13 DAYS (CHAPTER 91.0)
Diverting from his intended destination of the Trade Federation Cato Siubzeo, a scene of a high robbery, to the Republic world Dantooine was not what floored Inquisitor Branch Lur. The reason for the ordered change of course was what blanked the Neimoidian detective’s mind more than boggled it. After weeks and weeks of absolutely nothing about the Hapes case, the ultra elusive Naressa Rapier had given up, turning herself into the Dantooine authorities. The Nubian, who completely vanished off the scopes, just suddenly reappeared after an unspecified incident and had, peacefully, gave up. That was all Branch Lur knew from his quick conversation with his superiors over hyperchannel. Until he arrived in the Eurna Constable Station, crawling with more heavily armed constables than usual, and saw her himself, Lur would have never believed it.
After five seconds of wide crimson eye gawking, staring at her from behind a privacy field where she could not see or hear them -- or so they thought -- Lur still could not believe what he was seeing. He never knew what Rapier looked like, and he never pictured her imprisoned as she was now like a common criminal prepped for Republic-recognized interrogation. There was nothing, no tracks for any law enforcement to follow that would have lead them to her. Lur had thought her long gone, that no one was going to apprehend her. But there she was.
It was Detective Lieutenant Grin Delacord that snapped Branch Lur out of his stupor. They had met and exchanged pleasantries long and exchanged little else before they entered the observation room. The Human spoke some about the capture, and the events before it. “You look surprised, Inquisitor.”

“She was long gone,” Branch said his thought. “So long gone.”
Delacord missed Branch’s observation. “She had no where to go. My men were on her just shortly after she had murdered Surmon Vesgevi and my fellow officers. She could not escape.” He then shook his head. “All that money, gorgeous too, and she’s into that death-cold-over look. Then again, I thought she was Human, being from Naboo.”
For once -- an incredibly different for a change -- the Neimoidian could not believe the Human’s arrogance. All of law enforcement had been warned of Rapier’s Dark Jedi-like prowess. Branch Lur felt absolutely that Rapier was as ruthless as she was powerful, but after viewing the evidence over and over again from Hapes he began to understand that though ruthless she was cunningly thoughtful. However, Dantooine constables with blaster rifles against someone who took out an army of Hapes guards, Trade Federation defenses, and a host of others in a fortified mansion in less than ten minutes flat on a dark, wet night would not have stood one second’s chance against Rapier.
And yet there she was, so willing to give up, so willing to be imprisoned.

Lur said his point aloud. “She chose not to escape. She decided to turn herself in.” And then the next question quietly escaped his lips. “Why?”
Delacord the rest of his men missed the Neimoidian’s question; they were ignorant to the likes of the Trade Federation detective; in their mind, he was the same as the rest of the Neimoidians. He just went on, showing Branch some of the evidence taken from Vesgevi Mansion. “Fedarok leather cloak.” He then showed Branch a data card laying on top of it. “A data card, where she admitted with details to the murders of Edwaru Kurr and Pirus Krendel.” He gave the card to Branch Lur. “That’s yours, we made a copy.”

Delacord then presented Branch more data cards; two to be exact. “And these are the freshly recorded confessions. She talks how she killed one of our own citizens, Surmon Vesgevi, and how she used him for Hapes.” Branch looked at him oddly. “Again, she didn’t specify exactly how or why, she just happened to mention it!” The man sighed. “She still won’t confess to the murders of my officers. She claims she didn’t do it.”

“I thought you said she surrendered peacefully?” asked Branch with a cocked brow. He didn’t like the details suddenly changing.

“She did to reinforcements. Four of my men arrived sooner to the location and they were absolutely slaughtered. According to her, she was ‘battling’ Vesgevi when my men died. I don’t believe that story for a nanosecond. Those men were pulverized by an unidentified, spherical object traveling at a high rate of speed. If the Jedi’s reports are correct, she could have used the Force to attack with…I don’t know what, but she did!”
Branch looked about the room and saw the hatred in the fully loaded and armed men’s eyes. Of the many types of criminals, none could be more hated than cop killers. Even Branch felt a little stirring of hatred in his chest -- the loyal fraternity of officers of the law was universal. It was clear, and they did not care if she was a woman, that they wanted to kill her, or beat her. The hate was replaced by more questions of skepticism that Lur could not escape. It made no sense: Rapier killed four constables, but then turns herself right in, having never left the scene? Why had not the Dantooinians had not seen this logic?
“Was there a witness?” asked Lur.

“The daughter.” Delacord got an active data pad and brought up a live image of Nicconee Vesgevi in a victim’s room. “The only survivor of the Vesgevi Mansion Massacre.”
Lur raised his eyebrows. “Are you a public relations expert as well as a detective?”

Delacord did not miss the dismissal. “Look, we have scores of dead bodies littered all over that house and on the property. Her oldest brother is dead, and according to Nicconee Vesgevi Rapier had her father kill her youngest brother, who I might add was being sought for question.” Lur looked at him. “Curnt Vesgevi was someone the Jedi wanted to talk to in regards to the terrorist attack against them on Tynna. We were planning to go to Vesgevi Mansion tomorrow, but then this happened.” 
Lur observed Nicconee. “Are the Vesgevis prominent? You mention a mansion”

“Hardly,” emphasized Delacord. “The Vesgevis had their first major social gathering of the powerful in….Force only knows when last. We talked to some of the guests at the party. Naressa Rapier was talking up Hapes like it was a social function.”

“She confessed to them!”

