CHAPTER 48.0

Nebula opened her tired eyes and sighed with the glow of sunlight blinding them from the far, small window that was above the kitchen sink; at her age bright light bothered even her perfect eyes. With the sun there it told her that…

Laying on her right side she used her left hand and felt around behind her. She felt an indention, messed up blanketing, and a cool spot on the bed; not cool as in Dark Side cool, but cool as in Naressa Jaina was there at one time but not for a good long while. She looked at the window again, turned in the bed to let her eyes see what she all ready knew, and said, “Shit!”  

Nebula had overslept well beyond noon, knowing so due to the fact that she could tell the time exactly without looking a timepiece from having lived for so long. Quickly she got and looked up out of reflex instead of using the Dark Side to aide her, coming to a stop when her back made a Force awful sound and she saw her Granddaughter staring at herself in the long body mirror that hung inside the bathroom door. The joint POPPING made Naressa Jaina jump a little and she turned back towards Nebula with a startled expression.

Sighing again, the old woman carefully guided her feet to the floor and said in relief, “Goodness, child, you gave me a worry. I thought you had run out on me.”

Naressa shook her head a little and said, “I…I didn’t want to go out there with him out there.” Nebula knew she was referring to Sidious; she felt the tendrils of fear dominating her mind. Based on what she drew out of Naressa Jaina, Nebula knew her Granddaughter only feared the Sith Master being associated with Juna. Now it was the uncontrolled flow of Darkness that amplified the emotions in her confused state.

The younger Sith Maiden added with equal worry, “Are you all right?”

Nebula smiled at her and chuckled, “I’ll live.” She stood on her feet and walked over to the Naressa, placing gentle hands on the woman’s bare shoulders, looking into the mirror at the reflection staring back at them. For a moment they stood there, which Nebula understood why she was looking so hard and so interested in the mirror. Nebula figured it was the perfect time to begin her plan to save Naressa. “What do you see, my dear?” 

Before them centrally and in front of Nebula was a nearly all white figure with large yellow eyes and black wavy hair. On her body was a black tattoo in the image of a rose located between her more than subtle breasts over her heart. The stem continued downward until it became a long and winding vine that covered her stomach along with little leaves and thorns. It proceeded straight down once it reached her belly button to the unseen where it formed a halo of thorns and vines and smaller rose flowers. Naressa fingered her black hair in confusion and kept a hand over her stomach, trying to come to terms with what she saw and what she felt.

“I know what I see,” said Nebula finally, assuring her. “The portrait of a beautiful woman, a kind mother, and a wonderful soul.” She gave Naressa’s shoulders a squeeze and gave her a wink. “And someone that needs to borrow some clothes.” 

Nebula went into her closet and pulled out a long, gray with black trim dress with a deep and wide ‘V’ neck. “You know in the Ancient Society nakedness was a demonstration of pure power.” She went over to her dresser and pulled out clean undergarments. “One had nothing to hide, had nothing to fear. They were confident in themselves and dared others to say otherwise. You see true power lies within the individual. When you are certain of yourself, no one can defy or defeat you.” She craned her head to one side. “Of course one had to wonder how the naked carried their currency. A powerful secret that must have been.”

Naressa smiled just a little, but then closed her eyes and moaned her arm now wrapped around her midsection. A few seconds later she sighed and swallowed whatever bad taste entered her mouth down hard. She looked at the mirror and asked, “Will I be like this forever?”

“Yes,” said Nebula regretfully. “Like how one views history you can never change what happened. Just how you perceive it.” Irony given that was what she was going to do with Naressa’s memories.

Naressa turned towards Nebula and took the offer clothing. She could tell they were her Grandmother’s clothes; the impressions were fed into her mind. She began to put the garments on as Nebula stew about the house looking for something to fix. She said, “I don’t know about you, Naressa Jaina, but I am hungry. You must be starving. After all you spent most of your time here all ready on Korriban as a bacta pickle.”

Naressa was finished and adjusted everything, smoothing the wrinkles out with a quick passing hand. She looked at the mirror again and shook her head in confusion. “I was never born like this.” She rubbed her arms in with the feeling of being uncomfortable in her own skin. “My Gessa…my Gessa will be afraid of me. I can’t let her see me like this.”

“You will be surprise that she may not be afraid of your appearance.” Nebula set down the old style fry pan and walked back towards her charge. She took her by the hands and sat her down on the bed. “She will never really hate you for anything. She will disagree with you, maybe yell at you, and maybe when she sees you this way she will be a bit taken aback. However it is what you feel inside that she will measure.”

“Somehow I don’t think so,” said Naressa with uncertainty. “I just don’t know why, but she will not like me the way I am.” She ran her hands through her straight back hair and hesitated in the process as realization filtered inward. “Enothchild? Who’s Enothchild? Where do I know a Enothchild from?”

“He’s a Jedi Master, Naressa Jaina. A very unique Jedi Master, much like our Great Father was.” Regretfully she didn’t want to mention it, but Naressa was all ready thinking about it. “Your unborn child’s father.”

