CHAPTER 70.0

The underground cave was once again all around her. It was cold, damp, and still artificially formed with its smoothed out walls. But unlike any other time there was no light. It was completely dark, but Naressa knew this was the cave. She knew it because, in reality, it was her cave, a cave in her mind, a cave that resembled tunnel vision and towards her ultimate goal.

Her ultimate goal cried out. “MAMA, HELP-!” 

Juna’s loud then cut off pleads for help and the sounds of her physically struggling against whatever held her down was a beckon in which Naressa followed with her heart with running legs like an underground creature dweller that could not see and relied on her ears to find her lost offspring. She did not fear tripping along in the darkness; she only feared that her Gessa was in terrible danger for her Gessa’s light, the light that once lead the way and the light that hurt her before was now very, very dim.

The light that had filled the corridor and filled the antechamber in previous dreams was the light Juna produced through the Force as a being of good. In normal circumstances when a Sith Maiden embraced her darkness there was reason to be joyous and thankful, to celebrate in lands that did not exist and gave plenty to those who were dark. Beautiful places that only beings so close to the Dark Side of the Force as energy could see. Those places, the situation of embracing darkness, would have been acceptable to Naressa Jaina in regards to Juna. 

“PLEASE, STOP-!” This time, Naressa clearly heard the sound of fist striking against bone, a sickening thud of young flesh being pummeled at least three times. With that she ran harder than she had ever ran before down the long path to the cave’s antechamber. 

This was different. This was not Juna embracing her darkness naturally. This was Juna being forced into it. Someone was making her against her will, and that was why this dream, this vision, existed in such a dank, uncaring cave; in other words the cave in her mind wasn’t just tunnel vision. Caves eventually went underground or completely away from the real world. In caves another world existed, a world that was devious and often malicious. In such places you could be lead astray in the dark, lost forever with no escape. A collapse of one’s will could happen just as quickly as a collapse of a cave’s walls and ceiling. In the claustrophobic darkness, a darkness with no meaning, that was this cave. 

If Juna embraced it, than her journey down the Dark Path would have no meaning. She would be forced to listen to others to find her way, do their bidding in order to survive, and be used to their full and sick satisfaction. She would not be the Dark Hope. She wouldn’t be a Sith Maiden. She even wouldn’t be a Sith’s Hand. She would be a shell, a shell that was as hollow, cold, and lifeless as a cave.

Entering the antechamber like her very last, Naressa came to a stop and eyed the barely lit room with squinting eyes. The antechamber was large with a 1 meter wide man-made channel running perpendicular to the cave opening, with lit torches every ten meters or so around the square perimeter and they barely burnt bright enough to see everything in the black room; for whatever reason, Naressa’s Sith Maiden eyes did not work here.

But her nose did, and the smell of sweat and blood and other bodily fluids brought Naressa’s attention to a point straight ahead from her position, across the channel. She walked with a dreamed perception and stopped at the edge of the channel. Before her now was a sight she could clearly see and make her extremely angry.

There was an alter of sorts, running parallel to the channel, that featured two entities in black; one large one on the top of the alter, another at one end of the alter, in full Sithian attire. Large, black, heavy boat chains, taunt with tight resistance, held a darkened figure on the alter that Naressa could not clearly see too well thanks to the large entity on top blocking her view. The large entity’s body moved very provocatively and he grunted with pleasure and satisfaction. The force of his raping thrusts were making the chains creek and his victim cry out in pain filled muffled response, her cries of silence all thanks to the smaller dark entity. There was suddenly a struggle around the smaller dark entity’s area…

Naressa saw her. Juna’s head came up, ripping her head free from the smaller being’s hands having held her mouth and jaw closed, and it was horrible! Naressa at first didn’t recognize her; her beautiful baby was deformed by the punishment that had been inflicted upon her by her attackers. Her right eye was completely gouged out and her face was swollen purple from the bruising. Her nose was broken, the corners of her lips cut open and giving her the appearance of a wider, grotesque smile, some of her teeth were missing, and parts of her hair were so violently ripped out of her head patches of her skull could be seen. 

Juna cried out weakly, “MAMA, HELP ME!”

“Silence!” The smaller of the two Sithian entities struck Juna with its fist so violently from the side a loud, unnerving CRACK thundered throughout the antechamber. Juna’s skull seemed impossibly knocked off her neck bone but she was still painfully alive. The Sithian entity grabbed Juna’s head and forced it back to where she was forced to look into her rapist’s eyes; the pain was permanently etched in Juna’s face from the forced motion, but her attackers did not care. The Sithian entity that held her hand forced her hands on Juna’s mouth and under her jaw and in a very cold, very uncaring voice it said, “That should keep you immobilized, little one. Now embrace your destiny like a good little girl.”

Naressa snapped out of her trance and screamed, “NO! LET GO OF MY BABY GIRL NOW!!!!!!!!!” The Dark Side surged in her like a firestorm on a star, a combustion release of hot gases that turned iron into liquid slag. Unhindered by the constraints of the nightmare no longer, Naressa flew across the channel, never touching the ground, and ripped the smaller Sithian entity away from her Daughter’s head with brute physical force. Spinning around, Naressa opened her right hand and at first Force lightening crackled between her fingers to a locus in the palm of her hand, and finally a fist size ball of Black Death that struck the super large Sithian entity off her chained down Daughter and detonated the creature like a bomb.

Turning her attention back to the smaller entity, Naressa stalked towards the cloaked creature with death intent. “I will teach you what it means to know pain my sadistic friend. I will make it last years!” She grabbed the entity and lifted her up…

A red lightsaber came from the Sithian entities cloak and impaled Naressa right through the heart; the eerie, bright blood red blade that exited out through Naressa’s back lighted the darkened landscape. The burning sensation of the blade could be felt; another nuance of the nightmare Naressa quickly did not like. The burning was followed by the sounds and smells of cooking Human flesh, her flesh, and the boiling of her own blood. But she did not die. That wouldn’t be prudent since her attacker had to say something first.

