CHAPTER 66.0

The ride did not turn out to be has long has Naressa thought it would have been, but with slowing down, some juking from time to time, and finally the repulsor engine winding down, Sidious getting off and carrying her in a cradling embrace told her that they arrived. As promised she kept herself blind and silent, going along with the romantic role-play that mimicked the story Sidious was referring to when he tied her up and blindfolded her; he the Sith Lord that took drastic action to seek revenge and found true love, she the woman who had lead him on, pushed him away, became his unwilling hostage, and finally his lover.

It was the tragic story of Lord Darth Rax and his beau Pamora. 

Sidious’ silence broke, and the sudden utterance made Naressa jump a little in his arms in surprise; the Sith Master had been too quiet for too long, ever since he took her ‘hostage’ and drove off with her to Force knew where. “Why don’t you tell me the story, Naressa? I would like to see if you know it.”

“I’m rather surprise you know the story of Rax and Pamora,” said Naressa, bringing her bound hands to her face to itch her nose with an extended fingertip. 

“I’m a hopeless romantic,” Sidious said sarcastically. They knew they he was fooling too; any Sith with common sense and the need for power sought out anything and all that would give them more power and advantage. The comada was one of those sources that tipped its hand quite numerously powers that were obtainable by both light side and Dark Side beings if they had the power, and most importantly the mind, to use it. “Indulge me. I’m curious if you know it by heart.”

Naressa licked her dry lips first has Sidious continued to carry her, and then began. “Some ten thousand years ago, Darth Rax was a young warrior between apprentice and Master in his Sithian life who won himself many a battle on far away worlds. He had no real equal, but there was one person that was the bane of his existence, the lovely woman child Pamora. She had taunted him throughout his life, his only breaks from the turmoil when he was an apprentice and when he left Korriban; any other time she was a constant thorn in his side. The well to do daughter of the Sith Master and land chieftain Exe Brzen, Pamora was one over many when she showed no true power. Has a child she constantly toured the lands her father ruled, one being the very lands Rax was born and raised in, and pissed a lot of people off. Exe Brzen, though, was too powerful to mess with and anyone who gave her an impolite stare was dealt with painfully by the ruler’s trained Sith Warriors that were by her side constantly.”

Naressa felt the surrounding atmosphere naturally grow dampish, and the lack of heat on her face indicated that they were now underground and out of the sun. She forced herself to continue to prevent herself from cheating. “One day while they were both children Rax gave her an impolite stare, but unlike the others who went through painfully slow, tortured filled deaths like Stone Hill or Pressing, Pamora constantly heckled him and on many occasions she had her warriors hold him has she beat him with her fist. It didn’t stop until Rax began his tutelage has a Sith Lord, and in time he returned home only to pick up where Pamora left off. Only this time, however, she was a full-fledged woman that constantly teased him, lead him on, provoked him in sexually provocative ways, and then cry ‘rape’ or some other cry for help and run away. All the while her warriors were left behind to be slaughtered without mercy by Rax’s skilled hands.”

Naressa felt them stop, and Sidious setting her down on. She sat on something hard and decided that it was rock; her clothes and cloak prevented further confirmation has it padded her back end well. She felt something touch her lips and she flinched. Sidious said calmly, “It’s a canteen. You look thirsty.”

“Oh. Thank you.” She opened her mouth and took a drink of cool water. Finished she moaned a little and he stopped pouring. Satisfied, Naressa continued has she heard Sidious wander around. A few times he shuffled by her, and at one moment picked her up for a moment to put a cushion under her butt. “Anyways, Rax’s frustrations peaked when the very last time Pamora did her little dirty deed she had her father pay him a visit. All the while Exe Brzen belittled him in front of everyone Pamora would make gestures and faces at him from behind her father’s back.”

In the distance, Sidious said with a voice that echoed off the cave she presumed they were in, “Wasn’t she a dirty little bitch.”