“Oh,” said Naressa sorrowfully, batting away the water forming in her eyes. She was making strong attempts at not crying. The only solace she found in that was to look for someone to blame for what happened. In her mind it was clear who that was and she found anger so easy to feel. “Damn it, I don’t want to cry anymore!”

“No,” Nebula said softly to her, giving her a gentle shake that stirred Naressa to look at her. Yes Naressa should seek vengeance, but not now. “Mourn your loss. Do not replace it with misguided anger or you will never heal.”

The anger continued to be misplaced, but towards the wrong person. Naressa stood up and looked down at her Grandmother with distaste towards her on her face. She spoke in tones that befitted more a Sith Lord than a Sith Maiden. “You said I would look like this forever!”

“I did. What I mean by healing my Dear is the wound within you.” She put a finger right to the black rose tattoo that was exposed by the drop of the neckline. “Your heart needs to heal.”

“So I do nothing but weep! I want those responsible de-!” Naressa put the brakes on her rant as another pain struck her pelvis, doubling her to the bed. 

This time Nebula didn’t offer any help. She stood up and walked calmly over to the stove as Naressa withered in pain on the bed. It was hard for the Grandmother to see her like that, but at the same time Naressa Jaina had to learn and understand and this was the only way to get rid of her stubbornness. If she listens then the lessons will be easy. If she’s going to act like a Sith Lord, then the lessons will befit that of a Sith Lord. 

She felt Naressa Jaina’s anger vanish slowly along with the pain and being replaced by sadness. Nebula strolled over and sat beside her, laying a hand on the woman’s head. “You see the error of your ways now. The trap of pure vengeance always hides the weaknesses until its too late. Consider yourself lucky that you have discovered that here and not somewhere far away. To seek Va’der now when you are so weak and so misaligned and don’t know who you really are would only gain you a plot next to your unborn.”

“Maybe that’s appropriate,” mumbled Naressa, staring away from her host. “Maybe I should be there beside her.”

Nebula began to stroke her hair. “And what about Juna? Should she be there as well?” She watched Naressa turn her head to give her a look of disbelief. “Why not? You are giving up before you even attempted to start living the rest of your life. Why not her?”

“No, I don’t want her to die.”

“Then don’t wish you were dead. Your Gessa needs you more than either of you may think.”

Nebula helped Naressa to sit up by her side, holding her by the arms as she continued to speak. “Ages ago there lived a musician among our kind named Qxught; a Sith the used the Force to play the songs in her mind. She found power in the Dark Side, as we all do. She discovered, though, that the more life there was the quicker the Force flowed. If the Force flowed quickly, if it could be amplified beyond her capabilities, then undoubtedly her music would stand over all and be unchallenged. She found that strength and that harmony in children and so she sat out to have as many as she could.

“Imagine how that would look; children lined up in a perfect row only a year apart. With their different sizes they would look like pipes on an air organ. She would add on, year after year, performing with whatever number she had for children with the promise that more will more surely come.” Naressa let out a little chuckle, apparently seeing the image in her mind. Nebula chuckled a little and continued with a slight smile on her face. “It was like that, you see. Qxught, when she was a soloist, would wear thin, hollowed out tin armor and channeled her power through it to create a resonance of sound. Here, however, she used different materials on her children to create different sounds and on top of that they could sing. They were angels without rival.

“Connected by love and driven by passion, Qxught and her twenty-four children was a powerful instrument of life, insuperable by their need to harmonize. She would channel her power through them and unleash their power onto the wood, the metal, or the plastic or Force knows what to amplify the power of the sound. She could cue them mentally like a conductor and the choir would sing, letting the sounds of their voices reach the other side of Korriban so no one could ever miss a performance. As they grew older all she had to do was adjust the tenor of the music to match the sound of the choir voices and it gave her family the distinction of trendsetters sonically.

“Alas the harmony and the glory that was theirs were shattered when eight of the children died in an accident. It was the middle children, and Qxught was devastated where she heard no music and felt no harmony. However she was devastated for the wrong reasons. She felt she lost the power of her music and felt nothing for the lost of her children. There was a chance to bring the surrounding siblings together to create a whole, but Qxught did not for she had no harmony within herself. She refused, living only on her selfish pity and letting her other children suffer for it. They needed her, for all they really knew was music and song; all of it came from her. But she never acknowledged them for a long time. All she wanted was the music to return in her mind.

“One day the spirits of her late children appeared before her in a vision, and they spoke to her in song. Lost and still in despair she never heard of such great melody. She wished more of it, but when they vanished she grew enraged. She had to have that power.” Nebula paused for a moment not for dramatic affect but so Naressa could let the story soak through and have her reflect on it. “Qxught sought out in the very misguided rage like you had and killed all of her children and waited for all the spirits of her children to return so she could conduct them. They never returned quickly enough for her, and in her madness she killed herself because that was when she realized the truth. Misguided emotion leads to self destruction, and the love of our children can never be sacrificed in order to achieve one thing.”

Nebula left Naressa sitting on the bed as she strolled over to the door and opened it, leaving it open and letting the mountain winds enter the cottage. It chilled the interior, but not because of the climate. There were, as she remained silent, whispers of a choir that would come and go as the wind blew in. Naressa didn’t appear to be surprised by the sounds, but the look on her face seemed to tell that she understood.

