CHAPTER 38.0
-Not long after Dizzy and Muriel departed I found Juna. I have made contact with her on Tatooine; it wasn’t good. I will stay on her. I know where she is going at all times now. Perhaps not wise for you to be with me given her reaction to the both of us. Wherever you are, though, I hope you are well and have sorted out the problem that was plaguing you. Hopefully hear from you very soon. Enothchild. END TRANS.
The message was well over a week old, and Naressa regretted to some degree that she wasn’t close enough to receive it sooner from the HoloNet relay that was roughly a thousand light years from where she was now at the Herastat Interchange; a last chance fuel and repair space station that wasn’t on the navigation charts. She had spent time going over the wreckage of the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, absorbing all the Force impressions left behind that she could handle, before she had completely destroyed it to prevent anyone from exploiting the remains of the Vhinphyckian technology. She destroyed it and the remains of the fallen survey team’s camp and landing sights to eliminate their existence of being there be noticed by a ‘passing glance’; all hands -- and heads, and arms, and legs, and torsos -- had been taken off the planet by Magus Prophet for ‘nutritional’ reasons. The destruction of everything was fundamental for her and her Gessa’s well being; although it was likely the Jedi Order knew she and Juna were Sith Maidens, she did not want to give them any more reasons to worry; they knew Juna, they didn’t know Naressa but both respected their spaces, but a third, unknown quantity in the hands of Prophet would make even an Initiate piss themselves. It was a survival game Naressa had played for a long time, one designed to throw off all suspicions of her as a threat against the Republic at large; there was no reason to change the tactics now.
Finishing the cover up Naressa and the Aeol Methda left system 99376534 to chase Magus Prophet and his Sith Maiden daughter down; doubling back on the trail she had originally followed. Grandmother Raven Nimh was right: the whole entire journey was not a backtrack, just the beginning of an important adventure that needed conclusion, needing an end. She was also correct on another thing: she wouldn’t have believed her about this if she had told her the truth.
In some ways Naressa was still numb to the idea of a surrogated Sith Maiden, thinking about it and much of what she learned from the site; that such a loveless, thankless, horrible act was inconceivable -- and yes, she noted the irony of the pun when it came to inconceivable, for obviously conceivable, or conception, did happen. The reality was it did happen, and Naressa knew it could based on her own experience with carrying Enothchild’s child. It was the answer to the mystery of why there was interior tissue damage to Juna’s left ovary, an injury that was revealed when detailed medical scans were performed on the Nubian flight ship after her rescue; with all the damage to her body, Juna showed no other sign of damage around the lower abdomen in order to explain such an injury.

In her opinion the late Helle was bad and deserved death for what she had done, but no one could convince Naressa, even if they had years to do it in, that Helle deserved this. To be the convenient vessel of evil, for the sake of evil; to bare that in which she hated with unbridled passion. Even if Helle was in her vegetative state there was this feeling within the Sith Maiden Matriarch that the Vhinphyc knew the horror; unexplainable, but then again women were complex creatures when it came to their biology. Perhaps it was in spirit that Helle had known, and for two long years -- Vhinphyc gestation periods were two Republic standard years, and that was whether or not the Vhinphyc female gave birth to Vhinphyc or Vhinech -- she was tortured while held in place by a body that no longer moved. A biological vessel that was cursed by a technology geared to ensure she could be impregnated when the natural courses did not succeed. A Temple of Life, a Garden of Life, that was sowed by a monster with no compassionate conscious, no morally acceptable clarity. A monster who had used his Dark Gifts to keep Helle alive and well throughout the pregnancy and birth; a difficult process, a risk he believed worth taking, a success he had relished in. It was the worst form of greed.
Has she traveled to her next stop from system 99376534, Naressa had went over those thoughts again and again while she did her best to organize and decipher the Force impressions she had gathered from the crash site. It was very difficult to begin with, the Spiritual Force energies were a few steps ahead of her ability to understand them even as a Dark Pure Sith Maiden. The new energy form compounded a lot of other factors that hampered her interpretations, one of them the obvious being time: two hundred years worth of memories, even from beings with great mental power, were considerable in context and faint in the distance scheme of time passage.

