vhinech’s audacity was unbelievable to Naressa. As far as she was concerned all the Vhinech deserved to die after what had happened to her Gessa years ago. They were creatures that merited little compassion even to the races their subspecies represented, and they were biological weapons of the Vhinphyc’s creation. As far as Naressa Rapier was concern, those ‘weapons’ needed to be literally disarmed! 
The Wookiee sub-class choked from Naressa’s fury, unable to respond to the attack. She nearly had the creature dead until her senses detected a fast approaching other of her target’s despicable kind. The Vhinech that was coming was more attuned to the Force, a threat. Naressa just smiled, lost in her anger; a threat, but not a much more serious threat, was coming towards his doom and he did not know it yet. The Tigra-Vhinech rounded the corner with a heavy glow rod, dropping it towards his friend and drawing out what appeared to be arcane stabbing weapons that retracted blades.
“Release her!” barked the young man in mocked up Magus duds.

Naressa released the female, but only because the male was going to be very easy to deal with. He did launch a leaping attack over the Vhinech-Wookiee once Naressa released the Force Choke. Naressa just struck him with blinding Force Lightening in midair and sent the attacker flying back several dozen yards. The Magus bounced hard several times and withered on the ground. The Vhinech-Wookiee was then slid hard against him. Naressa stalked towards them, letting herself recharge, letting herself…

When she passed the corridor, a large mass she had long ago detected finally arrived and swung something very large and very hard. Naressa tightened her body, but in her mind her body was the hardest substance in the universe. The giant animal jaw bone the Vhinphyc had swung broke into many pieces when it struck her back. She never moved, actually stopping in her tracks just as the attack was launched.

Seething because she was annoyed, Naressa turned towards the Vhinphyc and glared at him easily in the dark. He was familiar to her, where from she did not care. All she said was, “Did you bring your slaves to my house to deal with me!” Before the answer was spoken, the Vhinphyc flew away from Naressa, caused by a massive Force Push.
At the last second Naressa stopped Nach from flying backwards. The Vhinphyc floated off the ground, floated no more than a half inch away from Muriel Arnes’ face; Muriel and Nowen had followed Nach out the door and nearly got a face full of four hundred pound Vhinphyc for their trouble. Naressa doubted that Muriel was under the Vhinech’s control; not when the Vhinech were still on the ground, unable to talk due to injury.

“Naressa!” Muriel had managed to get out just before she and Nowen almost got clocked by Nach’s body. The red calmed and said, “Why Naressa, you’re home!”

Naressa just let Nach drop without any consideration to his health. She walked towards Muriel while Nowen took a wide berth and went to tend to Destiny and Mathaniel. She brushed past an imposing Nach. She got in Muriel’s face and seethed, “Vhinech! In my home! In my home, Muriel!”
Muriel took a step back and said, “I know, Nar-.”

Naressa raised a serious finger in Muriel’s face to quiet her. The older woman could not help herself with the shaking rage that consumed her at that moment.

She stuttered.

She nearly drooled.

She was absolutely serious.

“In. My. Home. My home, Muriel! The filth are in MY HOME!”

Understanding Naressa’s anger, Muriel quickly said, “I-It wasn’t my idea, Juna let them here, they needed our help!”

Naressa nodded, but then sputtered, made the most unusual funny sound, and just rambled, “UJusdungetit!” when Muriel went to say something else. Clearly, this was Naressa Jaina Solo Rapier having -- at least -- a sensible conniption. “They, those things, are here, here in my home! These dirty, filthy, rotten, disgusting creatures are.”

Curling her fingers and making terrible fists, Naressa just seethed through tight teeth, “THEY’RE. IN. MY. HOME!!!!!!!!”

Muriel clamped her mouth shut. She was getting pissed.
“And YOU!” Naressa snapped around just as Nach was about to get her attention with a well deserved grab of her arm. She made him take an uncertain step back as the weight of her presence alone threatened to cripple him. “I know you! You have balls being here in this galaxy! What are you doing here!”
Before Nach could answer, Naressa then curled her hands up in frustration again, turned to Muriel, and said again, “They….are in my home!” She gritted her teeth tightly; they even made tightening leather sounds. “I want them gone! I want them SO GONE!”
“Naressa, could you wait just a parsecond!” Muriel did not like the bossing around, but unlike Juna she could never give Naressa second thoughts. “Things were happening while you were gone! Did you happen to forget all that! You left us, you end up going to Dantooine…which by the way WHY THE SMECK ARE YOU HERE!”

Naressa cocked her eyebrow slowly and said simply, “I live here.” She turned around to face Nach standing in a position ready to defend the trio of Nowen, Destiny, and Mathaniel. Her blood literally boiled so much it was cooking her insides. Her mind barely considered what was happening. “You all have NO right to beg for my Gessa’s help! NONE! Not in MY HOUSE!!”
“Come on!” Muriel got between Nach and Naressa. She was in Naressa’s face. “You know what’s at stake right now, this isn’t helping anything! Juna let them stay here! When you are not here, it is JUNA’S HOUSE!” Naressa lifted both eyebrows. “YES, IT IS JUNA’S HOUSE! AND WHEN YOU AND JUNA ARE NOT HERE, THEN IT’S MY HOUSE! THERE, I SAID IT! YOU WANT TO CONTINUE YELLING ABOUT IT, FINE! I RATHER YOU DIDN’T: JUNA AND ENOTHCHILD HAVEN’T BEEN FOUND YET, THE REPUBLIC IS DARK, AND ALL YOU’RE WORRIED ABOUT ARE THE PEOPLE IN THE HOUSE YOU WERE NOT IN!”