“She was forgiven by her children,” Nebula said as she closed the door, metaphorically closing the door on the story as well. “As you can hear Qxught leads them in song and music beyond the Dark Veil. Only this time it has purpose and it is filled with the love of family. Alas it took her death to achieve such greatness, and you can hear in the wind that she regrets death because she could have felt it in life.”

Naressa blinked a few times and let her shoulders sag in shame. “What I crave for is misguided, for I am misguided.” She looked at her open hands, slowly closing them as she try to metaphorically grasp onto anything that resembles certainty, but like the air within her closed grasp what she had was transparent. “Have I always been like this?”

“No, I don’t believe so. It’s just now you have become something you have always dreaded and you dwell on who to blame for it. There is blame to hand out, but truly it is not for you or I to assign it. The Dark Side assures that blame is assigned and it will guide you to the proper course of action in which to take. But only if you allow it, and only if you find yourself before hand.”

Nebula walked over to her Sithian cloak that hung on a coat rack peg in the wall and pulled out the E’oqerst charm she had brought with her to the Sith Monastery. “I meant to give you this when you awoke, but it had slipped my mind.” 

She walked over and put the charm around her neck, letting it hang down over her heart, which was followed by a blessing kiss upon the receiver’s forehead. Naressa examined the charm; it was a black polished gemstone, surrounded by a pale metallic sculpting of twisted, angry design. “It was your mother’s ger'tah when she was young. It is of the Ancient Ways, the way of the E’sithropa E’oqerst, the way to solace and divinity within our true nature. It is the way of the Sith Maiden, the last and true caretakers of a great and vast spirit. We are the righteous and the wicked, and we are the merciful and the malevolent. And if you allow me to show you, it will be your way.”

“What will this do for me,” she questioned a little rudely. “This excuse for accepting evil. It’s nothing more than that; an excuse.”

“Everything is an excuse. As radical as they may seem, it is a known truth. Ignorance has categorized excuse as an out, a lie, and a back door that leads away from the truth. But even the truth is an excuse.” Nebula sat beside Naressa again and smiled. “Naressa Jaina, you have been following the E’oqerst for most of your life. I can tell because you love your daughter; if you were truly evil you would look at her as a weapon, not as your Gessa. The Dark Hope should be treated with love. All you lack is believing it. By believing it, you shall find peace within you and find yourself. Then, and only then, will you regain yourself, your power, and most importantly your child.”

“How do you know what I love,” she asked. “If you know such things then tell me everything I am confused over and have forgotten.”

“If I do, what will you do with it?” Nebula regarded her with a craned head, staring thoughtfully into Naressa’s eyes. “And once I tell you what will prevent you from forgetting again? Nothing is the answer to both questions. I will show you the way, but you must make the journey. I do this because I am your Sithian sister, you are a Sith, and importantly you are my granddaughter. Most importantly my great granddaughter is out there, alone in the universe, and needs her mother more than she has ever needed her before. I am the way that will put your daughter’s fears aside. If you allow me to show you, you will heal and you will remember.”

Naressa looked towards the star in the window, the light not even bothering her eyes or reflecting in her black pupils. She said hopefully, “Juna won’t fear me?”

“She will react like those uninformed by who you truly are, but she will see and she will understand.” Nebula gave her a tender caress on her head. “She will feel your love and devotion over your darkness for you will be better.” She moved in closer and whispered, “As you can see, just thinking of it has made the pain momentarily go away.”

Naressa looked at her, and she glanced downward at herself, realizing that the entire time Nebula spoke she didn’t feel any pain. There were whispers of turmoil but nothing that harmed her even when she tapped the Force to determine Nebula’s sincerity. Nebula continued, “As I said it won’t all go away, but it will not dictate your life. Your life will be dictated by your belief. That belief will be the E’oqerst. It is as natural as the Dark Side itself.” 

The younger Sith Maiden looked at the charm again and stared at it, transfixed by all she saw in it; in the blackness, there was light. In darkness there was peace. There was loving and knowing, and deep down inside Nebula knew Naressa had felt it all her life. She seen it in her memories; Naressa had lived the life of an E’oqerst with elements of the Va’der from time to time where it was necessary. That was why Nebula gave her Faradi’s necklace; she was raised by her father Jacen Solo in an environment that brought out the best traits of her mother’s existence and not the bad. Like all Sith Maidens the lives of those before them through the ancestry was imbedded in every quark of matter within and on some level Naressa was all ready feeling how good and right it was to believe.

Naressa looked at Nebula and asked, “Please show me? I want to remember. I want to feel right again. I want to hold my Gessa in my arms.”

Nebula nodded and pulled her Granddaughter into a hug. “The first step has been taken, Naressa Jaina. Each step will be in sight, and the ascent will get difficult with progress, but with faith you will achieve all you have wished.” She laid her head against Naressa’s head and smiled; the first step was indeed taken.

