CHAPTER 53.0
A planet filled to its core with water, much of Naboo was tropical and warm or sweltering laboratories of humidity with the swamps and bog lands. Save for a few locations throughout the world the weather and climate were constant throughout the year with seasonal variants in terms of degrees: Theed lost only thirty degrees in temperature between summer and winter; in contrast the providence of Iossessa, where Rapier Manor was, had snowy winters and frigid cold due to the artic funnel created by the Forgegy Mountains in the north a few hundred kilometers away.
The southern hemisphere of Naboo was more tropical, less humid, and at times far more windy than the northern climes; a bit unusual for the lower half of the globe had more land mass and the southern continents were just as hilly as the northern continents. The inhabitants did not complain, particularly those who enjoyed the warm breezes upon their old bodies and their damp clothes after washing them. The cities were not like Theed for they barely had any size, which was in turn a weighted measure of their bureaucracy: miniscule. They were cities on maps but in reality they were towns that were sprawled out over many miles; homes and property encircling the main power station. Such as it were in the costal city of Thaneed, in the providence of Ambegion; far west and removed from the Great Baustus Desert.
It was here, in amongst the Flatland Hills of Thaneed, where the neighbors had to yell to say hello to one another in terms of distance, lived Serena Bastain in retirement; on land and in a house that only her daughter Muriel Thahada Arnes could afford. Retirement was a loose, thrown around term that was the best and polite way to describe the old woman’s status. It was better to say she was retired to unsuspecting people that did not know her than telling them that her only employment was as a prostitute. She had given up that life as soon as she had Muriel, given charity mostly by Ogwa Newhausen the Headmaster of the Order of Guardians, from whom the father Mir Thahada had once been apart of. The price of such charity was to give Muriel to the Guardians as soon as she was old enough; not for repayment of being taken care of, but for Mir’s hand in the dishonorable murders of several Guardian professors. Such a deal was wrought with peril, but Serena saw no other options for her daughter, except to follow her wayward and wrong footsteps. Obviously, with the comfortable home and much of the past far away and gone, it was the best decision for the both of them; a past that was more than she would have liked to have experienced.
Today was like any other day in Serena’s life for the past decade since she moved to Thaneed from Theed. She played the role of an old maid at fifty-three to the ‘ends of the hook’. She bore the physical characteristics of a woman approaching her autumn; the graying of hair, the thickening of her middle, and the unavoidable sagging of breasts. Given that her youth was spent on making sure she looked ‘perfectly sellable’ by using makeup, outrageous clothing and often starvation, Serena did little to avoid losing her beauty and shape now; however she was still attractive. But not so today: she was hanging the wash on lines to let the winds dry them; an old practice that was practical and saved money on electric bills -- not that she worried about bills, Muriel always took care of her.
The last of the bed sheets were thrown upon the rope line and pinned in place, Serena wiped her brow as she eyed the white liens that blew around her, past her with the winds. Her work done Serena had grabbed the basket and prepared to retire to her house, but paused in middle step when her perceived surroundings darkened; not completely, just enough to noticeably take the gleam off the freshly washed whites.
“Drat, there was no mention of bad weather coming this morning,” remarked Serena, during which she turned her attention upward. The midday sun was not obscured by the partly cloudy skies. She was confused and suddenly weary. Suddenly drained of unspent casual energy, she turned her attention back towards the house. In the corner of her eye she caught the silhouette of someone that stood tall behind a sheet nearest to her; as the sheets whipped in the wind they revealed a deep, dark, black shadow.
With a gasp and not another thought Serena whipped the laundry basket at the cloaked figure. She connected and the woman in the hooded black cloak stumbled and tried to say something; Serena didn’t stick around to hear; she was inside her home and locking the interior security door tight. She was taking no chances, her streetwise sense never having failed her yet; she wasn’t one to get in a fight with anyone she didn’t know; she didn’t stick around to ask for names or ask why the person was there. She thought about the getting the blaster her son-in-law Dizzy had given to her, turned to head for her bedroom where it was kept…
“I’m sorry but you threw this at me.”