Time was one, heavily critical factor. The answer in the mystery, of why two hundred years had past between the last time she saw Prophet in this time and the Prophet she had seen in the visions was the singularity that was near the world. She had no doubts now; what threw her off was the little girl, her eternal youth. 
Using the vast knowledge she had stored up from all the books she had ever read on the subject of the space-time continuum it had to be the theoretical end to what was known as a gravitational-temporal plurality. Unlike a gravitational singularity like a black hole, the idea of a plurality was that their was two unique ends of a tunnel, an exclusive tunnel created by two, or more, gravitational sub-constants that operated outside the scope of the gravitational constant of the universe. In order, the sub-constants only acted mutually to one another; no other gravitational forces had an affect on it, nor was they affected by the sub-constants. Such a tunnel would always be stable, so long as both ends and the constants remained in existence; matter and energy could pass freely from both ends, travel induced by the forces within the tunnel.
The theory was imaginative for its time and for that it was seriously flawed. No one knew the exact gravitational constant of the universe but they did the galactic constant for the purpose of hyperspace travel; even then the galactic constant was a good, solid, average guess and not a actually, coherent number. Apply the galactic constant to the theory’s dual-sided equation, it didn’t compute; not even close, not even enough to be considered debatably acceptable to mathematicians that deal in numerical mechanics. Without the correct math it could not take ‘shape’ in reality or on paper. 
It also defied acceptable common sense; anything removed from space was replaced by space, therefore whatever occurred within this plurality tunnel had an affect to the outside and vice versa. As in all accidents with chemistry something happened to something when mixed with something and produced something as an end result. It could be answered by knowing how it was created. The real answer to this problem was to find the other side of the plurality. Naressa’s feeling was that it was in the Sanctuary System. She did not dare test the theory by traveling through the tunnel; she felt she would survive the trip with the ship intact, but the doubts of the when was what worried her. Time travel was clearly something no one could control, let alone predict. It was the only explanation that made sense to her as to why things were the way they were. The thinking lead to another set of contradictory problems.
The Force impressions Naressa absorbed from the surrounding area and wreckage -- and she didn’t explore every nook and cranny because she felt the stirrings of a unwelcome trouble brewing in the cosmos soon -- were not only degraded and difficult to collect it was so confusing it made her feel very dumb. The Sith Maiden daughter of Prophet and her Gessa generated a Spiritual Force signature that was never read before by anyone; it was unique to her, which was a blessing for she could sense it amongst the snow storm of other impressions in the preverbal crowded room, a curse for it was a foreign language Naressa could only hope to understand and can only genuinely ‘hear’ within a very short distance. It was likening to an old computer operating software from a basic data pad trying to have a candid conversation with a non-related operating system in a high powered supercomputer; the lines of code were vastly different, thus data was interpreted by both differently, presented differently, and processed differently.
With some thought in context Naressa understood that her Grandmother Nebula Nimh Ryder had the same problem with her nearly a year ago. The tactics for helping Naressa regain her memory was a stalling tactic for certain, and based on the circumstances the solution, which was easy, created more problems in the long form. What made Nebula accept the solution with no choice fell back on the operating system metaphor. The Sith Maidens were bred to improve upon themselves with their children, therefore the original template for the newest Sith Maiden was the very previous Sith Maiden; the ancestry was just analog reminders of previous versions that were helpful but not directly fundamental to the stabilization of the newest ‘program’; the same could be said of the nurturing factor in raising the Sith Maiden, or for any natural relationship. Imperatively all that was created ‘software’ wise for Naressa was from her Mother Faradi; Nebula was too old of software to fall back on to fix the gaps. 

To put it in natural terms, the example: a little girl scraps her knee while playing in her mother’s yard while her mother and grandmother are talking in the house: Who does the little girl run to? The direct blood relationship was between the mother and daughter; in such a relationship, the grandmother has really nothing invested into it.
And with such thoughts Naressa had to accept the fact that she was now a grandmother.

If there wasn’t one subject that distracted her like trying to find her Gessa it was the fact that, like it or not, circumstances or otherwise, she had a Grand Gessa. A Granddaughter. A Grandkid. Her child’s child. No other way to spin it, it was a fact. It knotted her britches with a such a thought putting dents in her vanity. It was worse, though, considering the circumstances and the father.
In her mind during the trying deciphering process Naressa had seen the little girl in various states of young, childish ages and was at time moved. She almost looked like Juna with her brown hair and eyes, shared in the Rapier women’s tan complexion -- Naressa thanked the Force for that at first; the child didn’t appear to share in her father’s traits. There were eventually hints that the little girl did follow in Prophet’s animalistic footsteps; not that she had a choice, especially when it had come to survival and biology; in the latter, Vhinphyc females were very instinct driven creatures. Her primary parentage being Vhinphyckian -- she had no doubt that Prophet was truly a Vhinphyc; Helle obviously so -- then genetically that was her Granddaughter’s biological destiny. Still, that did not mean the child was absolutely destined to follow in her dark father’s twisted footsteps; that is if the situation was a lot better. 

