CHAPTER 33.0

The light faded out, and the memory ended with a spiking pain in her chest…

There was a new light, but not from with in. She opened her one eye after she felt someone pulling her severely damaged left arm; the pain of the act never came, the last nerves attached to the limb were her only connection, telling of what happened. She saw only hints of light peering through seems and small openings. Her body was completely numb, and it motivated her to close her eye again…

There was a rumble, movement unseen beyond her closed lids. She looked, and there was a larger peephole now, about the size of her eye respectively. She could barely make out the image of a very large, horned alien wearing a brown Jedi robe. He held a large piece of debris with his attention affixed to something, no to someone that was talking or shouting but it was all mumbled, not related to the debris pile. She knew him, and tried to say something but was hit with sheering pain in her pelvis that locked her sore jaw shut. She tried and tried to make herself more visible with what movements she could make, but she realized that she was far enough away from the hole that those who were trying to reach her couldn’t see her unless more light was shined in. 

There was another, electric-like jolt that hit her, and she passed out just as…the Vhinphyc Jedi tossed the debris away in defeated disgust.

Forcing her eyes open again, the Jedi was gone, and in his place was another very large, horned alien, injured badly from head to toe, holding up what appeared to be, and with feelings of recognition sweeping through her, her left arm. He sniffed the decapitated appendage, and with an expression of interest on his face tucked it inside his navy blue robe. 

The rings. He had her rings, one of which belonged to her husband. 

Another memory sweep through, overlaying that memory for a moment, and the image of a nearing middle age man appeared. He was a handsome man, with thinning hair and with a charming disposition in his eyes. He was alive the next moment, and then she saw him dead, ripped in half by the same black horned creature that took her arm.

The same creature that wanted her Gessa. Her Juna. She was going to give her those rings when her Gessa, her Light, had found someone to love and marry. Indisputably it was not the horrid thing that took them. 

Her anger and resolve returned, and new found strength began to take hold, turning the torturous transformation process she was going through with the Dark Side into her means to escape. She didn’t speculate to how or why she could feel the Force again while before it had been negated, and thus she had put herself into this unfortunate circumstance. The emotions continued to build and build, threatening to consume her battered body from the inside out with rage. 

It wasn’t just rage, but rage never seen before by her young eyes, rage she never felt before within her or from other beings. It was the very definition of rage, of Dark Side rage, a rage so transfixed in all areas of the Force it was greater than the combined hate that existed in the known universe. It screamed at her, into her, and as her body shook everything around her began to shake as well. Gritting her teeth, she released the energy despite attempts by the ysalamiri neutron Force energies trying to deny her access to the very power of the universe she inherited, their failure proven with guarantee as the debris flew off her and she was able to stand.

From there every thing was a blur of motion; not that she was moving at an accelerated speed, just that her body was still in a state of metamorphosis, still going through the early stages of reaching Dark Purity. For a good long time she couldn’t see, but she felt she was moving; not walking, her legs were not working. The only thing that came to mind was floating.

When she regained her vision, she realized that she wasn’t where she originally was anymore. She was in a corridor on large ship, lying down, and her sensitive, damaged nerves firing off all her pain receptors again. There was something terribly wrong about that; there was pain, and then the pain was enhanced by the Force. She attempted to nullify the affects, but found little success.

And worse, her newly found power was failing. Every attempt of using the Force for some other purpose weakened her. It took her another very long second to realize why. 

The baby.

Her and…the name was hard to come by…it was very difficult…Enothchild! Her and Enothchild’s baby, a baby that by all natural laws should not exist. They were incompatible biologically, and yet she carried the combined compounds of their lives in her battered womb. Force it hurt; it was like someone was stepping on her stomach.

There was a noise that roared in her ears, and she realized for the first time in what seemed to be years she could hear again, but it made no sense to her until it slowly quieted down and began understandable near the end of the statement…

…TIME OF FULL REACTOR BREECH: 30 SECONDS!

Fighting her way up, she knew the announcement had something to do with the ship about to explode. She dragged herself down the corridor as fast as possible, unable to find the will to float off the ground as before. She was lost, didn’t know which way to go or really what to do. Her insides were bleeding as well as her outsides, and her uterus began to contract with cramps. Allocating most of what she had left in the Force, she surrounded the womb with healing energy, stabilizing the traumatized area but causing the rest of her to shutter and almost black out from the pain she had under control before.