CHAPTER 48.1

Later in the evening after they had eaten, which Naressa ate quite a bit and so was the reason why they didn’t go outside until dusk, Nebula gave her granddaughter a spare hooded robe and lead her outside. With two comada in one hand and her staff in the other, she lead her new pupil by her side on a walk towards the rising full moon, walking towards it’s bright and large brilliance for a long period of time until the sun vanished completely and the sky was dark save for the most brightest of stars and the other planets in the system, and the air was cool with a hint of autumn dampness. 

They came to a stop at that point and Nebula sat her wary self down on a large stone. She gestured for Naressa to sit down on the ground in front of her and she did, very slowly as her haunting pain struck again. She hesitated for a moment, and when the pain passed she frump down and sighed in relief. 

Nebula set her pole down and then held up one of the small black books she was carrying, but paused when Naressa couldn’t help but to stare at the large glowing orb in the sky. She smiled and said, “Now that is power.”

Naressa looked at her and looked a little embarrassed for having been caught ignoring her Grandmother. She wondered in the back of her mind if she were blushing, and if so if her snow white face, as white as the moon itself, was blushing red at all. She said, “I didn’t mean to ignore you.”

“Not at all.” Nebula looked at celestial body that hung so in the heavens. “How could one not be so hypnotized by the powerful entity know as Katlas? Data wise it’s one of the largest moons in the galaxy and it has a counter sync rotation to Korriban; when it rises on this side of the world it’s always full, while on the other side it’s always turned away. Only a scant 70,000 miles away.”

“It’s a rock, and yet I don’t know really why I’m attracted to it,” said Naressa with a little head shake. She thought really hard, her face a mask of concentration. “I think…I did look at the moons on…Naboo?” She scratched her head. “I’m not sure.”

“It is Naboo,” Nebula assured her. “They have three moons. Now that must be a sight to see.”

“Why are we so attached to moons?”

Nebula thought for a few moments, not looking at Naressa until she was ready to explain. “The moon has always held meaning for us Sith. We used to plant and harvest by the moon, and in the Ancient Society sacrifice criminals when it reached lunar apex. Some used it as a sign to end virginity.”

“Good excuse,” snickered Naressa. 

However Nebula wasn’t as jovial about it. “It’s a legitimate reason.” Then her eyes rolled to the left and a knowing smile grew. “At least the chieftains of the Bronze Era thought so. Personally, I think there was some dirty old men that needed an excuse every year to have sex with innocent girls.”

“Ah.” Naressa nodded her head sarcastically. It was much of an acceptable fact that in cultures with a tribal heritage such ‘virgin sacrifices’ occurred far too frequently.

“Maybe we had to be different. I mean cultures normally start worshipping the star they orbit, and sometimes they view their moon as a place of evil. Ah, you see, we fit right in under that rule.” Nebula looked back up at Katlas and a sigh escaped her mouth that hinted towards loving appreciation. “The great romances of our culture were born under such a moon.”

Naressa felt odd when Nebula said that and drew her attention fully away by putting her back towards the rising body. “Or perhaps we dream of foolish things by looking at it.” She looked to her side and noted the books. “What are those?”

Nebula spoke evenly and with great pride, holding up one of the small black books in her right hand. “This is the comada. It is the complete writings and understandings of the Religion of the Sith. This is our true history, our power, and our spirit. This is your copy. Please take good care of it.” She held it out for Naressa to take and before she could Nebula pulled it back. “It is your temporary heart until you find yours.”

“I understand.” Naressa took the book and opened it, finding language that at first made no sense to her. But deep inside her mind there was a connection to them; it was the same language as Nebula used in singing the limerick; the Sith language! She knew the book, forward and back, and yet she didn’t. “I’ve read this book.”

“Not you, but every Sith Maiden before you has. Our memories are passed down, embedded in the soul. Sometimes to awaken them you must give them a very hard kick in the shins. While I rest, and when you are not meditating, I want you to read it. The first page will be a refresher in how to speak our language in case you forget. In no time you and I will have conversations in a very poetical language.”

Naressa stared at it oddly and said, “I could use the Force to read it. Learn everything in seconds.”

“That you can as an Force asilamorph, but what would you have really learned?” The old woman raised her eyebrows, daring Naressa to answer. When none came, the answer was given. “You would have learned what you all ready know. That you can touch something and know everything about it.” She blew out her mouth childishly, getting a giggle out of Naressa. “Boring and dull. We want adventure, and that means exploring the words between the lines, and that means reading the book page by page.”

There was a wash of pain in Naressa’s gut, but this time there was an oddity to it. The pain was different…distant…associated…

“Upon my gaze was an Angel of Mercy,” said Naressa boldly and with a touch of dramatic flair. She held her head over the book she was reading from, stared at the words when she didn’t need to for she knew ‘Resurrection’ from back to front from having read it once. But she did read so to only intimidate the large Jedi Master further after letting him feel her come close to touching him, then teleported to her currently location to make him turn back around and see her where he didn’t see her before. 

She could feel it having the desired affect. He was clearly rattled, this Vhinphyc called Enothchild Sarch. A contradiction of what a Jedi is suppose to be; he was expressive emotionally, he was married and has been widowed for some time, and he was very attached to his late wife’s memory; very wrong for a Jedi to have such criteria to carry him or so says the Jedi Code.

