CHAPTER 111.0
The journey back to Korriban when compared to the journey from it to Sanctuary was much quieter since there wasn't much to discuss; the Sith lost, they knew it, and so there wasn't need for back and forth conformation. No need to revisit the fact; there were reminders; some clear in visual, others pictured in the minds. 
Most of the noise was early on in the trip, much of it yelling as Darth Maul by default had to pull out the Sithian dagger had been impaled deep into Darth Sidious through his chest and much of the tip buried into the Sith Master's shoulder plate. Try as he did to null the pain Naressa had all but ensured his Force usage was barely a murmur, and the blade had severed more nerves than Sidious could count within the amount of time it took Maul to attempt a straight pull back motion to remove the weapon; the motion critical for working the blade left and right would only open the wound and cut more of Sidious' all ready damaged lung. It got to the point to where Sidious had to lie down and let Maul hold him down with his boot on his chest and use all his strength to keep the screaming Sith Master down as he finally pulled it up and out. The screaming was just as bad as the knife, for it forced Sidious to use what little lung power he had left in him, and having a punctured air bag attempt to re-inflate was just torture until the loud crackling sound of his shoulder plate betrayed the defeat of the knife; that pain nullified the other even though it was quick. If he had the strength Sidious would have stood up and with his good arm knock Maul out just because he wanted to. Alas he was forced to deal with his mortality first, and as they felt the death of Sanctuary he was forced to deal with this monumental loss. 

In silence…
Pain and defeat, and the pain of defeat, had a way of doing that. Anywhere in life, in anyone, it was the last subjects that were not brought up in conversation. Even if there was something to learn from them as far as mistakes went; there was a time and a place for it, and not particularly on the long hyperspace ride back. Not long after they felt the destruction of Sanctuary, not giving it another thought as they both felt a touch of Naressa Rapier in the winds of the Force, the two Sith Lords found their own solitude to dwell in; Moonhaulers were large enough to accommodate such wishes. 
Once alone, Darth Sidious actually felt much of his strength in the Force returning to him; odd, but he welcomed it to aide him in his healing. He settled down far from the bridge in the rear compartment, flopping down hard on his ass even though such a sign of weakness and uncaring would have been uncalled for with the energy apparently 'given back' to him. But that was the power of defeat, and it made even the most able bodied man, with no disease or injury or conscious, sag under its influence. 

The coughing and the blood that entered his mouth reminded Sidious that defeatism was just the step before death, and despite what is supposedly 'know' about the Dark Side despair, or sadness for a more precise, wasn't always the Sith's ally. As he sat there, eyeing his still useless right arm and feeling the pain he inherited, he found it too easy to recall how in despair Naressa was in after having lost the Jedi's child. Despair had beaten her without a whip, poisoned her without an additive from an assassin. Such despairs did two things; lead to more despair or lead to anger. The latter came true with Sidious in a rush and his despair was suddenly gone. Never again, no way in hell, was he going to compare himself to Naressa. He wasn't going to be weakened by this defeat. He would use its bitter taste as a reminder not to be so easily swayed by a 'bright, peachy outlook'. He was going to become more powerful than Naressa, and he was going to do it by will and willing himself to overcome the disadvantages he had. Such an achievement would surely put him in the annuals of Sith lore for all time, lore he promised that would not outlast him. He'll show them all; he would out live the historians.
Determined, Sidious drifted into the Darkness that awaited him and with a desiring will to get healed he pushed instead of relaxed. He sought healing, purposely for getting over what occurred and get started on his plan for vengeance against Naressa. For what she did was far beyond any betrayal, and it struck him hard in his black heart; much harder than the knife she imbedded into his chest. He didn't want to kill her before when he became suspicious and he slit her throat, but he wasn't going to let their past hinder him any longer. Juna…
Juna was the only reminder. And fate now only knew her status. 

Sidious couldn't eliminate Juna from the he and Naressa equation on a personal level, and the personal level interfered with the realist within him as he continued his healing mediation. The realist saw a battered and broken Dark Hope of the Sith; the savior of the Sith destroyed by what appeared to be a manufactured construct of science and magic if Naressa's words and his observations were correct. If such a creature of some inferiority could do what he did to Juna, then what chance really did she have against the Jedi when she turned? 
If she turned? 

If she ever recovered?

Of course it boiled down to Juna not embracing her true self that put her in such disarray; and to Sidious it was the parts that came from him and not Naressa or those E'oqerst loving spirits. He felt deep inside that Prophet didn't have it as easy as it looked fighting against his Daughter. It was just that Prophet brought something very disturbing to the fight; an unknown quantity that only a few could grasp; something Sidious assured himself that he would study very carefully through Naressa's little espionage program, borrowing information from Republic databases on any evidence regarding Prophet's physiology; the Vhinech as well; it may provide some information to exploit, to be integrated into the Sith cause, for everything even the most minute of subjects were going to be used for the Sith cause. And those subjects that were important for the Sith cause he was going to personally go over and, if need be, implement them himself to avoid any screw ups. Such plans involved Juna.
On the other hand Darth Sidious had to consider, as a Sith Master and destined ruler of the galaxy, the possibility of not using Juna in his plans at all. If what Naressa, and Nebula before her, claimed was true, and even when she betrayed him Naressa was ultra concerned about it - meaning she didn't know with any certainty - , then what happened to Juna was a set up by Darth Rune to take over. To put herself in Juna's place, to assume her mortal form and her destiny, and obviously take considerable control from him. Rune was a Mistress of the Sith Order, the ruler of all that is the Dark Side: to be second to anyone, to be a servant or an underling, was never in the plans. It was a truth with certainty for Sidious believed in it as well. He wasn't going to be second to no one, and no one was going to take his destiny away from him.
That meant Sidious had to consider some very provocative measures to ensure his coming legacy. Measures that would remove his Daughter from the equation.

That thought lingered for a long time, as he continued to meditate to heal; days now but he was unaware of the time passage. He pictured Juna awakening in her hospital bed in Rapier Manor, soon or perhaps after a long coma judging by the rag doll condition Prophet put her in, and not be Juna at all. It was Faradi Nimh behind those eyes. Somehow, and it was possible, Faradi was successful in defeating Naressa, killing her and finally removing her from the equation. From there she would eliminate anyone who could reveal who she truly was, by death or by deception, and from there the possibilities were endless for Faradi in Juna's body. Eventually they would met and there wouldn't be a discuss. She may when, he may win; the point was in the thought processes was that Sidious didn't want that kind of threat to begin with.

But despite the fear of his mortality if Faradi did succeed and his rage towards Naressa, Sidious found himself in a corner when it came to Juna in spite of the Faradi possibility. She didn't know what Faradi was up to, and even if she did it was apparent attempts to sabotage the Spirit's quest for rebirth failed; she was a victim, his Daughter a victim of an elaborate Sith scheme; a scheme in which by his presence alone being there was possibly instrumental in securing Faradi's place. Damn the Sith Maidens, those who died who thought they knew and could see everything! It was their failure that secured his failure, for their inability to see what Faradi, one of their own, was doing! Now he had to consider the methods in which Juna would never, ever wake up. And there was only two solutions and one of them was a lethal guarantee.
In silence now was his mind; before that, Sidious cursed himself for remotely having such a flaw in his warrior body; feeling like a father. It was hard to separate it, even now. It hurt as well for Juna went after Prophet to avenge the death of the man she thought was her father. She was brutally defeated because she loved a lesser pretender, and in some curious way Sidious thought that was why she lost: her true feelings of love and devotion were for the wrong man.
Sidious had a chance to correct it, and he failed. He failed Juna.

And so he sat in silence….pondering…..her future fate in his hands…now gone and in its wake the black….