Time passed, and it seemed like 5 hours and not 5 seconds. Suddenly her senses detected a Force presence, and then her eyes tracked a Quarren moving about quickly from her right to her left in the perpendicular corridor ahead. However there was something odd about the alien. There was two distinct Force signatures that flowed through him, and they each bore a frequency somewhat close to hers and far different than any Force user she knew. The range of frequency was not powerful but able to cut through the ysalamiri jamming power. There was very little harmony in the process, and thus the being was not very powerful in the Force because of it.

She quickly pushed herself to follow him, and when she rounded the corner she saw him quickly descending through a carved out hole through the floor and the ventral hull of the ship. She knew she could never reach the hole in time before it closed, so she focused her energies towards the interior of the docked vessel below…

There was darkness again…

And suddenly, surprising the three occupants including the one that entered through the cut out hole, she could see again; she was inside the vessel. There were shouts of anger, and every one of them came at her in droves. She could only at the moment throw her right arm at them to protect herself, forgetting too late that she had no left arm to protect herself either. The teleportation process had drained her considerably, and her choices were none in regards to the Force at the moment unless she sacrificed the endangered life in her womb. Finally she gave up, and offered herself to their mercies.

They grabbed her, and the group began shouting in unsuspecting agony. At the same time a surge of Force energy filled her, and once it mixed in with her darkness she channeled that power back into them and more and more of their Force was absorbed into her body. Individually their signatures were miniscule and without deep knowledge and experience of the Force the quality of the power was tepid: strange to her that she viewed it that way, like she was judging a meal for it’s filling and nutritional value.

The energies, however, helped her, and therefore she channeled more of her presence into them, and took more from them in the process. She felt some of her injuries heal, and her cloudy vision and ringing mind became clear. Finally all the alien beings that had grabbed her fell apart, their remains splattering or blowing away upon impact with the metallic floor.

There was a moment where things happened fast, and as they did nothing seemed quite right. She finally sat down and looked at the controls of the vessel. She knew nothing about flying, had no real experience with space flight. She did, however, had the memories of her mother imbedded in her. Her mother, a Sith Lord, knew how to fly a ship, and her mother was a very good pilot. 

She closed her eyes, and in her mind she could still see everything as if her eyes were still open. In fact the visuals were so clear she really didn’t need to see with her eyes anymore. Soon her senses took an inventory of everything on the boards in front of her, every sensor reading, every status check, and every little thing. The information quickly correlated to her and to the information she recalled from within her, within her soul and within her body. Her mind locked into the memories because she had no time to ponder anything, she knew that much. She had to leave, and leave now. She let herself become a submissive slave to her inherited memories; her body moved without her input. Her right hand danced across the system boards, and then finally the ship was off and leaving in a hurry. Her hand went to a small keyboard filled with only numbers and punched in a series of numeric numbers that appeared to be course headings. Once completed, the computer gave her a green light. Her hand reached forward for a lever, pulled it, and stars of light screamed towards her blacking vision…

CHAPTER 33.1

With a long sigh, Nebula’s real time vision returned to her eyes, letting out a little moan of displeasure with the alcoholic-like hangover entering her frontal lobes. The after affect was due to her physical and mental connection she had with Naressa Jaina, who was in a full healing coma, laying on a prep table as loyal medical personnel prepped her for long term bacta submersion, all the while her hand resting on the child’s head to deepen the holding connection between them. She did this to find out what happened to her, and also keep in check her newly acquired abilities of a pure Dark Side entity from killing everyone in the room. Using her strength of will to break on through a stronger entities naturally honed mental defense took its toil mentally and she was feeling it.

Much like a computer slicing into another computer on the same network array, Nebula took over Naressa Jaina’s ‘system’ as it were. She was able to search through her memories like files and view them. Given their familiarity and heritage she was able to trick those natural defensive instincts. 

What she found was profoundly disturbing and it worsened Nebula’s fears. The process of becoming Pure had profound affects to her psyche and memory, and the control processes that she learned and inherited were nearly gone. In mind was filled with all the Dark Side represented in emotions and states of mind times ten. Its will possessed her, and in its wake it will create a monster.

Just like my transformation to Purity thought Nebula. However where hers was caused by an impacting event from afar and something that could be dealt with, Naressa Jaina’s was from inside; her unborn’s death a permanent fixture of her inside. A Force impression that cannot be removed or easily ignored, and she would feel it for the remainder of her days; it was too related and too personal, augmented by the power of love that had given Naressa Jaina the means to bare the little life.