“Oh she wasn’t done. Pamora sent Rax a letter inviting him to discuss a truce between them. Rax had a better idea; he was going to kill her. He had enough, and since he figured this was a trap he went loaded for Armageddon. Sure enough the meeting was in her bedroom and every guard that came running into her room presumed he was breaking in to kidnap her. Rax winning his fight with the guards was a disaster for Pamora, and she pleaded with him not to kill her. He decided that she was right; that was too simple of a way for her to die. So, he did take her captive and ran off with her.

“Needless to say, her father was not amused and ordered every Sith Lord he had after them. Rax, though, knew Korriban better than anyone; like you, Dace, he studied everything the Sith had to gain whatever power and insight in the Dark Side he could. Pamora, never a believer in her abilities for she was never a E’oqerst or a Va’der but Daddy’s Little Girl, was scared out of her wits for she didn’t know where she was or what Rax was planning on doing to her.”

She felt Sidious’ hand touch her face with great care and he mused, “Something you won’t have to worry about here.” She then felt his nose touch hers has if he was going to kiss her, but then stopped short and said, “That is not too much.”

When she felt him move away, Naressa continued. “Well, whenever Rax wasn’t dragging her around he belittled her, tormented her, taunted her, and threatened her with physical harm. Pamora neglected her dark heritage and therefore the Dark Side was not with her all that well, and Rax used her forced blindness and bondage to his full advantage. He would whip punches or kicks around her body, not making contact. He would then drop boulders around her, letting the impact vibrations scare her more. A few times he would force himself on her, but then back off. Finally to really intensify the horrible experience, he used his lightsaber and really made her frightened.”

She felt Sidious check her restraints, playing the role of hostage taker to the nth degree, and making sure they were still on her tightly. When she felt him go away again she continued. “Pamora, has the days became months, realized the errors she made and begged forgiveness. She finally admitted to him that the first time she ever saw him she felt for him and didn’t necessarily like the feeling, but she didn’t have the heart to kill him. For whatever reason after that Darth Rax released her and sent her on her way, only to have her come after him. She felt she needed to honestly prove to him that her feelings were real for him. After years of stubbornness, Rax gave in and discovered in her embrace that indeed, after all these years, she truly did love him.

“Unfortunately her father didn’t get the message and after too many failures he went after the two himself. Knowing of his coming, Rax was convinced the only way to prevent his death was to fake his death, and Pamora was to be his killer. Exe Brzen witnessed the fake death and did not buy it. He threatened his own daughter to reveal the truth, and Rax fought Exe Brzen to its sorry conclusion. Exe Brzen let him live only so his daughter would truly kill him. Instead, Pamora took her lover in her arms and with his lightsaber she stabbed them both through the chest at the same time. Their love and passion was so great it generated an explosion that destroyed Exe Brzen and the couple’s home; supposedly a lost Sithian city better known as Titan’s Lair.”

“A place where the lost gods of the E’sithropa supposedly entered the real world from the Dark Side and roamed freely,” said Sidious, his warm breath now blowing on her check beside her blinded form, fiddling with her blindfold. “They had both hoped to gain added strength, and at the same time hide behind the gods. And no wonder.”

Sidious removed the blindfold and once she allowed herself to see Naressa took note of her surroundings and gasped. 

All around them on the perimeter was solid rock, but the sunlight filtering down from the opening behind them shined upon a large, dome-like structure that was made out of pure platinum. It somewhat damaged and dust covered but otherwise still intact. The most defining feature of the structure was the large and ominous black obsidian stone doors that stretched what seemed to be miles upward, embedded in the surrounding rock, that looked impossible to move even if the rock wasn’t there keeping it shut. 

All along the only pathway to the doors were statues of various all around sizes and depictions, some of stone figures taller, and wider, and more massive than any building found on Coruscant has the ceiling cut the giants, or Titans, off at the knees. The rubble around them told of what happened to most of the upper halves of the statues; some of the large pieces were quite still intact and bore faces of strange beings Naressa had never seen before. Looking down she noted that she was sitting on one of the Titans, and his large eyes stared at her has if she were committing a great sacrilege. Sidious finished his thought. “And no wonder, everything here is big enough to hide behind.”