Laughter.
It was so sudden Darth Sidious thought he had laughed spontaneously while still in trance. However the laughter was found more in the wake of the Force, echoing from afar in space and in time. Profound he quieted his mind some more…

The laughter was no more, but he began to have an epiphany. Sidious let himself out of his healing trance but before he awoke he switched his energies back to what he heard and felt only what seemed to be seconds ago in the Dark Side of the Force, having to use those methods of reaching Naressa showed him and channeling the Dark Side throughout his mind. This was different from other times he did this for the methods were different; it wasn't just memory recall, but actually tracing the very fabric outline of the Force itself. In his closed eyes he could see it and it surprised him, for before him was the planet Sanctuary…
The Dark Side of the Force around Sanctuary seemed to be drawn towards the Orpheus…

Sidious could practically see the focalization of the energies, and the familiar signature of Naressa emerged from under the collected pile of energy…

To his amazement, he watched her fire the energy towards Sanctuary like a weapon and wiped out the planet….so that was what he and Maul felt….

But unlike the Jedi Council, and unbeknownst to either side in relation to one another because they saw things in the Force differently, Darth Sidious watched the energy destroy the planet Sanctuary, and like any energy caught in a cataclysmic explosion it sailed outward….

And along with it the laughter.

The laughter of dozens of females. Of women who knew a secret, standing across a bare dance floor and whispering and pointing at the lonely boy too afraid to ask for a dance. Only this wasn't about fear or dancing. This was about…

Sidious opened his eyes wide, forcing himself awake…"Of course!"

Darth Maul had been standing over him, and took a full step back in surprise. The young apprentice said, "Forgive me, Master, but we are approaching home. I did not mean-."

"Shut up," said Sidious in a dry voice. He stood up, fighting the cramps in his legs and testing the range in motion in his arm and shoulder; the wounds weren't completely healed, but in time they would be. Strengthening the muscles and meditation and at least one bacta dip was required but they could wait. Working some moisture back in his mouth he asked, "We're approaching Korriban?"
"Yes Master," Maul assured him.

"Get to the bridge and hail them immediately. I don't care about security protocols." Sidious angrily rubbed his face. "I need a few minutes, but have Sele standing by for me."

"Yes my Master." Maul left quickly for the bridge, all ready doing everything with speed and effectiveness to impress his teacher. Sidious didn't care for such idle nonsense. He wanted to get back to Korriban now. He should have seen it! How could he have been so blind!
With the time alone he again tested his arm and decided to sling it by using some of his belting after removing his blood stained Sithian cloak; blood not seen against, but the evidence was there where the drying patches matted the material. Arm now in sling Sidious proceeded swiftly for the bridge without the limitations of a deflated lung. Arriving, he could see that Sele's holoimage on the small holopad on top of the cockpit's dashboard, and beyond that through the window was the brown-red orb of Korriban; half of its disk upon approach covered in the shadow of night. He sat remained standing, hovering over Darth Maul as the Dark Apprentice began making preparations for finally approach.
"Caretaker, I assume Lord Maul told you of our failure," said Sidious with a scowl. There was no need to mix the words up, no need for spin control, and no need to pretend they didn't talk. Given her Force sensitivity it was a sure bet Sele had felt the lack of certain presences on board the ship all ready.

"Yes Master, he has," she replied, and there was no mistaken the caution. Her short response, however, was laden with something imperative she had to convey, but being his most trustworthy slave she awaited for his commands. Good: for now he didn't need the lip of any bitch.
"I will be making plans for a counteroffensive very soon and also go over the events of the past week or so with you," he assured her venomously. "But first you have something you would like to share with me. What is it."
Sele nervously adjusted her hands and said, "My Master, we did what you have asked us and we went to Dark Ridge Point as scheduled. Upon are approach, we found the Sith Maiden cabin on fire, in the stages of full aflame when we finally arrived on scene. We secured the area and let the fire burn itself out. There was no sign of Nebula Nimh Ryder anywhere; no body and no tracks."
Sidious' eyes narrowed a bit and he demanded, "Cause."

"Unknown. We were quick to leave the scene to begin hunting her down; I sent half of our Hands out while the rest of us remained at the fire to make sure this wasn't some elaborate trick. We did a thirty second sweep, and then joined the rest in the hunt. We are still combing a cave system as well as the surrounding mountains, and also two landmarks: the Suel and Zaou Mounds."
Before she continued, Sidious waved his with his good hand and said, "Forget it! Call the Hands back! I want a speeder bike ready for my use by the time I reach the end of the egress ramp!"

Sele knew her place and knew not to question his wisdom; not when he was in this mood. "Yes Master. At once."

When the holoimage vanished, Sidious took his seat as Maul piloted the V-Hauler through the atmosphere. Without the loss of his focus or slight frown, Lord Maul said, "I should go with you, Master. These females have not shown their true intentions. There may be an unseen danger."

"You're wrong, my Apprentice," Sidious said with a sneer. "Their true intentions are very clear. Clarification must be sought now to gauge the damage, and it is I and I alone who must assess it."
That was the end of the discussion right there; every word Sidious spoke had clear definition of what his wishes were and from Maul to Sele on down there was definitely not going to be even a small thought of questioning his wisdom even though collectively they were at a loss. Their Master had discovered something that was very damning and it came out in fury tones in his words.

The ship landed on the newly reconstructed landing pad that Naressa's piloting skills had mangled only a short month ago, and awaiting there as ordered was Sele with a Sith cycle speeder bike; obviously there for it was the most direct, quickest way to get to the Lost Highway, and Sele assumed correctly that her Master wanted to expedite matters. The ship was barely on the platform when the ramp was coming down, and once the ship landed Sidious was walking briskly down it and to the bike.

"Your bike, my Master," said Sele, whose old flushed face demonstrated betrayed both her age and her commitment to ensuring the got what he wanted and she saw to it personally. She did her best to keep some restful composure but failed with her constantly heaving chest.
With no thanks whatsoever, Sidious jumped upon the bike and ordered, "I want full reports on everything ready upon my return. Nothing summarized. Nothing left out."

She nodded and bowed, but he was all ready gone by the end of his sentence, kicking the bike into the scream gear to reach Dark Ridge Point. Not really pressed for time; he just wanted to get there, alone, and confront a lot of issues.
And perhaps a lot of spirits.