Serena fell backwards hard on the floor, hurting both her bottom and her head when it connected with the door. The dark entity was in the house, holding the laundry basket. Face revealed in the light that shined in from the nearby window, Naressa let out a small, regret-filled chuckle and said, “Oh, dear, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to frighten you, but you were jumping, and then running and now falling, to conclusions.”
Serena’s blue eyes locked on Naressa and said in confusion, “Misses Rapier? Is that really you?” The first time they had met was the last time they had met; over ten years ago, at Dizzy and Muriel’s wedding; when Naressa looked more Human.
“Please, Serena, do call me Naressa.” The Sith Maiden offered a gloved hand to her fellow middle aged woman and helped her to her feet. She gave Serena back her laundry basket. “I hope I’m not intruding, but I need to talk to you.”
Serena set the basket down beside her and did her best to catch her fearful breath. After a held breath, she gestured to Naressa and said, “This is…well…rather a surprise Naressa. But, eh…” She turned towards her door, and then back to Naressa “how did you get in here, if that was you outside?”

Naressa rolled her eyes a bit and just said, “I’m a fast runner.”

“Running, right,” said Serena. She didn’t buy it with the look she gave her; Naressa knew that face, one that Muriel often gave everyone to show she was skeptical or critical of them without saying a word: the inner parts of the eyebrows slightly inching upward and there was a slight downward angling of her head.

Serena followed her statement of disbelief with gestures towards her own face, touching her own lips. “What’s up with the living dead-gothic look?”

To deflect such inquires, Naressa just said simply as she removed her cloak, “You don’t like it?”

Taking the cloak, Serena thought it over for a few more moments and said after hanging up the cloak, “Actually you look…good.” She turned back around with a bit of a confused grin on her face, realizing that in spite of the absurd notion of what she had just said it was the truth; in fact she was understating it. She looked at Naressa again, taking in the black look, and said with sincere honesty, “You really do look fantastic like that, its suites you.”
There was a pause between the two women, the customary one where they happily agree with nodding heads and threw in bits of nervous laughter; in essence getting over what occurred just minutes ago and coming to an agreeable state of calm and, for the moment, were comfortable with each other’s company. Be it instinct, a requirement of decorum, or a secret code amongst Humanoid females, it was customary for such an event to happen; unexplainable as to why, even to those who partake in such things.
After the exchange of acceptance, Serena said in slight discomfort and embarrassment, “I’m sorry…this is just a surprise. Please, sit. Would you like some ice tea?”

“Thank you, yes,” said Naressa. She took a seat in one of the four chairs that surrounded the small, round table in the kitchen as her surprised host brought them both glasses and a container of tea on a tray. Naressa served herself to allow Serena to sit down.
“So, what brings you out here to give me a scare?” Serena finally asked, skipping anymore unnecessary chatter. “It’s been what, the wedding since we talked?”
“That’s my fault,” said Naressa with genuine regret. She took a drink from her tea and played with the glass a bit. “I think I relied on Muriel too much when it comes to you. She does talk about you, even without me asking.”
Serena smiled a little and said, “I hope it’s all good.”

“The same for me when you two talk about me.” Naressa played with her glass in her hands. “Funny how the conversation starts this way, about you and I not getting to know each other really well. It’s actually one of the two reasons why I am here.” She got right to the subject matter, in honor of Serena’s straightforwardness. “Did you ever know a woman named Teteleana Vesgevi?”

Serena nearly let her tea glass slip out of her hand. She caught herself and said in slight bewilderment, “I don’t believe I have. What does this have to do with me?”

“It actually has to do with our Gessas, Serena,” said Naressa gently but with seriousness. “Teteleana Vesgevi had approached Muriel when she had just been assigned to Juna and offered her a considerable amount of credits to get inside information about my family. Muriel’s hiring was not made public for over a year, nor was it common knowledge amongst the political elite until Juna introduced herself officially to Queen Landana. 

“I confronted Muriel about this matter three months ago. Vesgevi had sought her out and they met together in Theed. Short of mentioning your name, Vesgevi told Muriel it was someone she knew personally that gave her the information. There were only two individuals that truly knew of the assignment before it was ever known: Ogwa Newhausen and you.”
Serena sat her tea glass down when it almost slipped from her hands again. She spoke in a way that tried to make her appear offended, but the tone of voice clearly said otherwise. “Anyone at the Order of Guardians could have told this woman anything.”
Naressa could have shown her just a partial blunt of her Sithian wraith to convince her to attempt the truth. She all ready knew Serena was connected to Vesgevi; how deeply was unknown so it was time to use other methods of persuasion to find out.