“Not in so many words. You know how some of these rich types are; they drop hints and have a laugh over it. Most of the guests won’t confirm they were there, although we found an invitation list in Surmon Vesgevi’s den that contradicts them. Of course we can’t compel any of them; they had nothing to do with the murders there, or on Hapes. But, based on those who talked, Rapier clung to Vesgevi like white on her skin, and apparently she had been with him and his family for weeks. She wouldn’t talk about her stay there.”
Delacord then gestured to the data pad, featuring Nicconee. “She sealed up tight when we asked her where Curnt was, alive or dead. She knows something, and Rapier’s confessions pretty much damned her, but until we got something else we’re going to have to let Miss Vesgevi go, under suspicion.”
Branch Lur nodded and said, “So you will formally charge her, or will you gladly give her to my people for trial and execution?”
Delacord looked at Branch. “Didn’t they tell you?” Branch shook his head, not sure what was being implied. “The Jedi have jurisdiction over Rapier. She used the Force with, and I quote, ‘dark malice and intention’. Massive understatement! Therefore, you and I are not going to send this bitch away. We’re only holding her until her legal representation arrives from Naboo and the Jedi come to pick her up.”

“This is an outrage!” barked Branch, but his bark did not carry much bite to it. Was he outraged? What prevented full outrage in this news? “We do not have any say in this?”

“It’s actually a Republic constitutional amendment, can you believe it?” Delacord shook his head, fuming. “It’s the, what, ninety-first, Huega?” The man watching the monitors named Huega raised four fingers. “Ninety-Forth Amendment, pertaining to Jedi jurisdictional control and oversight over all matters in regards to those who use the Force.” He scoffed, “You see, you and I do all the dirty work, probably die in the process, and the Jedi swoop in, take her, thank us, and lock her away some place secret for all of her crimes.” He gestured all about the room, towards the armed men in the room and referring to the ones surrounding the outside. “Of course, there wasn’t a Jedi close by, so we had to authorize the overtime!”
“Damn it!” Everyone flinched except for Branch Lur. He noted that the thirty armed men in the room looked right in the room. The Neimoidian, thinking Rapier was going to do something horrible, looked too. All he saw was Rapier still sitting in her chair with the same sad expression on her face, still bound, still quiet.

“Damn it, Huega!” Delacord marched up to the monitor man and said, “You better have gotten it!”

Huega backed the footage of what he recorded and played it back. He then did it over and over again. Branch Lur eyed the scene with confusion and asked, “What is the matter?”

“I swear to god she was rubbing her nose!” exclaimed Huega, ignoring Lur’s inquiry. “She was, sir, I swear she was!”
Branch Lur moved closer to the monitors and saw the image replayed over and over. He noted that not only were Rapier’s hands bound behind her the high tension restraints were pulled down, perhaps uncomfortably for the woman, by a recoiling steel wire that was designed to pull an unruly Wookiee down if it attempted to stand up; the harder one stood up, the harder the cable would pull. There was no give, and to Branch there was no way Rapier could overpower the cable, let alone get her hand around to rub her nose and then back with wrist and forearms so securely bound. Yet, one look at Delacord told the Neimoidian that the man himself had seen something to that affect before, and he was damned determined to prove it.
“If it wasn’t illegal I would put her in suspended animation or knock her out with drugs right now,” said Delacord. “She’s toying with us with mind tricks or something.”
“Before you do something that will set this guilty one free in spite of her confessions,” began Branch Lur, “may I go in and talk to her?”

Delacord nodded. “That’s why you were sent here. All you and I and anyone else can do now is talk to her and sit on our hands. It’ll be about five days before the Jedi Masters arrive to take her.”

Branch Lur only nodded and proceeded into the room through the connection door on the side. The door sealed to a sliding shut, and for the most part it was he and the target of his long and exhaustive investigation. The first thing that got to him was her saddening sniffling. From that, he took a moment to consider everything before him.
The interrogation room was a bright, shiny white with no signs of exits to give the illusion to the interrogated that they were in a white void of no escape -- the observation window did not even exist in the room, but Lur knew it was still there. There was a simple, white table with two white chairs; one occupied of course.

Naressa Rapier herself could move in her chair and jerked at her restraints from time to time, but she was not physically distressed by her bondage. As she looked at him and he her, Branch noted her appearance beyond its black white look. He was surprised to find her, as a non-Neimoidian female, very beautiful, yet despite her attractiveness and healthy appearance she looked emotionally exhausted; comparing Rapier to Miss Vesgevi, Lur thought them to be in the same state of distress. He, as well, thought Rapier was Human too. He had seen images of Queen Angelleia, and noted her normal Human skin, tan in color, on her hands. It appeared that what made Rapier Human was emotional response.
It then occurred to Lur where he seen such behavior before in anyone; the not so harden criminal that had done their first crime and had been caught; someone who truly had accidentally contributed to someone’s death like in a traffic accident, or a mother who had just taken her eyes of one her child for a brief period of time, only to discover the child missing. Rapier sat there, completely helpless, and afraid. The chill of that, not the fact that she was a murderess of great power, shook Lur. It could have been a great acting job, he kept that in mind as he had dealt with psychopaths before, but so far she could win some awards.
“I am Inquisitor Branch Lur,” he introduced himself. “May I ask you some questions, Misses Rapier?”

She smiled at him with a small sigh and said in mid-sniffle, but with calm confidence, “Only if you call me Naressa, and I can call you Branch. Otherwise, there is nothing to say to one another.” When he agreed, she gestured with her head. “Sit, please.”
Branch, smiling a little at the idea by her response that she had invited him, took the seat across from her and laid what he was given out on the table. This close to Naressa, he noticed her eyes. His pause spoke so much. The room was so brightly lit, aimlessly glaring, and yet none it shined in her eyes. The room felt a little cooler than he expected and said over his shoulder aloud, “She has confessed to her crimes! You may raise the temperature now!”

Naressa regarded him. “Do you think they tortured a confession out of me by lowering the temperature in here, Branch?”

“It feels unnecessarily cold in here,” he remarked. “If you confessed, there is no need to interrogate you anymore.” What he didn’t know was that it wasn’t an interrogation tactic; it was just Naressa’s presence.
Sniffling, she assured him, “They have been less than friendly with me under the circumstances, but they have been professional.” She shrugged her shoulders. “Proper, just not nice.”