“You…will teach me what it means to know pain, Little Girl?” The figure raised her head to expose the face hidden by the droopiness of the cloak hood. Naressa struggled out a blood-gagging gasp at the sight before. With glowing yellow irises that seemed far more impossibly evil than any Sith Maiden having gone through Dark Purity could ever physically muster, the Sith Mistress Darth Rune made it possible! “Dearest Daughter, I invented the true meaning of…that…word.”

She shut off the lightsaber, but in one unbelievable fluid motion she spun kick after withdraw and sent the wounded Naressa crashing into the black walls of the antechamber. Rune was on her like a flash of lightening and just mechanically snapped Naressa’s head back and her body upward with a vicious knee to the face, followed up by knees to her stomach that were more painful than they were suppose to be; with every strike, Naressa felt her unborn child screaming in her head, and the pain of loss burned her to the point of being unable to stand up. Finally Rune stopped her onslaught but not her wickedness, grabbing Naressa one handed by the throat and choke lifting her off the floor, holding her a foot off the ground.

During the time Naressa thought for sure she was going to explode; she literally felt the Dark Side running amok through her, wanting to vent out, thanks to the mortal wound her own Mother inflicted on her. Instead the death energy matrix kept swirling and circulating through her unprecedented, and she realized it was the work of only one evil creature.

“You can make pain last years? I can make it last beyond Death!” Rune showered Naressa with what looked like Force Lightening, but then it withered like tentacles and pierced through her flesh like heavy gauge spikes. “I can make it last into any form of Heaven anyone believes in! No angels fly if I have anything to say about it! And the gods are my inferiors! And Hell?” She chuckled like a little girl and then snarled out, “Hell steals from me!!!!!!!!!”

Rune let go of Naressa’s neck, and the Sith Maiden hanged painfully from the encircling tentacles that poked through her flesh and restrained her form, and she watched in horror as the tentacles extracted from Rune’s fingertips and into her gapping chest wound. Naressa realized something horrible at that moment besides the fact that she was being tortured by her own powers and the tentacles that held her in suspended immobility. Rune had diverted Naressa’s death energy into a continuing power source for the tentacles, providing a long lasting recycling of power to keep her imprisoned in a place of constant torture. It was like a droid recharging itself, only here the energy that went back went back out and then back in with the same constant pain of death, and it fired every nerve receptor in Naressa’s body. 

Naressa screamed at her predicament for what seemed like days, or even months. She could hardly think, or even believed she was going to die the way the Dark Side rebelled against her. She could barely hear Rune say anything, but apparently the tentacles realized it. A new energy tentacle came from the open wound of her chest and inserted itself in her mouth to silence her, and then two more came out and rammed themselves into her painfully into her ears, crushing her eardrums, making her organically deaf. The tentacle in her mouth snaked down her throat and burned her vocal nerves away and then cemented itself in her gullet. 

She could hear Rune clearly now. “Now you are a well behaved Little Girl, my Naressa. It didn’t have to be this way. All that had to be done to avoid this was for your father to die like he should have.” She moved in closer, and was right in Naressa’s face at about the very moment the restrained Sith Maiden heard her daughter cry out again in pain. “Thanks to him, look how you turned out! It makes…me…sick! I want to hurl high velocity vomit!” Her white face soften into a peaceful state of awareness. “But no need to worry now. Thanks to you I am correcting that error. In fact, I’m correcting two errors. Would you like to see?”

Rune stepped back, and Naressa watched in wild-eyed terror as the large, black, horned spirit entity was on top of a helpless Juna, practically splitting the young girl in two. The creature, with its translucent skin baring no other features, suddenly let out a roar of satisfaction through a red, glowing mouth that was jagged like some child-like drawing of a monster. It appeared finished, but it just went right back at it and Juna wailed away in agony, crying for her mother’s help. Naressa struggled and tried to respond, but accessing her powers and her emotions made it her torture a hundred times worse and it tentacles tighten to the point that her limbs began to be squeezed of her bones.

Just as it seemed as if she were going to pass out, Naressa felt the pain ease when Rune put her hand up to her cheek and stroked it like a caring, loving mother. She said, “No matter what you do it’s going to happen. You cannot stop it. No one…can…stop it.”

Rune frowned and reached in, pulling out the very thing the tentacles were attached to, a large black sphere of energy. It was Naressa’s soul. “Tell my mother that when her time comes to burn in Hell I won’t be there to greet her.” With her other hand raised she brought it down and shattered Naressa’s soul, and at that moment Naressa Rapier imploded…

With the nightmare now over, Naressa broke herself out of Darth Sidious’ embrace in full hyperventilating reaction and shuttered in the drenching cold sweat that soaked her entire body. She groped at her chest, feeling the pain of the lightsaber wound still there, the feeling of tentacles cutting her flesh, and the sounds of Juna’s cries echoing in her ears. 

Sidious was awaken by the start and sat up beside her. “Naressa? Naressa, what’s wrong?” He went to touch her and his Force senses screamed NO! In the mean time Naressa got up and clutched at her stomach, running a few steps away from their sleeping position to throw up. He got up with concern when blood, not food, hurled out of her mouth. She wretched for a few more seconds and finally she took a knee, shaking terribly in the after shock. 

Sidious took a knee beside her and was careful not to touch her. He looked her over and used the Dark Side to take some form of a health inventory on her. Naressa didn’t even seem to acknowledge his presence; she stared off into the darkness straight ahead. He asked, finally too impatient to hold back, “Naressa, what in the hell is going on?”