“Serena,” said Naressa calmly, “I’m going to be honest with you, and once I am done I expect you to come to your senses about this.” She leaned in with her hands together, as if pleading to her opposite. “The Vesgevis have been prodding around, trying to dig up something on me and Juna and anyone associated with us. Some rather unflattering assumptions are being made by them that have reached my attention. Some of it has some merit of truth to it, but they are putting their own spin on it and adding a great deal of vulgarity. One such ‘truth’ of theirs is that Muriel had a tryst with my Bendian.”
“What!?!” Serena stood up and her nostrils flared. Much of her street youth was suddenly back in a flourish in her mouth and in one breath. “No smecking way is that bantha fodder true! They’re lying their butts off! That bitch!”

“Pray tell,” mused Naressa with a sly look as she leaned back in her chair “who is this bitch you are referring to?”

Serena ignored Naressa for a few minutes as she stewed over what she just discovered, to what Naressa had absolutely lied about. The lie had a positive affect when Serena calmed down and said, “You’re right, I did know Teteleana Vesgevi.” 

With that admission, the old woman found herself sighing in regret for what she had done. Without saying a word Naressa was able to silently convey her disappointment with the stare she gave Serena. The retiree suddenly felt a great weight upon her and took note of the Sith Maiden’s glare; locking eyes, the weight became too much and it forced her to sit down.
Serena almost found herself begging for her life in her voice tones for reasons she could not explain. “You…got to understand: she came to me, Vesgevi did. I didn’t go to her. I didn’t know her or of her before Muriel got hired by you.” She sighed again and in growing frustration she ran her fingers through her slightly graying brown hair. “The gal came to my apartment in Theed, saying her name was Teteleana Vesgevi and that she was a reporter, and she had asked me if I was the mother of the Guardian who was hired by you to look after Juna. I told her yeah.”

Holding up a hand when it wasn’t necessary, Serena explained herself. “I’m sorry, I really didn’t think twice about it. I mean, how many rich political figures do I hang out with? Why do I care what happens to them?” She then emphasized, “Not that…that’s how I’m feeling right now. About you and your girl. You both have been good for Muriel; employers and friends. I don’t think I can thank you enough for hiring her years ago. But it looks like I really did some damage to you and Juna. I’m sorry.”
Naressa deflated and said, “Under the circumstances back then I don’t blame you for not thinking.” To that, Serena made a slight face but soon agreed with the tiniest of head nods. “You weren’t obligated to hold any confidence. I’m now curious as to how Vesgevi, then, got to you. Who pointed her to you?”

To that Serena shrugged her shoulders. “I never asked that. But, eh…I know you said no one else knew…but given my ‘old and only employment’ I was around quite a few powerful people and when they talked they seemed to know things they weren’t suppose to know. Paffer, my…boss, had to be collecting information and passing it on, maybe selling it. Maybe that’s how Vesgevi found out about me.”

“Lots of gap there.”

“Maybe. Then again last I heard, before the brothel was burned down, Guardians were still making an occasional stop if you know what I mean.” Serena blushed a bit and mentioned off hand. “That’s how I met Mir after all.”

“Without the Guardians around I can’t ask them,” bemoaned Naressa.
“Then…where the hell does that leave us?” Serena rested her chin in her right hand; her arm propping her head up with elbow on the table. Clearly she was still mad over the mistake she made; really angry with Teteleana Vesgevi. She became prodding and vengeful. “If you plan on suing that bitch for slander or whatever I’ll be happy to testify on your behalf.”

Naressa flashed a happy smirk at that. “I appreciate your candor and input on this. But restraint and resource and research are needed first. Unfortunately your betrayal has not yielded enough information.”

“So you are mad at me,” said Serena mournfully.

“Not mad. I am, though, expecting some form of restitution; call it a favor if you like. This brings me to the second reason why I am here.” Naressa took a drink from her tea glass and then continued. “With what you told me I’m afraid I need to go to the Gungan’s mouth. This favor I ask of you, you can’t ask me why I ask of it and you must not tell anyone of it. Not even our daughters.”
Serena did not hesitate. “Sure, what is it?”

“I need to borrow your interstellar credentials for space travel. I need to get to Dantooine without being noticed. That’s where the Vesgevis are hold up.”
Before she asked Serena remembered that she had agreed not to ask. This was only a favor, being asked by someone whose trust she had accidentally betrayed years ago. She still possessed a street honor, if such an honor existed. If so, then friends in need were not going to be denied simple request, regardless of how it looked in terms of suspicious.

“For you.” Serena then said with a stiffer back. “For me and our daughters you’ll have it. Let me get it.”