“My word,” she said quietly. Curious, she scanned upward through the rock and confirmed suspicions. “They’re larger than any building found in the Republic.”

“And no one knows for sure who was really responsible for building them,” said Sidious, looking all around them both. “I would like to think we did.” Meaning the Sith of course; the Dark Side was everywhere within the cave. “It wasn’t always a cave.”

Naressa thought for a few moments, her eyes analyzed the rock structure, the way it fell other than the obvious excavation marks on the cave walls. “Volcano?”

“Some time after the loving couple died there was an eruption that engulfed the entire basin,” said Sidious in affirmation. “We’re near Mount Heruvus to be precise.”

“Well no one wonder no one found it afterwards. Then again it was fool hearty for anyone to go to Titan’s Lair. Or so the legend goes.” She took a look around their little area, and paused. She looked around again, taking in the indented area in which their little camp resided in, and realized they were actually standing in what appeared to be a giant footprint. “Wowzers.”

“Whoever left it…we better hope he don’t come back,” joked Sidious with a chuckle. They both stared at each other and then really laughed. “We would kick their ass.”

“Undoubtedly,” she said with a smirk. Naressa then noted the spread at Sidious’ feet; laid out was a large ground spread, and on top of it was containers of food. Smirking again, she chimed, “It appears they left their food as well.”

Sidious clapped his hands together and said, “Well…it seems that way.” He eyed her with his gray eyes and shrugged his shoulders. “I thought this would play with your curiosities.” 

“Oh it does.” Naressa moved around, which eventually took Sidious to carry her again and sat her down on the spread. She never took her eyes off of anything even has he sat her down. Then she realized she was sitting down, and then she looked at him and said, “It’s making me not think of my troubles, or worry about matters. Thank you.” 

“I think you deserve it,” he said quietly. “When we’re finished here, I got to show you around.”

Naressa’s eyebrows raised and she said, “Then lets eat, I’m one starving hostage.” When he opened the nearest container and she saw the ration bar, she couldn’t help to laugh. 

CHAPTER 66.1

 They spent a good share of the day exploring everything slowly, and Sidious brought her up to speed on everything they saw together, carrying her the entire way in his strong arms. First and foremost was how it was discovered. It turned out Naressa’s mother Darth Rune found the place more by chance than by deduction. Rune had brought Darth Hades to the region to train him and in the session she happened to unearth part of one of the statue’s heads from the volcanic covered hillside above. Rune ordered the site to be excavated by the slaves, a work detail that took 60 years to complete. A project Rune never saw to her end, and a project Darth Sidious saw completed when he became Sith Master.

To Sidious, Naressa’s enjoyment of the place dropped a few notches when he mentioned Rune, and so did his best to not mention the Sith Mistress afterwards. It wasn’t hard to avoid that subject after the excavation story, and after a while Naressa seemed to loosen back up again. All the while they explored, Sidious took the liberty of measuring the Naressa Rapier that he had tied up – still playing their little game - and was carrying and had kissed with passionately on different occasions with the Naressa Rapier he had known for years before her miscarriage and transformation. 

There was, in the back of his mind and not fueled by the Dark Side at all, some resistance in believing that she was going to recover, return to normal AND bring Juna into the Dark Side fold where she rightfully belonged. The Naressa he knew for too long was unwavering in that view, and yet Nebula was far too confident that when her granddaughter did return to her old self she would not only bring Juna to Korriban but reveal everything else, and to top it off introduce his daughter to the Dark Side of the Force. So either Nebula was lying to him, or Naressa was fooling them both very deceptively well.

Still…he wanted to be a believer. He wanted to believe it in more ways than one. 

Sidious wanted her. He wanted her to be totally committed to him and the Sith. He just wanted 100 percent absolute certainty before hand. He wanted all the doubt erased from his mind. He told himself it had to be more than what he felt for her. 