Naressa snapped her gaze on him, and then grabbed him violently by the shoulders. At first Sidious thought he was going to die, but the threat of her absorbing powers disappeared, replaced with the feelings of absolute terror she now felt. She said, “Rune is here!”

As if it were her last breath, Naressa’s eyes rolled inside her head and she fainted into Darth Sidious’ grasp. Her nose and ears and a mouth began to slowly bleed out with dark crimson liquid he knew too well. He didn’t waste anymore time and got Naressa out of there.

CHAPTER 70.1

In short time, Nebula emerged from her cottage as a small Sith scout ship quickly landed in her front yard without concern for her flower beds. Nebula didn’t care either as she first felt the sudden spike of terror that came from Naressa earlier, and then her loss of power. Darth Maul, who had been her guest for the last couple of days, had suddenly appeared on his Sith speeder bike obviously on the behest of his Master and he leapt off with, to Nebula’s growing concern, with his lightsaber in hand. The youth approached the opening hatch, and with hard throat swallowing worry Darth Sidious emerged with Naressa cradled limply in his arms.

Sidious said to Lord Maul, “I want this planet searched from the highest peak of mountains to the lowest point of the oceans, I want this system remapped, I want this galaxy turned upside down and emptied of secrets and then I want it repeated again and again and again until something, anything, that stinks is uncovered! I want that ordered relayed NOW!” The apprentice got on his comlink as Sidious continued towards Nebula. “I don’t have a smecking clue what really happened!”

“Bring her inside, please,” Nebula begged him, and Sidious just blew past her and through the door he opened with the Force. He sat Naressa down on the bed inside and stormed out of the cottage towards Maul. Grabbing the youth by the shoulder hard and pulling him away. Nebula went on ahead to attend to her Granddaughter.

Sidious finally stopped Maul and pointed out his orders with hard gestures in which the apprentice followed with hard, attentive eyes. His Master demanded without stuttering, “For now on your ass is on that porch. You are a part of that porch! Your job is to protect the Sith Maidens. Do not let anyone breathe one breath of this air space that isn’t myself, you, or either of those two women. Get me!”

“Yes, my Master,” he said in a deep, angry voice that was inspired that his mentor’s rage. “I will not fail you.”

“You better not.” Sidious held up a clenched fist in Maul’s face for a good, long while. “You better not.” With that Sidious stomped off and got back into the ship he had a Sith’s Hand bring out to him. Maul turned and as ordered he assumed a standing position on the porch of the cottage, his arms crossing in defiance and concealing his lightsaber behind his black clothing.

Inside the cottage for the next few hours Nebula took care of Naressa Jaina, herself perplexed by what happened. She cleaned her Granddaughter’s face, covered in her own blood, and did her best to clean the blood on her dress. All the while she could feel Naressa gaining strength from being in a place of comfort and familiar surroundings. Covering her up in woven afghan, Nebula climbed in bed with Naressa and hugged her. She said a prayer loudly when she did in Sithian tongue, but she didn’t care if Maul heard it, nor did Maul pay attention to her holy words. 

Naressa’s eyes opened finally and Nebula kissed her cheek and asked, “My Granddaughter, are you all right?”

“I’m sick,” she said in response. “I haven’t been sick since I was a little girl.”

Nebula rubbed her head affectionately, knowing full well it was no flu or cold. She gently asked her, “Can you tell me what happened? You can tell your Grandma.”

Naressa nodded and swallowed hard to clear her throat first. “The reoccurring nightmare. I had it again. Only this time the light was no longer there. I could see everything in the antechamber. Magus Prophet was there, and he was raping my baby.” She started to tear up at the end.

“We won’t let that happen, Naressa Jaina,” said Nebula strongly. “We won’t let that son of a bitch touch her. If it’s the last thing I do in this life I will kill him. If I fail, then the Dark Side will give you, Sidious and Maul the strength to do the deed that has to be done.”

“But there was someone else.” Naressa licked her lips. She he hesitated when she looked at Nebula in the eyes. Quietly she said it like it was the worst curse word ever uttered. “Darth Rune.”

Nebula sat right up, ignoring the pain from the popping of her joints, shutting out everything else. If she wasn’t white all ready she would be turning white upon hearing that awful, awful name. In disbelief, she asked, “What did you say?”

“Rune was there, Grandma. She-she was helping Prophet rape my baby.” She sobbed out and took some deep breaths. “She attacked her, and beat her, and-and I couldn’t stop her. She made me watch. She told me I couldn’t stop it. I couldn’t stop it!”

“All right.” Nebula helped Naressa settle back down into a laying position again. “All right. Naressa Jaina, I need to know what she said. Exactly to the letter.”

“It wasn’t a nightmare! It’s a premonition! An omen!”

“It would help if you told me everything that happened in it. Leave nothing out. Not even dust.”

“Well, it was like all before, only this time the room was dark save for burning torches. I was in this form, and yet even with my eyes I couldn’t see anything. Prophet himself was just a shadow spirit, wrapped within a Sith robe. Juna was chained down and beaten into disfigurement and every time she fought to just to call my name Rune would beat her violently. I attacked, not knowing that it was Rune until I attacked her again. She stabbed me in the chest with her lightsaber, and then restrained me with the Force, and she spoke at me more than talked to me. She said it didn’t have to be this way if my father just died. And then she said that thanks to me she was going to correct the error. Two errors, and then she showed me Prophet raping my baby again and again.”

Riveted by the story, Nebula barely remembered herself. She took a cloth that she had put aside to dampen Naressa’s forehead and dabbed the younger woman’s eyes. Thinking for a moment, she said, “The nightmare makes no sense.”