“Thank you so very much, Serena,” said Naressa with a bright smile. She stood up and waited for Muriel’s mother to return with the data doc with the information she needed to slip off of Naboo. The lie worked all too well, but she needed another identity when she reached Dantooine, a real identity she couldn’t just make up. The anonymity of the Aeol Methda assured her only a clean, quick, and for now a short term getaway from Naboo.
From now on, for only a time, Naressa was truly alone.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 53.1

Like the responsible person that she was and against Dizzy’s wishes, Muriel turned herself in to the authorities of Alderaan five days after she had scalped Reese Mammeran. The authorities slow to react, Dizzy was able to spirit his wife away and just hid out in vacuum of space since, trying to figure out what to do next. Muriel went along for the first four days by remaining mute in her grief and anger, and finally realized that running was not an option. They would lose more than they had lost already; guaranteed Muriel lost all of her privileges as both a former government employee of Naboo and a bodyguard; what loomed ahead was her freedom, and running and hiding from the authorities was not being free. Dizzy wouldn’t have cared about being a fugitive, but Muriel couldn’t, and wouldn’t, do that to him, not after he had made so many changes in his life to become straight.
When she convinced Dizzy about doing the right thing, Muriel contacted Mil Organna Barus using the Millennium Falcon’s transceiver. Organna Barus was a junior prosecutor and importantly someone she knew and trusted to give her fair time to explain herself. She told him everything, and they made a deal to where she would turn herself in; in return Dizzy would not face any charges for his actions in the assault on Nadja Moranna’s Home for Hope. Upon arrival in Alderaan City the security force there did not spare the restraints, but Muriel understood even when Dizzy didn’t that such embarrassments were not part of the negotiations; being cuffed and incarcerated was just part of punishment for committing a crime; she knew that better than anyone. She spent a little over a day in jail until her bail hearing. A colleague of Organna Barus’ took over and got a high bail imposed on her, one that she could afford but keep her on Alderaan until the hearing of charges proceedings.
Today, two weeks after Muriel’s rampage, Dizzy and Muriel climbed the courthouse steps upward to what was going to be obviously a long and difficult process to stomach. The ‘victims’ were going to be here, and according to Organna Barus Mammeran was connected deeply with various political power players that got her the job at Home of Hope, and with Organna Barus’ condolences there was no way in hell the truth about what drove Muriel mad was ever going to be spoken on record in any form. Dizzy was not happy about that, but Muriel knew as an attorney herself that such ‘situational defenses’ were hard to get into a case. When it did, that opened the argument up to her state of mind, to the fact that being a trained professional bodyguard with the ability to kill just about anyone was going to work against her; evidence of her abilities were without question, given that she had crippled seven armed, full-size men. She could back door the fact that Mammeran had played them, set them up only to deny them their child because of racist motives, but once again she had to prove it. 
But one step at a time: today was the reading of charges against her and her plea, and she imagined the charges and had recounted them to Dizzy earlier in the morning: felonious assault, felony trespassing in the transaction of a crime, damage to private property and public property, wounding to draw blood, secondary transactional assault, creating a public nuisance, disturbing the peace, and simple kidnapping for holding Mammeran by her hair against her will. For now, Muriel was going to act as her own attorney. Dizzy begged her to get other counsel, meaning that she should contact Rapier Technologies and have Naressa send her legal team. Muriel did not want to have Naressa, Juna, or anyone else from Naboo involved in her mistake.
Privately, Muriel thought the only mistake she had made was that she did not kill Mammeran. It was the wrong thought to have, but her thoughts as of late had been dark, and lately she had been wondering quietly to herself whether being the person that she had been for the last twenty-five of her thirty years was worth it when there were no rewards. Dizzy was unaware of such thoughts, and never did she ever want him to know.

Inside the great marble halls of the court, Dizzy and Muriel held hands as they headed for Criminal Part Twenty-One Justice Chamber towards the rear of the court house. There was no media presence, which not a surprise to the couple -- again, Mammeran’s connections were not going to allow this incident to go public, that is not yet. There was no indication that Naboo got wind of it, but with the scuttlebutt about Naressa allegedly murdering Pirus Krendel beginning to soak through the sponge of denial any bad news story involving members or former members of the Rapier Clan Dynasty was only going to make Krendel murder story bigger than it all ready was. Not that Muriel’s attack had anything to do with the murder, but any way to sully the Rapiers or just make news featuring their name in it was just there for the taking, be it the media or politicians.
Muriel cared too much about Juna to have done this mistake and to create the situations.
Then again did she really care what happened to Juna anymore? Wasn’t she safe with Enothchild? Were they not both together, doing what Juna had dreamed about? They didn’t need to be around her problems!