Naressa stewed for a few moments and thought of these options: melting Muriel, melting Muriel with Nach, melting Muriel with Nach, Nowen, Destiny, and Mathaniel, or just melting Muriel. Instead she remembered why she had returned home. She stepped around Muriel, walked past Nach, and glared Nowen, Destiny and Mathaniel away from her intended walking path. She let the Vhinech have a good dose of her feelings towards them through the Force just to let them know how much she wanted to so kill them. She never acknowledged the late arriving Casper, who dragged along after the others when he realized who had come home.
Muriel was fast on her heels and said, “What are doing out of jail?”

Naressa used the Dark Side to open the locked doors to her room. She entered and said over her shoulder, “I let myself out.” She went over to where her private computer terminal was in the floor and used the Dark Side to raise it after opening the secret doors. “Being beheaded by the Jedi became very unappealing.”
“You didn’t-.”

“No, they never made it,” said Naressa to assure Muriel. “Faradi and Faith used what I and Juna knew to shut down all the computers in Republic. She had full control of it all on Nal Hutta.” She was certain Muriel knew what she meant by Faradi and Faith, and when the red head didn’t ask she didn’t elaborate further. Naressa also had the feeling that Muriel knew it was Rapier Technology that was not responding.

She knew Rune had transferred command and control to the Nal Hutta terminal. What Naressa had to do here before she did anything else was disarm the extremely powerful fusion bomb. She opened a panel directly under the work station, pulled the main detonation circuitry and turned it off. She gave it to Muriel; the red head nearly fainted when the hydrogen initiator was given to her. “Oh grow up. It isn’t dangerous unless you drop it. Have technicians remove the rest of the high yield devices soon.”
“Geez!” Muriel nearly did drop it. She put it on the desk and followed Naressa to the walk in closet. “Look, I don’t know what you’re doing-.”

Naressa found her matched luggage and pulled them out two at a time. She got a look from Muriel after Muriel stopped her sentence short. She said, “I’m leaving, Muriel. Leaving for good, and for the good, so those pieces of double minded poodoo can stay here and filth the place up with their presence for all I care. It really isn’t my house anymore.”

“You’re leav- Naressa, what the hell!” Naressa stopped her moving out when Muriel got in her way again. “What the hell is going on! Are you nuts!”

Naressa sighed, set the pull behinds in front of Muriel and as she talked used the Dark Side to move the rest of the luggage from the closet. She said, “I decided to leave. No matter what happens, from now on, I won’t be involved.” 

Before Muriel could say another thing, Naressa added, “I’ve come to the conclusion that every attempt I have made for the better for this galaxy has only made it worse. I’ve also come to the conclusion that every time I try to reconnect with Juna, something always keeps us apart. This is Juna’s galaxy now, it’s her time to manage it; it’s up to her to take care of it.”
“That don’t make any…” Muriel rubbed her temples as Naressa continued to pull out luggage. “Faith and Faradi have figuratively killed the Republic digitally. We know where a Vhinphyc weapon is and it’s about to launch an attack on Coruscant in days. Naressa we need your help!”

When the entire luggage set was out, they all opened under Naressa’s mental command at the same time. She then said, “No.” She went into the closet.

“No?” Muriel jogged into the closet, followed the Rapier matriarch around as Naressa began to pull select clothing from the racks. “Help me understand this! Cripes!”
Naressa put clothes in Muriel’s grasp, forcing the young woman to help. She then turned her attention to other clothing, taking a select few official Rapier Clan dresses. “I have spent nearly most of this year making every attempt to reunite with my Gessa. I have tracked every lead, exhausted every ounce of emotion hoping to wrap my arms around my most precious gift. How I so much want to hold her even now, given everything that has happened to her.”
She lead Muriel to the luggage and proceeded to stuff items in them. Finished, she turned right around and began again; this time with footwear and her infamous unmentionables. She continued talking; expressing those feelings she reviewed during the jump to Naboo from Dantooine. “And never once did I consider the one fact about the whole, sorry thing. You know what that is, Muriel? Any idea?” Muriel shook her head. “I always wanted her to be her own woman.”
Muriel frowned, but Naressa couldn’t believe the red head didn’t get it. She said, “I wanted her to be her own woman! Come on, Thahada, don’t you get the irony of that? I never once thought to let that happen naturally.” She held out her hands, expecting the concept to appear physically before them.

“I…don’t follow,” said Muriel.