The day gave way to the evening, and the fall of night was threatening to completely darken the cave; even during the excavation lighting was not part of the equipment. Sidious found enough wood lying about inside the cave that the slaves used to burn to keep warm during the excavation and started a modest fire.

Sidious returned from his speeder bike with a cooler container with some special surprises inside. He asked her politely, “Hungry?”

“Yes I am. Haven’t eaten since this morning.” Naressa, still bound but sitting comfortably by the fire with her comada in her hands in front of her, peered up for a moment, saw the container, and mused, “Well what do we have here? My hostage taker holding out on his hostage?” 

“A surprise,” said Sidious with a small grin. He sat it behind him to shield it with his presence, and then squatted down next to her. “That is if you will let it be a surprise. I would like it to be.”

Naressa smiled mischievously, closed her comada, and eyed him in a way that said she had a feeling something romantically provocative was going to take place tonight. Sidious could tell she understood, and she wanted to play. Oh yes, she wanted to play his game. She said dripping with sincere sexual innuendo, “Well, wouldn’t it be prudent to blindfold me again if you want it to be a surprised?” 

“Of course,” he said, and very gently he put the blindfold back on knowing Naressa was going to keep her word. Sidious kissed the side of her face by her right ear, and then said in the ear, “Relax. I’m only going to feed you.”

“Like I haven’t heard that line before,” she playfully teased and managed a quick kiss on his cheek before he pulled away.

Sidious turned to the cooler container, opened it, and pulled out containers of chilled fruit, some fish and other aquatic edibles and kept the other items in the cooler for now; he didn’t need them yet. The food was primarily from Naboo, so it prompted him when he held a bite size piece of fruit in his fingers to say, “Here, have a little taste of home.”

“Your lips,” was her quick-witted response, and Sidious had to stop for a moment to laugh a little. He put the fruit to her lower lip and his charge took it from him. She chewed and made a little noise. “Rummy.”

“One of your favorites I do believe.” Sidious waited until she finished and gave her a piece of smoked salt-water piper bass. Naressa made a bit of a face. “Don’t like it?”

“I do, I just didn’t expect something so sour after something so sweet. But I guess that’s what makes it a surprise.”

Sidious went back to the fruit and feed her a white melon piece. “Well, I won’t have my girl’s taste buds soiled by anything she doesn’t like.”

“That’s good to know,” she mused. With mirth, she added, “I hope you didn’t bring sausage because after that statement I won’t be having any.”

He chuckled and said, “Oh my Lady, you think me so male as to do that to you.” When she smiled he continued to feed her, which at one point she got a little sloppy with the jamra; the juice just squirted all over her chin. Naressa went to use her bound hands to wipe her face, but Sidious grabbed them and forced them back down. At that moment she swallowed a little in trepidation and uncertainty. He said, “No. Allow me.”

Moving towards her face with his, Sidious let his mouth work over her chin to clean up the juices, teasing her lips just briefly to make things more provocative. Naressa went to kiss him but he pulled back. Her disappointment showed even with the blindfold on. He took an inventory of her and noted her breathing was a little quicker and her pulse was easy to see on her neck. She was in the proper mood for sure, but he wanted more than just the proper mood.

For a while he fed her normally, often times teasing her a little, and then going back to being boring. Sidious changed gears on Naressa at this point since she was nearly satisfied with her hunger and pulled out another item from the cooler: Dveganstam whipped chocolate. He dipped the fruit into the bowl and very lightly brushed it against her lips, and pulled it back.

Naressa pulled back a little, licked her lips, and made a face, which featured her nibbling on her lower lip in wanting. “Oh, oh you have chocolate! Don’t tease me with chocolate you!” Sidious just laughed as he brushed the fruit by her lips again and pulled back, leaving the dark, rich brown delight on her black lips. She licked and fretted in frustration, trying to reach out with her bound hands to grab his hands but he just chuckled and pulled back further. “This is cruelty! Now I know how Pamora felt!”