“You all right?” asked Dizzy just as they reached the doors of the courtroom. He made a small head motion behind them. “You know, we can still leave.”

“Let’s get this over with, Hon,” was Muriel’s quick response. There was a part of her that wanted to leave and the opinion on leaving was growing. Still there was the honorable warrior that existed within her that reminded her that owing up to one’s mistakes was her responsibility.

But she did not make a mistake, except that she did not kill Mammeran.

What changed Muriel’s private thoughts and the whole mood of the situation was Ros Ofcheck and Casper Knightshade talking to both the judge and the prosecutor and that save for a court reporter there was no one else was in the courtroom; no Mammeran, no bailiffs or other forms of victims or authorities.
Dizzy spoke just before the small conference acknowledged their arrival. “Casper, Ros: what are you two doing here?”

As the couple reached the railing that separated the gallery from the debate grounds of the courtroom, Judge Criers Anderway stepped ahead of the Jedi Knights and said, “These Jedi Knights are here on your behalf Misses Arnes to arrange for your plea bargain. Apparently you possess information that is valuable to them about a crime far more serious than yours. I’m under obligation to consider it given what they have told me.”

Dizzy and Muriel shared the same look with each other. The Knights were asking questions about Naressa back on Naboo not too long ago, so whatever information they had to give to Ros and Casper had to relate to Naressa, which could only mean one thing: Naressa Rapier was no longer a suspect in Pirus Krendel’s death.

“Your Honor,” began Muriel, “I do believe I know what this is about, and I must remind the Court that I am an attorney on retainer to the Rapier Clan. Whatever information I have may be protected under the work product protection.”
“That may be so, but it will depend on the questions they ask you, Misses Arnes, which I instruct you to listen to very carefully.” The judge crossed his arms and began. “If you answer these Jedi’s questions you will have all charges against you Misses Arnes dismissed. However my conditions are as follows: you will enter a plea of No Contest to the charge of simple assault, which your licenses to carry a weapon and use it, to be a bodyguard and use your body to disarm and control, and to practice law will be revoked forever, and you will never be allowed within the dominion of Alderaan again. You will not be allowed to pursue any legal remedy against the Home of Hope.
“This agreement will remain under seal, but it will be shared with the Throne of Naboo in order to ensure you do not violate this agreement. Any violation of this and you will go to prison for the full five years for the assault. Weigh it carefully, Misses Arnes; as a lawyer you know as well as I do that you have no defense for what you did.”

Muriel then realized something; Dizzy did as well and spoke on her behalf. “But if she pleas out it’ll still be on her record as a felony. We won’t be able to adopt!” The Sullustan looked at the Jedi. “What kinda deal is that!”

“Mister Arnes, I will advise you to consider the circumstances as well: your part in this crime has been ignored and it will remain that way once Misses Arnes agrees to the deal. Without this deal there is a great chance the both of you will see the insides of a prison, and when you both get out you will not be able to adopt any child, any where.” Without waiting for an answer from either couple, the judge turned to the Jedi. “Master Ofcheck?”
Ros stepped closer to Dizzy and Muriel and asked, “Dizzy, Muriel, there is only one question I need to ask: was Naressa Rapier and Enothchild Sarch with you looking for Naressa’s daughter Lady Juna Angelleia, using a ship called the Ruby Heirloom, over the past few months or so?”

Once again Dizzy and Muriel shared a look. They were being given a gift of luck, and if that was all there was to it then they saw it as not a violation of their friendship with Naressa. That is assuming Ros was not being figurative about asking only one question.
Muriel said, “Yes, she and Enothchild were with us on board the Ruby Heirloom looking for Juna.”

It still surprised the couple when Ros looked to the judge and said, “I’m satisfied your Honor.”
The judge turned to Muriel and gave her an impatient look. The odd arrangement of things threw her off at first. Finally, she said with great apprehension and defeat, “I plea No Contest to the charge of simple assault and agree to the conditions of the sentence agreement.” And with that pronouncement they lost all rights to adopt. It was a no win situation, one Muriel knew she put herself and Dizzy into, and it was time to pay for it.
“Very good.” The Judge looked at Ros and Casper. “Please escort the Arnes’ to their ship. They must leave Alderaan immediately.”