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

CHAPTER 111.1

After a long journey on the Lost Highway - a lonely one save for the times the Sith's Hands' ships passed over him in ordered pull out - kicking up dust and making noise and his mind mute of thought, Darth Sidious finally guided the speeder bike up the ascending path that lead to the high plateau of Dark Ridge Point. At the road's end he stopped, his black boots stepping upon the first signs of something having been burned; the once proud and only living lawn grass on Korriban one could walk on bare foot safely. Beyond that and before him were the smoldering burnt wood remains of a thousand years of Sithian history, with some of the plants and most of the garden still intact flanking the black and gray and white scene. All of it centered and in clear view under a golden light as the planet's star began to set.
Built primitively with mud for sealant, dry wood beams and slanted acorn plank rooftop it was one large matchstick; especially the roof, there was nothing of that left and had to be the cause to why the walls were so consumed by the flames even when they were two logs thick; with this new view the cottage was actually much larger than it had appeared to be despite the three room only interior.
Under the circumstances the sentiment was lost to Sidious. He only cared for those Sithian artifacts that granted him power and knowledge; this Sith Maiden home did neither. It wasn't a loss to him, but he lingered here because he was curious; a feeling inside of him - not sorrow for what happened - told him that he was to discover the why and how of this destruction. He could have cared less, but the feeling only got stronger when he did. What caused this fire? Was it Nebula Ryder's dying energy having been released one last time? If so was this the measure of power she had left because the destruction was very minimal: a routine house fire. Suicide? No, that was never in the cards even though a Sith Maiden would have such a broadband and open mind. Ultimately, it was the old Sith suspicion: what affect did this actually have? For a Sith Maiden's life was one of strategy, of gaining advantage, and they had to be smart in order to survive undetected for so long.
Agitated, he walked through where the front door used to be….
And when Sidious did a draft hit him, short lived just as if he was entering the cottage when it was still erect and he was passing through and closing the door. His senses had been stretched out at the time and perhaps that explained the phantom memory, but what it didn't explain was the hint of a signing song choir in the wind…distant…
For the first time his gray eyes spotted part of a wall that survived the fire. Interestingly enough it was where Nebula's bed was, where so many Sith Maidens before her had shared the sleeping space with their newborn and growing children. It was where he knew a bedridden Nebula would have been, and with his good hand he waved towards the wall and used the Dark Side to move the large, solid debris…
And like the wall that was on it, the bed in its entirety was untouched by any smoke or flame. Its bedding was still neat and white, the heavy gray blanket laid quietly in the middle of it, and when got close to examine it more he could feel a presence of some kind there. The presence was undefined, but that wasn't why he compelled to go to the bed. No it wasn't, for where the bed was intact it was unmade, an distinct impression still resided in it where a body had laid, and in that impression, under the blanket in which Sidious pulled back, was a old fashion white nightgown laying perfectly to form on where the body - Nebula's body - had laid. Resting on top of the gown in perfect shop display was her ger'tah, the Sith Maiden prayer charm, and her comada, the E'oqerst bible. 
A candlestick falling behind Sidious made him jump and turn to the sound, and he visually kicked himself for acting like a spooked out Jedi Apprentice. Where it fallen it shared in a pile with the rest of its relations of burning wicks and wax and it occurred to him how the fire started. He took one more look around and saw old mantles of metal and ceramics where candles had rested in, and there was a distinct smell of burnt wax lingering in the air. A candle fire that destroyed this place.
Sidious turned back to the bed and came to another conclusion. Nebula Nimh Ryder was dead; had been dead ever since they left for Sanctuary; it would explain why such personal effects of hers remained. The fire wasn't a fast burner at all, but a slow burn that perhaps followed the trails of wax; or perhaps it was some witchery from beyond the grave. Nonetheless the old woman didn't have much time left. That goaded him all the more; he wanted her to suffer even if it wasn't by his hands. Not to die like this, where her body vanished. There was only one reason why such an event would happen, and it demanded explanation.

Alas he picked up the comada, and interestingly enough his index finger burned when he touched the velvet bookmark that hung from the closed pages. A sign of some kind, he opened to the page and examined the passages. After reading the first line of one of the paragraphs, he stopped and reread it all in it's entirety in the Sithian tongue. "[And the ways and means of love, the forgiveness of those spirits long and lust, shall show the way and mend the heart, and so such challenges must be worthy and of worry. Accomplished, unification is achieved no matter where such loves are. No dungeon will keep you. No shackles will restrain you. No wall will separate you. No light or no shadow…shall blind you]." 
He read the rest and closed the comada, saying the remainder aloud. "Forgiveness is all you ask, and the Nature shall reward you in kind."

Sidious stood up and tossed the comada back on the bed, a bit pissed off by the implications here. He shook his head and said, "In the end, Old Woman, even you couldn't hold on to your faith. You are just as hypocritical as I." The light of the day vanished and it caused him to look towards the low glowing horizon. "On your last day you embraced the light. How did I know you would? You had regrets." Disgusted, he felt he wasn't going to get the answers he wanted. Fed up he was going to leave.
Descending the broken stairs and approaching the bike, Sidious was nearly gone until he heard in the blowing wind what seemed to be a feminine shout. He ignored it at first, dismissing it as some trickery in the wind and Nebula's storytelling of restless spirits that sang in the blowing air. He straddled his speeder bike, started it up, and slowly began to turn it around….
And when Katlas the moon rose over the horizon to provide the night light, a small never before seen walking path appeared out of the corner of his eye as he turned in the front yard. He stopped hard, looked again, and it was gone!

"What the smeck?" As he finished, he heard distant voices again. Realizing matters, Sidious tapped into the Dark Side and let it fill his eyes. Like magic the grass parted and the dirt underneath matted down under the glare of the pale moon light, and before him existed the hidden path. 

Getting off his bike, Sidious examined it for the moment for he never recalled in his memories the path existing. It occurred to him as well that it had to lead to the graveyard of Naressa and Nebula's ancestors. Oddly enough as an after thought he had visited all of the known Korriban landmarks found in the computers back at the Monastery, all save one. He never recalled seeing it on satellite security sweeps of the planet, day or night. The old maps, created sometime during Nebula's reign as Matriarch, gave reference to it but not an exact location. None of the old journals of the previous Sith Masters made mention of the place, and they dated all the way back to Darth Bane's time, who's sister was the first Sith Maiden. Such mysteries were not to be kept so mysterious in Sidious' view.

And he was willing to bet no one under Sele's command even came remotely close to the graveyard, bypassing it without another thought as they examined the Suel and Zaou Mounds. Even if they did see it, which he doubted very much, they wouldn't have gave it another thought, or was too scared to try. Naressa in her dazed and confused state when they were alone together told him shortly of the dangers of going to the Sith Maiden resting grounds, especially when someone wasn't ready; apparently it was a place of trial for one to obtain the rank of Matriarch even before they actually had a child, or in Nebula's case children. 
Naressa had gone there for answers, to find Sanctuary's location. She came back. It was that fact that made Sidious suspicious. And now that he could see the path, he was ready to get some answers. He wanted answers. He began to walk down the path to get them.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 111.2

After some time, the moonlight wasn't the only source of light in the rocky region, where Sarcophagus Rock's exposed underside betrayed the flickering light of the lit Dark Flames from the resting grounds under and out from it; the shimmers of purple and white dancing angrily against the surrounding back drop, as a living being trying to climb the underside, failing, and trying again over and over. It wasn't the only thing that resonated off the rocks; Sidious could hear the voices of women in argument as he began to take in the majesty of it all. Or rather it was more than not an overzealously loud and composed conversation. It drew his attention towards what appeared to be the opening to the resting grounds, and there he saw two transparent and radiant beings. One stood at the gate, facing the direction in which Sidious was coming, was predominately black save for the all too familiar Dark Purity face and yellow eyes; both aglow and powerful and young. Silvery words in E'sithropian stitched hard and apart of the robes and gown. Some of those letters were covered, but he could see the letters 'F' and 'a'. The other female had her back completely turned to him, her black gown flowing and alive but yet not as black and ominous as her counterpart, her brown hair curly and long and thick much like Juna's was prior to the funeral services for Naressa. Her identity not known until she spoke and he could hear the discussion much more clearly. And oddly neither seemed to acknowledge him, as if they were just players of a non-interactive hologram.
"What I did I would do again," said Nebula Nimh Ryder, here voice a quiet echo of energy and certainty. "To be with your Father, my Husband, I would do it all again."
"But it isn't fair," the Sith Maiden cried sadly. "I'm alone here. Even with Father you will be all alone. Please, stay with us."
Nebula slowly shook her head and said, "I can't."