“Well not quite,” said Sidious, now placing the chocolate covered fruit in between his teeth. He mumbled out, “Unlike her abduction and imprisonment, yours will be filled with a lot more pleasure than pain.” 

Sidious placed the morsel on her lower lip, and when Naressa opened her mouth he slowly drove it home and then let his lips connect with hers in the process. They exchanged opened mouth pleasantries, and then he relented so she could chew her food. She asked seductively, “Do that again?”

“Absolutely.” Sidious did indeed do it again; feeding her just like a mother bird would a hatchling in a way but in a more Human, more seductive manner. Finished he asked, “Are you full yet?”

“Oh yes,” she mused back, kissing him again after leaning forward and just bumping into him.

“Then allow me to pleasure you, my love.” Sidious turned back to the cooler and pulled out a wrapped object. Tearing the paper off, he then let the cooled object touch her face on her right cheek, letting its gentle softness and cool touch arouse her. He repeated on the left cheek, and finally he held it under her nose. 

“A black rose,” she guessed correctly from the smell. “And how do you propose you will be pleasuring me with it.”

“That’s a surprise.” Carefully, Sidious grabbed her and gently encouraged her to lie down on the ground, his cloak spread out underneath her. Caressing her head with his hand he asked her, “Do you trust me, tonight?”

“I do,” she said quietly, waiting somewhat impatiently for what was going to come.

Sidious grabbed her bound together arms and put them above her head, leaving her body basically exposed to him even thought she was still fully clothed. Keeping a firm grip on her hands he danced the black rose slowly over her face again, letting the cooled petals touch her forehead, guiding down her nose, and across her lips; he played it across her lips a little bit longer than anywhere else at the moment, and Naressa’s lips parted open responsively, seduced now by the moment. 

Very purposely, Sidious slowly dragged the rose down her chin, down her neck, and for the next few moments he played the night blooming flower across her exposed chest, silently rewarding Naressa for her decision in wearing a low neckline dress. Her skin goose bumped and she raised her upper body towards him in desired response. He finally placed the long stem flower between her breasts, right over her black rose tattoo, and allowed only the bloom to be visible. 

Keeping her held down, Sidious slid on top of her and gave Naressa a deep, erotic kiss that solicited a trembling from her body and silently asked her to hold still. Moving his hands he found her in totally compliance to his wishes as she kept her bound arms overhead as he groped her body, careful not to touch her lower stomach or pelvis in the process; he didn’t want her to experience any phantom pain from her miscarriage like last night, and besides that there were numerous places he could touch, caress, kiss, and fondle her.

More importantly he wanted her to trust him, and he was more than satisfied that he could trust her. There were other ways of obtaining such a conclusion, however he had to admit this was his very best idea to date. Very, very best idea indeed.

“What are you thinking,” Naressa asked between her slow, panting breaths as Sidious pulled away to let her breath.

Sidious eyed her up and down and let the dark animal thoughts fill his conscious. He said, “I’m thinking what I am going to do to you.” He gave her another kiss. “To make you beg and plead for me to stop.”

He grabbed the top most button on Naressa’s dress above her breast, tug up on it to let his blind victim know what his intentions are, and unbuttoned it. The second button came undone. The third. The forth. 

All was silent save for the crackling of the burning fire beside them, and the sounds of her breathing echoing through the darkness.

CHAPTER 66.2

A constant echo of sound finally stirred Naressa to awaken from her slumber. She concluded after she sat up that it was a lightsaber, and with Darth Sidious gone she knew who was wielding it. It came back to her, all of it, just as quickly as her next inhaled breath; he had gotten up only a little while ago, quietly told her to go back to sleep and then gave her a kiss that reminded her why she was feeling so…invigorated. Thinking about last night made her wet her lips and smile and she couldn’t help to let her hands, freed along with her legs, rub her naked arms as she thought about it, and with her perfect memory and mastery of the Dark Side the experience was relived in almost full physical pleasure.