“But it felt real,” said Naressa heatedly. “Whenever it feels real then it’s going to happen.”

“But it’s all too metaphoric, Child,” said Nebula in return. “And we should be feeling something about in the Dark Side right now given this nightmare’s power over you. If it is so strong than it is an omen of things to come.”

Naressa sat up a little, remembering the last bit before the nightmare ended. “Rune also said when your time came she wouldn’t be there.”

Nebula stared at her with her mouth slightly opened, looking away as she thought. “She wouldn’t be there?” she mumbled, and for a few moments she continued to think in silence. Slowly she began to frown. “No, this all can’t be right. It makes no sense.” She stood up and grabbed her gray trimmed black cloak, fastening her golden Sith Maiden Eye broach to hold it together. She lastly grabbed her walking staff and said, “Naressa Jaina, you just stay here and rest. I have to go to the resting grounds.”

“The resting grounds? We should be going to get Juna!” Naressa sat up and the elderly woman just eased her back down on the bed with a gentle hand. “Why can’t we go get her? Don’t you believe me?”

“I do believe you, my Dear. But nothing Rune told you makes sense, or what you saw feels right.” Nebula remembered something and opened her small treasure trove box on her vanity. She pulled out at least ten different versions of the E’oqerst ger’tah and wrapped their leather lacings around the top of her walking staff. “I think the answers may be found by consulting with the rest of the Daughters of the Dark Side.”

“I should go with you.”

“No. You are not ready to go to the resting grounds.” Nebula this time used the pointy end of her staff to keep Naressa’s rising form down, giving her just a small jab in the shoulder. Naressa didn’t like it but she seen that Nebula didn’t like to do that either. Emphatically she said, “Whatever happens, no matter how long I am gone, you are to remain here. Do not go after Juna.”

Sighing in defeat Naressa nodded. Nebula pulled her staff away, bent down and kissed her forehead. From there she walked out of the cottage and just told Maul, “I’m going to the Sith Maiden resting grounds, Lord Maul. I’ll be back.”

“You should stay here, Mistress,” said Maul walking a little behind her. “My Master-.”

“Your Master said to be the porch, Lord Maul, and that’s all he commanded.” Nebula turned and said, “So be the porch.”

Lord Maul growled in disapproval due to his pride and his duty, turned, and walked back to the cottage. Nebula turned and proceeded onward with her journey.

CHAPTER 70.2

Once Nebula turned away and got a few yards away from everyone else she started to walk very fast, pumping away with her walking staff with vigor for more speed. It was almost impossible to maintain such a straight, not overly concerned face now, and even harder to keep her emotions in check; only experience saved her from revealing too much to Naressa Jaina in the way of her thoughts. 

Reaching Sarcophagus Rock, she realized that she was too panicky. The sun was still up too high for what she wanted to do to; although they were Force spirits the old cliché of seeing ‘ghosts coming out at night’ held true in regards to Dark Side entities, especially those who have resided in the resting grounds for a very long time; as opposed to Fawni, who only was 65 years dead and could journey out at full strength in the light. So she scaled the large boulder overlooking the resting grounds and decided to meditate deeply on the matters in her mind until nightfall.

Too many possibilities had entered her mind when Naressa Jaina told her of the omen, and it was an omen; there was no sugarcoating it. What ultimately bothered her was the lack of danger in the Dark Side; there was no threat against Juna. Light or Dark, regardless of destiny and circumstances, if any danger existed around her Great Granddaughter it would have been detected, either threats towards her directly or threats made to her in just, or even like the failed threat on her life by the Jedi Master; there would have been some kind of flag. 

Nebula knew this wasn’t a sign of her powers failing; danger senses are the last to go when the Force leaves someone because they are tied to the survival instincts of the individual, and survival always drives one to keep their eyes open until the last breath. The fact that no danger is prevalent around Juna was due to Sidious’ demeanor; his actions today were more out of his fears for Naressa’s safety more than for his daughter’s well being, although the latter was as close to an equal issue with now anyways. But then again if the latter were true then Sidious would be sensing the immediate danger even now; although not a Sith Maiden, he was, after all, Juna’s father and those with a direct attachment to their children would sense it, or even act or make decisions subconsciously supplied by the Dark Side.

Again, nothing. Nebula would have loved to probe Sidious about his feelings, but the Sith Master was hell bent on finding Darth Rune, obviously why he gave such an asinine order in the first place. Although it was a good idea for him to be doing something because he’ll just ‘chew’ on her furniture – with his teeth or his lightsaber Nebula didn’t want to find out; she liked her furniture – she could have told him where Darth Rune was. At the moment, physically, Faradi Nimh Solo was laying undisturbed inside a black stone crypt in the Sith Maiden resting grounds along with the others.

Spirit wise, though, was a different story. Nebula felt Faradi die all those years ago on Corellia, and although she died more as Rune than as her baby Daughter, it still hurt the old Sith Maiden, further punctuated because of circumstances after the fact. Darth Hades was severely injured when Naressa Jaina’s father killed her mother, and only thought only of his own well being as any Va’der Sith would. Naturally that meant leaving his now dead mistress’ body on Corellia as he returned to Korriban to heal, assuming the body burned with the rest of the warehouse in metal melting Dark Side flames.

Six months later her, in that same burned out area in the city of Serdia, a street bum overturned a burn barrel and Faradi’s decomposed remains spilled out. It took no time at all to liberate the remains from the CorSec morgues by Sith’s Hands. The agents killed a slave and doctored her body up to look like Faradi’s as much as possible including advanced decomposition. They swapped the bodies, altered records, confused some minds, and Faradi’s remains were brought home. Nebula oversaw the entire operation, and more importantly did all she could to give her second born twin Daughter peace in her life. 