Sidious injected himself into the conversation at that point. "Because you betrayed us, Nebula." Both spirits turned and looked at him as he strolled around them to one side, primarily to Nebula's right and not very close; he was taking precautions. Sarcastically, he mused, "Opted out of the Dark Side plan."
A bit exasperated and rolling eyes, Fawni Nimh sighed loudly and said to no one in particular, "Like the assumption that the next one will be greater than their teacher, just as I think the Dark Jedi could never get stupider the newest Master outdoes the last one."
Surprisingly, Nebula gave Sidious a little smile; actually one that conveyed…relief. Strangely enough he expected her to look the part of some Jedi-like ghost and not the Dark Purity version he was use to; then again he never saw such spirits before so it he was basing it on assumptions. There was a difference between the two Sith Maidens by comparison; Fawni was quite and expectantly dark, while Nebula was…indescribably unique. "Don't fault him too harshly, Fawni. If he was incompetent as you think, he wouldn't be here to correct his mistakes, let alone be alive."
Sidious' eyes squinted as another dimension was now added to the situation. It was rather different, but he was too pissed off to care. "And last I checked, Fawni Nimh, your choice in men begged the question of your intelligence." He simply gestured to her. "Obviously the end results speak for yourself."
Frowning darkly, Fawni took several steps away from the resting grounds towards Sidious, and the Sith Master found himself backing up. "Foolish son of a bitch, you think because you stand out here you're safe from my wraith!"

Fawni stopped when Nebula stepped in front of her and admonished. "He is so long as I am here!" Both stared at one another, and eventually Fawni took a few steps back. She bore the look of a daughter not wanting to challenge the authority of her mother when the matriarch put a stop to her rebellious ways. "You have done the damage. No more needs to be done."

There was some moment of silence for Fawni to contemplate it, and it gave Sidious time to digest what was just said, and he knew that this was an extension of a rather heated argument. An argument that seemed to very personal and involved more than this them. This affected his presumptions quite a bit.
Finally, Fawni gave Sidious a look with her eyes and a cold evil expressive smile graced her. "You're right, Mother. We have done enough to murder his chances." She turned her attention back to Nebula. "I won't bother with this useful fool any longer." Her wickedness softened and she said to her, "I'm sorry."

"You should be," said Nebula with a corrective harshness. "Never in my living days…. I have never thought the Daughters of the Dark Side would betray one, or three, of their own." The silence between the two broadcasted much pain emotionally between them. What Sidious got out of it was betrayal; something had indeed occurred that changed everything in his mind and he was at a bit of a loss. "Now…you will all know how it feels."
The tension was still there, but they very silently embraced eventually, each whispering something Sidious could not hear, and finally Fawni took her leave through the entrance of the resting grounds. Sidious followed her with his eyes, and for the first time he realized that there were shadows watching very carefully within the confines. Once well inside, Fawni's spirit seemed to merge with the gathering shadows and made the large form larger.
"I spared you great suffering," Nebula finally said to Sidious, and then finally looking at him with a turn of her entire body. "From the beginning up till now: I hope you have finally realized that I was sincere the entire time."
"I had to learn the hard way," muttered Sidious, gesturing with his slung arm. "I was foolish."

"No," she assured him. "You were cautiously arrogant. And rightfully so. There was a danger to your existence. I was that danger, for I was truly changing your view of Naressa and Juna. I know this to be true as well; when you question your Nature, you become defensive because it is your Nature that keeps you alive. Your Nature…is your Faith. And when your Faith shows you the way, of course you won't question it. You believe in it too much to think it will fail you."
"So your intention the entire time was to unite us; me, Naressa, and Juna," said Sidious, seeking conformation.

"It was, for Juna needed help. Not from Faradi mind you, but from herself. Even a Sith can walk the fine line of self destruction. Without anyone there in her life, Juna was doomed to pain." Nebula shook her head somberly. "I know what Magus Prophet had done."

"Why did you need such tactics to trick me into falling in love with Naressa again?"

She just raised and lowered her eyebrows and said, "Nature, Master Sidious. Nature. This is what the whole tale has been about. It's about Nature." She moved around him so she could keep an eye on the entrance to the Holy Grounds. "Yes, I tricked you, but only because, as I said, Juna needed help."
"And Naressa?"

"Of course, I had to protect Naressa Jaina from your Nature to destroy those things and people that have hurt you. The plan was tricky, and unfortunately to my original plans I had to use the fail safe."

Sidious looked at her as she looked back into the graveyard, and he let himself look as well. He recalled all the conversations he had with her and Naressa, and said, "You…were going to keep her from her dead, unborn child. Naressa used that spirit to remember everything."
Nebula inhaled and exhaled very slowly, and said, "The plan was to unite them at a much later time, when you the two of you were too deep in passion to deny one another." She smiled just a little. "It's rare for anyone to find more than one true love in their lives. But it requires the deepest of commitments from the one they seek in order to hold it. Otherwise their hearts astray. It was true with her husband Bendian. It was true with you. And it will be true with Enothchild." Her smile faded and she returned to the original thought. "You alone would have gone to get Juna, and the three of you would have been united here. Even the best Jedi would have never found her here." She finally frowned. "Alas, Darth Rune was what altered everything."
"And you couldn't tell me," said Sidious dejected. "Because you were protecting me." 

"Indeed I was."

Sidious pinched his nose in disgust and shook his head. He walked around, back and forth in a slow, calculating pace. He changed the subject and went to the very heart of the matter that crossed his mind while on board the V-Hauler. "So you know about Juna's condition. Convenient. You also probably know about what Naressa did to that miserable planet. Incredible. Impressive. Foolish, but necessary." He stopped and eyed the resting grounds with contempt. "What I want to know is what were THEY DOING THERE?"
Nebula smiled just a little and said, "Explain it to me, or better yet prove to them you're not just some simple Dark Jedi."

With effort Sidious crossed his arms in front of his chest and stared hard into the shadows. "Of what I know of Sith Maidens is that they carry the knowledge of their ancestry always. It's in their blood. In their Diamonds as it were. Faradi resided in Juna all this time, Naressa before her, and how was that achieved? Through their genetic heritage. I got to thinking, when I heard their laughter as the waves of energy washed throughout the galaxy from Sanctuary's destruction, that perhaps Faradi isn't the only spirit that is an influence. What she does isn't exclusive to her.

"And why wasn't the Daughters of the Dark Side unable to detect Faradi's doings? That's easy: THEY CHOSE TO IGNORE THEM. They weren't victims of Faradi's plans. They were apart of them." 

The conformation came in the form of Nebula's sorrowful nod, and quietly she said, "Yes. Unfortunately I only found out the truth when I became One with the Force. They, not Faradi, were the reason why we couldn't feel the danger in the Dark Side. They were the ones that blocked us." The pain in her eyes was quite clear when she looked towards the resting grounds. "I was used by my own kin. They used my plans against me. And my own Daughters; how could they?"
There was a small noise, and Sidious looked back at the undefined shadows seemingly watching them and noted that a shadow bolted out and away from the crowd; Fawni no less; apparently she didn't like what her mother said, or perhaps she felt ill for what she had done. Then again did 'ill' describe their reaction and emotion since they were dead?
"But you see, Master Sidious, I know the answer," said Nebula. "It was in their Nature. As I said, this is what this whole tale is all about." She leaned towards him as if she was going to tell him a secret, but by no means did she even attempt to quiet her voice. "You have to ask the next question, Master Sidious."
Sidious heard that and he began to feel that he needed to ask the next question: why? Before he could care less; obviously this business about the nature of beings seemed to be enough of an explanation. Now, as he slowly eyed the shadows in the resting grounds again, a creepy suspicion rolled up and down his back. All the sudden he felt very mortal.