Almost, though, was not as good as the real thing, and the real thing was outside the cave. Putting her dress back on but leaving off her footwear, stockings and the ribbons that held her hair in perfect place for so long, Naressa made her way to the front entrance of the cave. In time she found him and stood by the entrance to watch him work out in the morning sunlight.

Topless and just barely breaking a sweat even after an hour of moving about, Darth Sidious continued to battle against his own shadow that played up against the smoothed out wall he faced. Just like how some hand-to-hand fighters used light and shadow to measure performance and imagine it as a foe, Sidious pictured his movements as being delayed actions in which the shadow Sidious as it were countered against, and then Sidious himself countered back. It was a patterned routine filled with no surprises but that was beside the point; shadow fighting was about concentration, memory, focus and what one has learned and above all it was a descent departure from working out with a drone or another Sith Lord especially when there were none at the moment.

Naressa watched his movements of sword technique and body movements, staring spellbound at the performance. It was a unique chorography that rivaled even the most prodigal of wind-possessed dancers and made more thrilling with a weapon that could almost cut through everything. Like the performance Alouha Bitter gave at Tragedy Bluffs on Naboo, Sidious had to have control of everything or give into the fact that his lightsaber could cut him in half just as easily as it could a Jedi’s body.

A few times she noted a displeasing look on his face coinciding with something within her telling her that although he executed the maneuver flawlessly in form it was too fast in execution. It caused him to land off balanced just enough to where it left him wide open for a fraction of a second, and if it were a real fight a skilled foe would have seen it and took full advantage. He compensated, but clearly he wasn’t happy.

Sidious whipped himself around in a frenzy pace that saw him make contact a few times with the surrounding rocks, slicing through them as if they were heads coming off bodies. In one smooth motion he spun to the ground, gestured towards his shadow, and all at once the severed ‘heads’ flew towards the shadow, striking it at different times. When the dust settled he went to continue, but noted that his shadow…was gone! He took a quick look behind him at the star just above the horizon and noted the clear skies. A girlish chuckle brought him around to his left to catch Naressa standing there with a mischievous grin on her face.

Naressa said, “I think you got him that time, Dace.”

“Interesting trick you have there,” he said, shutting down his lightsaber and, as he approached her, his tunic flew to his hand so he could put it on. The manipulation of shadows on her part here was the very same thing she did at Rapier Manor 8 years ago. “Just how is it you can pull that off?”

“Well I’m not allowed to say.” Naressa took note of his frown, knowing it wasn’t a very angry frown but one that asked ‘don’t you trust me’. “I’m just abiding by the rules established between the Masters and the Maidens.”

Sidious gave her a cocked eyebrow. “Like the rule about keeping physical contact between Master and Maiden to just being friendly?”

 She smiled brightly and said, “Oh, well last night was just an oversight of the rules.” Quickly she added, “Anyways as far as insight goes think of the shadows as a person’s true reflection, a true inner self.” She gestured past him and when Sidious looked he saw his shadow again. “A mirror only shows your strengths and weaknesses on the surface, but shadows are a true telling of one’s darkness.”

Sidious looked at her shadow, then his, back to hers, and then his again and said unconvinced, “I don’t buy that.”

“Only if you had my eyes,” she said regretfully. Her low glowing yellow orbs with their ominous cold black pupils, which at no time last night did he sees his reflection or even the fire’s reflection in them when he removed her blindfold, were upon him but intently he felt they were looking past him, beyond him, at something else entirely. It gave creditable weight to what she just said and he believed her. “Everything has different meaning with them. You see everything as it truly is in the Force.”

“Including the shadows,” Sidious said.

“Especially the beauty of the shadows. Here.” Naressa encouraged him to come closer to her and she turned him around to stare at their shadows. “I’ll show you how it’s done. You can do it, it’s not Sith Maiden secret.” He nodded and she said, “Close your eyes, and let the Dark Side fill your sight. But don’t open your eyes yet. Let it build, and at the same time let yourself go to the darkness with the belief that it cannot harm you.”