Unfortunately that was not to be; her spirit, her Force signature, was nowhere to be found. All creatures, even the dead ones, retained a Force connection with their body in spirit. Faradi was completely drained; as if she were drained of the Force by another Sith Maiden in Dark Purity form, but that wasn’t so because there was still a body and of course Sith Maidens are immune to that power as it was. Not only that Nebula herself was the first Sith Maiden to achieve Dark Purity. Faradi was the second, and Naressa Jaina, just recently, was the third. 

So where did her spirit go? It was a question Nebula could not answer even 50 years after the fact. Even Naressa Jaina’s memories held no answers; the poor girl practically died from the head wound thanks to Lord Hades’ bumbling attempt at killing Jacen Solo. The assumption was that Faradi did heal Naressa Jaina to save her life, and then Jacen killed her; it was the logical correct conclusion that the Daughters of the Dark Side eluded to after that sad day. Now she needed to ask the Daughters of the Dark Side some hard, tough questions. With the sun no longer warming her eyelids and the touch of death making her lips wet, Nebula opened her eyes and proceeded to walk down the large boulder to go to the resting grounds.

With the sky now a hue of purple as she reached the ground, her ears heard the distinct murmur in the distance, the sounds of feminine conversation and girlish laughter.

To call this Holy Place Nebula now approached a cemetery was somewhat an insult; a cemetery was for the dead, or better put for the totally dead. Yes it was a graveyard but no ordinary graveyard. This was a place of life after life. It was properly named the Sith Maiden Holy Resting Grounds for a reason, for here was where an E’oqerst of their nature truly finds rest in life after years of constant hard work and worship. Here, in the only other garden spot of growth and legitimate plant life anywhere on Korriban, the spirits of those Sith Maiden that existed before rise in spirit and enjoy each other’s company all in thanks to their undying worship and gratitude to the Dark Side of the Force. 

Upon her approach, the torches all around the perimeter, split rail stone fencing lit with an angry flame, and small pyres placed over the black slabs of stone indicated the location of the crypts flickered alive with bright, prosperous-like light. The rectangular crypts, black and ominous, surrounded a mausoleum that was twice the mass of any crypt and like the crypts it was riddled with the Sithian native language citing the occupant’s name, birth and death, who were in their family up to their deaths, words of wisdom they may have said, and favorite passages of prayer from the comada.  The pattern of the crypts encircling the mausoleum had something of a riddle meaning to it, but it made searching for who was born before who easier. Starting with the most recent burial and crypt closing in the upper left hand side of the resting grounds when one faced the mausoleum from the entrance One only had to walk counterclockwise around to travel back in time in effect, all the way to the ‘top of the clock’ as it were, and then straight to mausoleum; the resting place of the Great Mother, Luna Mystery Nimh.

On top of the mausoleum was a smooth obelisk with a large ger’tah at the very top to symbolize that this resting place was E’oqerst land. In front of the obelisk, standing on top of the mausoleum as well and not as tall as the obelisk, was a statue depicting a man in full Sith Lord clothing, hood up, holding a large version of the small statue-like pyres that lit the surface of the crypts and it too burned with a bright flame. The statue was of the Great Father, and sadly not part of such a beautiful place in spirit, Darth Nefarious.

Nebula felt for sure that here was where the final answers could be found; for centuries since the Great Mother and on many a young Sith Maiden came here for guidance, for wisdom, and company during the long and lonely life. They also came here to prove their readiness, to ensure the peers that came before her that she was ready to be the Sith Maiden Matriarch that carried on their traditions as E’oqerst and to ensure the birth of the Dark Hope of the Sith.

And those who were not ready…well, it has never happened. Every Matriarch made damn sure and absolutely certain that their successor were ready before they met their peers. Although the resting ground is filled with E’oqerst it was legitimate in the threat of evil deeds. Weakness in anyone was an opening to exploit in the Dark Side, and since they were of the Dark Side they were influenced by the Dark Side; the longer one had rested here, the more imbedded it became. In this place the dead were the strongest creatures in the universe, and worst of all driven to do dark deeds if opportunity presented itself. Failure in such a test of readiness was unknown to any Sith Maiden, nor did they brave to ask the Daughters of the Dark Side what the punishment for failure was.

Nebula had nothing to fear. She had long ago proved her worth, and on top of that she was dying; the latter she hoped gave her unfiltered access. The dead knew everything that occurred in the Force, but they did have unwritten rules that they seemed to all follow and one of them was not to reveal all they knew; though unfair and often unhelpful it was a wise rule. She gambled on her dying status, hoping maybe it would give her a sneak peak of coming attractions. If not then she will ignore the others and ask one particular Sith Maiden she knew very well.

Kissing her ger’tah and letting it hang proudly around her neck, Nebula stepped through the open gateway. Immediately the darkness of the place went through her like a phantasm, threatening to drain her of life at first, but eventually it passed. Around her was another world far removed from what was called the known universe.

Nebula did expect the Daughters of the Dark Side to be busy doing other things; tending to the resting grounds – the Dark Side made it possible for them to do so – debating subjects brought to their attentions, or they were by themselves to contemplate, which at times the Sith Maidens that did that never came out of their crypts. Instead after some laughter and some minor discussion she had been hearing on approach they were together, at least six of them in front of her Mother’s crypt. 

She took note of the crypt next to Raven Nimh’s crypt; her crypt, waiting ominously for her…

“Mother?” Nebula asked in Sithian tongue, hopeful that she was indeed there among those present. The group turned towards her, all normal skinned and normal eyed, aged to the point where Nebula herself last looked old so long ago. The appearance of the spirits was generally based on the age of the individual before them, or in Nebula’s case the last time she looked her age. Of course they never reached her stage of greatness and she knew they would hold a grudge, just not a visible grudge. “Mother?”