He finally took a few steps towards the entrance. Nebula made no effort to stop him. Discovering the truth against dangerous odds was a brave thing to do, but discovering the whole truth through confrontation was its own adventure where the rewards were both rich and potentially deadly. In this case the risks outweighed the rewards as Sidious didn't stop when he reached the gate. He boldly stepped through it…

The Sith Master found himself nearly stumbling forward and collapsing under the weight of the Dark Side of the Force that existed here. It was like Sidious was attempting to stand and walk on the surface of a gas giant that had heavy gravity and extreme atmospheric pressures; such compression in real life would produce heat due to the friction of air molecules even atoms themselves, but not here it was a tremendously cold despite the visual appearance of an enchanted and forever spring setting all around the resting grounds. This was a world were only certain beings could exist, and on the surface such creatures were the dead and the spirits attached to them.
Sidious was not impressed; perhaps weeks ago but now he was too furious at the dead spirits that looked down at him philosophically, not physically; he wasn't going to let them have that latter satisfaction. He tapped deeply into the Dark Side and immediately he found himself standing up and tall and proud, breaking the bonds of discriminatory restraint that nearly befell him. The victory felt good to him and chased away any weakness or injury he still had, causing him to shed off his sling. He brought his focus again to where the shadow party was, but alas they were no more. Instead in their place was one lone feminine figure with enough ornamentals on her Sithian cloak it was hard to find the black of her cloak, and yet a darkness was there that kept her within the bounds of the black, an air of Dark Side existence around her. Directly from her. Apparently the whole source of energy behind this place. Definitely more.
"It is not often that someone of the living surprises me, regardless of what they believe in. So when they do something no one has ever done, I can only commend them. Their faith has empowered you, and has showed you the way." She raised her hands and drew back the hood of her cloak, exposing a woman with an aged face, brown hair, and the trademark Sith Maiden yellow eyes, but her skin a warm pink. "I am the Great Mother."
Sidious acknowledge her with a short nod and identified her. "Luna Mystery Nimh. An honor. I wouldn't think I would be given such an honor based on what you and the rest of your horde had done to me."
Luna acknowledged the positive identification only by closing her eyes; beyond that nothing more was required. The Sith Masters knew all the identities of all the previous Sith Maidens since the Matriarchs and the Masters had to interact and coexist to coordinate plans. Sighing just a little, she responded to his lack of respect with introspection. "Some things just don't change. When it comes to the Dark Jedi nothing does. That's why you are so useful."

Grimacing, Sidious said, "I'm so thrilled you hold me in such high esteem."

"Whether or not you believe it I do; if it were not for you an important piece of the Prophecy, our main objective, would have never been. We're in your debt, Master Sidious, which is why I have decided to spare you." Sidious just huffed at her, still she continued. "My race is reborn, and with the Dark Hope rule this galaxy as prophesized. I'm sure you will bare witness to it since your services are no longer required."
When he heard that, Sidious' blood pressure spiked and at the same time he didn't like the undertone of that statement; it sounded too much like a guarantee threat towards his role in the prophecy; to rule the galaxy using the Dark Hope of the Sith has his weapon. With her birth it became his right, his destined place to rule the universe during this the Age of Darkness. He had a great idea that something similar to this would have happened; that Rune and the rest of the witches decided to step in and took over matters, or try to. However her statements seemed more ominous and much deeper in the dark depths of the truth that was now coming to light and he did not like it at all.
Sidious snorted. "Dear woman, the Enlightenment is clear; I will rule the galaxy."

The Great Mother just calmly shook her head and said, "Master Sidious, do you really believe that?" A small smirk of amusement glowed from her face. "Do you honestly believe the word of your Master, and the Masters before them that spoke and passed down such guarantees?" She chuckled. "Which such promise hand-me-down began with my Brother, Darth Bane?" She finished with a fading smile. "Do you honestly believe in such an honor vow, based on an obscure and clearly undefined Jedi prophecy? Do we all ready know that the Jedi can't see that far so clearly?"
Luna Mystery Nimh frowned and finished with, "Is it not the Nature of the Sith to use and throw away those who have clearly wronged us?"

Just when he couldn't frown any deeper, or get any more upset, Sidious was finding himself entering the Magus Prophet range when it came to rage. What she said could not be true! It had to be another ploy; perhaps an extension of the Sith Maiden's plot. A contingency in place perhaps thought up by Rune or even Luna Mystery Nimh herself, to distract him. Bait him into a trap! 

Yet no trap was sprung. No attack. Not even the threat of one as no other spirits showed themselves and the Dark Side didn't even ripple with deceit; it was more his natural instincts and intellect than it was what he could sense, not really relying on his senses given the disadvantage he had placed himself in.

There were demands of continuation in the air, and Sidious remembered what Nebula had said prior to his entrance. It was the question that now coated the tip of his tongue. He asked her, "Why?"

"Because the Jedi, all of the Jedi, must pay for their sins against the E’sithropian people, and those who lend comfort to such sinners will also suffer under the thorns of wraith." The Great Mother stared into his eyes with harshness. "That includes those who are of the Cantaspherian heritage, those Dark Jedi who contaminated my race with their poison views and weakening outlook. Fools that took their Nature, burned it into our conscious, and destroyed are souls!" Furious, she pointed a stern finger at him and shouted, "Heretics like you!" 

The wind grew stronger in response to her anger, and the air got heavier, but yet Sidious held his ground with gritting teeth. He prepared himself quickly for anything, ready to make any final stand against whatever power that was now darkening the skies and caused the flames around them to dim and nearly go out. 

The Great Mother pulled her hand and finger back and everything slowly returned to the norms Sidious had grown accustomed to. "Alas you do not know the truth. How can I condemn a fool if he doesn't know? You ask why, and I shall tell you it all, and in the end you will understand.
"My parents, my brother, and myself were the last of the purest of E’sithropian blood. Our family line venture briefly in the realms of shared power, that time far back in our Glorious Past when Dark Jedi and E’sithropian came together in both love and purpose. It was our family line, thousands of generations old, which discovered the poisonous nature of such unions. It erased our identities as a people as ambition and the need for revenge preoccupied our beings more than any desire. Unfortunately such unions could not be avoided; they had to be done, inbreeding was not an option. We held out the longest and as much as we could, thus our heritage, genetics as it were, was the purest.

"During those ancient times our people wanted to experiment. If there was such a way as a higher power, why not seek it? The E'oqerst saw no harm in obtaining such power, but it had to be tempered by the wisdom of our ancestry, which was not heeded. Just because we could reproduce with any mate didn't mean we should have."

Sidious let his mouth open in surprise, and Luna answered the show of surprise. "What? You mean you never questioned why someone like your Lord Maul, a non-Human, would be bestowed with the recognition of being one of us. Come now, you have, as did all the Masters before you with their 'alien' Apprentices. All the candidates for Sith Lord, the different races, had a link to our original kind's biology. The pure Sith race were the only humanoids that could mate with any humanoid, all of them, and bare their offspring." She paused for a moment and then said, "Were? Well, that's not entirely true anymore now isn't it?"
"Naressa being pregnant with Sarch's child was no fluke," said Sidious, understanding the implications. "She may have needed to wish for it, but the ability was always there."

"No it wasn't a fluke. It still did require…a wish upon a star." Luna seemed very proud of the fact in spite of the recent outcome of the venture. "It defines our progress to restore the true Sithian race. Being more Human than Sith I couldn't do such a powerful task; it was also why I was born blind; I was a throwback in biology as well as religion, with the added dimension of being a Force asilamorph. Juna, dearest seedling Juna, can do it; you and many others had theorized that it was one of the drawing cards Magus Prophet instinctively sought in her, and indeed you were all correct. She is more Sith than anything: more than Human, more than Nubian or Corellian. She is, in nature, the Alpha female." 

She paused, and then continued. "We are truly the dominant omni-species. The very zenith of the food chain. By that alone it is our birthright to dictate who lives, who dies or who is used." She turned down her growing excitement a few notches so she could return to the subject at hand. "However we didn't believe that as a whole until we mingled and intermixed with the outsiders of Cantaspher. Our race was a contained race, one that never sought the stars in the sky except in dreams of the mind. Then we were contaminated by the Dark Jedi with the virus known as undying, uncompromising vengeance. Your kind's hate for the Light soaked us, fueling our intellectual questioning of Jedi Code; instead of viewing has a error we viewed it as completely wrong.
"And you all had starships. Oh yes, we could now go to those stars, see if our dreams were true. Some were, and some were not; too often they were the worst nightmares. In hindsight we should have known better. That is if we weren't so infected with the desires of your kind, Master Sidious."