Here it works so easily to her advantage and she was eternally glad for it. Sarch was too damn suspicious and it was time to chase him away. The closer he got to her Gessa, the closer he got to exposing her to his Jedi brethren that she was a Sith Maiden. She couldn’t allow that, and she would most definitely not want them to take her Gessa away from her. 

She continued, putting more feeling into the effort and letting the Dark Side energize each spoken word, every uttered letter. "Her gossamer wings emulated light which overpowered my bleakness. Her soul fed the light. She wraps her tiny arms around me and dares me to look at her in equal measure. And I look, for eternity, so far, is boring.”

‘Resurrection’ was as metaphoric as one could get in it’s depictions, filled with paragraphs that hinted and pointed towards misguided devotion, of one who sees himself, or even herself, as a lost soul in need of affection and comfort and clarity and finds such things in the most innocent of subjects. As the story goes on, however, devotion turns into obsession, and the Angel of Mercy that originally was the lost soul’s savior becomes the victim of the lout soul’s heartache and memory. The Angel becomes his lost life, his lost love, and is forever the lover like it or not.  


The middle of the book tells of the descent, of how the lost soul drags the Angel of Mercy down to earth from Heaven and did so through seduction. "I allow my hands to touch her body. My arms embraced her. Our bodies became one. Her hair was long and a tapestry of cloth. Her eyes were of the earth and the moon. Her face existed without a glaring flaw and on it's own plane of awareness. And her lips were wet and spoke with poetry as she only breathed.”

Naressa spoke of this passage, took this path of attack, based on the situation surrounding Sarch, his late wife Nadja Moranna, and the rogue Jedi Jurivicious Pern, who was obsessed just as the lost soul was to obtain Juna for his own, evil plans. More than likely Moranna shunned Pern’s advances, but it was certain with the way Sarch embraced the memory of his wife that he thought otherwise at some point. She was going to make him believe it and do so through Juna. Have him believe that the struggle for Nadja between him and Pern was continuing, but doing so over her Gessa.


"Our eyes closed as one. Our lips met as one. Our hearts became one." Naressa stopped in front of Enothchild and closed the book. Her black eyes found his amber eyes and said, "Stimulating." 


"I find it to be," he said. It still bothered him that he was so sure she was behind him and wasn't. "Sounds...black though. Dark. Evil." 


Naressa slowly smiled and said, "That's only because you don't read between the lines, Enothchild…”

The scene faded out and was replaced by an extraordinarily large, dark room in which the only illumination provided was by the three moons whose light was able to break through the heavy cloud cover and the curtain of heavy snow showers that fell. It was winter somewhere, but by no means was Naressa even remotely cold. Her heart was pounding in her ears, overwhelmed by primal instincts and urges from the activity she was taken a heavy participation in, feeling the warm body next to hers and making her sweat. 

Love making indeed had its advantages, and quite frankly it was better than huddling up to stay warm. The man that she was with was extremely powerful, and yet his touch was delicate and gentle, assuring that he wouldn’t hurt her. She had brought him down, his face buried in her neck, prior to entering this realm so she had no idea what he looked like. She couldn’t turn her head to look; and why should see since he was kissing her neck and her ear and it felt so good? 

Eventually he was done and lifted his head up to look down at her. Naressa turned and stared into the Jedi’s face, raising a hand to touch his lips. The Vhinphyc took her hand and kissed it affectionately and repeatedly all over. With her other hand she reached up touched his face, letting her nails scratch him gently and slowly. He released her hand, reached for her body, and sat up with her along with him, meeting each other in a series of kisses…

“Naressa Jaina?” Nebula touched her and she came around. “You remembered something. What was it?”

“I…” she said with a grunt. The regular pain came back again and she felt nauseous. Nebula put both her hands on her head and patted her head repeatedly in even strokes, soothing her and urging her to take her time. She raised her head up and wiped the water from her eyes with a wipe of her hand. “I…don’t know what it was. I think it was real, that it was something that happened. I was…I was plotting to harm or kill Enothchild Sarch and then…and then I was seducing him.” She shook her head. “I…don’t know why I would be doing that.”

Nebula let her hands fall to Naressa’s sides and she said with regret. “I do. Remember your Little One?”

“Oh yes,” said Naressa quietly, letting her hand fall on her stomach. Her eyes tracked Nebula while she kept her head down on an angle. “I…didn’t expect to be pregnant.” She strain to remember, giving her pause before continuing. “Honestly I didn’t expect to fall in love with him. I…” She stopped again, not wanting to say anymore due to the company she kept. She instead said, “Why do I know a Jedi if I am a Sith?”

One may have thought this was an opportune time to exploit Naressa’s confusion greatly. Nebula, though, couldn’t do that to Naressa here, not with her unborn child involved. There would be very tiny subterfuge but nothing more than that. “He saved your Gessa’s life from the Vhinech.” She closed her eyes for affect; she didn’t need to in order to recall the memory. “He was curious and intrigued about you given your Gessa’s unique abilities. You two became allies against the Vhinech. A mutual respect and understanding.”