“Yes your Honor.” Ros and Casper bowed and lead Muriel and Dizzy out of the courtroom while the prosecution and the judge went through the rest of the semantics. Ros said while they were out in the hall, “Judge Anderway and I go a long way back. When I heard what happened I contacted him and found out he was going to preside over the pretrial hearing.”
During the walk, Dizzy pulled Muriel along side of him and together they drew up alongside Ros. Dizzy said, “Thanks, man. We owe you.” Somehow it sounded like he didn’t mean it. They lost more than the fight.
“Good,” began Ros seriously, “because you can start right now on paying me back. Where’s Naressa Rapier?”

“Hold the comlink there!” Dizzy brought Ros to a stop with a hand on the Jedi’s chest; the group collectively stopped. The couple assumed incorrectly as to why Ros and Casper came to them. “If this is that nonsense about Naressa killing Krendel you’re way off base!”
Ros sighed a bit and broke the news. “She did kill him, Dizzy. We need to find her. Where is she?”

Though the Sullustan was not Force sensitive he could sense the truth and the seriousness of it all from the Twi’lek nonetheless. Muriel acted the same way to Ros’ proclamation. Dizzy said, “We don’t know where she is. But…what if she did? You know, kill Krendel? What’s it to us?”

“Didn’t we just went through an exercise back there of that same question, Captain Arnes?” pointed Casper out.

Ros held up his hands to bring the whole group back to calm and encouraged everyone to walk; he still had to get Muriel off the planet. He said, “Naressa was on Naboo for a time; we waited there and eventually questioned her. In light of new evidence we had the Nubian authorities augmented with Jedi close by to go to Rapier Manor. They haven’t found her anywhere. She had left her travel visa and all the ships registered in the Rapier Clan’s name. She’s running.” 

It was a long walk to the docking bays, but long enough to get the information out to the couple, going over every little thing. Both Jedi could tell that the Arnes were now struggling with the information that was handed to them; each appeared to have information to give. By the time the group reached the outer wells of the Alderaan City Spaceport Muriel said, “What I said back in the courtroom wasn’t too specific, but your question wasn’t demanding details.”
“It would be just for the better to tell us, Misses Arnes,” offered Casper. “I know this is difficult, but consider-.”

Ros held up a hand to silence Casper. Ros asked, “Was Naressa with you?”

Sighing, Muriel said, “Not all the time. Prior to all of us going to Duro she took the Ruby Heirloom to Bothawui from Strumder.”
“Strumder is not that far from Duro,” pointed Casper out after he consulted his data pad.
“B-But we were all there to hear the conversation she had with that Bothan,” said Dizzy, his left eyelid twitching like crazy in disbelief. “The dude’s name was Bevis….Belbivdevoe….”

“Bevelis Iey'yla,” injected Muriel.

“That’s it!” exclaimed Dizzy. “Talk to that guy, he’s in their government.”
“And after that did she ever separate from the search party?” questioned Ros.

Muriel looked at Dizzy and she really couldn’t find any reason to withhold information from Ros. She could find no will to do so, none whatsoever. Though Naressa was her friend that alone was not enough from preventing her in talking to two Jedi Knights that were looking to arrest Naressa on a murder the red head still thought she didn’t commit.

And yet……Muriel could not stop herself from telling Ros and Casper what they wanted to know. She couldn’t explain it or herself; all she did was tell them the story about their search for Juna, right up to Commenor. “Naressa left us after we questioned that sickly rail that Hifubbae knew Causi Pewy. She told Enothchild that she had to find Juna her own way. That was over two months ago.” The revelation of time caused Ros to shake his head; Casper looked empowered by the revelation. “We trucked along with Enothchild until Ingeles VI.”
“We’ve heard about Ingeles VI,” said Ros. “That gotten a bounty bulls eye printed on Enothchild’s forehead.”
“We’ve heard,” said Dizzy.

“But you were all separated from Misses Rapier long before then?” asked Casper to keep the subject on point.

“Yeah, yeah, we were. Don’t go get so hot and bothered,” snorted Dizzy. “And no, now we don’t know where she is. And if we did what makes you think we would tell you.”

“Captain Arnes if she had nothing to do with this there is no reason for her to run,” said Casper. “And if you do believe she’s innocent, then there is no real reason to hide her.”

“He’s right,” said Ros. There was to Dizzy and Muriel not one slight hint of regret in Ros’ voice. Clearly the Twi’lek was upset about not believing his Padawan and letting Naressa walk away when they had her in their sights. He was not going to be fooled again. “The Jedi Order right now has us and ten other Jedi looking for her. Soon, the longer this goes on, more Knights and full law enforcement will be involved in the search. They know what she is and what she’s capable of and quite frankly I don’t want this to become something more serious.” He looked right at Muriel. “You know what I am talking about.”