Sidious pointed a finger and spat, "Your 'race', woman, is the fool if you believe what you say! You infected the Dark Jedi with your power!"
"Yes, we were strong. Perhaps ambitious enough to grow in strength with the infusion of the Dark Jedi. Without question magical. But our goals were never close to unilateral when it came to conquest. We weren't perfect in the development of our society; show me a history of a society that was and I will call you a liar. We coexisted as tribes and nations, towns and kingdoms, cities and states." The Great Mother sneered. "But we never, ever let occur was our ambitions dictating our passions for want on a scale far larger than we can logically and with common sense keep a hold of. Never did any ruler in any capacity on Korriban survive long after he sought lands beyond his physical sight. 

"The galaxy? Dear Sidious in our ancient history the greatest wars were fought over rocks! Perhaps that seems pathetic to you, but in the end of those conflicts our race was far from being wiped out and we could still see our enemies during the waking moments. But that all changed, didn't it. Lord Tudan and Amu Caru are a fine example of that. Look around Korriban and tell me where they didn't leave their mark! This Lavished Land was made wasted by the so called Sith War, and was the Jedi responsible for that? Indeed they were, for with their blinding philosophy they created the Dark Jedi, and the Dark Jedi infected my race with the ignorance of themselves and from which they originally came from, and thus this dead world's current appearance speaks countless libraries worth about that!"
The Great Mother's flashing eyes died down as she calmed herself after another tirade. "Like many who survived the self annihilation my family line was not on Korriban. But like those who survived we spent the next few thousand years running for the Jedi contradicted their own principals when it came to fear. Rightly so in a lot of cases, but again who's fault was that? There were some who gave us mercy, defying their Masters of the Circle. However the Jedi don't rule the peasants. Those of the Republic put bounties on our heads. They held public lynchings and executions. The Republic talks and talks how they as a society are the perfect example in which to live by." 
She stopped and spat symbolically. "Bullshit. Complete and utter bullshit! Alas they were, in essence of law, the highest form of sovereignty, but they weren't natural. They were corrupted by the virtues of the weak in which they exploited. The Jedi Order was all ways there to whisper in their numb, accepting ears. And more often than not as some of us were hung, or shot, or stabbed or thrown from high places the Jedi sat on their hands and did nothing! Nothing! 'We cannot interfere directly with the order of planetary business' was their constant excuse. THEY had the power to save innocent people! THEY had the ability to save us and THEY DID NOTHING! Just like them we had our share of weeds, more so but there was a few of us that did no wrong or no harm. Yet our cries fell on the deaf ears of the Light and of the Right.
"My Good Husband, my Jedi Savior, saw this first hand. First as the arbiter that continued the philosophical hate against the Dark Jedi that thought themselves to be true Sith. Lastly as someone that experienced such hate upon his flesh by his own and one time brothers; he was a man protecting his woman and unborn child, and all were going to receive was their form of mercy at the end of their weapons. Thank the Dark Side for my Brother Master Bane and his undying love for me and his acceptance of our new Light ally Dor-Li Nimh.

"It was then he realized before any of us did that the faults of the Sith were more deeply rooted in the Jedi ground; our gardens were fertilized with the destructive need for vengeance. I have told him the stories of our ancient past, but even I was spiritually blind as well as physically blind to the cause of our great race's downfall. Dor-Li saw it because he bore no Va'der within him. Myself and Bane was corrupted with it. Bane saw a connection between it and his need to abuse me when I was younger: Va'der breeds ambition and control and the desire to do both over and over. Along with Dor-Li Bane too wanted to make amends to me and to the rest of our people. It was decided immediately after Dor-Li told us of the Enlightenments that Bane decreed the Sith Lords beyond him would become useful fools.
"Nefarious was what I renamed my Husband when he was reborn into the E'oqerst fold, the rank of Lord given to him by my Brother. Logically even Nefarious concluded that vengeance was a demand that had to be met; the first step to restore balance in the Force, because for too long the Light had dominated the galaxy and it was time for equality among the energies of the Force, which also contributed to our desires for revenge; revenge that had to be satisfied or it all would have collapsed. The first step found in the Jedi Enlightenments, in the Age of Darkness beginning with the birth of the Dark Hope of the Sith."
The Great Mother was looking towards the moon Katlas as it rose over the visible horizon, but turned her focus back on Sidious. "Bane knew this to be true; no Sith Lord of Dark Jedi heritage could win and rule properly; another reason why they were to be used and not really counted on save to protect the Sith Maidens as they grew stronger and stronger; until they were no longer needed. Yet he asked Nefarious, who as a one time Jedi knew the prophecy backwards and forwards, if the role of the Sith Lords was clear. The answer was no. It became understandably clear that the Dark Hope would have to do all the dirty work once she was ready, and the Sith Master of course was properly taken care of; the first step in that was to not inform him, or his predecessors before him, of their true destiny as bystander and underling. Honestly tell the truth Master Sidious did you really believe a much more powerful being than you would follow you and do your bidding? Just because YOU are her father? Do you not remember YOUR Dark Jedi nature of control?"
Sidious sneered and growled and pointed a finger at her and said, "I did not bust my ass for over all these years for this! I worked and slaved for years to be in the position of greatness, and when I was given the position of destiny I knew-."
"You knew nothing!" The Great Mother interrupted. "That burns you, doesn't it. The fact you were used in such a way. Oh, you served a purpose, Sidious, make no mistake; your very first suspicions upon realizing that Naressa Jaina was pregnant was that you were used were correct. You know how all the Sith Maidens chose their mates after me. They selected those with long lost Sithian ties. The errant seeds of the war torn past. It is the same process the Masters use to find their Sith Apprentices; the last links to the Dark Past. In the case of the Sith Lords it was only to ensure the bred lines were especially endowed with the blood of known warriors, such as yourself. In our case it was to resurrect a more powerful version of our once proud and faultless selves. One by one the E'sithropian code was rebuilt, piece by piece, and with the Dark Hope we are so very close."
The Great Mother's eyes dimmed, but her smile lit the dark and brooding scene. "With you and Naressa Jaina's union, it was the first time in over a millennia that two near perfect Sith came together and conceived a child together. A pure Dark child. Make no mistake; she isn't the Dark Hope of the Sith Order, Master Sidious. She is the Dark Hope of the Sith, of the Sith Race. The last True Sith who will rule this galaxy and deliver the true Va'der of our kind. The Jedi will pay for infecting us with their defective Dark Knights. The Republic will suffer for supporting the Jedi and through their enslavement they will begin to pay us back."
Sidious sniffed loudly and although his ego was so injured it needed life support he murdered out coldly, "If you think all that, then it will take a lot more than any of us could do to convince Juna Rapier to take the desire action you want."

With a hint of shaken confidence, the Great Mother said, "Master Sidious, we don't need her. Faradi will be sufficient in her place."