For years Naressa had often thought she was born evil, but with Juna -- despite the prophecy of the Dark Hope -- she had rethought that position; she flipped flopped back and forth on it, depending on the situation in regards to herself. Again it went back to the operating system metaphor. The previous Sith Maiden Matriarchs made an effort to have their children follow the status quo: embrace the Darkness, listen to their mothers, listen to their late ancestors, grow up strong and proud within the powers of the Dark Side, marry, have a child, kill the father, take the child back to Korriban, and repeat the steps all in the name of the Dark Glory of the Sith!
Naressa’s approach to Juna appeared to be far different than the previous Matriarchs, but they were by no means exempt from her ambitions. She wanted Juna to be a positive force, and she went about it as positively as she could. It may have looked different on its face, but in reality it really wasn’t. Good or bad was in the eye of the beholder. Easily anyone could have looked at Naressa’s approach and call it wrong. She believed she was doing the right thing, within the law and within the context of love and ambition for her Gessa. Juna Rapier was a operating system based off of Naressa Solo  Rapier, who was primarily based off of her Father Jacen Solo with Faradi Nimh Solo coding. The nurturing of the ‘software’, connected with the host software that had directly created it.
With that at hand it was easy to see why, in metaphor, Naressa’s ancestors frowned so easily at the Naressa software, and the newer Juna software, and why Naressa worried over this brand new Sith Maiden software. With Darth Rune’s death a successful cycle had broken. For ages it was the mother who raised the daughter, the daughter become a mother who in turn would raise a daughter, and so on; and on and on it was repeated from spirituality to purpose to drive; all of it for the sake of Va’der, for Vengeance. The cycle was broken and the main line software development suffers a bug -- a non-E’oqerst, non-Sithian man raising a Sith Maiden with no input from them or the mother, who teaches her that what she was capable of was only good for the benefit of evil. The bugged up software -- Naressa -- transplants her ‘flawed’ code to the upgrade -- Juna --  and thus a cycle of bugs and errors continues. Personally, Naressa sure as hell hoped so.
The Sith Maiden line had its fragility based on genetic heritage. The Sith, long ago their own humanoid species, were the only beings that could have the offspring of other species; it was why different individual creatures in the galaxy had direct Sithian heritages in some form; it was how Sith Apprentices were ultimately found and chosen for training. They mated with other beings, those found in the Dark Knights of Cantaspher; the Jedi who had embraced the Dark Side ages ago and were banished from the known Republic; they happened upon Korriban and after chilly relations at first they and the E’sithropians became allies and much more. As the numbers of mixed children grew, and in turn they produced more children, much of the Sith race’s strength in the Dark Side began to wane. This loss of power played on the desires and ambitions of those Sith Lords and Warlocks that craved, and feared the loss, more power; eventually it made the most powerful turn against their Sithian brothers, and the internal war weakened the great Sith society. Long after the bitter defeat of the Sith War it was apparent that incoherency in the gene pool resulted in the birthing of poor warriors.
The plot unleashed by Darth Nefarious, the fallen Grand Jedi Master Dor-Li Nimh, and the Great Mother, Luna Mystery, focused on the Dark Hope prophecy and focused on the one plausible solution: the rebirth of a pure Sith. The efforts undertaken by the Sith Maidens was generally that goal; they met, loved, mated, married and eventually killed men who had secret Sithian heritages; the knowledge lost to those seeking the death of the Sith. Infusing the Sithian genes over and over brought forth new, more pure Sith Maidens. The progress showed with every daughter being stronger than the mother; always women, for the gender retained and transmitted their genetic heritage better, as well as having the typical societal advantages that all females had. The culmination, the ultimate, of their efforts in bringing forth the Dark Hope was that Juna was conceived through two near perfect Sith, Naressa and her real father Darth Sidious; the first such mating in more than ten millennia.

It began to show how close they were to returning to their Dark roots when Nebula became the first to undergo the Fading Light, the purging of the remnants of the Dark Jedi from their souls, achieving the form of Dark Purity. Naressa herself had achieved the status last year; a state of at or near originally Sithian perfection, spiritually and biologically. 
That in mind, the biological line of Sithians had been broken with the introduction of two distinctly different Vhinphyckian genetic sources. This was a frontier only thought of but never explored by Naressa or her ancestors. Then again the plan was to bring forth the Dark Hope of the Sith; beyond her was never discussed, never considered.

In theory a break in the Human-Sithian chain would ruin all progress of building up towards the Dark Hope. The problem leading up to Juna never occurred. By adding, say, a Human with non-Sithian heritage like Naressa’s father, it had little affect to the ‘software’ build. If a Twi’lek was added, regardless of his heritage, progress collapsed. What prevented this from happening in the past was that the Sith Maidens of the past were too Human; they retained the biological limitations of Humans, could only mate with Humans. Naressa had to wish in order to carry Enothchild’s daughter. All Juna had to do was have sex since she was as close as being a pure Sith as she was going to get. 
In that fact laid why all was possible for Magus Prophet to pull off. Even then Naressa had a hell of a time believing it. Juna’s reproductive chemistry was an open variable; in structure it was weak until infused with another chemistry, thus it formed a hardened bond. That meant until conception Juna’s eggs could be transplanted into other females. Naressa never thought it was possible, or if it was it could be transplanted to an alien; Humans she could understand, but not Vhinphycs. Part of the reason went to controlled experiment that was the Dark Hope; a sudden change in the conditions to it should have a profound affect on the outcome.

Naressa was afraid of that since the ‘sudden change’ was an unknown integer even with the facts; the ‘outcome’ did not end at the surrogate birth of Juna and Prophet’s daughter either. There was some, very little, good news in this. Knowing the growth and development rates of Vhinphyc, and given that this unnamed girl continually saw herself as a little girl, there was a chance that although conception held the continuity of heritage transfer did not. Being born from an alien womb may had affected her biologically, perhaps she was suffering mental defects. It meant that she couldn’t access the deeper, ancient powers and knowledge of the Sith. However it did make her susceptible to manipulation, and undoubtedly Prophet was going to exploit it. There was still no conclusive proof of the idea, for the Spiritual Force energies the little girl had put out in her Force impressions made it rather difficult to determine. For all she knew the induction of Sithian genes into a Vhinphyckian gene pool just made her grow up at a very slow rate. This was what scared Naressa a lot: the known variable of Magus Prophet.