“And please bring in some tissues!” demanded Branch when she sniffed again. He decided that was enough sympathy from him. One of the men came in and put a tin box of tissue paper between them. The officer left, and that left Branch with the duty of tending to her. He got up, took a tissue, and held it to her nose.
“Oh, thank you,” said Naressa in appreciation, and she blew. Branch cleaned the rest up and put the waded tissue beside the tissue tin. “Thank you.”

“Under the circumstances…” Branch gestured towards her bound form, and again forced himself not to be so sympathetic to a guilty woman. He reminded himself that she had confessed. It was time to ask her those questions he had. He started the conversation. “So, you have confessed your crimes to the authorities here.”
Naressa nodded slowly. “It wasn’t hard, the confessing that is.” She looked around, squirmed a little, and said, “It was the giving up that was tough, I’ll admit that. Now I understand why felons run.”

“Yes….well.” Branch cleared his throat and hated his chair. The damn thing was very uncomfortable. “If you do not mind, I like to hear your confession from the beginning, in particular Hapes. As much as I trust these fine men here, I like to have my own questions and queries answered.”
“Of course,” she said with a nod. “Why does someone like me do the unthinkable? I understand your curiosity as much as your duty.”
Branch conceded that with an open hand gesture. “So why do it yourself, I guess that would be my first question.”

“The less people know, the better I would get away with it,” she said plainly. “Hired thugs always screw it up. You know this just as well as I.”
“No one gets away with vicious acts of murder, either,” said Branch in retort. He found himself some antagonism now. “You appear too smart to have done this.”

“Yet I did,” she said, “and then gave up.”

Branch hated his chair again. He shifted about, and wondered just how long Naressa had been bound in her chair. The order to go to Dantooine had come nearly nine hours ago; he was in this interrogation room for only two minutes, and he hated the hard chair! His best course to take his mind off the chair was just to have her start from, again, the beginning.
Naressa sensed his desire. She leaned forward, the cable did give that much leeway, and she began to lie like she had never lied before, augmented by the truth, after she sniffled a little. “Ever since my Gessa-.” She paused when she saw Branch tilt his head. “My daughter Juna, Lady Angelleia,” she clarified and he finally understood, “ever since Magus Prophet ruined her into a coma I plotted to murder Pirus Krendel. Krendel was not just responsible for baiting my Gessa and I to Uiennar last year, he had also willingly aided Prophet in infuriating Lady Angelleia to seek him out at Sanctuary. Prophet…had his way with my daughter.” The bitterness was genuine, and it caused her to stop. 

Branch Lur knew as much about Uiennar and Sanctuary as the next Neimoidian-Trade Federation civilian, but he couldn’t help himself in reacting to Naressa’s pausing statement. The Vhinech were pure enemies of the Trade Federation; the Trade Federation had fought their own war against them as the Republic sought to just capture them; enemy number one above the others was their iconic leader Magus Prophet. If anyone said Prophet ‘touched’ them inappropriately, Branch and the rest of his kind would have never doubted it.
“Krendel,” began Naressa again, “hid behind the king.” She flat out refused to reveal King Veruna’s true identity like Krendel did last year to Juna; a serious offense. “But King Veruna couldn’t protect him for long. He ran to his Trade Federation friends.” She smiled genuinely and said, “No offense.”
“Please continue,” said Branch, waving his hand to ensure her that he was not offended. He could not miss her bitterness towards the Trade Federation.
Naressa continued to lie. “When he ran away, I set into motion the plans that would bring about his death.” She then threw in, “Let me say this one thing before I continue: my friends, particularly Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch, Arness Arnes, and his wife Muriel Thahada Arnes, had absolutely nothing to do with this! I used them just as I used everyone else. They were victims in this.”
Branch nodded in understanding, never once believing to consider those three mentioned as accomplices when Ros Ofcheck sent him Naressa’s original alibi story. Naressa continued to lie. “I concocted a scenario where Juna had suddenly disappeared, right under our collective noses. In truth, she was somewhere else in Rapier Manor, still in a coma. But you see I needed a long term reason to get away from Naboo, and set up a foundation for my many alibis. Having such creditable people around me secured them. That is until I had to do my deed. The trick was keeping up the illusion of Juna running about the galaxy.”

“How did you do it?” asked Branch.

“Hifubbae of Duro,” lied Naressa. That got Branch’s eyes wide. “Oh, I didn’t kill him if that’s what you were wondering. His murder was happenstance, perpetrated by Prophet according to Ros Ofcheck and his Padawan Learner. They told me when they questioned me over a month ago.” She sniffled in pause. “So, Hifubbae was hired to create rumors and data trails for myself and my friends to track.
“Meanwhile, as they kept their focuses locked on my ‘runaway daughter’, Juna is still home. I, on the other hand, begin to set phase two into motion: the moving of monies from Rapier Technologies’ petty cash fund to a money market mutual fund with non-tax anytime draws. The credits were going to be used in the Hapes operation. The fund is called Comada Principals Fund for Children of the Night through the Ger'tah Sacred Heritage Foundation. I might add, for our Dantooine constables in the next room, that the Vesgevis were caretakers of the fund. They even took, at my behest, money out to pay their way back into respectability. Whether or not they knew I was going to use that money in the perpetration of a murderous act is irrelevant under Trade Federation law, and I bet you Nicconee had completely forgotten all about that money.”
Branch Lur found that to be very curious; Naressa was correct, and he kept in mind that may be taking someone guilty with him after all for his people to execute. He leaned in and said, “You know of our laws. That is interesting.”