It was just like on the Orpheus, when Darth Sidious looked upon his Daughter and saw her beaten and destroyed by Magus Prophet. But then he kept his control and used is rage properly. Here, after hearing what he had heard, the last smug comment made him snap. "YOU BITCH!!!!!!!!!!!!" His rage was so ominous the surrounding darkness of the graveyard seemed to suddenly get pushed back by his omnipresence. His eyes burned with bright yellow flames, and his body charged with energy he never possessed before. He struck out his hands - including raising his wounded arm - towards the Great Mother and from his hands a blinding torrent of Force Lightening struck out.
Luna Mystery Nimh vanished in a dark, cloudy fog before it struck. The lightening spread out and struck everything in its path, visibly slicing and cutting through the dark veil that filled the atmosphere here as if it were simple cloth. Contact upon the green grass, the trees, and the flowers ignited into flames. Some of the ground was lifted and turned and tossed, separating and exploding at will and scattering the dark earth. Fixtures like the crypts and the mantles cracked and some exploded. The range of the attack covered more ground than such an attack was meant to do, but yet Lord Darth Sidious was raising the bar. It turned metal white quickly, causing it to melt. Much of what he struck was destroyed, dead, or dying. Annihilation, however, was the benchmark he wanted to reach and with more and more and more of him to give he poured it on.
In time Sidious stopped and stared at everything with gritted teeth and deep scowling. He was by no means satisfied by what he had done, but he did sent a message that he wasn't going to stand idly by and just let what Luna Mystery Nimh want happened. All of it! This was NOT his destiny! And if it was he and he alone was going to rewrite it! If Faradi Nimh could do it, then damn it so could he!

Sidious turned, again not satisfied, and stalked for the exit…

It doesn't matter what you do.
It was the Great Mother's voice in his head. He turned around…

The resting grounds were no longer destroyed. It was perfect, as if he never even attacked. But he did, he knew he did. The atmosphere grew heavy again and pounded him with its weight.

For now on Faradi will determine what is and what should never be. This is what you have always wanted. Now…it will come to pass.
Sidious shook his head and cursed out. "You're wrong! All of you are wrong!! I can stop it! I will stop it! Mark my words: if I must I will do what is necessary to achieve what has been promised to me! I will take it by my Will!"
You can't. This is destiny.
"Watch me!" he snarled proudly. "If there is one thing I know about you all it's this; you think I'm cocky and arrogant, when in fact I am confident and sure. I know because you just made a very lethal mistake to your plans."
Oh? What may that be?
Sidious was now free and clear of the resting grounds, taking a few steps into the normal night before turning around and cursing, "You Sith Maidens let me live! And that will be your plan's undoing, I swear it!"

We shall see, won't we Master Sidious? The Great Mother's voice faded away as he approached the exit. It shall be fun to watch.
"Oh don't worry: I will make it a laugh riot," he cursed, finally stepping out of the realm of Darkness and into the normal, calm night. "I'll enjoy every second of it."

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

CHAPTER 111.3

As for now, after seeing what had occurred and hearing what was said and now watching him leave, Nebula knew he wasn't enjoying anything or laughing, and he was worried about a great deal of things. She couldn't blame him; she could relate to Sidious for she felt the same way once she crossed the threshold from the living to the Force, discovering all the truths that eluded her despite her Dark Purity Sith Maiden abilities. There were still many unheard, unseen, and unknown secrets that while living she would have never unearthed due more to short sightedness than what the Daughters of the Dark Side had done. Still it did not help to have them use her, trick her.

Nebula could relate to him, and so found it very easy to walk by his side. Sidious didn't seem to mind her company; his commit to her as he slowed his aggressive walk certified her presumptions as fact. "It's the truth. All this time, the Sith Lords have been nothing more than babysitters."

"Master Sidious-," she began to speak, but she stopped for she felt him wanting to continue.

"I am nothing more than…a contributor. Promised everything to secure my donation to the cause. Like an erstwhile Alderaanian full of hope, I discover too late the double talking politician's true agenda." Sidious' bitterness was more of anger than sadness, bringing out the middle age wrinkles very strongly as the light from Nebula's presence radiated and shone. "Why keep me alive."
It was more a revelation than a question, and it was a very good point. Nebula felt it her obligation to tell him why; she knew of his efforts to avenge Juna, ill in the intentions afterward. "Because they changed the path towards destiny, and therefore like the rest of us they cannot see the certain future. Like you, and like Naressa Jaina, and the Jedi, they too will be very cautious." She gently grabbed his arm to get him to stop, letting him get used to the fact she could grab him, and gestured all above them from horizon to horizon to prove that fact. "Do you see the changes?"
She watched Sidious just look over the sky nonchalantly, but then he turned his attention back towards the eastern horizon. He took a few steps, pulling himself from her grip, and stared on. Shortly he looked at his wrist chromo, and she knew he noted the difference now. "The moon. It's gone!"
"Not entirely gone," Nebula assured him. "Moved to its new, permanent home in the day time sky; it moved while you were in the Holy Resting Grounds. Breathtaking, and unsettling, to see such a large body go across the sky like a battleship. It's more than an omen; it’s a damning tale of things to come."
Sidious stared out and around him again in survey, his mind obviously going over what she said and figuring out how Katlas moved so quickly. Nebula continued. "Change is everywhere, much of it so very subtle yet by no means small has it reflects the grander picture. Only the Chosen Few will see them and those same Few will act, or not act, on them, and what they do will shape and define the Prophecy."
"Those chosen few just so happen to know the Prophecy," remarked Sidious.

"You're one of them," Nebula assured him. She glanced back towards the graveyard. "They know. I know. Naressa Jaina knows."

"The Jedi know."

"Not exactly. Even the beings you would think should know really don't. They have assumed and concluded perceptions: they only see the end results, not what leads to the end results; they think they do, but they are blinded by their upbringing, by their peers, by their heart, or by their own selfish ambitions." She looked back at him. "And even those Jedi that can see are like us; they tread very lightly and carefully for matters in the Force have greatly changed. It's so startling it affects them hard."
"They're not the only ones," admitted Sidious. "Affects and changes aside I see a clear strategic stalemate. The Jedi will not challenge Naressa, at least not so soon. Though stunned and worried, they will err to the side of caution and patience. I do believe this of the Jedi Council given my experience as a Senator; unlike the Knights and Masters under them they are not prone too easily to having knee-jerk reactions. They will overlook Naressa's 'death' for now and accept the fact, given her 'known' behavior in the galaxy in the past, that her only desire is to obtain and protect her only child.
"And even if they had the balls I believe the Supreme Chancellor will or all ready has put a brake on any accelerated movements towards confrontation; through Bendian I do know she instilled some guarantees to protect her and Juna." His eyes narrowed. "So they wait. They wait for her next move, or more to it whether or not the Sith make it."

"True, for the Enlightenments have never been clear in detail. They never identified who the Dark Hope of the Sith would be, or what her role in the universal scheme would be." It was a known truth that Nebula knew long before this day, her mind filled with such information passed down from the Great Father. "On one hand, the Dark Hope could very well be the weapon we all hoped for, but in the Jedi's eyes she is the sole Sith to worry about. On the other hand, the Dark Hope is a Dark Prophet, born only to mark the Dark Times and to signal the coming of the Chosen One who will bring balance to the Force. Such wide latitude allowing so many variables of speculation in between them caused by the incompletion of sentences and illegible writings of a Jedi Master on his death bed ten thousand years ago."
Sidious said, "Yet the marks are there to tell them that the Age of Darkness is now. And as you said those blanks and scribbles are not concrete proof that Juna would do what the Enlightenments portray would happen."

"Which goes to show that destiny may be bestowed upon anyone, but it is how one or many look at it that eventually defines it." Nebula sighed wearily. "For all we really know this is how this destiny is supposed to play out. Just because to us my ancestors appeared to interfere in destiny doesn't mean it wasn't part of the Prophecy."
"Surely you don't approve of it?" 

Nebula raised an eyebrow and thought for a moment or two. "My opinion doesn't matter anymore. You must ask yourself if you don't approve of it. Consequentially, if you do believe that this is more your destiny than it is the Dark Hope's to rule the galaxy; you have to accept what has happened and approve of it. This is destiny, Master Sidious, and here it is in all its glory and doom"

Nebula moved towards him with care, stopping short before speaking again. "You spoke of stalemates regarding the Jedi and Naressa Jaina. You forgot to mention your holding position."