Much of what she had learned about Prophet -- from the Winds of the Force to Enothchild Sarch’s findings last year -- it did not tell a complete story in regards to his heritage. Prophet was not a Sith, had no Sithian ties, yet he was born evil, blessed by the Dark Side of the Force, his purpose was to be and do evil. It was believed that he was created more than born, or at least that was Enothchild’s opinion: yet what was conception if not creation? Debate aside, Prophet had shown a very deep connection to the Dark Powers that would unnerve even the powerful immortals of the E’sithropian past; it made Naressa quietly fearful, and she was considerably the most powerful Dark Side entity in the galaxy to date. 
With his obsession over Juna a powerful motivator, she watched Prophet slowly come back to life after she had cut him down into smaller pieces with a borrowed lightsaber; this after Darth Sidious had done the same, after Juna had apparently downed him in their dual, and long after everything else that had been done to him. Then again it was not her hand that was to sleigh the beast; that honor was Juna’s, bestowed upon Prophet by a scar just as much as she had marked Enothchild with a slap to his face. Naressa had thought such an honor was met when he touched Juna while she was in her Force-enhanced coma; that his death would be by the default of his own Force consuming him in it’s hellish, blue fire; consume him. Even then, all it had done was scarred Prophet and did not allow him to regenerate his lost left arm. Prophet was an awful perversion; his offspring could very well be worse. 

Based on the unique Force signature she generated, the little girl was profoundly a different creature in the Force thanks to her father. Because of it her strength was immeasurable; meaning Naressa couldn’t get a hint of her strength and knowledge; she was hopeful it was just that, that if she did have birth defects it limited her. This had the disadvantage for Naressa; if she was limited in the use of her power, then tracking her was much more difficult than it all ready was. There was a solution to this tracking problem. Like a antivirus program with a bug fix application, Juna could find her daughter.
But that solution had its own list of problems that would make any other lists shrivel. Without question Prophet had done this terrible thing to have a reminder, to have something, that belongs to Juna. He was right: although Helle was the birth mother no question Juna was the true mother of the little girl, and the little girl would know it in her heart; the little girl had cried out for Juna -- ‘mamul’, the little girl had called out when Naressa was on Tatooine, was ‘mother’ in the E’sithropian tongue known as the Slurve.

To that, Naressa was curious at to whether or not Juna heard the cries and the prayers of her child; maybe Juna did on some level, couldn’t explain it, and chose to ignore it. Prophet knew damn well too; along with the powerful daughter of his he had a potential lure to trap Juna with; her daughter. Based on her own experiences with Juna Naressa knew such a psychological ploy was possible; nothing touched the soul of a mother more than the presence of their child, it was more so with the Force sensitive, and even more so with Sith Maidens. In spite of Juna’s angst working against Naressa in trying to find her their connection was still there; in fact it was getting back to pre-Uiennar levels, thus giving hope to Naressa that perhaps Juna was beginning to forgive her.

Still the problem remained for Juna if confronted by Prophet with their daughter in tow. 

Naressa had let herself meditate in the shadows of the Aeol Methda the rest of the trip to the Herastat Interchange, had let herself put a lot of thought into the idea. After reading Enothchild’s message upon docking she put herself back in her dark bedroom and meditated some more on the grim subject, weighing what was best for her Gessa against the memorable images of her Granddaughter.
It was never easy being powerful.

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

CHAPTER 38.1

The Herastat Interchange was a free floating version of some of the crappy worlds Naressa had visited on this trip. The space station haphazardly orbited an old star, the falling apart outer structure was battered constantly by heavy, high charged particles that it’s shields could barely keep out; it’s only salvation was it’s orbit placed the space station far enough away to where the full blunt of solar radiation couldn’t reach. The unsafe environment forced a lot of the visitors to the sparsely populated station -- a Remecee 770 Tower Model, a large superstructure found normally around Coruscant -- to stay on their better shielded ships. Inside the place was practically rusting from overused environmental systems and had very little small business inside. Its revenue was from fueling, and it appeared that was the only reason why the owners of the space station had it there and were in business in the first place.

Naressa had only left the Aeol Methda the one time to secure a communications hard link to her ship. Her message accounts were all bursting past their digital limits, but settled on Enothchild’s message yesterday. Today her small ship was refueled, she was refreshed, but by no means was she in the mood to answer or respond in anyway to the thousands of messages that had accumulated over the past month. Still weighing too much on her mind was Juna and her Granddaughter. She was still wrestling with all the problems, and wished she never read any of the Granddaughter’s Force impressions. She had to in order to understand what she was dealing with, for in the end it was certain Magus Prophet was going to be there to tell her to destroy Naressa before Naressa destroyed him; that was just another problem that surfaced overnight; her Granddaughter was not going to let anyone kill her papul, her father; the notion was engraved on her soul, from Naressa, and from Juna.
But just as with the situation Naressa could not turn a blind eye to her normal responsibilities. Using the Dark Side she quickly eliminated the wasteful messages; meaningless notes, too late messages, and the remaining ilk that was no consequence to her. That left a few thousand messages that bordered on being important. There were a few that were in bold, blackened print. She brought up the first message, read it, and smiled a little. From it, she made a HoloNet transmission to Naboo, to the Law Offices of Huggy-Levan, Puresteel-Puritt, Dovetail-Chinber-Bestly, Pang-Ottor, and Crumb. The firm was the legal representation of the Rapier Clan, Rapier Technologies, and various other Rapier imbedded areas.
After a few secretaries, the aged, plump face of Dalerastok Pang-Ottor appeared before Naressa as she sat in the pilot’s chair of her ship. Like everyone else that was employed by Naressa that had seen her new Dark Purity form they acted as if she had not changed; they were getting paid too much to point it out or notice, but all and all they were good people. Dalerastok, better known as Dale, was a lovable complainer. He said, “Naressa, I am thrilled that you have finally called me.”

