The Ceremony

Atyiru Entar, and Socorra Erinos, stood side by side in front of the massive, dark slab of rock that had possibly been used to slaughter several wombats upon, for the furthering of Sith Alchemical sciences a few hours prior, and had since been re-purposed as an altar.  Marick Arconae, Consul and supposdly wise leader of the Arcona Clan, stood behind it, staring at the notes before him and wondering just why he was the one having to do this.  He may also have been thinking about cake, possibly pie, or determining which one would be at the reception.

The hall behind them was filled with dark robed figures, sitting in the relative silence that you get when sixty people in robes are together, the shuffling on boots on the smooth rock floor, the sound of fabric rustling.  Really that many robed figures trying to sit still, especially ones as dangerous as these, is almost louder then them all trying to run a lap around the hall.  But it was still relatively silent.  As Marick droned on through the vows, eyes wandering towards the spread of food off to the side, with it's copious dessert trays and the bar that must have been twenty meters long, something happened.

It should be noted, that things happen during every wedding ceremony ever, and while this thing was rare, it's likely happened somewhere before.  A short, blood curdling scream was heard, before it was cut off as the screamer hit the highest note he or she probably ever managed to pull off in their lives.  A final punctuation, as it were.  Trailing after this noise was the patter of running feet, and the sickening crunch of a body on the before mentioned smooth rock floor.

Several of the Dark Jedi near the body glanced towards the corpse, debating as to whether it was anyone they knew, or possibly owed them money.  After a cursory examination by a Krath who was fascinated more with the splatter patter on the floor then with the body itself, he looked up to see everyone staring at him.  The brides.  Marick.  And everybody else.

“Umm, nobody important, looks to be a maintenance person,” the Krath said, trying not to make eye contact with his Consul, whom then nodded and returned to the ceremony.

In the rows containing the every increasing numbers of Knights of Arcona, one robed figure leaned towards another.

“Aren't we going to look for the killer?”

“Shut up, Bleu, nobody cares about it.”

“....oh, okay.....I wonder what kind of pie we're having....”

'Shhh!'

--Fin