Naressa only passed the notion. “When you are me, running a business that is in direct competition with a federation of trading partners forty thousands worlds strong it is wise to know all there is to know about them, from customs to laws to mistresses. It would be interesting, as well as stupid, if I didn’t.”
Branch again cursed his chair privately. He went to stand up and pace around, but then he saw Naressa’s bound form. As much as he told himself that he owed the guilty murderess nothing he slowly put his ass back down on the hard seat in respect to her. During that pause he offered her another tissue, but she shook her head even as she sniffled.
Naressa continued to lie, unbeknownst to Branch Lur except the inquisitor was still having trouble with a lot of things and the confess was only making it worse. “When I had enough funds squirreled away in the mutual fund I was able to use the credits to buy a non-descript ship on Commenor and leave my friends behind. I reached Hapes, waited several days, and then…” She gestured towards Branch’s collection of work product.
“Edwaru Kurr didn’t figure into anything I did,” said Naressa. “All I knew was there was going to be a sizeable force there protecting Krendel, which in turn was protecting Kurr.” She let a chuckle escape. “But…do you want to know something?” Branch nodded, intrigued by her sudden need to be funny. “Edwaru Kurr was a friend of mine. Yes, rare for Nubians and Neimoidians to be friends, but he knew me and knew my husband Bendian very well. In fact, he was the one, Kurr, who supplied me with the very material, fedarok, that would lead Ros and Casper to my door.”

Branch let his whole mouth drop open. He remembered the day on Hapes when he found that piece of fedarok leather in the crater in what used to be the vacation house of the Trade Federation and Edwaru Kurr. “So the killing of Kurr was just coincidence?”
Naressa shook her head at the notion of it not be otherwise, lying again, “Wrong place, wrong time. I was so lost in my…anger I just went off on anything that breathed. I honestly didn’t know it was Kurr until Ros and Casper had told me. I was in shock. Yes, it had been decades since we last spoke, but I did like Kurr and so did Bendian. We often traded inside information with on another, before Nute Gunray became Viceroy. Given that it was Kurr and the fedarok at the scene…how can anyone define ironic karma as anything else with that example?”
“How did you kill Kurr?” asked Branch out of curiosity, taken in by her story at this point. After weeks of testing, the Trade Federation was no closer to explaining the ‘shadow aftermath’.
Naressa sat back to stretch her back out, and then leaned back and said, “It’s…a little complicated to explain, but in short it was the Force.”
Branch thought to ask her, point to point, who she killed and when and how. Again, he fidgeted in his chair. “Just the Force?” Naressa nodded. “Why, if I may ask, this is the first I had ever heard of this deadly, Jedi power?”

“Because it is not a Jedi power,” she said instantly. She regarded him and spoke to him as a teacher would to a tardy student. “The Jedi do not know the power of the dark side of the Force. They do not understand it, nor do they ever want to. Evil is the ways of those who walk the dark path. Beside, ‘Jedi power’ is an oxymoron. Such misuse of the term should be beneath you, Branch; you are much smarter than that.”
In a tone that unsettled Branch, Naressa just looked at him and said, “There is a very significant difference between someone like myself and the Jedi, one the Trade Federation better understand in the future.”

Branch watched Naressa sigh away her superiority and gently, kindly asked, “Could you…” she sniffled again “get my nose again, please?”
Intrigued by her more than being a gentleman, Branch rose from the cursed chair and once again tended to her nose. Finished, he again sat down on his little torture chamber. Naressa smiled very warmly at him and said, “Thank you.”
“You are welcome,” Branch found himself saying. He thought himself momentarily stupid for helping her again, or taking her compliment by giving her one back. It went away as soon as his rear again began to complain as the hard chair made contact with him, or that was the building excuse he had for his confusing, contradictory thoughts he was having ever since he saw Naressa in her chair. “Please, continue Naressa.” He frowned again at himself.

But Naressa smiled at him again. Her expression fell again as she continued to lie. “I took on the Hapen guards first because they were visible and willingly available. After I finished them I entered the house and met Trade Federation resistance there. I even succumbed to the onslaught. Kurr’s mistake was that he let up. When I took care of them, that’s when I went up to the roof.” She then emphasized, “I didn’t hesitate, I didn’t blackout, and I didn’t have one shred of remorse when I hacked Pirus Krendel up in pieces.”
And then, Naressa was not as menacing when she said, “But I made a mistake. It had nothing to do with Kurr, with my cloak.”
Frowning a little, Branch was going to give her a sermon about her mistakes. He asked, “What is the mistake?”

Naressa looked at him with sweetness and said, “My ever diligent oversight accountants at Rapier Technologies.” Branch was now very intrigued and leaned in. She leaned in as well. “You should really contact Lanban Dowser, the head of Rapier Technologies’ Financial Network Oversight Department. His sole responsibility is to keep an eye on the bookmakers and their books. I knew I had to be slick in moving my money to the mutual fund, but do so in a way that would not draw immediate notice from F-Nod. I took out very small increments to put into the fund, and then by virtue of the struggling markets the fund allowed investors from everywhere to throw money into it, thus growing the value of the funds without interests or large deposits on my end.
“But when billions of credits of revenue affect quadrillions of credits worth of shares on the open markets everyone demands to see a profit-loss report and that means internal audits. Dowser himself does the audits, and when he did that was when he discovered my little ruse with the petty cash accounts. I played him; he is another victim of my ruse. I told him to keep the accounts open so he could track it. In truth, I had to begin a brand new plot to get rid of someone.”

“The Vesgevis,” reasoned Branch aloud.

Naressa shook her head. “Not quite. Because of Dowser I was going to need unhindered access to money when I ran. See, Dowser contacted me long before Ros and Casper had questioned me on Naboo. I felt the authorities would have figured something out to nail me for my crimes. Out of the evidence that you know, Branch, what instantly links me to Hapes?”
“Pirus Krendel.”

“Any Hapen could have killed Krendel, and Kurr, and everyone else there. Though the methods of the murders are, shall we say unique, it did not point out who had done it exactly.”

Branch was quick to point out. “Krendel’s eyes did damn you.”

“Perhaps because Krendel only wanted you to see what he wanted you to see,” she joked.

The Neimoidian cursed the chair again silently, and he asked her point blank, “You have seen our evidence? Not just because you did the crime. You have seen our reports!”