“Why Dale, it’s only been two months,” Naressa said with her trademark smirk. She knew what this was about before she even read the byline of the message he had sent. “How is Jomi Windwaker?”

“The desert rat? Ha!” Dale rolled his eyes contemptuously. “You mean well, but I must say you really, really do know how to find the smartest troublemakers. She knows her way around the office as a file simpleton, but getting her here first thing in the morning is a real pain.”
Naressa sent a message along with the credit chit she gave the former bedrider asking Dale to get her a residence in Theed, apply for citizenship, and get her job in the law firm. “Anything else?”
Dale appeared to relax more in the holoimage. “As a matter of fact, yes. Her…her…” Naressa cocked a slow eyebrow of amusement at him. “Her flittering! There, I said it. And her attire is very distracting. It’s causing the junior members of the firm to crash into hard objects.”

“Did you not tell her to not wear such provocative clothing, Dale?”

“I did! She began wearing a business dress as I told her to do, but I swear it’s three sizes to small for her body. Don’t get me started, please, on when she bends over.” Dale sighed heavily. “I love you, Naressa, but this is one favor that’s going a bit too far. I can’t have that going on, and she really isn’t listening to me.”

“I agree,” said Naressa with a nod. “Jomi is coming from an environment that has taught her that being sexually trashy means she gets to live one more day. It’s going to take a lot to get her turned around. Still, it’s no excuse on her part.” With some thought, she said, “Work with her for a little while longer. I’ll get Tibias Grim to take her off your hands, he’ll work her into shape.”
Dale this time cocked an eyebrow. “Grim? You mean you’re going to put her into the Rapier Technologies logistics training program? She’s savvy, but she isn’t that worldly and thoughtful.”

“She knows the fringe, she knows how to survive in harsh environments and all she needs is confidence in herself,” stressed Naressa, counting off her points on her fingers. “Much of what she does is insecurity, the lack of independence. She’s young and impressionable, which is in our favor in turning her around. If anything Tibias will at least make her a woman. If it doesn’t work out she can return to your firm, but I promise you if she does she will be a better person.” She smiled in jest. “I bet she becomes your new point feminist if she does return.”
After letting loose a belly full of laughter, Dale said, “That’ll be the day.”
“I do appreciate what you’re doing here, Dale,” said Naressa with a friendly smile. “If I was more available I would work with the girl and get her straight.”

“Well…she isn’t all that bad: she did find that buried report on water intrusion.” Dale sighed after he had conceded. “Thank you.”
“You’re welcome, Dale. Bye now.” Naressa ended the transmission and smiled happily for Jomi. The girl was trouble but she was right in sending her to Naboo. She knew that Jomi was going to be important to her somehow. In what way was going to be shaped by Naressa. 
For the life of her, though, she hoped that when she saw Jomi again she wasn’t called Misses Rapier. Naressa hated that moniker, although it was a necessity to enforce her authority as the preeminent ruler of capitalism on Naboo. Some of the men in such power circles wished -- a few times plotted -- her dead when they smiled at her, therefore instead of killing them she made them refer to her as Misses Rapier. Her friends and most trusted acquaintances called her by her first name so they wouldn’t caller her Misses Rapier or, Force help anyone that did it, ‘my lady’. She had to wonder how in the hell her good friend and former Queen Lady Terese Maltanaw Landana could stand the term repeated in a cycle over and over and over and over and over again by every loyal subject. The thought was just ghastly.
Putting aside her reservations when it came to titles, Naressa looked at the next bold byline of the next message. Suddenly her mood changed and not because what it was and who it was from. The message disturbed the Dark Side. Forgoing it, she sent a HoloNet hail to the source. Not long, the visual of a rather thin, very bald man named Lanban Dowser appeared. When he saw her he showed his relief. “Misses Rapier, thank goodness you have contacted me. Did you read my message?”
“No,” said Naressa calmly, but deep inside of her there were knots. Something was wrong, but where it was wrong made no sense. “But I am glad the head of Rapier Tech’s Financial Network Oversight Department made it a priority to speak to me. I’m terribly sorry for the delay.”

“It’s quite all right, Miss Rapier; the extra day lateness allowed me to go over the books again to make sure I’m was not mistaken.” Dowser showed her a data card to indicate he was going to send her information. Naressa made arrangements on her end. Soon he began a holographic presentation of what she was seeing; it would have been easier to take it, read it quickly with the Dark Side and be down, but she made it a point to actually give her employees something to do to prove their worth. Besides, it was urgent but not fatally urgent….yet. “As far as I can tell we have been losing consistently credits through our petty cash accounts, with no receipts showing where the credits are going. Now I know this happens often…”
Naressa let herself listen to the Winds of the Force. In it’s cool whispers it repeated a familiar name in association with this: Rune. She said, “This is not trivial to me, Lanban. Please continue, and do call me Naressa.”