After the others smiled and gave her a silent greeting, among them came forward someone very familiar. Raven Nimh opened her arms and stepped into her Nebula’s readied embrace. She spoke with a heavy accent, mainly due to being around those who spoke predominately Sithian here. “My Daughter. It has been too long. I missed your arrival here the other day with the Little One.”

“I know, Mother,” said Nebula, enjoying the hug. No being could truly appreciate a mother’s hug until they truly missed it. “I’m curious about the Little One. Did the Dark Side bless her with a visual by any chance?”

“In spirit, she looks just like how you pictured her in your vision almost two months ago; in peace. The Dark Side blessed her with a form that matches her innocence.” Raven chuckled just a little and the two separated a little to look at one another. “A very beautiful child, especially with those ivory horns; it makes her very unique. Gentle, well mannered and overly kind just like her father, thoughtful and funny like her mother.” Looking downward in disappointment, she added, “She keeps asking about her mother. I give her answers, we all do, but the Little One doesn’t believe us even though she knows that it’s true.”

Nebula nodded thoughtfully and said, “Her mother isn’t ready.”

“She isn’t ready, or is she just afraid? Or perhaps you are afraid that Naressa Jaina will leave you after she comes here?” Raven drew Nebula to look at with a firm hand under her daughter’s chin, eyeing her like a mother should when she knew her daughter was doing something wrong. Nebula couldn’t help that feeling, and imagined she looked at her Mother just like Naressa Jaina looked at her with respect for parental authority. “I love you, and I believe what you are doing for her is sound, but in the whole I do not like your plan.”

Pulling away, she studied her Mother’s wizened features, then took a look at the other quickly who were still talking. “I came her for answers, not talk about my plans, Mother. My plans are mine and mine alone. What I need to know is what’s truly going on with Faradi.”

“I know what answers you seek.” Raven wrapped an arm around Nebula’s shoulders and regarded her carefully. Sadly she said, changing the subject a little to avoid a direct conversation on purpose, “It would seem Death would like a word with you soon.”

Nebula looked back at her soon to be new home in the future. “I wouldn’t know what to say to him.” She pulled away and got back on track. She spoke to Raven as if the late Sith Maiden knew everything, and that was true. “Please what’s happening with Faradi? Why did Naressa Jaina have an omen vision with her in it brutalizing the Dark Hope?”

Raven frowned a little and said, “You know it isn’t proper for any of us to reveal everything to the living, Nebula. There can be tremendous consequences to our objectives.”

“I know, but…”

“You’re dying, and you thought you could have some leeway.” Nebula sighed when Raven said all that; nothing escaped them. Raven said coldly, “Sorry, Dear. Leeway is like the Jedi: a fool’s word. If the Great Father were here with us he would tell you exactly that.” She stroked her head. “However I will tell you this; we THOUGHT we knew everything. Faradi fooled even us.”

“You mean you’re just as stumped as the living with this?” Nebula didn’t want to hear that. She didn’t want to hear that they were caught off guard. “What’s going on?”

Raven looked at her with great sympathy, like the mother she was and like a mother who was going to tell her daughter some bad news. When Nebula was a six-year-old child she received such a look before her Mother pulled her aside and told her something that affected her throughout the rest of that year: there was no such thing as a Tooth Fairy. 

Back then it was one of those things that despite her intelligence even at that age telling her such creatures didn’t exist, such childish nativity still occurred, born out of her imagination and out of the kindness of a single parent who replaced every baby tooth hidden under a pillow with an award of some kind and passing it off as ‘I don’t know who put it there’. A childish nativity that was taken too far when Nebula’s curiosity got the best of her and she took steps to capture the elusive entity that seemingly snuck by her fledging senses and her mother’s keen senses; a creature like that had to be either very strong in the Force or very cunning. In the end little Nebula ended up cleaning the walls of the cottage, no thank to her homemade glue bomb. Afterwards she received her big shock.

In a way, Raven’s look was conveying the very same message to Nebula and she couldn’t help to cringe. In this case the Tooth Fairy was what she wanted to know and due to the unwritten rules the ‘Tooth Fairy’ here didn’t exist either. Her mother said, “Altering destiny is the game Faradi is playing. A potentially good or bad game when one person is playing it, but the outcome is predictable.” She pointed a stern, crooked finger at her daughter. “When two play it, however, in two different ways to achieve two distinctly different outcomes, that’s when real destruction begins. Heed my advice, my Daughter; stop, go home, get Naressa Jaina ready for what awaits her and her daughter, and spend the remains of your days in prayer.”

Raven stroked her elderly hand through Nebula’s mane and added, “You should go see your Daughter and Great Granddaughter before you go. It wouldn’t hurt to see them one last time alive.” She then gave her a little peck on the cheek. “I love you, Daughter.”

“Love you, Mother.” Nebula watched Raven leave her to go join the gathering crowd with what her Mother just said meshing with her thoughts. It was subtle and on the surface not meant to reveal anything, but Raven did give her that leeway she sought. Altering destiny? Correcting two errors? Using Juna to correct those errors? With that in mind it left her imagination to include too many possibilities in the thinking process, especially when the Jedi Enlightenments of the Dark Hope prophecy were both added and deleted from the equation. On it’s face, if anything, Darth Rune was forcing Juna to accept her destiny unnaturally, and Darth Rune shouldn’t be even involved anymore in the grand scheme. Like Sidious used to believe only a time ago, like Magus Prophet now, and like the rogue Jedi Knight Jurivicious Pern years ago such a thing was sinful and wrong, and it was doomed for failure. 