Nebula visibly shuddered at the thought, for what had happened, and what was still yet to come. However the problems, she was still determined: she didn’t save the child in time, but she could still save Naressa Jaina. 

Unfortunately there were so many complications involved in her condition, first and foremost her coma. Naressa Jaina had lost so much blood and was riddled with both physical and mental trauma, and that required all her strength in the Force to heal her. However the transformation process itself drained her power, just like when Nebula herself transformed into her Final Form of Existence, and it does take time for it to return on it’s own. There was a faster way, an easier way, but it came with a very high price of damnation. That was the last thing anyone would want under the circumstances. 

Nebula needed time, time that could only be gained by patience and taking things slow. She could only help Naressa Jaina if she understood all the facts and learned about everything; be brought up to speed on situations that by right were really no concern of hers. Then again she was supposed to be dead years ago, so she figured why not complicate the system further. For Naressa Jaina’s sake, and for her living child’s sake, Nebula’s great granddaughter, she had to do it.

The prep team finished fitting Naressa Jaina in a tight fitting torso hugger, one of them stepping close to Nebula and more or less groveled more than demanded, “Mistress, excuse me, but I have to fit the breathing mask over the patient. I need you to move your hand.”

Nebula shook her head and took the mask. With a tone of authority and omnipotence she had never used in years she said, “I will put the mask on her. It is not safe for you to do so at this time.” She lifted Naressa Jaina’s head and slipped it over and had it cover her lower jaw and nose, pulling the strapping until it was snug and the mask held. She placed her hand again on her head and ordered, “To the bacta tank, and carefully.”

Nebula could tell that they didn’t quite understand what she was doing by touching Naressa Jaina’s head and keeping such contact as they moved her unconscious form to the entry hatch to the bacta tank. Not the technicians or the other Hands, but the Sith’s Hand Sele watching from the observation deck only a few meters away had an idea, especially after watching what she did to that fool who attacked her. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out that it had to do something with the Force, and perhaps a little of it dealing with her white skin; not that it was completely relevant, but looking at Naressa Jaina’s pure white appearance they assumed Nebula was controlling that aspect somehow, and they would be right. If she didn’t, the men touching Naressa Jaina, despite the thick layers of protection, would die; her body would absorb their Force essences like a sponge.

Nebula did not like Sele, especially the look she was giving her; the woman had too much loyalty towards both the Sith Order and the current Master of the Sith, Lord Darth Sidious. There was some rejecting formality towards those two from Naressa Jaina as well, so apparently she was not friends with them. Nebula was convinced if she did not arrive that the caretaker would have either killed or let her Granddaughter die. And Sidious would not condemn her from doing it either, and it was based on some circumstance somewhat out of her reach. She needed more mental contact with Naressa Jaina, and also sort through and experience everything she had stored in her own mind all ready.

Undoubtedly once communications was repaired Sele will call upon her Master, and without missing a beat she will report her existence in that communication. She wanted to surprise this Sith Master, and all ready an idea appeared in her mind to make it so. To appear more willing to help and erase some of the doubt in their minds short of killing them all, a solution to the communication problem appeared in which she could bring Sidious back to Korriban and keep the information to a minimum. Between now and his return she had to do some research and develop a survival plan for Naressa Jaina, and at the same time help her through this transitional and soon to be challenging time.

They opened the hatch, and Nebula bent down close to Naressa Jaina’s ear and whispered, “I know you can hear me, my dear. The bacta solution is stronger than normal, and it is designed to treat your insides. You will feel discomfort but in time you will grow accustomed to it.” She let a technician hook up the air supply hose to the mask, and then drew herself closer to her. “[I ask for this Child of Darkness be healed, and to not suffer anymore. I ask on her behalf to show her the way through her traumatized times. Bless this Child, for she has done no harm. Welcome this Child to my Grazing Fields of Love, for she is a lamb in need of a herder.]” 

Nebula kissed her forehead and mumbled, “[Don’t be afraid. I’m here. No one will harm you. I will take care of you.]” She sat up and placed her snow-white hand upon Naressa Jaina’s white flesh. The technicians picked up her form as Nebula kept contact, and she let go once they let go and let her body sink into the solution. Nebula looked up and noted that the others in the observation room left and was heading for the lower levels. “[And I will make those who wish harm upon you think otherwise.]” 