Packing the fresh load away, Naressa retreated back into the closet for more clothing. “Look, in theory, we assume our own identities. In reality there is a little of our parents in us in everything we do.” She grabbed her naughty leathers bag and took care of that personally; she thought it too gross to let Muriel touch them, it was undignified. “I wanted my Gessa to be different from her parents. Far different. So different in fact I went out of my way to make sure of it. I hired you to train her in a diametrically different political philosophy that was opposite of the progressives. I fixed her dreams. I showed her so much but never, ever the true beauty of her natural gifts.”
“That’s being a good mother that recognized her own flaws,” said Muriel. “You didn’t want to pass them on.”
“Wrong!” Naressa snatched up a few more worse-for-wears to pack them. “There’s a fine line there. Between teaching a Gessa right and wrong and forcing a Gessa to accept right and wrong. From day one I tried to fix Juna’s destiny, fix it like a gangster wanting the long shot at the race track to win.” She looked at Muriel with deep sincerity. “Let’s face it, we know Juna’s prophesized destiny. Let’s not pretend it doesn’t exist. Enothchild told you of the Dark Hope of the Sith, and I will no longer pretend that she isn’t my Gessa.”
Before Muriel could say something to that, Naressa said loudly, “Come in, Young Knightshade, its better to listen close than it is from afar!” Casper did slowly sulk in after he had checked on the others. Naressa asked, “Well?”
Casper said right away, “I’m sorry.” He was sorry for being so damn certain she had done great wrong.
To that, Naressa only cocked an eyebrow while the rest of her features remained constant. She said, “That’s a strange answer. I was asking about” her anger began to rise again “the pathetic, mutated, erroneous, disgusting, vile life forms I nearly killed upon my arrival. Do the lumps of shit live?”
The Jedi shuffled his feet and felt stupid. He said, “They’re shaken up quite a bit. You shouldn’t belittle-.”

“Well, I’m certain that their ‘god’ or whatever the hell she is will kiss it and make it….I don’t know.” Naressa just threw her hands up and just went back to packing. “I wish them well….I wish them falling down a well…”

“Misses Rapier, please,” began Casper.
“Naressa!” she shouted from inside the closet. “For crying out loud, Jedi, it’s Naressa! Would it kill you just to give me at least that respect?”

Casper said, “Naressa, please, reserve your anger towards the Vhinech for me. Those two have done nothing wrong against you and Juna. I on the other hand have.”

Naressa emerged from the closet and said, “Correction: they did nothing. That is their crime, Casper, plain and simple.” She threw the clothes in a pile and stood before him afterwards. “They did nothing back then to prevent Pern from mind raping my Baby, and they are doing nothing other than take advantage of my Baby’s hospitality and generosity.” She looked back to Muriel and added to their previous conversation. “I won’t interfere in that foolishness, like I would in the past. That’s Juna’s error, one she has to correct.”
Before Muriel could make some sort of a retort, Naressa then brought her gaze back at Casper. The Jedi noticeably gulped. She said, “Oh wait. Did I hear you correctly? You on the other hand have?”

“I found that evidence in Pirus Krendel’s eyes, I showed it to Juna, and Juna felt compelled to help us bring you down.” Casper sighed heavily and shook his head. “I have brought the wraith of your enemies upon you. I’m sorry.”
Naressa looked between the down Casper and the very worried Muriel. “Juna turned against me?” 
Her mind worked around the revelation, and she could not help to smile. The revelation was actually very welcomed news. Naressa only said, “That’s my Gessa.”

“But, but she hated you before she learned the truth,” said Casper. He was so appalled by her reaction. Muriel was not as surprised, but yet she wondered if Naressa had went the Alluetia route of curing depression. “She hated you for what you had supposedly done.”
“She hated me because I had a fling with Enothchild,” said Naressa plainly without hesitation, knowing Casper knew that information based on his plain reaction to it. “She was over that as soon as she married him. What she did, to help you and your master Casper to get me, was exactly what I wanted her to do. I raised my Gessa to be a believer, supporter, and in her capacity as Queen the purveyor of law.” She looked at Muriel and added in referring to what she had been telling her before, “Now that is one of the few things I will never, ever regret forcing down her little throat.”
Naressa went back in and grabbed her remaining fedarok leather cloaks that were not taken by the Republic investigators a month ago; surprisingly, she hid them in plain sight for them to see. One was a winter cloak, the other two the typical light weight versions of her Sithian cloak. She packed the winter one by itself in a luggage bag. She put on one of the others.
Finished, she turned to Casper, held out her hands, and smirked, “Last chance to stop me.”
Casper grew sad face. He said to her, “My diligence has all ready condemned you. I now fear I’m making you run away.”

Naressa only smirked at him. “Silly boy, I run because I don’t want to rule the galaxy.” She followed it up with a teasing wink and went back to packing.
Muriel said, “It…Just doesn’t make any sense. You can’t runaway. The whole galaxy needs you.” She went to touch Naressa’s arm, but the older woman draped the last fedarok leather cloak over the arm.

“That is for Juna,” said Naressa. She patted the cloak affectionately. “I have never worn it. She will like it as I have.” She then continued, “The galaxy doesn’t need me. Not anymore.” She began closing luggage up. “It’s Juna’s turn to manage it.”
“Assuming there’s a galaxy left to manage,” stressed Muriel.