Nebula slowly opened her eyes and smiled a little. “Not so long ago he helped you overcome a great depression.” She held the smile as she began to hedge the truth a little. “You and Lord Sidious had a falling out as lovers.”

Naressa looked at Nebula with an unsettling glare that faded into confusion. “Sidious is Juna’s father.”

“Not the best choice for such a position you realized,” added Nebula, her own opinion thrown in for good measure. “That’s why you remained married to your Bendian. After all you had to keep up appearances for the sake of our cause and Juna needed a father.” She put a hand over her ger’tah, silently asking for forgiveness for the tweaks in the truth she was telling, and continued to spin. “A powerful, influential man, deep in politics and business. A man you loved dearly until you discovered his adultery, one of many to go with the one of many other secrets.”

Naressa was beginning to ‘remember’. “He couldn’t give me a child.”

“And that is where Lord Sidious came in,” said Nebula. She sighed a little, more out of feeling bad than just for affect of the story. “It was, at first, a professional understanding. It was clearly a mistake afterwards, but it had to be done and Sidious was available. As I understand it from what I was able to probe your mind he came to you some time after Bendian’s death and he wanted to be more directly involved in Juna’s life, but not as her father. That upset you, and rightfully so; the Dark Hope isn’t a being one just doesn’t force the Dark Side onto. Like any Sith Maiden it must come naturally.”

“But…but I think I didn’t want her to embrace the Dark Side,” she stuttered out. 

“You didn’t want her to because of your mother,” said Nebula quietly. She reached up and very carefully placed her fingers on Naressa’s head, slipping them through the hair until she made contact with a rectangular bump that felt different in texture to the rest of Naressa’s scalp; an ancient scar from long ago. The act forced Naressa’s eyes closed and she trembled, trembled, and trembled so like a little baby…

“JACEN!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! GIVE ME BACK MY DAUGHTER!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”
The roar of Faradi Solo’s voice thundered over the exploding and burning blazes that had engulfed the small Corellian city of Serdia; the one moment all was calm and the next the port city that bordered the shores of the Gaplan Ocean was rocked by powerful explosion of indescribable power and source. Slowly small fires began to burn, some buildings and houses not close enough to the explosion, and in no time at all they became infernos, blazes with great intensity and magnitude the fire suppression teams and the citizenry were all hard pressed to stop one let alone over the three dozen fires they had. Their attentions were so drawn to the blazes they never gave Faradi’s Force enhanced shout any thought.

Hiding deep within the bowels of one of the few remaining warehouses not on fire, Jacen Solo took heed to his wife’s shout and drew his newborn daughter tight to his chest, the same chest that heaved with a thundering in fear heart from all the running he had done so far, from all he had to do to keep his Naressa away from the oddballs from touching his baby daughter and to keep her safe from her very own mother, a honest to Force Sith.

A Sith! Stuff of legends, declared extinct in encyclopedias, used to scare little children from doing bad things because if you did you were a Sith and a Jedi would hunt you down, or if you weren’t careful a Sith would come, you make a deal with them, and then they come back later to take your soul. The very same Sith that supposedly died in some war a thousand years was here, was now…

And he was married to one. Whoever coined Solo Luck at the family reunion 10 years previously surely didn’t take this situation into consideration.

At 50 years old Jacen was no track star; he was never an athlete, just a small business owner that sat behind a desk and did all he could to survive unlike his cousins who just thought running spice just seemed interesting because it was illegal to do so. Now his need to survive had changed. He knew he had to run, keep running, and don’t stop running, but after four miles of pushing himself he thought he was going to die from the exertion before Faradi and her henchman got to him first. He had to take a break and do his best to clam Naressa down. 

He looked down at his baby girl, only a few days old, and did all he could to quiet her down. Her crying and wailing seemed oddly unusual in sound and that disturbed him. Jacen didn’t feel she was upset over all the excitement, and for whatever reason it didn’t seem like the type of emotional crisis a baby would let loose in need of her mother; he was used to those cries and yelps after only a few nights. 

“Shhhhhhhh, it’s okay Naressa,” he told her softly in his low, deep voice. “It’s all right. Daddy’s here.”

“I can hear my daughter screaming, Jacen!!!!!!! You’ll pay for that!!!!!! You will know the meaning, the definition, the experience, the whole fricking encyclopedia of suffering if you don’t give me Back My DAUGHTER!!!!!!”
Jacen heard that and looked all round him quickly; that came from somewhere inside the warehouse. Adrenaline pumping with fear and Naressa’s wails growing stronger, he ran across the flat spaces and duck behind another set of crates. Faradi’s voice echoed throughout the building. “Her cries are a homing beacon to which I can follow, Jacen!” 