Dowser flashed a tiny, short lived smile and continued. “Well…Naressa…as you can see everyday the same amount of money is taken out, at the same time of day, everyday except ten days. There, the amounts go from hundred even to a thousand even. After that the withdraws stop for one day, and the process starts all over again.”
“And when did you start noticing this pattern?” questioned Naressa.

“Just two days ago after the mandatory yearly audit. Given how much is pumped into these accounts daily it was easy to overlook the discrepancies. I just assumed, at first, that it was your traveling expenses. But then I realized that you had not submitted receipts in the five months that this had been going on. I mean, it coincides within a few weeks of your departure.” 

Naressa nodded in understanding as the ideas of how it was pulled off formulated in her mind. But she had to point out, “Given that these petty funds are business related receipts for these withdraws and receipts for the use of these withdraws have to be shown. It isn’t just Rapier Tech policy it’s also in the Republic revenue collection code. Am I mistaken?”
Gulping hard, Dowser had misinterpreted what Naressa had said, or rather what she was implying. “Well…eh…Misses-…Naressa, we do monitor the comings and goings of-of-of-of the monies. The-the-the petty funds are-are liberal…”

“Lanban, relax,” said Naressa in soothing tones. “I’m not implying, or declaring, you and F.N.O.D. are inept in not detecting this in any way. I’m asking whether or not it’s the law and if so what is the damage?”

Dowser dabbed his brow. “Well…if you declare a write off in taxes with-with the losses in the petty funds then the law requires you to have receipts on everything.”

“I don’t write off petty funds,” said Naressa in reminder. Still, in the back of her mind there was a problem. “So do we have an idea where this money is going at all?”

“No. Whoever is siphoning the monies this carefully and this meticulously knows this loophole. It’s a digital transaction, that’s all we know.” Dowser put away the cloth he used to dab his worried face, leaned in, and said, “I do fear that for a lot of reasons. Where it’s going, and more importantly who is using it.” Naressa gestured for him to continue. “First of all, what made me contact you instead of the other board members was that this…withdraw pattern looks staged.”
Naressa knew that; it wasn’t her imagination. This was Rune’s doing, and Rune was being sloppy on purpose. Or rather it was making it look to others not in the loop of this particular conversation that Naressa was being sloppy. Dowser continued on, “I mean just look at it. The perfect round numbers. The everyday, then day off routine. It looks like it was meant to be found. Not right away because what gets taken out is only one-half of one percent that goes into the funds everyday. It gets lost in the other uses for the funds. Eventually it gets found, though. I’m no forensic auditor, Misses Rapier, but…it’s so transparent it looks…like either embezzlement or something more devious. Even a set up.”
“Yet we have nothing more tied to these funds,” reminded Naressa.

“No. So far we’re legally safe. Which leads me to the embezzlement possibility, and slash or, what the monies are being used for. It could matter to whom its going to, and what are they using it for. This could only be the work of slicers maybe. If it’s something bad, we can be liable for it.”
“No, Lanban,” corrected Naressa a bit icily. “I would be liable for it. Have you closed the accounts?”

“No,” said Dowser. “I thought that perhaps by leaving them open the culprit would screw up. It’s an off day today; the next transfer draw is in six hours. I wanted to leave it up to you. I have no problem contacting company slicers to mount a counteroffensive. In secret if you think this is an inside job.”
Naressa smiled rather devilishly and said, “No need for that Lanban.” Considering her tactical options, she felt she needed to tackle this alone. “Keep the accounts open at all times, but have the rest of the books scoured every hour, on the hour; I’ll authorize the overtime and whatever extra personnel you need. If there is so much as a decimal out of place I want to know about it in secret.” She keyed in a few numbers and sent the information to Dowser. “Next time use a secure encrypted line. Key in those numbers for it. Contact me in the usual channels.”