However, she had to be careful in doing so for both their sakes; her powers were not as devastating, and her time was running short.

CHAPTER 33.2

From the medical observation area surrounding Naressa’s bacta tank, Sele and the group of doctors began looking over medical data trying to make sense what was going on. The older woman rubbed her sleepless eyes and mused over a portable data pad with readouts. “Tell me again about her blood? What exactly is wrong with it?”

The man in charge of blood analysis cleared his throat and began. “There seemed to be an infusion of alien blood in her system. How such an introduction occurred is still a mystery because not only is it alien blood, but the protein concentrations are not the same. Where Human blood metabolizes high levels of oxygen, this alien blood metabolizes oxygen, sulfur, carbon, and hydrogen at equal levels.” 

“That can’t be,” said Sele, looking at the report. “Run the test again.”

“We did. Five times. We’re running a more complex DNA scenario test. However I must note that further testing is worthless. The alien blood is in remission according to sensors. We figure within a few days there won’t be anything left of it in her body. However the damage has been done; the blood was trying to enter into her regular body tissues and it seems without the child it’s now a poison slowly working out of her system.”

“So the child was alien,” said Sele, still uncertain and at the same time certain.

“There wasn’t much but proteins at its current rate of growth. But yes. And unfortunately along with the miscarriage the other intangibles with it.”

“Impossible,” said an older scientist. “There’s got to be some residue left over in her cells. And furthermore, how can the blood survive in the environment? And an alien hybrid? Come on.”

“How can we explain it,” said Sele, who then noted that foggy air had escaped her mouth at the end of her exhale. They turned to the opening door, and they felt cold as the mysterious Sith Maiden, a woman of indeterminate age, stepped in. Her white face showed a woman possibly in her forties, but her eyes and her voice betrayed her as a being much, much older, older than anyone currently in the room.

Nebula seemed to know what they were talking about when she said, “Easy, Caretaker Nevere. It is the Force, her heritage specifically.” She strolled over to the nearest observation window and eyed the bacta tank. “Her late child has an alien heritage, from her father. A horned creature, a species I was never aware of before.” She stopped for a moment, and then her head rose up. “Vhinphyc? Was that the species you were thinking of as well, Caretaker?”

Sele looked on perplexed, and looked at the stunned looks of the others; they didn’t sense her Force usage at all. And yes, she was thinking that. “I’m speculating, Mistress. Misses Rapier had a relationship of sorts on Naboo with a Vhinphyckian Jedi Master named Enothchild Sarch. They were friends.”

Nebula turned towards Sele with a look of surprise. “A Jedi Master? Friends with a Sith Maiden?” It seemed disbelievable on one hand. Then again wasn’t her Great Father, Dor-Li Nimh, a Jedi Master; a Jedi who embraced the E’oqerst because he had no wickedness to become a Va’der Sith. She knew that it was possible for a Jedi not to be so self-righteous in their beliefs; however she thought she would never hear about one such as that in her living days. 

She indeed needed to explore matters more closely. For now, though, Nebula needed to finish her thought. “I would say they had a really good relationship indeed based on the circumstances. Naressa Jaina was going to bare his daughter.”

“And may I ask how that is possible,” she asked with some annoyance to her tone.

“As I said, her heritage and the Force,” said Nebula calmly. “We Sith Maidens have this uncanny knack of doing the impossible at the most unusual of times.” 

She drew her robe tight to her body as she went into explanation. “Obviously the evolution of our kind has reached the point that Human infusion only is no longer an issue. Naressa Jaina is the first to do so. I know I can’t do it. Without the child in her domain, there is no need for her body to produce the necessary alien infusion of blood. The trauma of her injuries and the child’s untimely and sudden death has affected her health greatly in regards to her blood, and healing, besides the mental injury she will experience from this. The healing process will be slow and deliberate even with this long form bacta soaking she’s going through.

There was a few minutes of silence for everyone of the scientist were spellbound by her explanation. She was so convincing, and they couldn’t help to think it was the truth. It had to be, and therefore they were impressed with her very professional explanation; short, to the point, and using hardly any words that insulted them to use references of their training; she expected them to know the science, and they did. 

The woman suddenly said, “How soon before the transmitter can be completely fixed?”

It kind of caught folks off guard just a bit, and Sele answered in kind. “It will be completed in twelve hours.”