"It’s clear; I have to maintain invisibility from my enemies," stated Sidious factually. "I won't betray myself foolishly to the Jedi. They have hell to pay, and with this big wrinkle in my plans I have tons more to hold them accountable for. I have the pieces and more on the way, but time is needed to cultivate and manifest the plans."

"That front is known." She looked deep into his eyes. "The other front. The one between you, Naressa Jaina, and my Great Granddaughter. Given what you know now, how will proceed?" She raised a hand to stop any attempt by him to speak, but he was no where close to talking. "This is where I have no acceptance of matters. It isn't just that my Mother, my Daughters, and the rest interjected themselves into their lives, but they have successfully put you in the position of decision, on whether or not the destiny you have envisioned shall continue.
"It is now a simple question with a very long and detailed answer: what steps will you take to achieve the destiny you desire, Master Sidious?"

The frustration had peaked on his face long ago, but it returned as the thoughts rolled around in his mind. It actually didn't require one to be Force sensitive to know what was flooding his thought processes; the conflict was damning and apparent in his demand. "If you know the key answer to the question, then tell me if you truly care: has Faradi succeeded in replacing Juna. Tell me!"

Being one with the Force from a Dark Side perspective, a perspective that wasn't entirely exclusive she was quick to learn, Nebula knew the very answer to Sidious' question; being on such a higher plain of existence, higher than her ancestors, there was no secret that was safe and there was no power that could keep such secrets from her enlightened senses. Even a thousand or a million Sith Maidens, Sith Masters, and Jedi combined couldn't hide the truth, for the truth was an established fabric of fact that held the universe - in this galaxy and beyond - together. The old saying was, ironically, true: the truth always stares one in the face; entities only had to do was open their eyes. She could honestly tell herself after discovering the whole truth that she was just as blind as all the others; for the universe held so many unseen wonders, and even Family can stab One in the back. Now it was different, and they couldn't hide anything from her, and yes she did know the answer to Sidious' question. Her lips parted, and at last she was going to reveal to him the truth.
Silence. 

It was followed by her closing her mouth and pulling her body back enough to where she was out of his reach if she were alive and was threatened that he would lash out. In that moment in which they exchanged stares of disapproval Nebula reflected over the rest of the truth that fell back upon the question she just had asked him. She didn't need the super insight she had now; it went back to the classic detection measure of mortal moral and reason judgment of looking into Ones' eyes. Darth Sidious' gray eyes that burned with a clear and unwavering desire to get what he wanted and to follow through with the very threats he made when confronting the Great Mother; she heard it all. First and foremost he was a man, and the worst thing the Daughters of the Dark Side did to him was take away the Man's pride. That alone made him just as more eager to continue the quest that was anointed to him by Darth Hades his Master; something that was only partially inherited for Sidious was only partially a Sith, yet his attitude and approach was now, more than before, of One who just watched helplessly his wife and child be butchered by a horde of Jedi. All this before the Dark Side of the Force factored into his reasoning. When that did it worked on the growing hatred of his newly discovered position and only fueled his ambitions and desires to be that destined ruler of the galaxy just to stick it to the others that had used him. Revenge against them all. He was now and forever bound to that promise.
Nebula could see it in his eyes. She could see the future in his eyes.

"No," said Nebula, and she said it with absolutely no regrets.

"What! No! What do you mean NO!" Sidious shout grew as loud as his rage and his build up of power. "Do you not care about your granddaughter at all! What you tell me may save her!"

Nebula closed her eyes and a part of her, a small part, wished she had killed him. All the earmarks were in his words in the resting grounds; the objectification of Juna Rapier had just now reached its peak by none other than her very own father. That also was in his eyes. 
"You will do what is necessary to achieve what has been promised to you." Nebula more or less repeated what he had said to the Great Mother towards the end. She continued calmly. "Now I have your answer. Your daughter means nothing to you."

"For all I know she's worthless to me!" Sidious shouted. "Brain dead, and if so then all the better for me because Rune lost!" He showed no regret in saying that. "But if she isn't I need to know now!"

Nebula shook her head. "Then it is quite clear what you must do, which is why I won't make it any easier for you to kill her." And not to her surprise at all he didn't flinch or blink at the accusation. "That is the only way you can assure your place of power. To be sure. To kill your own and only child……I may have wished that Faradi was never born, but even with what I know I couldn't do what you are even contemplating."
"By not telling me you make me assume," he retorted. "If you don't wish me to assume wrong then tell me or to Hell with you!"

Nebula glared at Sidious with great disapproval, and all be it she wasn't in a position to destroy him in a physical sense, for her time was now short, she was going to lay on him a heavy dose of rational, what if reality. "As we speak now, your tones, your words, and your emotions have now been cast into the Winds of the Dark Side of the Force. Naressa Jaina will hear them. Undoubtedly so will Rune. You are creating a unique dilemma for yourself alone with your ego and selfishness. You're exposing your ambitions for everyone to exploit."
"And you're not exploiting I take it."

"I have nothing to gain if I did. I have what I both want and need and my life is over. You, on the other hand, may very well be falling into Rune's very plans and not know it. Or even perhaps the rest of the Daughters of the Dark Side have decided to alter the plans. Say Juna is brain dead; then obviously one of our own must still continue. If it cannot be Faradi or Juna, then Naressa Jaina will surely do. The only being keeping her from ruling this galaxy IS her Gessa; a Light that for all she knows does not shine anymore; a gentle creature she can only hope to pass on the touching love of Jacen Solo. Your feelings don't help, for they fuel the Dark Side, and therefore fuel all those of Darkness around the galaxy, and gives Naressa Jaina too much more to think about. You put her in a position to act, and it may be the wrong action."
Sidious shook his head angrily as the thoughts just compounded his anger and his frustration with migraine affect. He was going to leave, and he spat out, "Smeck you! For all I know you're either doing Rune's dirty work, or for your Sith Maiden kin, for Naressa, or for your own selfish reasons! For now on I follow my own cold heart! Not someone who bides by their own agenda looking for regret. I have none! I will have none!"

Nebula watched him turn his whole body around and indeed he left, trailing behind him lots of certainty and lots of doubt; over what and which was what was left undetermined for the time being. Whatever he had left in him that resembled Sithian compassion it was now and forever gone. All she could think was that she failed to bring any peace to the situation. Naressa Jaina would know of this very soon, and this put her in that same corner that Sidious was in right now; what to do about Juna on every possible subject.
However it was a necessary corner. It would make Naressa Jaina even more cautious of what she does and take steps to protect her Daughter from whatever may happen next. Sidious was sure of himself, but when it came to Juna he still asked the question he wanted answered one too many times. He wanted to know if Rune won so he could justify the murder of his Daughter. In uncertain terms, as she slowly faded away to embrace the cosmos and her beloved Creighton and perhaps in the years coming both her own Daughters, she did give him the answer: no matter what he does, Rune had won.

But only the battle. The war was far from over. And thanks to her she had inadvertently made certain that was once a given victory now was a toss up, and a combination of faith, fate, and guile would decide who was more destined to truly claim it. However the Prophecy comes off was no longer her concern, but at least she put pressure on everyone that had a stake on it. From Sidious to Naressa Jaina to the Jedi and even Juna and Rune: for now on they were going to approach it with full and unwavering respect.
What happens between now and then will determine the End. There will be trials like no other, never before seen. It will create and nurture and destroy all at the same time, at different times, and define the cosmos. Through it, through these Dark Times, these very Dark Side times that everyone fears, Balance will be achieved. Nature would be restored. And peace will have a definitive meaning.

Forever.

The prologue is over. The Narrative is settled. The Introductions made.

After a thousand years, the real war has finally begun. Its first causality will be the Tragic Hero, and he who bares the Mark of the Flames.