Naressa frowned with complete disapproval. “You have no confidence that she will succeed?”
That rocked Muriel back on her heels. Casper came to the rescue. “I think she has been suggesting that our chances of success approve with you as part of our group.”
“I know she thinks that,” said Naressa to Casper, not daring to look at Muriel who acting again as if she just got slapped. “However she forgets one little thing, and I do believe you would appreciate this yourself, Casper.” She put her hands over her heart. “We…fall, and when we are young when we fall we run to our parents. When we fail, we run to our teachers, our guides of learning and wisdom. To our masters and Guardians.” She threw a look back at Muriel. “Juna knows how to survive in this universe, but she is not quite a woman in it until she solves a significant problem like this with her very own wits. Money will not buy Faradi off. Promise will not quell desire. Appeasement clearly has not worked. It is time for mindless violence, the breaking of things and the ruination of temples.”
Naressa then stopped and waved a hand. The rest of the luggage closed all at once. “And a mother cannot always be there for her daughter when she fails.” She smiled greatly, though, when she thought of the approaching end. “Juna will succeed, but only if I am not there. By removing me, her safety net, she will plan accordingly, carefully, and understand I won’t be there when she fails. From here on out, it’s all or nothing for her.”
Casper and Muriel both appeared to get Naressa’s point, and so the Sith Maiden Matriarch gave her room a once over. She remembered to get her terminal’s chip set; by removing it, no one could access the computer’s secrets when Juna restored the galaxy back to normal. Nothing she had uncovered in all the years she ran her slicer program was in the computer cores; only really naive people left anything on a drive or a portable storage medium. In fact the removal of the chip set gave Juna in the future significant leverage. Perhaps the last little favor she would do for her Gessa.
Naressa put the chip set in her smallest carry all and looked around again. “Well, I don’t want to absolutely leave without some mementoes.” She walked the length of the room and with her own two hands picked up and carried a wooden rocking chair back to the luggage. She said to Muriel, who looked bewildered as well as curious, “My Father’s. He was a carpenter, a woodsmith you know. In fact I’ll take everything he made with his two hands with me.”
Muriel quietly asked as Naressa began to leave the room, “Where will you go?”

Naressa smiled and said, “Juna’s room.”

“No, I mean” Muriel sighed, “where will you be going?”

Naressa gave Casper an eye and said, “I can’t tell you that. First, I don’t know where I am going. Second, I don’t want anyone I know to have that information even if I knew where I was going, especially” she teased Casper “law enforcement.”
Muriel and Casper followed her. Naressa felt Casper come up on her right and say, “I would never betray you.”

“Don’t make promises that contradict what is right,” she admonished him sternly. “By all accounts you should be making every effort to kill me right now.” Then she looked to him and added, “I actually do appreciate the fact that you are staying your hand.”
“It’s so unfair,” said Muriel gently.

The way Muriel said that was just as bad as Darth Maul had said it. Naressa admonished her for it. “Arness would routinely suggest that is why life sucks.” She smirked. “Personally, I think it blows.”
The mirth wasn’t lost on Muriel. Naressa had always enjoyed Muriel’s serious, professional company, but without Dizzy Arnes in her life Muriel would have been an absolute dud of a friend five years ago. Casper, on the other hand, had to be serious or he could never be the Jedi that he was, and for that she had to respect that. She could see he had seen the Light, and that he understood everything now. Her only hope for him was to live a long Jedi life; she held no grudge against him.
Nearing Juna’s room, Naressa sensed familiar but unwelcome presences in the next room down. Her disgust escaped her mouth, and she could not help to shake her head. Stopping, she looked at the other two and just said, “I’m bigoted towards the Vhinech, and my only apology is to you two for acting out of sorts in front of you.”

“Hate is often hard….” Casper began to give her some Jedi philosophy until Naressa slowly turned towards him and slowly raised her right eyebrow at the same time. Obviously when it comes to hate a Sith Maiden, a practitioner of the Dark Side and of its emotions, hardly entertained such points of view from others. Casper, embarrassed, closed his mouth.
“My hatred for them is noted,” said Naressa calmly. “I will have nothing to do with them, or with Nach’cht’musik their ‘father’.” She entered Juna’s room and could sense all the wonderful moments she had shared with her Gessa. She breathed in the scent of the room, held it, and did everything she could to retain what she took in on her exhale. Still, the calming affect of Juna’s room did nothing to cool her dislike for the Vhinech so close to her Gessa’s room.
“What in the hell are they doing here, anyways, the Vhinech?” asked Naressa as she toyed with the idea of taking Chewie, Juna’s long time child’s stuffed toy. She had picked it up, played with it, but then sat it down. She didn’t throw it down; she had too much respect for the old, worn toy that gave her Gessa so much comfort.
Muriel looked to Casper, but Casper conceded to Muriel with a nod. “They’re here because there are going to be Vhinech women giving birth to Vhinphyc.”

The cloud of hate in Naressa’s heart for the Vhinech suddenly cleared. There was something to that; something very and adamantly important about that. It drove her to stop looking for something to nick from Juna and take the subject on seriously. “Really, Vhinphyc children?”

“Force sensitive Vhinphyc children,” added Casper. “In a few months, a few of them will be born.”

“Oh dear,” said Naressa, at first thinking about the consequences of such births. 
During a very depressing time in her life just a few years ago, the idea of Darth Sidious being Juna’s father was just a terrible thought to have. Before Naressa could stop herself from thinking the unthinkable she had thought her Light’s existence terribly wrong; how she ever hated herself for ever thinking that. The principal of conceiving and giving birth to one’s enemy was a crushing, lethal blow to anyone’s heart. The enemy birth principal was a very cold concept, but the examples were all over. In Darth Rune’s spirit she had given birth to her greatest enemy. Poor Bendian was not spared because complications from his birth had lead to the suffering death of his mother, thus doubling the negative affect from his own father who had all ready pegged him a rival to his power the moment Belladonna Rosa’s corsets could not prevent her tiny belly from expanding with life within. She imagined easily that Casper’s parentage embraced his birth, but he did not get that Mark of Forgiveness on his face because he was absolutely loved by all; Naressa knew little of Casper’s entire back story, but she knew enough that Reverend Onus Nightshade saw Casper as a threat to his reign to Mark him.
“That is troubling,” said Naressa after some contemplation. Her eyes then saw Juna’s sketchbook. She grabbed it, knowing this was the very thing she wanted most to have. She hugged it as if she would hug Juna, but even that act did not dissuade her curiosity now over the Vhinech.
Shaking her head on instinct, Naressa said, “Any….ideas?”