Naressa nodded casually, and then added, “You should really take a look at the party guest list. After that, you should talk causally to the insiders of politics in off the record discussions.” She then made a face to let him know she was going to give him some information. “I would suggest you approach one of the many political stewards on Cato Neimoidia and just offer to fix their parking ticket. In return they’ll tell you something.”
Clearing her throat, Naressa continued the lie. “Anyways, my purpose here: to close the Dantooine link to Hapes.” She then shifted gears just a bit to explain Dantooine to Branch more in detail. “I met Teteleana Vesgevi many, many years ago when she was HoloNet correspondent on Naboo. She had attempted to bribe Muriel Thahada Arnes into spying for her, to get the inside scoop on my Gessa. After Muriel had rebuked her, I confronted Teteleana and we mutually agreed to pass information to one another; favor for favor, as it were, particular when it came to royal affairs such as the doings and dones of Queen Landana.
“I had actually no contact with Surmon Vesgevi until I created the mutual fund. I told him what it was for, and so agreed to caretaker the fund under the alias Maroki Renvarient. Once you examine the fund, or have your people’s forensic accounts have a look at it, you will see how the transactions and money moves came and went, and how they tie to the Vesgevis.
“When Dowser uncovered what I was doing, I had to create conditions that would allow me in with the Vesgevis.” Naressa shook her head. “Terrible bunch of people.”

“As compared to you?” Branch had to point that out.

Naressa looked to where the privacy field was and told Branch what she didn’t tell the officials of Dantooine. “I watched Surmon Vesgevi execute his son Curnt. He shot him in the head for executing the attack on the Jedi on Tynna by placing a bomb on board their shuttle at Ithor. You will find, under the name Renvarient, that Vesgevi’s hand picked personnel had been dancing all over the galaxy committing unspeakable crimes against truly innocent people.”

Branch was rather surprised to hear that. So was Detective Lieutenant Grin Delacord, who came in at that moment and said, “You! You’re just telling us this now?”

“I believe I was telling him, not you,” corrected Naressa. She tried to use her hands to help her illustrate the point, but all she only shrugged her shoulders.
“You didn’t tell us this earlier!” stormed Delacord.

Naressa cocked her eyebrow, which for reasons he couldn’t explain the act almost made Branch actually laugh, but he stopped himself. She just said, “You never asked.”

“I most certainly did!”

“Oh?” Branch looked back to Naressa, watched her act as if she was really thinking hard. Then she said, “Quote you during our conversation ‘did you kill Curnt Vesgevi’? My answer: no. Before that you asked me if I had killed Surmon Vesgevi, then his butler, than his oldest son Daystruck, and after that question you asked me if I knew where Curnt Vesgevi was.” And once again, she shrugged her shoulders. “It’s not my fault you didn’t ask the proper questions. Besides why are you upset? I confessed in exchange for nothing. I admitted my guilt with no strings attached. Well,” she tugged at her bonds, “perhaps I should have bargained for better treatment.”
She then said, “Oh, I believe you will find that part in your lousy interrogation of me in the transcripts of my confession. Or, in video form, I think it was at thirteen minutes and twenty-one-.”

“Oh shut the smeck up!” Delacord stormed out of the interrogation room.

Naressa finished her sentence, “-second mark.” She looked to Branch, scoffed, and said, “Humans.” This time Branch had to chuckle at the absurdity of what just happened.

She then said, “You know maybe I am the bad gal here, but would it have hurt him to treat me with a lot more dignity and respect? Honestly!” Naressa emphasized her point further by struggling a bit with her restraints. “A bit much!”
“You are a Force user and your methods don’t leave much to be desired,” said Branch with a clearing throat to loose the chuckling. He still could not help it: that last bit was just too damn funny. “What you have done is terrible.”
“I won’t deny that,” she said with a conceding nod. He watched her go from cheerful right back to afraid again. “Anyways, tonight the time was right to act against Vesgevi.”
“Against the father?”

“Yes. He did have one hell of a trick up his sleeve.” Naressa then judged Branch for a few silent seconds and shook her head. “I’m sorry, you won’t believe me. All I can tell you is this: I killed Surmon Vesgevi, and his guards when they attacked me; he killed his son, the butler, and those four police officers where I was apprehended.”
“How?”

“Like I said, you wouldn’t believe if I told you.”

Branch, again, found his seat just intolerable. Despite one hint of discomfort just moments ago, Naressa Rapier looked relaxed as she could possibly be in spite of her emotional distress. It was so eerie, even to the crusty Neimoidian, how resigned she was to her fate. But that wasn’t what made him uncomfortable.
And he finally admitted to himself that he could no longer blame the hard seat either. It was so easy to blame the chair because of its stiffness, its whiteness, its unforgiving nature. But this uncomfortable feeling he had began when he got the call to divert to Dantooine, when his superiors had told him that Naressa Rapier had turned herself into the Dantooine authorities. Before Hapes, if she had been guilty of anything then he could understand it. After Hapes, and he had not seen what she had done on Dantooine but he could guess, what she was doing now…
Branch Lur stood up and never sat in the chair again. He had wised up; learned from the chair, and came to the some points and questions he never thought he would bring up. “Your accounting error aside, once you had taken care of Vesgevi your involvement with Hapes would have been covered. It was even possible for you to return to Naboo and correct that accounting error.”
Naressa this time cocked an eyebrow at him. “You seemed to have forgotten the most incriminating evidence against me; the last thing Krendel saw when he was alive, burned deep in his retinas. It was, supposedly, the reason why I ran.”
Given her earlier admission, Branch was not so surprised to hear Naressa say that. But he was still bothered by the contradictions of everything. He said, “You could have fought that in the courts, if you brought yourself before your own people’s grand jury to force the Republic to weigh the evidence against you. Forcing the issue would have given no one time to appropriately present the evidence.”
“Forcing a grand jury almost always guarantees a guilty conviction,” retorted Naressa. “That would have been too much of a gamble for me; too much to lose, especially with Juna still in a coma. Any criminal proceeding started against me allows Naboo or the Republic to take control of Rapier Technologies because Juna would have become a ward of the state, under law.” She then emphasized, “Since my Gessa is still a member of the Royal Court, that means King Veruna would inherit Rapier Technologies as Lady Angelleia’s ward. I could fight in the courts, but eventually that power would have been taken away from me by law.”