Her voice then took a tone of sincere worry, but there was no dismissing the coldness still attached to it. “She wants her mother, Jacen. She’s hungry; she hasn’t had anything for most of the day because of all this unnecessary running around. She needs me. Please come out and give her to me.”
“Go to hell, Faradi,” said Jacen, actually fighting himself from doing what she asked. It was so physically and mentally draining to do it; he would acquaint it to a junkie trying to kick drugs. He sweated profusely as he struggled to pull out the blaster he had taken from that man who he fought and killed with his bare hands because he was, in Jacen’s opinion, going to hurt Naressa. He came home and interrupted some ritualistic ceremony and curiously he went along with the two men there to find out what it was, to see if there was any connection to the other strange visitors stopping in to see his wife.

One of the men drew complicated lines all over his daughter, and the other man pulled out very nasty looking needles with the intent of tattooing his baby! The fight ensued and looking back he didn’t quite think he had such physical strength; the first guy he hit only once with a left hook and after the scuffle with the second man did he realize he killed the first one with his blow, snapping his neck. Perhaps the strength came from the fact he loved his daughter so much. Too much maybe, but too much isn’t even enough for him.

Based on Faradi’s admissions and with no real exits, he just said, “I’m not letting you or your pals molest my daughter.”

“SHE IS NOT YOUR DAUGHTER!!!!!! SHE IS MINE!!!!!!!!!! ALL MINE DAMN YOU!!!!!!!!!!!!!”
The whole warehouse shook with her words, and Naressa began to wail again. Jacen held her in one arm, holding up his blaster with his free hand, expecting Faradi to appear around him any second. He figured that perhaps he could sucker her in with Naressa’s wailings…

“You think you are so clever, Jacen, to entrap me with my own daughter’s wailings. That is a trap doomed to failure I ensure you.” With that admission, Jacen grimaced and mentally kicked himself. “If you continue this course, I ensure you I will do more to you than kick you.”

“Damn it, stay out of my mind!” he yelled. Her laughter echoed up and down the walls and ceiling of the warehouse; there was no telling where Faradi really was. Then to Jacen’s dismay he began to smell smoke too close to his location; Faradi was, unbelievably, setting the warehouse on fire with her powers, like she was with the rest of the city to keep the authorities busy.

“It’s not my fault. I am on your mind, Jacen. You can’t resist me. You love me, you love my mind, and you most certainly love my body. And most importantly of all you love my daughter, the very life I bore with your aide.” There was a pause that at first seemed dramatic until Faradi spoke again. It made Jacen looked around quickly because it sounded like she was right there beside him. “I admire that greatly, and I love you for it. Let us end this foolishness now and be a family again. Please, Jacen, let’s end this conflict between us.”

“So I just forget the fact you have trying to kill me for the last half hour, eh?” Flames suddenly flickered high enough up the far wall to confirm his dire suspicions. “Forget the fact that a bunch of weirdoes were going to make Naressa look like some freaking piece of twisted artwork?”

“Yes, for I forgive you now for your insolence. Everything now is a misunderstanding. I assure you, if come to me now, no harm will come to you. In fact, for my part, I will make it up to you.” Suddenly Jacen felt his lips wet by themselves without the need of his tongue, followed by a pressure on them similar to a kiss. He pulled back, expecting the cool phantom sensation to go away but it didn’t until Faradi spoke again. A sudden feeling of cool, feminine hands began to rub the most sensitive parts of his body. “The only way I know how.” 

Once the feelings sensed with the gritting of his teeth, Jacen noted that Naressa stopped crying and looked down at her. She cooed and seemed to be looking at someone just off to his right. He had looked there before and Faradi wasn’t there. Looking again he quickly spun and pointed his blaster at Faradi, totally stunned by what he saw. His wife, the woman he thought he knew, stood there totally metamorphosis with glowing yellow eyes and shocking white skin that was betrayed by her torn dress and beautiful face, and no longer was she slightly overweight but a fit and very physically athletic specimen quite capable of pummeling a male grav lifter down to the size of a can of soup.

He could only say, “Oh my god.” Jacen had only heard her voice, saw flashes of her hairstyle when she nearly had him. Never did he expect this!

“Thank you for your praise of me,” she said with a smile, a creepy sight with her shiny vinyl-like black lips. “Unlike the others, however, you will not have to worship me from all fours. You will stand by my side, holding my hand. You will share in my power by sharing my bed. You will know power by helping me raise our daughter to be the Sith Maiden that she is, truly a dark angel of power that will guide the universe to a more controlled uniformity. Your Juna, Jacen. My Juna. Our Juna.” 

Hearing her refer to his daughter as the Ancient Corellian goddess of love while suggesting Naressa could become a bringer of evil made Jacen sick. “Naressa can’t be a Juna while she’s made twisted and evil, Faradi!”

She shook her head. “Didn’t you say you wanted her to change the universe, be something more than you and I will ever be? She will under our guidance, yours as a father, my as a Sith Lord. Together we will mold and shape a being of great dark perfection to where a Dark Hope will be born, and our granddaughter will finally do what is necessary and take what is rightfully the Sith’s property: this universe.”
“Otherwise?” Jacen asked.