“Before the computers went down Nach only began to scratch the surface of the problem,” said Casper with regret. “He needs more time, but its time the Vhinech don’t have.”
“Hmmm, yes,” said Naressa with another head shake. “Well, I wouldn’t think Nach’cht’musik would have solved the problem in the first place. Don’t get me wrong, he is sincere in helping.”

“He’s tried everything he knows,” said Muriel, to which Casper nodded in agreement. “It’s an absolute mystery to science.”
Naressa could not believe what she was hearing. She looked at the two and said, “My goodness, I don’t believe it!” The other two just looked at her. “If it can’t be explained by the mind or by technology, have you ever considered the last possibility?” Before they asked what that was, she let herself think about that some more and just couldn’t believe what she was thinking.
The next sentence was even alien to her, but Naressa was too convinced by her own sudden revelation. “There are genetic samples of the Vhinech, where are they?”

“Infirmary,” said Casper with a slight frown. “He hasn’t-.”
Before he said anything more, Naressa teleported down to the Infirmary and found Nach’s work he left behind there. She set Juna’s sketchbook down and picked up the loaded genetic samples. She focused on it, letting her eyes glow brightly over the package, letting the Dark Side tell her the story of the genetic samples. Each and every molecular sample told their own story belonging to their owner and their ancestry. She skipped the boring details and went right to the source.
Naressa smiled big as her curiosities and theory was immediately confirmed. She let the container of genetic samples smack against her laid out palm. The irony was too fricking much! There she was, telling them all how people had to give up on falling back to their relatives for help at certain times, and out of nowhere aide has come for Juna. It would have been Juna and Naressa if Naressa decided to stay, but Naressa felt her course of action was the correct course. Perhaps it wasn’t help after all; it was more about self-interests. But she could not explain to the others, or the effect was lost. The importance of this gift gave Naressa so much to work with, and perhaps one more last thing to give to her Gessa.
Then her attention was drawn by a familiar presence. It then vibrated with noise. Naressa left the laboratory and saw Casper’s old utility belt on a counter top. The broken belt vibrated again, the source of the vibration, physical and in the Force, came from the very same pocket she had sensed the presence the last time. She wasn’t sure it was a presence before, but after the Son of Xulm she had no doubts.
“Hello?” remarked Naressa.

From the belt pouch flew out the platinum Sithian Language Ball, flying out on its own. It stopped right before Naressa. Across its smooth surface Sithian words formed while it communicated with Naressa through the Force. She bowed her head a little and said, “Well hello, and thank you.” She took the artifact in her hand and pocketed it, and it let her.

With samples and sketchbook, Naressa teleported directly back to her room and packed them both in her carry bag; she was stealing the genetic samples! As she let her hands remove themselves from the case, she got the impression of joy from it, and so she kept it with her. She teleported back to Juna’s room to find Muriel and Casper just about to leave; her arrival stopped them.

“Come with me,” said Naressa sternly, putting on a fake face of disdain. The thoughts that pumped through her mind made it difficult for her to project evil, even though she was about to confront the very entities she surely hated. She had the door to their room open well before she barged in. Nach had set Destiny in a chair and Mathaniel was tending to his burnt hands from being electrocuted. The two males stood in front of Destiny with ready looks of action. Nowen was late, coming out of the fresher with a glass of water, but he set it down and looked ready to act in defense of his friends
Naressa had to admire their sudden need to partner. There was hope for the Vhinech after all, but whether it existed or not did not matter. What mattered was how she was going to give Juna an edge.

She said something that took them off guard, “Who has promised to watch the puppies and kitties, who here walks the Destiny to the candy store?”
Destiny calmed her coughing as Mathaniel grew less tense. Nowen walked over to the group and seemed very interested in what the too overly aggressive Sith Maiden had to say. Mathaniel said, “I am him.”
Naressa strolled up to the taller Tigra-Vhinech and said, “You made that promise to an undying heart of good. An innocent male with great faith who sacrificed his life because he desired so much for his kind. Your kind. What was his name?”

“His name was Wobble,” said Mathaniel with some regret that he had to tell this dark, evil creature that. He did not know why he told Naressa. She attacked them, without reason given. He could guess and guess right, but he felt it gave her no right to do anything.
“Wobble,” she repeated. She then slipped from her role and quietly said, “Bless him.” When she noted Mathaniel’s look, she shifted gears right back to rude. “Yet you do not honor him, for as we speak a cure for the Vhinech problem means nothing as evil begins its march against Coruscant.”
“Your daughter has said it is not our fight,” said Mathaniel, guessing correctly that Naressa undoubtedly was Juna’s mother.

“She’s in error, it is your fight. The fight is either Nal Hutta, or in the future it will be New Paradasia.” Naressa crossed her arms in front of her and said, “I have the cure to the Vhinphyc birth problem.”
Mathaniel stiffened to that news, measured her, and said, “You lie.”

“No, I don’t,” said Naressa, but her confidence continued to shine, causing even the afraid Destiny to sit up straighter in her chair. Nach stepped a little closer as to listen. “I have in my possession the genetic samples; you no longer need them. The cure is all but nearly given. A few things here and there will have to be worked out.”
“How can you have a cure,” began Nach reasonably, “when you have only been here for minutes?”