“I will, Misses Rapier,” said Dowser with a small, determined smile. “I mean…Naressa.”
Naressa gave him a small nod and signed off. Unlike Dowser or Rapier Technology slicers she didn’t have to wait six hours. Signaling out on a secured, heavily encrypted signal over her own design, supplied by a data card she kept with her, she made contact with her home computer at Rapier Manor. Upon connection, the computer there read the capabilities of the computer core of the Aeol Methda and through the connection quickly downloaded new software that integrated with the old software of the ship, patched data holes, reworked the protocol language to make it all run faster, and finally added another thirty-three layers of encryption code; bringing the secure layers total to seventy, reinforcing the established digital blockades to prevent tracing. Once the security was in place and all was running hot, Naressa typed in the command to bring up and run her GRS45293482039202 program.
“All right, Rune, what exactly are you doing?” Naressa started by looking into the petty fund accounts. There was nothing unusual there logged in on it’s face. With a keystroke that all changed: a complete list of the account’s core thoughts were registered by the millisecond. Using her home computer’s intelligence system, she keyed in a scenario that asked it to find the unusual transactions Dowser pointed out, providing the information he gave her as a source. In seconds her home computer found them all, but what she didn’t find was the source in which the commands came from. That meant that the computer possessed no Rapier technology, which even then it still had to use many of the relays and data terminals and transceivers to deploy the signal and thus leave traces of itself.
The home fire of Korriban doesn’t burn anymore. Darth Rune saw to that.
Or, as the cold words of Raven Nimh that explained the immortal ways of the Monastery candles resonated in Naressa’s mind to point out a fact, Darth Rune had used the GRS45293482039202 program from Korriban. It was the only explanation, one that she could verify by checking the program access log. Although she had given Darth Sidious the program she wasn’t going to allow him free reign access of it in order to use it against her. She read the log; there was an entry for five months ago, origin unknown, user zero-zero-two.
For a few moments Naressa felt a flutter in her heart. Dace Palpatine was not a man who was going to give up such important information so freely. Sele Nevere wasn’t going to be allowed by the Dark Master of the Sith to have access to such a powerful tool. Lord Darth Maul had neither the ambition, the power and ability, or the balls to ‘extract’ the information from his Master. Rune could not have pulled that information out of the air. She must of have gotten it from Darth Sidious. If she did…
Sighing the thought away of Sidious being dead only brought forth a point for revisiting, one that she encountered in her meditations. If Darth Rune had no control of Juna, then who did that leave? Who of Sith Maiden heritage was she in possession of? Available to help her carry out her whims. Who else other than Juna and Prophet’s little girl.

“Curse you, Mother,” Naressa said with bitter resentment in her voice. Putting the anger and the frustration of the growing problem that was the little girl aside, she trained her focus back on her own problem. “Okay, so what is your game Rune? What are you trying to do to me?”

After tracing the transfers she found a name that was holding and investing the monies in the Bothan Stock Exchange: Maroki Renvarient. Naressa knew it was a total smoke screen, but she still read up on the made up history of Maroki Renvarient that was available from various sources that Rune had implanted the fake file in. She accessed ‘his’ financial portfolio and about laughed. 

“Comada Principals Fund for Children of the Night through the Ger'tah Sacred Heritage Foundation!” Naressa shook her head in disbelief. The Jedi Order may know the Sith enough, and perhaps they were blind fools in a lot of things, but to mention two words commonly associated with the E’oqerst religion of the Sith -- comada the book of the E’oqerst, the ger’tah the symbol -- was a red flag complete with free booze, a barbecue, fireworks and a strip tease! “If I was going to funnel money illegally I wouldn’t make it that blatantly obvious.” 

Again, she remembered Rune’s pattern with the withdraws from the petty accounts. Naressa explored the portfolio, finding that it was a mutual surplus fund that had grown considerably rich with the infusion of other monies as well as her own and the trust of the markets on the side of funds and long term bonds that were investment friendly during tax time. The only beneficiaries of the fund were Maroki Renvarient and the Vesgevi family of Dantooine.
“Vesgevi,” purred Naressa as the name resonated in her conscious; now part of Rune’s plans made sense. Those who knew the history of politics and the Sith War knew of the Vesgevi clan’s rise and eventually fall from grace. They were once all powerful; they were ancient days version of the Rapier Clan Dynasty, each new son replacing the father at Dantooine’s seat in the senate. 

During the Sith War they were, at different rates based on who was the default patriarch that owned the seat, detractors; at various times they were for the war and against the war. They were only consistent when it came to diplomacy, a trivial exercise since every Sith Warlord used the diplomatic timeouts to execute other parts of their plans in one part of the galaxy while showing peace in another; a breather actually for their tireless warriors.
One of the turning points in the Sith War, there were several significant turning points that ultimately sealed the Sith Order’s fate of defeat, was the crackdown unleashed by the Jedi Order and several good members of the Senate. It was more or less a coup, but one that unearthed the betrayals of thousands of senators, ambassadors, heads of ministries and many other political figures from the federal level on down to the smallest of townships; ancient enemies actually conspiring together with the Sith Order to continually weaken the Republic’s position. A great many beings went to very rough prisons, lost significant amounts of their political and financial power, their families destitute and stained, and a vast majority of them ended up dying long before their life prison terms were completed; some didn’t get a trial, just like most of the Sith that roamed the galaxy that were lynched and executed. 

The Vesgevi clan was one of those rare exceptions to the rule of the old days. They did lose power; no Vesgevi could ever hold political office on any level. The governments stripped them of most of their wealth, the lawsuits most of the rest of it. They became the examples of what not to do, of what betrayal and treason got anyone. Yet despite the family managed to allude prison in the end; they lost everything but their intangible freedom, meaning the Vesgevis were like the other families, the so called Loyalists of the Dark Side, that made deals with the Republic and the Jedi to spare them. Every so often, the Loyalists would try to get back in the good graces of their respected governments; each time they were denied harshly. Over the centuries Loyalists have conducted terror operations against the Republic and had on occasion killed a Jedi or two; some of those Loyalists were caught, some were just too smart and too clever and hid behind the law, like the Vesgevis. 