In fact Naressa Jaina’s memories showed that Rune made such a long term attempt just a few years ago. Juna grew wise to it and ultimately won out.

Or did she? 

Nebula’s impression of her Mother’s remarks were somewhat damning; it seemed as if what Rune was doing wasn’t a short term deal by disguising her actions, doing so successfully even from the dead. That narrowed the possibilities of Rune’s plans down quite a bit from a few 10,000 ideas to a few hundred. There were still a few things affecting the clear picture, and that picture was larger than expected. That made Raven’s remarks also disturbing.

Nebula did note someone missing in the group her Mother was rejoining. Heeding some of Raven’s advice she scanned the resting grounds with her eyes and found who she wanted to talk to next. Walking steadily, she proceeded towards a scene that touched her with the curse of mixed emotions, causing her to forget what brought her here to the resting grounds in the first place, a bit in which made her sad every time she came here over the years and kept her presence here to minimums.

Before her on approach, under a blooming willow tree, sat Fawni Nimh with Naressa Jaina’s Little One, the older of the two explaining things in which the younger kept asking questions. It was sad as it was touching, for both of these Sith Maidens died too soon in Nebula’s humble opinion. In the Sithian as well as Force believer opinion, though their deaths were obviously part of the grand picture that was the Will of the Force. The facts were augmented by appearance and circumstances, for Naressa Jaina’s Little One didn’t even had a chance to live and unlike the other Daughters of the Dark Side who had full lives and therefore appeared aged before Nebula’s eyes, Fawni would look to her as she did before she died and it was a sad sight to see; beautiful and eight months pregnant. With her black burial cloak open Nebula couldn’t miss the bulge of pregnancy Fawni’s spirit had.

There was a positive side to the scene. Little One laid against Fawni, her little hand resting on her Great Aunt’s swollen belly, listening intently to her every word like a child should to a mother. Fawni seemingly glowed and seemed to enjoy Little One’s company and being looked upon in such reverence. On her visits too many times in the past Nebula had trouble speaking to her late Daughter because Fawni was clearly depressed by her situation. 

Like Raven, Fawni had been a wild child when it came to the exploration of dark pleasures. Nothing was out of bounds, she did it all, with variation, and more than once; a fact that burned Rune constantly for they shared a strong twin link and whatever Fawni experienced such highs Rune felt everything. It got so bad that Fawni did it on purpose to agitate her sister.

But like all Sith Maidens, when the time came for her to finally grow up and soon after that plan for a baby, Fawni looked forward to settling down, having a baby, and raise the child with great enthusiasm. Unfortunately her wildness in the past cursed her thinking processes when it came to men. She followed the guidelines of finding a hidden Sithian ancestor, but instead of getting a feel for her choice and checking other potential prospects she just took the first man on her list, throwing caution to the wind. Her choice turned out to be a serial killer who was losing his battle against his undocumented schizophrenia. After her death and on those visits it was obvious Fawni was hurt and was constantly reminded of all the bad choices in her life with the round belly constantly there even in spirit, a belly even in spirit that contained kicks and punches and constant urgings of hunger within. No words by anyone, living or dead, could lift her from the reality of her death.

For Nebula it was a bit discouraging for another reason; being identical twins, Fawni and Faradi were only separable by personality. Seeing Fawni forever pregnant reminded her of what Faradi’s last days as a mother may have looked like. Remembering the letters Faradi wrote about giving her husband a chance to live with her while raising Naressa Jaina compounded it. 

Fawni flashed a smiled happily when Little One said something Nebula didn’t quite catch. Fawni had never smiled so all the times she had been there in the past. Little One seemingly gave her a purpose, and the two obviously felt for the other’s situation. It was a reminder that even in darkness there was light, on a cloudy day there was a silver lining, and even in death there was good. 

Teasing, Nebula mused, “Well, I see the willows do not fall far from the tree.”

“Oh? Oh!” Fawni finally realized her Mother was there. Urging Little One off her, the spirit struggled to stand up; just like a real life pregnant woman who had been sitting too long in one place. She waddled over and gave Nebula a hug, and the first thing Nebula felt was the belly. She never had gotten used to it. “I thought I wasn’t going to see you again until…well, you know.”

“Well it isn’t that much longer now,” assured Nebula, feeling strange about saying that as if she were a laborer making vacation plans after a retirement.

“I know,” said Fawni with a mixture of sadness and hope. Pulling away, she held her hand out and Little One walked shyly over to cuddle her Great Aunt in a fearful death grip. “Little One, this is your Great Grandmother. Do you remember her?” She nodded a bit apprehensively. “Well what do we say to her?”

“hi,” Little One said quietly. 

Strange as it was, Nebula couldn’t help to think the ‘hi’ lacked capitalization in reference to her fear. Oh the child had to be only four or five in appearance at least and looked precious in her black dress with the rose petal patterns trim and Sithian cloak. Her little white horns barely protruded through her thick brown hair, and her brown eyes were just big and shiny. 

With the aid of her walking staff she bent to a knee and said gently, “Hello. Have you been a good little girl?” She nodded; Little One was obviously enthralled by her ancestor’s Dark Purity appearance. “Then you have nothing to fear from me, Little One. I only eat the bad little girls.” She gave Little One a poke and wiggle of her finger and made growling noises, which caused the girl to squeal, giggle, and hug her Great Aunt tighter. Looking up at Fawni, Nebula said, “I need information.”

Fawni looked back at the others in the distance, sighed, and said, “About everything?” Nebula nodded. “I just knew Faradi would do something like this before she died.” Fawni began caressing Little One’s head as a way to ease her in her speaking. “You could see it from my advantage point. I had hope for her when she had Naressa Jaina. But the Sith Lord in her has to have it her way. Death is not an option for her.”