Naressa scoffed, “I’m smarter than all of you. I don’t need a computer to crunch data. All I have is knowledge, wisdom, and a certain universal power that none of you can even begin to comprehend.”
Casper jumped in, quipping, “You are suggesting that this is Force related?”

Smirking at him, she only said, “You can suggest anything you want. I have the cure. Not just a treatment.” She turned around and glared stoically at the others. “The cure.”
Mathaniel measured her again and said, “Then if you are telling the truth, then what you offer is great. But prove your sincerity: let us have it.”

Naressa finally smiled at the Vhinech group. “No.”

“Bah, she is lying,” claimed Nach. “It is impossible for her to know anything.”

“Will you ever allow one to finish a point?” asked Naressa. She looked back at Mathaniel, locking her eyes with his. “No, I won’t give it to you, at least not for free. You, young Magus, are principled, knowing you must swear to oaths of promise to those that give much, such as your friend Wobble who saved more than your life. What I give to you, with such little time that you have left, is the cure. You shall have it, but on my conditions.”
Destiny grabbed Mathaniel’s hand and begged, “Don’t! She wants your soul.”

“I want his word, which to me is worth more than his soul,” admonished Naressa, hearing the pathetic creature behind Mathaniel. She looked at Mathaniel again. “Force fighters are required at Nal Hutta. You will go with my Gessa, Enothchild, and Casper to Nal Hutta and fight by their side. There you will defeat the evil that festers, and only then will I supply the cure.”

“There is no need for this!” Casper stepped around Naressa. Clearly he didn’t want Mathaniel backed into a corner. “This is none of their concern.”

“Really.” Naressa did not express that as a question. She looked sharply into Mathaniel’s eyes. “It is, since it’s my Gessa’s life their people had ruined in the first place.”

“She holds no animus to us,” said Mathaniel.

“But I do, as her mother, young Magus,” retorted Naressa. “The crimes of your people against my Gessa when she was only eight years old I have not forgiven, and I had thought I never will. But here is your chance now to change my mind. Prove me wrong that the Vhinech should cease to be.”
She knew she put Mathaniel in a pickle; she did it deliberately. In the Path a crime against a child not of age could never be forgiven by the child; only the surviving blood relative guardian had that privilege. The child may grow up and forgive those who have wronged her, but the status of the crime did not change.

“Do not corner him!” stated Nach flatly, taking Mathaniel’s side. “You do not believe in the Path!”

“But he does,” said Naressa plainly, gesturing towards Mathaniel. She looked at him and said, “And dear Wobble believed you believed in it.” Mathaniel snapped his eyes disapprovingly at her. She just ignored his hurt feelings. “And dear Wobble would have never turned an eye away from the nonbeliever.”
“This is outrageous,” said Casper. “Don’t make him do anything.”

“Put it this way, young man,” said Naressa directly to Mathaniel, “the cure is worthless if Nal Hutta is not taken care of. I assure you: the Dark Side entity involved in this mess will not let five thousand Force sensitive Vhinech live for very long after Coruscant is ruined. The bulk of the Jedi are ported there; the rest of them will never see home or any port as they are left stranded in the middle of nowhere. Your people will be on their own, against a great power that I assure you they will not overcome. So, you see, that’s why I am not going to give you the cure now; not until after the threat of both Nal Hutta and the Vhinphyc weapon are over. If such is achieved, then I forgive the Vhinech people as whole for their crimes against my only child.”
Nach again interrupted. “He is not responsible for the Device. He cannot be in two places at once.”

“Then I suggest you help him, if you really care that much,” scoffed Naressa at Nach, not giving him an inch of break. “It is your Device, that is your responsibility. Both the Device and Nal Hutta must be dealt with. Either one alone is dangerous to the galaxy.”
“And if you really care so much, where will you be?”

Naressa only smiled.

Nach looked to Casper and Muriel with a frown. He said to Naressa, “You offer no help?”

“I offer only the cure and nothing more than that.” Naressa raised her hands. “I’m a wanted fugitive from justice. This galaxy has condemned me for crimes I had no choice but to admit to. I owe this galaxy nothing.” She pointed a finger without fear in Nach’s face. “You, on the other hand, have yet to face charges for the numerous crimes that you have conspired to commit against this galaxy. I supposedly killed mere men; you are about to be responsible for the deaths of thirty billion people.”
She raised both her hands, used them like scales as if to weight herself in one hand and Nach in the other. She dropped one hand down, indicating the Vhinphyc, and said, “You, Nach’cht’musik, have no right to condemn me for any inaction when your action and inaction will kill so many people.”
Naressa snapped around to Mathaniel and said, “So!” She clapped her hands together. “You will go with my Gessa to Nal Hutta, or even to the Bowels of Lore, for the Cure.”

“Nare-,” began Muriel to interject.

“SHUT UP!” Naressa’s yell made everyone jump as her eyes flashed angrily. Some day Muriel was going to understand it. Right now Naressa did not have the luxury of explaining what had occurred. There had to be a Vhinech at Nal Hutta when Juna, Enothchild, and undoubtedly Casper went there.

“Well?” asked Naressa more calmly, more directly to Mathaniel.
Mathaniel thought it over some more and just said, “I will go to Nal Hutta. When all is over, when the threat is ended, then I will gladly accept the cure you offer.” He then added, “You are right. What’s to stop the threat against Coruscant from touching us?”
Naressa said nothing more and proceeded to leave. Muriel was on her heels first; Casper gave Mathaniel a look of concern but was soon following the other women out. She felt Nach was soon following them.