She shook her head. “That is too much time. Have someone take a ship up into high orbit and transmit on an open receiver frequency through the Republic commercial lines.”

Everyone looked at one another, and Sele said, “Forgive me, Mistress, but that could jeopardize our position. We can’t just transmit on an open commercial line.”

Nebula’s features narrowed and she looked at them with full annoyance. “Caretaker, what are the odds that the Sith Order’s main base of operations would be discovered via a commercial line where billions if not trillions of vocal and data communications are made every day?”

“Astronomical, but odds I wouldn’t bet my life on.”

Nebula sighed and shook her head. “The Republic and the Jedi are at war with what are they again? The Vhinech? They will train and lock their focus on any heavily encrypted, singled beam, or one-way high wave beam transmissions throughout the galaxy because military practicality calls for it. Our transmission will be carefully worded, and broadcasted along with millions of other transmissions in the commercial lines, where no one thinks someone with something to hide will transmit that way.” 

Nebula smiled a little in pride; she knew in her heart no one would be looking for the transmission that way even after all these years when she used to use the commercial lines to transmit to Sith loyalist to indicate she was all right. “In fact, that is exactly what we will do, and you Caretaker will be given a script to read and a ship to fly in one hour.”

Sele wanted to object, but her loyalties to the Order took precedent so long as Nebula was there; she was a Sith Maiden, a certified leader and outranking figure in the religion. Plus they had no power to stop her. “Yes Mistress.”

Nebula looked around and said with soft authority, “The child. Where is she?”

The scientist and doctors looked at one another, and a small woman raised her hand. “Forgive me, Mistress, but technically it was not a child yet. It was still in…the…stages-.” 

The woman brought her sentence to a halt when Nebula’s eyes grew brighter and brighter, her face frowned more and more chillingly, and the room felt like it dropped 50 degrees with every word she spoke after ‘technically it was not a child’. Very calm, but carrying death in a cold voice, she repeated with pure venom, “The child. Where is she?”

Clearing her throat, the woman said with quiet fear, “Her remains…are in the lab.”

“See to it personally that her remains are not desecrated any further. There are caffurs in storage still, I can sense them so go there, get one, take it to the lab, place her remains in it, and bring her directly to me.” The woman quickly left, and Nebula turned her attention back towards the bacta tank. Her upper lip twitching and her body trembling with anger, she said, “You are all Forceless bastards. Out of my sight! I can’t even stand passively sensing your fetid presences without making me want to violently vomit!”

The group barely hesitated to leave, but they kept some composure as the calmly walked out.

CHAPTER 33.3

During her time as Sith Maiden Matriarch, she thought she saw the worse the Sith religion had to offer in the way of staggering followers. Now, it was an all time low; it couldn’t get any lower. She prayed silently that it didn’t.

Nebula closed her eyes and shook her head; she could handle their contempt, but not their lack of direction in wickedness. Her acts of authority, of being a Sith in high power, was just that an act; she had more or less given up such barbarism and banter. The real her, her true self, would never really rely on such threatening tones and omnipotent mannerisms; she understood their importance in the Sith Order, but they had no true place in the Sith religion, for those who were strong were embraced by the weak as gods and therefore those ‘gods’ took care of the weak; mutual respect and honor going both ways, as natural as nature had intended. In short she shouldn’t have to raise her voice, or even threaten violence towards the weak if they understood the concepts at all.

But they didn’t, and it showed, and it was getting even on her most gentle of nerves. It was a good bet with these Sith’s Hands have never embraced anything that resembled even the Va’der; the intentions, but not it’s laws and concepts. It was doubtful that they even meditated, and clearly obvious they never prayed or thanked the Dark Side for anything it has given them. Nebula could tolerate such disrespect to a point, and that point came to a head a few moments ago. 

Technically it was not a child? Do they have any understanding of the Dark Side of the Force, or the Force in general, at all? The gall of her, and all of them thinking that! She thought, stewing over what that uncaring bitch said. Her anger at that moment was like that at the landing pad only a few hours ago; not staged, completely honest. She may not be as powerful as she once was, but she could still simply choke someone dead. And if she needed more power, all she had to do was touch them. Touch them and drain them of their gifts they choose so willingly to throw away. She would have the strength again, with enough leeching, to even take on the Sith Master himself upon his arrival.