“I felt the same way too,” said Nebula. “I thought she was going to change. With this, whatever it is, she’s become worse.”

“More than worse actually.” Fawni regarded Nebula, and Nebula knew her Daughter was reading her thoughts and feelings and every piece of data stored in regards to her suspicions. After a moment her brown eyes turned down to her charge. “Little One, would you go pick your Great Grandmother a bundle of lilacs and white daises?” She nodded, but Nebula could see that Little One knew too like all the others. But she didn’t argue; she skipped away, running around the resting grounds and causing some of her peers to laugh at the sight of her running around.

Fawni sat back down carefully with her back to the willow tree while Nebula sat across from her in a meditating posture. Sighing, she said, “It’s terrible. Grandmother Raven is like the others; she banking on the fact that what Faradi is doing is part of the Dark Hope prophecy. I disagree. Faradi had purposely hid her intentions from us.” She gestured with her head towards the crowd. “That’s why they gather; they’re curious as to how she pulled it off. I don’t care how because I know why.”

“Because she doesn’t want to be out of the mix anymore,” said Nebula sure of herself. “Her ambitions have not died with her body. She wants to train Juna. She wants to make her a monster now instead of allowing her to be the Dark Hope naturally.”

“No.”

“No?” Nebula was given a chance to think as Fawni made a face normally associated with a pregnant woman having her unborn baby kicking the crap out of her liver. “No to none of it?”

“Well you know Faradi, Mother,” she said after her wincing went away. “She wanted the Sith Maidens to be more than, in her words, ‘peace loving whores’ and ‘women who thought on their back’. Selfishly she wants to be beyond us all and become more powerful than she was meant to be.”

“That’s Dark Jedi thinking,” said Nebula dryly. Shaking her head in disapproval, she said, “Damn the Va’der Dark Jedi, why did their ways have to corrupt one of my babies?”

“Destiny, Mother. It was meant to be. Hard as it was to bare witness to it, it had to be done.” Fawni heaved a great sigh. “But her behavior after her death is unnecessary, and her influence is not required, yet she spits in the face of acceptance and has taken steps to ensure her place in Sithian folklore. She had us all fooled; Sith, Jedi, Vhinech, and layman.” 

“So where did it begin? This did not happen overnight.”

Fawni sat up a little more to get some of the weight off her hips a little. She said, “You have a few days? Believe me it’s a long story with a lot of detail and if I don’t include things something will not make sense in the end. Do not worry; you have time to listen.”

“I will listen,” said Nebula in appreciation. She set her walking staff down by her side, and then noted some of the stares the others were giving them. She asked, “Fawni, will you get in trouble for telling me this?”

“All I’m going to tell you is what has happened over the past twenty years so there shouldn’t be a fuss. I’ll just let you draw your own conclusions.” Fawni looked at the others and blew them off. “All they can do is not talk to me for a thousand years.” She chuckled. “That punishment will only last three days. Besides that I have a friend.” Her eyes tracked Little One over by the far fence, which Nebula followed in her viewing of the little Vhinphyc Sith Maiden. “And you’ll be here soon.”

Nebula turned back towards her daughter and she could see how much she wanted her to be here in the resting grounds. Quietly she said to Fawni, “I am looking forward to my rest. But it will be a restless one if I can’t help Naressa Jaina help herself first, and then her daughter Juna. I need this information.”

“Agreed, but I must tell you something right now, Mother, before I begin.” Fawni drew herself closer, her face growing cold and expressionless to emphasize her coming point. “Whatever you learn here, whoever you tell it to, will not stop Faradi. She has guaranteed herself a tight durasteel clamp victory thanks to her ingenuity. The only one that can truly stop her is the Dark Hope of the Sith through the decisions that she makes.”

“I see,” said Nebula with a nod of her head. While conjuring up the Dark Side to give her more alertness for the long sit and listen, Fawni reached over and grabbed her hand. Trouble was Nebula didn’t feel her daughter grab her hand. She looked down and noted that it shook and trembled uncontrollably, but she didn’t feel a thing. “Smeck!”

Fawni grabbed her whole body now and encouraged her mother to come towards her. She said with a little smile, “Let me baby you for once, Mother. You deserve it. You have lived for so long.” Nebula sat against Fawni’s body the best she could and Fawni hugged her. She then teased, “Pray tell, Mother, how long have you lived? Were you there when they used rocket ships?”

“You know how long,” chimed Nebula back, knowing the rib was coming. In Fawni’s cool, spiritual embrace her trembling stopped and her aches subsided, but her channeling of the Dark Side continued at a great efficiency. Fawni was her Daughter indeed. “So, where do we begin? You said twenty years ago?”

“A little over that actually,” said Fawni as Little One returned just in time to present Nebula with the bundle of flowers she picked. She gestured for the girl to sit next to Nebula and she continued on. “Twenty years ago was when matters went into motion. Before that was an element of the opportunity, created out of an unapproved mating ritual between a man and his victim, a woman of Sithian dissent dating back to the Sith War created by a similar act of animalistic love; the victim had no clue of her heritage.

“She couldn’t part with the child although the planet she lived on, Kuat, gave her all legal right to do so before birth if she wanted. She refused and she had the child, a beautiful boy. Because she had the child created from a violent act Kuati law erased all traces of the crime and her past and gave her a new identity to prevent the ‘father’, or any associates he asked or ordered from prison to go kill her, from finding her. No one knew who she truly was in her new life; after all she was single. You see just after her history erasure she had the government test her son and they discovered he had a high midi-chlorian count. Instead of setting up the new formalities of an identity for him just to have him go to the Jedi Temple, they just went ahead and orphaned him to the Jedi Temple without documentation.

“The boy was finally named. The Jedi called him Jurivicious Pern…”