“You’re forcing that young man into war,” stressed Muriel immediately.
“Use your head, Muriel, we are all at war,” said Naressa. “Force users must combat Faith; you must lead the rest against the Device.” She then stopped and dared Muriel to deny it. Muriel conceded the point with a nodding head.

“Yet you run like a coward!” Nach arrived to claim that of Naressa. “You run from the war!”
“That’s because my involvement is counterproductive,” said Naressa nonchalantly. “My involvement has given my Mother great intelligence to use against those who oppose her. This is the only window of opportunity I had to make the arrangements I have. You might not understand that, but quite frankly I don’t care.” She looked to Casper and said, “I have to leave now, and clear my mind of this moment. Faradi must not know our full strength.”

Casper nodded, recalling what Juna had told him. “But what of the Cure?”

“I will remember it as soon as I know it’s all over.”

“How will you know?”

Naressa smirked and said, “When everyone is still alive.”
As that moment of time ticked past, Naressa then reached into her pocket and pulled out the Sithian Language Ball. Casper eyed it and remembered he had clearly forgotten it in his old belt. She then let go of the ball and it floated between the both of them. She noted his expression when he realized that the ball was floating on its own, with its own Force governing its levitation. Nach was not sure what to make of the device.
“This is Xulm,” said Naressa, introducing Xulm to Casper. Xulm responded by letting his name spell out in various forms of languages. “He has existed in this galaxy in many different forms for the last two hundred thousand years.”
Casper, who had lost most of his interest in Xulm since it had communicating to him, asked, “Him?”

She frowned a little. “Why is it that the Jedi can embrace the concept of luminous beings but not Xulm?” Naressa watched as Xulm quickly spelled out a response for the others to read -- but not understand -- while she heard him. She noted that Casper was trying to read the language, indicating that he had learned something of the E’sithropian tongue.
Naressa repeated Xulm’s response. “Ah, he says the greatest of Jedi weaknesses is their ability to accept only what their narrow minds allows them to.” She frowned at Xulm. “Rather rude of you to say.” Xulm responded. “Well, true.”
“You’re having a conversation,” asked Muriel, “with that?”

“With him, yes, him!” Naressa watched Xulm move slightly towards Muriel and gave her a dose of written out Alderaanian followed by Nubian. Naressa admonished, “Slow down, they can’t understand you. It’s very rude when you do that.”

Xulm went back to Naressa and slowly spelled out words in the H’tes. Casper once again tried to read what was said; Naressa could see he was trying very hard. The Jedi said, “It…He doesn’t make….The order of what he’s trying to say is wrong. His word selection is horrible, and he’s making some of the words up.”
Naressa split her attention between Xulm and Casper. “That’s because you have only learned the Slurve.” She stopped when Xulm continued to explain his history with the young Jedi from time to time. “The Slurve is the neutral emotional context. Since Jedi are not governed by emotions, the Slurve is what Xulm then uses to communicate with the Jedi. When he decides to ‘chat’ with them that is.”

Casper let his eyes widen. “How…do you know that?”

Naressa smirked, her eyes darting back and forth between the two talking subjects. “Well…I think you all ready know, don’t you?” She then turned her whole attention to Xulm. She continued for a little bit more. “My kind’s language dialect changes with emotions. There are many versions of my kind’s language because of it.”

“Your kind.” It wasn’t a question out of Casper.

Before it went further, Naressa collected Xulm from the air -- he was getting tired from levitating. He wrote out in detail some information that momentarily brought a small smirk out from Naressa. She cut off her chuckle when it appeared that Xulm was not amused by her giggles.

In all honesty, on the other hand, Naressa was astonished with what Xulm had told her. At the same time a little appalled. She said to Casper, “You put…Xulm….down your pants?”

Casper’s curiosities were quickly replaced by sudden embarrassment. He rubbed the back of his neck trying to think of an explanation. He then began to notice the others were looking at him. His throat got dry. “Well…its…complicated.”

Naressa cocked an eyebrow. “Not from his point of view at the time.”
“I was being a little too…curious with the ball.” The ball vibrated in Naressa’s hand; he got the hint Xulm was upset. “With him, I meant to say.”
“Curious?” Again, Naressa raised her eyebrow another fraction of an inch. She might had held no grudges against him, but she felt Casper couldn’t escape her alluding that his words were more describing a sexual incident rather than what it was a harmless misunderstanding. At least if she wasn’t going to kill him like all Sith were supposed to she was going to make him just a wee bit uncomfortable.
Sighing, Casper explained, “I was getting obsessed with how Xulm worked. Master Ros was getting more upset every time and I didn’t want to-.”

Naressa held up her free hand. “Relax, Xulm has all ready explained it.” She then eyed Xulm with some contempt. “Fortunately Ros was right to be upset.” Both Muriel and Casper, and after a moment even Nach, seemed to get the impression that Xulm was quietly worried as the powerful Sith entity eyed him the palm of her hand. “Xulm’s always trying to manipulate people to do his bidding. He played on your curiosity. Seduce you.”
Eyes widening, Casper took exception to Xulm. Now he took the ball seriously. “He was trying to seduce me to the dark side.”

“You were easy prey,” noted Naressa with a follow up nod “until you stuffed him next to your penis. He wasn’t thrilled by that; even he has standards.”
“Under the circumstances I don’t feel sorry at all!”