That lead to the inevitable question that was making Branch Lur so uncomfortable. “Then why did you give up?” He was not overzealous, but he raised his voice against her for the first time. He was frustrated, he couldn’t understand her motive to turning herself in. “You were long gone! Gone! Why?” He found himself leaning in when Naressa regarded him with sincere eyes; no matter how evil those eyes were he saw honest sincerity for him. She respected him; he knew he was going to get an answer.
He asked gently, “Why?”

It was not so hard for Naressa to softly cry. She was on the verge of sobbing for many hours. They were, and Branch could see them for what they were, genuine tears.
“My Gessa…awakened,” said Naressa, her voice going quiet and dry. “A few days ago, I learned…that she had awakened.” She then abruptly added, “From her coma. She awakened.” She shook her head, as if to deny all that she had done -- that she had lied about. “I could never see her again if I ran.”
Naressa sighed, but never did she look down, turn away, or do anything Branch expected from an ashamed perpetrator. It only bothered him more. She continued in a soft voice, “I probably will never see her again anyways. I can only hope the Jedi are as compassionate as advertised. Well,” she then added, “Enothchild Sarch did give me hope.”
Branch watched her fight down more tears. He let her talk. “I have done horrible things.” Naressa swallowed before continuing. “My worst crime…do you want to know my worst crime, Branch?” He made no motion. “I never keep my word.” She chuckled. “I never keep my promises. I have made so many, so personal, and…never have I kept them.

“I made promises to my father and after he died…they meant nothing. I…took my wedding vows seriously for seven years…and didn’t flinch to break them and ruin my husband’s career.”

Naressa never once realized that she had said too much; Branch never caught it. She saddened deeply when it came to Juna. “As her mother it is not my job to avenge my Gessa. I am her mother: I am supposed to protect her. I am supposed to set examples, teach her wisdom, encourage her to do the right thing and help her become her own woman!” She shook her head. “It’s a promise a mother knowingly makes when she has a child, and must never, ever break! Those are my real crimes, and I should be locked up for being such a terrible person, a terrible mother that can’t protect her only child! How can I protect her if I’m behind bars? How can I protect her by doing what has lead me to this?”
Branch was still uncomfortable, but not so that it prevent him from taking a tissue from the box and tend to Naressa again. He cleaned her eyes, and helped her clear her nose again. She tried to say thank you, but he just nodded his head and got another dry tissue for her.
After a moment, Branch pushed his chair in and thought to leave. But it got to him again. He turned and asked, “So…despite your great powers…you just give up this easily? You gave up on civility, and took the easy way out.” He did not know why he just had said that. Perhaps it was his Trade Federation arrogance wanting to score a point. Perhaps he did not want to give Dantooine the idea that he was a softy. Regardless, he regretted what he had just said. “So easily it was for you to wipe out your enemies, but you sit here, right now, mistreated by my estimation, and you are so frail, so weak. You just gave up?”
“Yes, I did.” Naressa looked him right in the eye. “I make no excuses. I thought I was being a mother. My child…torn away from me by evil. I saw no other way. Hate blinded me to the solution, which was don’t do anything.” She then looked at him and said with resolve, “I would do anything for my Gessa. The wrong thing, the right thing: anything. I would lie, and I would die for her!”
Branch stood there for a little while longer with all his thoughts no longer jumbled. They were in order, and singular. It contradicted what was expected of him. He knew in his heart that what it was, it was no trick. He looked at her more in the eyes, and his mouth slowly dropped open.

The Neimoidian reshuffled his things on the table and said, “Thank you for your time, Naressa.”
She slowly smiled and said, “You are welcome, Branch.” She sniffled before saying, “You are a good man.”
Branch was out of the room and ignored Delacord at first. The Human said, “Some sob story, eh? It’ll go great with the Jedi.”

The tall alien stopped and snapped at Delacord, “You may think this is really that simple, but it is not!” He pointed a very direct finger towards the interrogation room, and said something even he wasn’t ready to explain. “Despite what she confessed that woman is innocent!”
“Innocent? Now wait a min-.”

Branch couldn’t believe what he had just said, but when he said it, leaving the Humans behind, his feeling of discomfort were replaced by a familiar feeling that had always driven him: justice! Naressa Rapier had not killed Pirus Krendel and Edwaru Kurr that he did know; Dantooine was not his concern, though his statement to Delacord covered this planet as well as Hapes. 

She was lying to protect her daughter!

An innocent mother protecting her child by going to prison for crimes she did not commit!

Branch vowed he was not going to let that happen. He reached his ship and ordered the crew to take him to Cato Neimoidia. He suddenly recalled an unusual request of him sent by Jedi Knight Ros Ofcheck several weeks ago: something about toilets seats.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 91.1)

It took another five minutes after Branch Lur had left for Naressa to compose herself and bring her genuine crying down from gushing to composed sobbing; the same level of sobbing she exercised since she gave up. As resigned as she was to this fate, she could never bring herself to face it with brave dignity. She had personal fears, and before last year, before breaking the fear, her greatest phobia was being in any flying starship; never having been in space flight since she and her Father had migrated from Corellia to Naboo, Naressa feared even boarding museum spacecraft unable to fly. But such fears, except the fear of losing Juna, were nothing compared to this. All of her life Naressa had feared that one day she would be exposed for the Sith that she was, and be incarcerated because of it. One of few life long nightmares had come true.