Alas, Nebula found herself relenting. She would become them: arrogant, lazy, and wicked without purpose, and she would not let herself become the obvious unguided evil that was the Sith Master. It was clearly obvious to her that the Hands were following the lead of the Sith Master Darth Sidious, who was trained by Darth Hades, who was in turn trained by Darth Rune. With Rune, that is where the disbelief among the Hands began to take hold. Her own daughter, the daughter that became an unholy saint, was responsible for this. Nebula couldn’t help to feel that some of it was her fault as well; her decisions and actions in the beginning of Faradi’s life steered her towards an un-pure life. As a mother, a grandmother, a great grandmother, and a Sith E’oqerst, she felt she had to make amends, and that her sole focus for the remainder of her short life will be dedicated to that. 

First and foremost and the most important item on the list was Naressa Jaina, and that was where her main focus will center on.

As the ideas flowed through her, she could sense the approach of Sele and the other woman. Turning towards them, the woman bowed her head and offered Nebula the small, stainless steel box. It was about two by two by two cubed, featuring a hard magnetic seal that guaranteed nothing could break in without considerable applied force. “Mistress, the child.” Nebula took the mini coffin from her hands. “Forgive me for being so daft.”

Annoyed again, Nebula found it too easy to play the part of ominous Sith Goddess. “Don’t you ever do it again, you sniveling slut. Or technically you will find yourself very much dead.” She excused the woman with a wave of her hand, and then placed the little coffin in a pocket just inside her robe. Sadness gripping her heart, she used the bitterness found in her voice because of it to talk to Sele. “I have the message I want you to transmit to Master Sidious.”

“I still think it is a mistake, my Mistress,” said Sele. “As Caretaker, I have to address this.”

“Noted, but you are summarily overruled. The Jedi will not detect our presence, and neither will these Vhinech zealots that attacked my Granddaughter.” She emphasized each word with dark confidence; she knew they wouldn’t be discovered. The Dark Side told her so, and that was why she wanted it done. If Sele ever truly had faith in the Dark Side, she would feel it too. “Where exactly is Master Sidious now?”

“The planet Naboo, attending Misses Rapier’s funeral and possibly attempting to talk to her Ladyship. Perhaps to sway her to come with him to Korriban.”

Nebula searched through the memories that she could obtain from Naressa Jaina. With that information, and what she was experiencing with all that was here, she shook her head and said, “He will fail and fail miserably. Now more than ever I want him back here before he makes a fool of himself and puts us all in dire jeopardy.” She looked around, and finding a data pad with her eyes she gestured out towards it to use the Force and bring it to her; mentally, she crossed her fingers and hoped that in mid flight she didn’t loose her grip on it or Sele will notice it and not take her seriously.

The data pad found her hand quickly, and Nebula silently praised the Dark Side for giving her the strength needed to achieve such a simple task. She also thanked the left over energy of the Sith’s Hand she absorbed; the last of it used in the task. That was still a stain on her soul she had to ask for forgiveness for when she found time; not that it was required spirituality, but consciously she felt guilty.

Nebula typed in the message on the wonderful little machine; the last time she worked with computers was a long time ago, and data pads were just coming into use; something this small back then did very little, but now this little thing could be configured to fly a freighter remotely. Done, she gave it to Sele and ordered, “Word for word, transmit that message to his holding account. Say nothing more than that. Also, before you go, have someone prepare the fastest landspeeder we have for me to use. Upon your return, you will stand watch over Naressa Jaina, and I shall leave the Monastery for a short while to attend to some private business.”

“As you command, Mistress,” she said with a bow, and Sele turned and began to leave.

Word for word, Caretaker.
Sele stopped when she heard Nebula’s thoughts echoing in her head. Nebula wanted to remind her what she was capable of and emphasizing no tricks. Word for word. 

Nebula watched Sele quickly leave without looking back, and the Sith Maiden turned back towards the bacta tank, where Naressa Jaina floated quietly, both physically and mentally. To break the silence, she said to her granddaughter, “She is a jealous one, isn’t she? Seems as if she holds a grudge against the both of us and I’ve only known her for 4 hours. Next time, I’ll bring her a gift or something to curb her childish temper tantrums.”

Nebula walked through the separator doors and entered the chamber to be closer to Naressa Jaina. She placed a hand on the tank glass, the touch frosting the area around her hand as she channeled the Dark Side towards her to read her mind. “Just exactly what is going on, young one. Explain to me with your mind. Open your heart to me. Tell me your feelings.”