Chuckling, Naressa gripped Xulm tighter. “Yes, but lucky for you as much as Xulm is manipulative he is also understandingly merciful when it works to his advantage. You will not believe what he and his Sons can do if they possess power.” She remembered Dantooine; Xulm saw it in her mind and grew very still. Cryptic to the others, Naressa said to Xulm, “Sorry about that.”

“Anyways,” continued Naressa to Casper, presenting him with Xulm, “though he was trying to get me and Juna’s attentions, he does have a small amount of respect for you. He understands your choice in life, and he respects it; so long as you respect him for now on. Next time you don’t, he swears he’ll put a hole through you.”

Casper looked at Xulm and declined. “Xulm’s dangerous. I think it’s wise that you take him.”

She then said, “Why do you think Yoda gave him to you?” She could tell he had been wondering about that the moment he discovered the truth about Xulm. Xulm himself answered the question, but Naressa kept the answer to herself. Xulm’s answer was absolutely correct, but Casper had to figure it out. Xulm, for lack of recognizable acknowledgement, agreed when he went quiet.
Naressa gestured with Xulm again towards Casper. “He’s been in the Jedi’s possession for over a thousand years. He’s been in capable hands and made to behave. Further humility will do him, and you as well, some good.” She offered Xulm again with an assuring face. Casper took possession of Xulm again. He put him Xulm carefully in his pocket.
Naressa mused, “Now don’t give him too much respect like he’s a Jedi Council member.” She grabbed him by his hand and said, “You’ll do fine as a Jedi, Casper. Do not let your heart be troubled.”

She could see that Casper believed her true sincerity of the statement. She gave his hand a squeeze of support, but then said, “Do not hate the Council for what happens next.” She didn’t elaborate any further, only squeezing his hand again to indicate that she held no further animus against him, wishing him luck. Naressa knew she gave him too much to think about, but she had confidence in Casper that the would put it aside for now.
Naressa then grabbed Muriel and said, “A word alone with my good friend.” She dragged Muriel along quickly, pulling her by the hand. “Within the next day or so Dizzy will find Juna and Enothchild. I’m certain they will act immediately on Nal Hutta, but make damn sure everyone does what they are supposed to do. Force users to Nal Hutta, the rest with Nach after the Device.”
“We still don’t know where the Device is exactly,” said Muriel. “And how is it all going to correct itself in the end?”
“When Juna wins she will know what to do,” assured Naressa. “As for the Device, you will know where it is. You are Force sensitive enough to feel its presence when you get near it.” 
Naressa pulled Muriel right into her room and completely closed the door with her mind, shutting both Casper and Nach completely out. “No matter what happens with your part of the mission trust Nach’cht’musik.” She put both her hands on Muriel’s strong shoulders and reiterated her point. “No matter what you see or hear, no matter what he does, I want you to absolutely trust him. Do you understand me?”
“I-I do,” said Muriel. “But to be honest it’s the only thing I understand right now.”

“It will all make sense in the end, trust me,” said Naressa with motherly assurance.

There, amongst the pile of luggage, the Sith Maiden Matriarch drew the Guardian into a long, appreciative hug. Muriel melted in her older friend’s arms and said, “Is this goodbye forever?”

Naressa kept Muriel closer to her and measured the statement by measuring the woman in her arms. After much searching within Muriel, she honestly said, “I don’t know. If you fail, yes then it is. But you will succeed, which in that case….I just don’t know. Juna will understand. You will too. Sooner than you may think.”
“I doubt it.” Muriel sniffled and put herself at arm’s length from Naressa. But Muriel never let go, and she really didn’t want to let her go. “I seriously doubt it.”

Naressa knew something Muriel did not know yet. Instead, she kept it to herself. “You will.” She caressed Muriel’s hair and patted her head. “You and Arness take care of yourselves, all right? Hmmm?” Muriel nodded, and Naressa gave her a kiss on the forehead. “You’ll do fine. Trust in yourselves.”

They broke away, but Naressa grabbed Muriel’s hand. She said, “Oh, and congratulations.”

Confused more, Muriel just said, “For what?”

Naressa couldn’t help to shake her head. Such a smart girl, but she didn’t have the longest of memories unless it was conflict. “On victory, in more ways than one.”

Muriel only smiled because of how admiring Naressa’s statement was. It did not sound ridiculous to her at all. “T-Thank you. The vote of confidence is a bit premature, but thanks.”

“Oh, and say farewell to Greta for me.” Naressa felt herself go weak-kneed on forgetting the old Rapier Manor Head of Household. She was sleeping, she knew; the poor dear had too many long days, it was best to let her rest. But to Naressa Greta had been more than a friend in Rapier Manor. There were too many times she had wished Greta Culla were her mother. She had even slipped up and called Greta by the matriarch title a few, isolated times, but Greta never complained once.
Swallowing down her sorrow to put on a happy face, Naressa stepped back in the pile of luggage, focused, and she broke down when the interior of the Sith Marauder replaced Rapier Manor and Muriel Thahada Arnes. She wept as she made her way past the luggage and the furniture her Father had made to the cockpit and looked out the window. Below was her adopted home world, the place far removed from Corellia and far removed from the Sith’s reach, or in the latter she had thought. The world took her and her Father and asked very little of her. She did the best she could to return the favor. She gave Naboo her only begotten Gessa.
Naressa Rapier laid in her course and left. She didn’t have the heart to tell Naboo goodbye.