Branch Lur was correct: the irony of this was that she did give up, and that she lied to ensure her captivity in the hands of law enforcement from now on. The alternative at this point would have been to kill innocent people, and Naressa could have never brought herself to do that. Though Juna was still in danger, Naressa was confident that her course of action would only give Juna one war front to worry about for now. That was important.
Still, as Naressa felt her nose run and her restraints remind her of her captivity and impending life imprisonment -- or worse -- under Jedi control, she was not comforted by the facts that she did this sacrifice. Her whole life she spent lying and covering up who she truly was, going so far as to use Bendian’s influence to secure herself from them. Now, she lied to ensure incarceration. She did not know if this was punishment for all the times she did not keep her word or for other sins she had done, but after some review of her existence from beginning up to this moment in her life she found little to celebrate. Her love and marriage to Bendian, giving birth and raising Juna, and having met Enothchild and the rest of her friends were a few of the things she was happy and proud of, but they barely outshined the shadow that was her misdeeds, her trickery. How she had made efforts to hurt her friends and family, succeeding and failing as any Sith would; now that was ironic. This was, she decided, her punishment, and she did not like, and she was going to accept it.
Still, she did not stop sobbing.

And it was this specifically: held by police, in restraints, in hard conditions and being treated as the criminal of a Sith that she was. Seemingly other forms of captivity never gave Naressa much fear to consider, even though in reality this was the first time she was being held against her will, if she could call it that.

Perhaps, she thought, she willed herself here against her will? It sounded preposterous, but the reality was that she could still escape without hurting one single person in the building. Naressa chose not to escape. She chose to accept her predicament, no matter how insanely masochistic it became.
A break in the monotony came when one of the constables came in. Naressa looked up at him and expected no sympathy. He showed none, grabbing the tissue box and wadded up tissues. He said, “I guess you won’t be needing these any time soon.”

Sniffling up snot, Naressa just said, “Feel free to punch me. I won’t press charges.” She watched the man stiffen to her response. She pointed out, “I mean I can’t blow my nose. Now you know the best way to ruin a woman’s dignity.” What she said was true: it bothered her that she couldn’t wipe her nose, like any woman would do out of vanity. “Add a bruise.” She turned her head to the right, and when she did she told herself not to flinch and not to drain the man of his life once his skin touched her skin. “What are you waiting for?”
The man just shook his head and joked, “So you’re a tough girl, eh?” He looked at her roughed up appearance, of the holes in her clothes from the fight with Sidious and Surmon Vesgevi. “Like it rough?”

Though she dreaded this whole, sorry affair there were a few moments she took advantage of that added some spark to the dreariness. Licking her black lips, Naressa purred, “Oh yes.” Her stuffy, runny nose actually made her voice sound deliciously sexier. She leaned towards him, tugging on the restraints and cable. “Are they still recording in the other room?”

“Sure,” the man mused, waiting for what she about to say.

Naressa looked him right in the eye and said, “One time, on a bet, I had my husband Bendian tie me up for seventy-two hours to a panel trolley brake accelerator.” She leaned in and purred, “When it came his turn, he only lasted five minutes.” She then whispered, “Would you like to know how we determined the climax of our bet?”
The man gulped and tugged at his collar. He barely whispered a quiet, “yes” until he realized someone was rubbing his crotch. He looked down, saw a white female hand, and screamed to a corner. In seconds his fellow officers were running in with blaster rifles pointed at Naressa. She was covered in red sight dots.

Lieutenant Grin Delacord was in and looking at the scared white officer. “Did she harm you! Did she touch you!”

“She, she, she, she, she, she,” the officer stammered, pointing at Naressa, “grabbed my crotch.”

Everyone looked at Naressa intently. Naressa did her best not to smile; how she enjoyed this little game with such weak minded men. She enjoyed these breaks in her dismayed situation. She turned the best she could in her seat to show the forearm restraints that nearly bolted her arms together at the elbow joint. She gave the cable latched to them a tug to indicate that it was still there, forcing her always down in the chair.
“Actually, if my hands were free, the proper term is ‘rubbing my crotch’,” corrected Naressa. “Believe me, if I grabbed your crotch you would remember it.”

“That does it!” Delacord set his blaster to stun. “I don’t know how you are doing it, but we’ve had enough!” He raised the blaster…

“Please, do shoot!” The officers, including Delacord, turned towards the door they came through. Naressa waited patiently for the crowd to clear to see an unfamiliar but very well dressed, robust man had entered the room. He looked ten years old than he actually was, assuring Naressa without the use of the Dark Side that the man was a lawyer. Guilt always ruined the looks and aged the youthful; sin was a hell of a price to pay.
Behind the lawyer came in two of the biggest Human men Naressa had ever seen! The thugs, and clearly they were, were not close to Enothchild’s physical dimensions, but neither one of them could fit in a comm both on Coruscant. “Free my client of all charges by pulling that trigger, I beg of you! Please, make my day!”
Delacord stored his blaster and said, “Who the hell are you!”

The man showed him a small data card. “Edin Roultel, special counsel to Mayes Candurk. These are my associates.” He indicated the two men, both dark of skin and wearing suits of the finest purple agorki satin credits could buy; the also carried an air of superiority that put the officers in the room off ease. “We have been sent here at my client’s behest and Misses Rapier’s lawyer’s request.” He then pointed at the man Naressa had sexually harassed. “And you will stay away from my new client!”

“I don’t know if you know this, but I’m sure you are,” began Delacord, trying to gain a victory, “but Mayes Candurk was at the same party as Misses Rapier here.”
Edin Roultel looked around as if to see trying to find some devil to agree with Delacord, which added to Naressa’s enjoyment of this; Mayes had heard and sent help, bless him! “So that’s a crime?”

Before Delacord went further, Roultel and his associates pushed themselves through the officers very roughly, not giving a damn about how rough they treated them. He stood beside Naressa and put a comforting hand on her right shoulder. The two behemoths stood in shadow guard just behind them.