“Otherwise I will spike you on a pole and let you hang from a standing height to slide down it. I will do this after I torture you everyday until when Naressa reaches a age to where she can fully comprehend and remember such a worth wild event.” The coldness of the proclamation chilled Jacen more than anything else, but Faradi seemed too eager and too transfixed on wanting to see it happen, all of it happening word for word. “I and my daughter will watch with great joy.”
“Stay away from us, Faradi,” he leveled the blaster towards her and she took a step forward. “I mean it!” She took two steps forward. “I MEAN IT!”

“You fool with a snap of my fingers I can snap your neck like a twig,” she growled angrily. She held up her hand, putting her finger together. She left them there for a good long time and then she snapped them. Jacen flinched, and at the same time his blaster flew out of his hand. “Or take away your weapon. I am offering you not just your life, Jacen, but a life that you can actively be a grand part of. Don't piss it away with feelings of resentment. Join me.”

Jacen pulled Naressa tighter to his chest as Faradi moved closer. She slowly raised her hands, ready to receive her husband and daughter, and she said, “Please, Jacen. You and Naressa belong to me. I love you both. I want to love you both. I want to hold you both in my arms. Kiss you. Keep you safe. Please.” Her face fell into a deep form of sadness. “Please, Jacen? You and Naressa are my family.”

He began to back up more, and suddenly his gambling instincts kicked in. Jacen noted the glow in Faradi’s eyes had dimmed after that Jedi-like trick, as if she was running low on power. Another thing: he knew a bluff when he saw it, and he could practically feel someone behind him. There was a snap-hiss…

“NOW LORD HADES! KILL HIM!!!!!!!”
Jacen turned to his left and tried to dive, figuring the attack from coming from his right. Instead it was coming to his left…

Jacen felt some invisible force that practically tried to make him stand back upright hit his body. Instead he felt the strength of it fade quickly and caused him to continuously spin out of control. He lost sight of the blade and Darth Hades as he continued to spin, trying to get his back underneath him to prevent landing on Naressa. He succeeded, but felt something wet on his hand. He looked at his hand and noted the splashes of blood on it and thought he was hit.

“NARESSA!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!” Faradi was right on top of Jacen practically, pulling Naressa out of his arms with no effort. Upon raising her off his chest Jacen noted the blood on his shirt, but no cut.

He felt the color drain from his face and he looked up; Naressa’s little head was bleeding profusely from where the lightsaber had struck…

Nebula removed her hand and Naressa threw both her hands on top of her head, grimacing as if she were still wounded and felt the pain. The memory faded away along with the pain, but the emotion never went away. Not for a few minutes, which was spent with grandmother holding granddaughter tightly in a hug.

Nebula lifted Naressa’s head up with her fingers gently on her chin and said, “Your mother lost her way when she became a Sith Lord. It made her that monster known as Darth Rune. But that impression of her was so etched in your mind you swore never to be like her. That your offspring will never be like her, and the best way for that was to keep your Gessa away from such influences, like her father. He’s no different than Rune is and you knew it.”

She rocked her charge back and forth as she buried her face into her shoulder. She was crying a little, but Naressa was more terrified than sad. “Rune wanted power that was not her right to own, and worse she wanted you to pursue such power at the expense of your innocence. What we do can’t be rushed or damage can be done. Sidious didn’t believe that; he sees your daughter as a weapon and nothing more. You two had an argument and it hurt you.”

Nebula caressed her head. “The Jedi Master came to your rescue and brought you out of the pit of despair. You…fell in love with him, and the rest is history.”

Naressa pulled away and wiped her face dry. “But he doesn’t know who I am?”

“He doesn’t know everything, Naressa Jaina. He knows enough to know that Juna is the Dark Hope and knows what you are doing.” Nebula caressed her head again to sooth her. “You want Juna to come to the Dark Side naturally, like you. That’s just like all the other Sith Maidens and I; we learned the E’oqerst and we were influenced by our darkness, but it is still our choice to embrace it.”

“Wait, do…am I wrong to love a Jedi?”

“Well…I don’t know,” Nebula said sidelong. “Our Great Father was a Jedi. It’s plausible that another Jedi exists out there that has a great, loving compassion to share. Maybe you found that in him. Maybe…you wanted to get back at Lord Sidious. I’m not really sure, Naressa Jaina. But I don’t blame you for doing it. If you want to talk about Enothchild with me, that’s fine.”

“And Lord Sidious?”

“If you want to talk about him that is fine too. We will just have a lot more to talk about.” Nebula stood up and let out a tired sigh. “That’s enough for tonight though. This was a lot to face and you need to think about it.” Naressa gave her the walking staff. “Thank you. For now you should read the comada. Pray. Meditate. Listen to what I have to say. And in no time at all you will be better.” She pointed a stern finger at Naressa. “But there are rules. Stay away from the others, and stay away from Darth Sidious. Until you have control of yourself, you need to avoid contact sociably as well as physically.” She tapped her finger on Naressa’s hand, emphasizing her skin. “Don’t touch anyone.”

“I understand,” said Naressa with a head nod. They began to head back to the cottage. “Grandma, when I’m better, what will I do afterwards?”

Nebula looked at her and gave her a little smile. “The right thing, of course. Always with us it will be the right thing to do.” Looking ahead, she knew when Naressa left Korriban to be with Juna she will do the right thing.