Muriel stood there for a few moments quietly, but she wasn’t thinking anything over. It all hindered on what Naressa was capable of, and Naressa was capable of a lot. She said, “We don’t know where she is now. She hasn’t contacted us. But…if she were to I would strongly advisor her to turn herself in.”

“For what!” Dizzy nearly shouted. Muriel gave him a look. “Don’t look at me like I farted! Naressa’s our friend…and my boss, you know? Remember? She gave me a high paying job…doing her part to help us…adopt.” He sighed loudly and threw up his hands; partly because he brought the recent past up, partly because he could understand Naressa’s need for vengeance against Krendel. “Krendel helped Prophet kill Naressa’s baby!”
“What?!?” was Ros and Casper’s collective responses.

“Dizzy!” Muriel seethed out. They had told the Jedi long ago about Enothchild and Naressa’s affair, but they learned about Naressa’s pregnancy long after that. “That isn’t there business to know.” Especially when bringing up the subject in front of Enothchild’s estranged former Padawan was the last thing to talk about. Not only that it compounded the known motive for the murder, doubling the personal reasons why it happened.

“I don’t care, Red,” said Dizzy. He locked a hard stare at both Ros and Casper. “Prick Krendel and Prophet failed to kill Naressa, but they got to her and Enothchild’s unborn kid.” He continued even as Casper expressed shock and Ros became somewhat pale. “That’s right, Naressa was going to have Enothchild’s baby! I want you both to think about that really hard before you continue to go after her. If you two want to arrest her, fine, but I’ll be shit kicked and flushed before I give her up. C’mon, Muriel!”
Muriel could only give the Jedi a look to register her regret in the way the news was expressed to Ros, but then she went after Dizzy; she was slightly upset with him for a lot of reasons, but she just stewed on her anger. Both Jedi could not believe what they just heard, but Muriel’s worse fears were formulating in their minds.

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

CHAPTER 53.2

Over the last three months since the last message Darth Rune sent as Maroki Renvarient made its way to the Sith Loyalist on Dantooine, the Vesgevis were not idle in their efforts to show their return to wealth and the society of power. As their coffers grew from the mutual markets they did as they were told, flashing signs of their family crest around the city and at locations were they were not invited, but strangely they were not turned away. As Renvarient predicted others in the corridors of power, whether they knew the Vesgevi family history or not, came to them, wanted to know them or touch base with them once again, and a few in private over time wondered how they could join in the Vesgevis’ good fortune.
And a few others wondered how they could align themselves with the Vesgevis’ masters.

The Vesgevis were careful, of course. They knew who truly did not want to side with them, with their masters, and of those they were truly some of the same ones who tried and failed to eliminate the Sith entirely. They were left out in ridicule, and the children of Surmon Vesgevi made certain the others that had joined them began to push out the unwelcome and ridiculed. Soon the society of aristocrats were thinking along the lines of the Vesgevis, although they had not totally sworn their allegiance to the Sith, at least not yet.
Their allegiance would come.
For now the rebuilding of the Vesgevis legacy was continuing. The old house and the grounds were anew again, and important people were dropping by every night recently; old friends, new friends that couldn’t quite be trusted yet but were slowly gaining Surmon’s favor. The election season was upon them, and the Ides of Comfa were losing favor with the people with their progressive failures; failures that played a part in the downfall of the Republic economic structure. Dantooine felt the sharp, painful blade of Valorum’s budget ax and Senator Pla Phanatros had agreed to it; the socialist was done for. Although by law the Vesgevis could not get directly involved in politics there were many in the progressive government starting to look the other way when he gave hand outs. Surmon imagined fashioning his own senator to control and was busy going over the list of candidates when the butler Deacon came in.

“You’re disturbing me Deacon. This better be good,” said Surmon nastily.

“Sir, a private message as come to you with no return address,” said the butler. He held a quiet gaze on his master, dark hope in his eyes.

“Thank you, Deacon, take your leave. Notify my children to come home at once.” The butler left, and Surmon Vesgevi fetched the Son of Xulm, convinced it was another message from their monetary supplier. He was correct, and the dialect was far more complex than the previous message. He snapped the Son of Xulm into a slab and let his emotions drift in and out of his conscious mind. He kept trying when it did not work, and after a few more tries with some other alien dialects in the computer it still did not work.
An hour later Curnt, Daystruk, and Nicconee came in with earnest faces. Surmon quelled him with his short explanation. “The message is too complex for me to decipher. I can’t even begin to recognize these symbols, or what language it is trying to translate.”