Roultel said, “My client, Mister Candurk, is fully aware of everything, including Misses Rapier’s un-coerced confession. Though he is saddened that she had conducted herself in such a thoughtless manner, Mister Candurk has authorized me, through the blessing of her counsel on Naboo, that I see to it that she treated well and taken care of in the manner describe by law, and that any request she can lawful make be carried out.”
Roultel pointed at her restraints. “You put her in these bindings ten hours ago. Take them off, put her in a cell. Now!”

“There’s no bail-.”

Roultel yelled, “Did you not hear me? I know there is no bail, but WHO I do know is the Commissioner of Internal Affairs, sir! Republic law is quite clear, regardless of her Force status.” Before anything surprised anyone else in the room, the man screamed, “Take this shit off of her and put her in detention cell right fricking now!”

In seconds, Naressa felt the restraints fall away from her forearms. She stood right up and shrugged off the pains on her delicate features. She blew out a sigh of some relief, but honestly the restraining was no big deal to her. She looked around, and noticed that even her new lawyer looked at her unhindered physical condition after being restrained for the past ten hours. It was funny to her: she didn’t have the physical body to fight, but when it came to kinky play…..well it was nothing to her body.

She spotted the young man she teased recently, shrugged her shoulders, and just mused, “I like it rough.”
Naressa was put in handcuffs for transport from interrogation room to holding cell. They released her and sent her in with Roultel, entering the seven foot cubed room that had a small bed and some privacy. The walls were transparent until the guards flipped a switch at Roultel’s request; the transparent walls fogged, no one could see out or in. His ‘associates’ stood guard outside the sealed and force field augmented door.

“I’m sorry we weren’t here sooner,” apologized Roultel, who sat on the toilet and opened his case while Naressa sat on the bed. “Mayes had to be cleared of any wrong doing.”

Naressa understood the formalities and raised her hand to stop Roultel. “Before you go further I know the drill. But please tell him thank you, and I’m sorry that I lied to him. And thank you.”

Roultel nodded. “He does care about you. Regardless of what you have done, he just wants the best for you.” He looked into his case and at the screen that popped up from the surface. Turning on the computer interface built in, he said, “And don’t thank me: I’m here with you until the Jedi and Ol’ Dalerastok show up, and my sympathy is worth a grand an hour.”
He then handed her a handkerchief. Naressa smiled and said both gratefully and sarcastically, “You’re too kind.” He nodded, and then he showed her the attorney-client thumb pad. She pressed her thumb against it, sealing the deal. The thumb print signature released an encryption to Roultel’s linked computer, and immediately digital paperwork was sent from Rapier Technologies, from the Law Offices of Huggy-Levan, Puresteel-Puritt, Dovetail-Chinber-Bestly, Pang-Ottor, and Crumb. Dalerastok Pang-Ottor, and various other agencies.
Naressa looked to the door and asked, “What’s your ‘associates’ rate?”

Roultel looked to the door for a brief moment. He smiled and said, “One hundred per hour, plus one thousand per casualty.” He did not define what ‘casualty’ meant, but Naressa knew he was not making a joke. “They are here to ensure you safety and mine. We know the authorities get when their own get killed, whether or not you did it.”

“Now,” began Roultel, changing subject, “I have been authorized to negotiate trade, bargain and reveal on your behalf, permission granted by your attorneys. What do you want to do?”
Naressa dabbed her eyes. “Well, like I told Dale I’m not going to fight the criminal charges I plead guilty to. What I want to do is settle business before Rapier assets are seized by the Throne of Naboo by the Prejudice Act. I’m selling everything to Juna, and then transferring my profits to her accounts, save for a pocket book account.”

“Makes sense,” said Roultel. He called up the necessary screen to begin. He then asked her, “Misses Rapier-.”

“Naressa, please Edin.”

“Okay, Naressa,” he said with a smile. “You will be incarcerated by the Jedi Order, which is why this sell and give and the pocket book account makes perfect sense. But both my law office and your attorneys have absolutely no records about precedent regarding incarceration by the Jedi.” Edin looked at her with real worry because like any educated person he did know history; those who commit Dark Jedi-like crimes didn’t live for very long once confronted by the Jedi Order. He implored her one more time, “We can still fight this, the charges, jurisdiction, prison, any or all of it. Please, make sure before we continue.”
Naressa smiled at him, appreciating his worry that went beyond his rate. She knew the history of the Jedi Order better than most, and what she knew would make Edin Roultel crap himself with joy: the civil rights cases he could bring would be in the thousands, if not millions. However, Naressa felt the Jedi’s merciless actions against the Sith in the past were not without merit, and quite frankly there were not enough bleeding heart liberals left alive back then that would have cared after the Sith had killed tens of billions of people over a five thousand year period; most of those people innocent, slaughtered without mercy. The Sith, by their very nature, were evil to the end; when they went down, they damn well took every Jedi and innocent with them!
This was one of those components that made giving up so hard for Naressa. She knew her chances were split even, and to anyone with Corellian blood they hated odds that forced them to push. Fifty-fifty: the Jedi Order would show mercy and lock her up in the isolating and unforgiving underground detention center Enothchild had told her about, or whether it was on Dantooine or back on Coruscant or in deep space they would mercifully take her head off. The Jedi Council had all ready held her trial on Coruscant, in the Jedi Temple, and the verdict for either, and they were the only two, options would not be known until they arrived. The Jedi were not going to take emotion in effect, or circumstance that was linked to emotion. Naressa had no trump cards to play. A bad hand for a Corellian and she willingly took it.
She understood what she was doing. She smiled and said, “I am sure.” The certainty of her statement was clear when another tear drop dribbled down her cheek. 
She wiped it away and said with a sunny smile, “I do believe I have, what, four hundred and four pages of paperwork I have to do?”

Edin did his best to smile and looked at his screen, down where it said number of pages. He shook his head and said, “Yeah.”

She nodded, and she said, “I have four days. Let’s get to work.” At least she had something to do until the end. There was joy in it, and Naressa slowly began to go from resignation to humbled acceptance.