Naressa knew there was no way none of those families were over the bitterness of defeat. They bought into the power of the Dark Side, and they were right to do so; it never died, and never did the Sith. The Vesgevis had nothing until Rune created the Renvarient account; now they had much. It meant the Vesgevis knew they made contact with a Sith; she was certain of that, that Rune made assurances to family in some form of communication. But just because the Vesgevis, like everyone else that conspired against the Republic, were once poor and they were many centuries removed from their official involvement with the Sith did not mean to the Republic they had changed. It only took Naressa a few keystrokes to find they were still on a watch list, along with every other Sithian Loyalists families, logged in at the Department of Justice. Such increases of monies to them had to be raising a few eyebrows; that is if the Department of Justice was still fiscally running. The Republic was slashing it’s budget a lot to met the pathetic projected revenues; knowing the makeup of the Senate, Naressa had a feeling elements there were not linked to social programs were the first to feel the blade of the ax.
That aside Naressa had a good idea what Rune was doing now. If a Republic forensic revenue collection auditor was told to look at these transaction and look deeply he or she would note Naressa’s undeclared donations to Maroki Renvarient, who in turn used the monies to play the market and distribute the funds to himself and to the Vesgevis, who were also tagged by the Department of Revenue Collection for any financial suspicious activity. At this point no law was broken, but those with suspicious minds were cast their glares at Naressa Rapier -- the big name in all of this -- more than at the Vesgevis. That’s all it was designed to do, illicit suspicion. It would change, however, if those monies were used in a criminal act.
All this before the Jedi Order would show interest. Naressa all ready was on their short ‘don’t press your dark luck’ list. She had been peaceful to the Republic in whole; they had no reason to go after her; some of that thanks to Enothchild’s reports and interventions, some of that having to do with Juna’s respect for them. They weren’t fools, they very damn well knew who and what Naressa and Juna were, which destroyed the idea that all the Jedi did was hunt and kill Sith just for spite. However she couldn’t just count on them to see that this was a set up: the Jedi were unaware of Rune.
Then again how could she prove that it was a set up even if she were to reveal the whole Sith. The set up was created by a highly illegal computer program linked to hardware and software that was distributed throughout the Republic -- all of it distributed by Rapier Technologies, all at the behest of Bendian and Naressa Rapier, the whole espionage angle of it created by Naressa. It had a treason indictment written all over it….for starters. Like any Sith Maiden, Rune had turned Naressa’s advantages against her.
The panicky being would do what they felt would be ‘the thing’ to do; it wasn’t necessarily the right thing to do because in this case the right thing to do would be for Naressa to admit the crimes she had committed in the name of protecting herself and her family. ‘The thing’ could be to close the accounts and the access to them. Then again such a stoppage would raise an alarm and beg someone of authority to look into it. They would want to know why a powerful, respected member of business and industry was funneling monies to a family syndicate on the scopes of law enforcement. 
More on a hunch than on what she felt in the Dark Side, Naressa checked into Maroki Renvarient and found although he was fake he was sure a busy fake. Renvarient had been using the supplied monies from the mutual fund. Checks and searches revealed that most of the monies were withdraws in the form of hard currency, some of the others were electronic transfers to pay for fuel and supplies. What peaked her interest was that the layovers that were marked in the transactions nearly coincided with the stops the Ruby Heirloom had made; Renvarient was either one day ahead or one day behind Enothchild and the others after all this time. There was one big noted event that her eyes locked on.
“Duro.” Naressa had thrown the events of that disaster far in the back of her mind. Based on Enothchild’s examination of the evidence Magus Prophet had been there, having killed the information broker Hifubbae who had claimed; the second victim had been decapitated by a lightsaber. It stood to reason if Rune was in control of the girl, that perhaps she had done the honors; or, perhaps, the girl had done at Rune’s, or Prophet’s, direction. Nonetheless the Duros were murdered in order to keep a secret.
That also meant it was possible that Rune had dragged Prophet to Korriban. If not, then it meant the girl was separating from Prophet at Rune’s discretion, which probably explained how Rune was able to do the Maroki Renvarient deal; Rune had accessed Naressa’s program long before Duro. Therefore it made no sense to continue trailing a trail with the Dark Side when she had a perfectly good trail to follow digitally. By limiting her use of the Force, it meant neither Rune, the girl, or Prophet could accidentally sense her. All she had to do was go to the last, accessed stop and pick it all up there.
As to funding the Vesgevis, Naressa decided for good not to close the access to the petty funds. Since Rune was drawing from those same funds to help her get out and about shutting it down would mean Naressa was on to her. Based on what her Grandmother had said, Raven and the other Daughters of the Dark Side had cooled to Rune and were not helping her anymore, which could mean that Rune couldn’t rely on the Winds of the Force just as Naressa did not all the time, not knowing if the Daughters of the Dark Side would use it against her. And why shut down a means to track down such a danger? Naressa felt that so long as she didn’t do anything that remotely looked illegal she was fine. Even if the Vesgevis did something wrong with the monies she had the law, some circumstances that could explain it without bringing up her illegal program, and an army of lawyers to spin the facts, use the truth in limitation and secure an acquittal. 
So there was some flaw in Rune’s plans. Naressa smiled: she was going to stop both Rune and Prophet, and not involve Juna, Enothchild, or anyone else in anyway. It was too good to be true, so she was going to approach it very carefully. Though vulnerable, it may be by looks alone. For now, she was going to tread lightly.