“Let us try, father,” said Nicconee. Each of the children gave it a try, and after they began to chastise each other for their inability their father put an end to the fighting by taking away the Son of Xulm and putting the reverted sphere away. “But what if it is a warning, father! We cannot give up so easily!”

“And we are not!” Surmon assured. “We must use our other resources, the ones we have gained. If indeed it is a warning from our masters we much see how much the government knows.” He looked to his daughter. “How lockstep in is the legal minister to your charms?”

Nicconee smirked. “He can never say no to me.”

“Go to him tonight. Seduce him away from his wife. Find out what he knows.” His daughter left the others. Surmon looked to his sons. “Whatever you two have planned you are to cancel them.”
Curnt looked hurt. He leaned against the desk of his father and said, “Forgive me, father, but I’ve put a lot of effort into the planned actions at the Auction of Baro. I swear only a dozen people will die.”

“Now no one will,” said Surmon strictly, ending the discussion. “We may have shown our hand a little. Best to tip the hand we have back a bit. Give it time, Curnt, we’ll be rewarded. For now I need you two to spend some time away from this house. Do nothing; just stay away. Observe your environment; see if you are being watched.” 
The two sons nodded and were off to their own apartments on the planet. The tired patriarch wanted to solve the latest Sithian riddle, but after another hour he gave up on the crusade; it wouldn’t do the cause any good if he could not think straight in the morning. He tried to fight it, but he was just compelled to go to bed. Unaccustomed for him, Surmon Vesgevi reached his room and upon closing the door he nearly fell asleep right there. He just staggered to his bed and threw himself down on it. Immediately he was asleep.

How much time had passed it was unknown to Vesgevi just as a dream began to overwhelm him. He was in the dream in spirit, not really in any physical form. Yet he winced in fright as the ancient language of the Sith rang like many bells. It was the language he could not decipher tonight, he could not even pronounce the letters let alone the words, but now he was getting an education. The strangeness of it was not enough to awaken him, nor did the shadow figure in the center of his mind; his imagination creating it from the words of the message.
A dark voice spoke to him in Basic with great power and evil purpose; a voice which sounded like his own; the message was from Darth Rune unbeknownst to him. “Congratulations, House of Vesgevi. You have learned the Language of S’diri the Unspoken, Herald of the Lands of Gold, the Great Riddle Solver of the Unconscious Mind; the Smelter of Xulm. Through the words you have read in the message your unconscious mind has kept in memory, as it was designed to do. The message is subliminal, telling you that you are exhausted. You sleep, and now dream the translation of the true message. When you awaken you will not remember all of this, but you will retain enough memory to know of it.
“Here is my message to you: your Benefactor is coming to see you very soon. She is very close and seeks shelter for our Enemies are seeking her out. You will give her refuge from the Jedi. Protect her and obey her, for you do owe her your allegiance and she will take it. You and those who have now aligned with us will honor her. On that night, I will come forth and all will be revealed. Make the plans, and go coldly into the days with dark hearts.”
As soon as the message was over in his mind, Vesgevi awoke at the dawn of the new day. He replayed everything in his mind for a few minutes until Deacon alerted Surmon of his presence. “Enter!”
The butler entered the modest size bedroom with some haste in his steps. “Sir, I have received several messages from your children in the last few minutes. Odd messages, all saying that-.”

“They had a dream,” finished Surmon. He rose from his bed as Deacon reached for a robe for him to wear. “I know. It’s rather difficult to explain, Deacon. However send word back to them to return home if they are not all ready on their way.” He smiled at the servant. “And then, we prepare for the arrival of a very, very important guest. I want this place and servants all in line in short order, and kept that way for now on. Constricting, Deacon: strangle it all in line.”
“It will be done, my master,” said Deacon with a bow. “I will prepare your breakfast for you. Excuse me.”

“Yes, yes, you are dismissed.” Surmon Vesgevi went to the near window and looked out at Eurna and imagined it under a veil of black cloth. His spirits rose and with pride he said, “I may wish ownership of this city, and perhaps the world. But if the Masters wish it, I will gladly burn this all to the ground and send everyone to Hell!”
The time for darkness to rule was coming; it had to be sooner than anyone could have ever imagined. 