Sidious turned around with his eyes open, not looking to thrilled because of what she said. “You believe I fear the Dark Side?”

Naressa sighed and stroked his head affectionately. “Dace, you may use the Dark Side, live in it, breathe it, and say you do not fear it and all of that is true. You have a strong faith in it, but what you don’t have is a strong faith in yourself equal to what you are capable of. If it is not equal, then you will never find those higher powers you seek.” She took both her hands and moved his head back towards the shadows. “Now close your eyes and do as I say.”

“Oh, what you say?” he joked as he did what he was told. “I take it you’re in control now?”

He felt her lips brush up against his ear as her hands rested on his shoulders as she said, “Yes. Today it’s my turn to own you, and your turn to trust me.” She kissed his earlobe. “Trust me.”

Sidious did what he was told as Naressa rubbed his shoulders seductively, encouraging him with the promises she was making with her playful touching. In no time at all he felt the coolness of the Dark Side within his skull, rummaging down his optic nerves and to his corneas. Enhanced Force Sight was old school, and he knew with it he could see in the dark and amplify his vision to see off in the distance.

“Can’t you feel it,” Naressa breathed delicately and quietly into his left ear. “I can feel it. There, the next plateau of achievement. Give in to it and let yourself be dominated by its wisdom.”

Sidious had no idea what she was talking about. He then felt her within him, and strangely enough in his closed eye state he could see her pointing towards something in the darkness. She said out of his body, but he saw her lips move within his mind, “Right here, Dace. At the edge of madness, but not close enough where you fall down. Take my hand.” Her visual self reached out and he offered his hand to her mentally. “I’ll guide you to it, and then you will go the rest of the way.”

In reality, Sidious stuck his hand out and Naressa did indeed take it, pulling it back to him and putting his hand and hers right to his chest, over his heart. She closed her eyes and breathed into his ear, “That’s it, my Love. I won’t let go. I’m here.” She leaned her head against his. “I’m here.”

With that Sidious slowly began to see the world again as if the sunlight were controlled by a dial that adjusted the intensity, growing brighter and brighter with every passing beat of his heart. When the light and the scene around him were normal did he realize that he hadn’t opened his eyes, but unlike extra sensor perception he was seeing with his eyes and not with his mind. 

Sidious opened his eyes at that point and the world seemed more visually clear to him more than ever. He looked at the shadows gave pause; they were different. They were darker, like painted on the landscape. They were not two-dimensional either although they didn’t seem to have that much thickness to them. The surrounding shadows were barely visible to his Sithian eyes and clearly that meant they had no bearing in the Force, or more to the point the Dark Side of the Force. He shook his head a little in disbelief and said, “Interesting.”

“That it is.” Naressa snuggled up to his back. “And there is so much, much more that you can see.”

As his glowing eyes stared on, he noticed something odd happening to the shadows. Above his head there seemed to be a ripple, and then two bumps. Confused, the bumps then began to grow into two distinct, thin objects that gave Sidious pause for concern with Naressa’s last admission still fresh in his mind. Was he seeing something about himself? Was it a transformation into a completely more powerful being?

Then the objects wiggled, and Naressa said as she wiggled her fingers, “Hehehehe. I’m a bug!” She was playfully pretending that he had grown bug antennae. 

Sidious stopped using the Force when he realized that the powerful moment between them was over and her time to play with him had just begun. He was a little miffed by her antics, but he noted her playful nature had a bit of deception to it. What she showed him with his eyes was genuine, but she was up to something.

“Are you mocking me, young woman?” he said wickedly, but with a slight smile on his face.

“If I am what are you going to do about it?” she asked with a smirk. “Tickle me with a rose? I think I could go for something a little more strenuous. What do you say?”

“I’m up for it.” Sidious backed away from her, negating his need to throw his tunic or cloak back on, and ignited his lightsaber. Naressa backed away from him and smiled at him brightly. “Let’s not get too rough.”

“Indeed. I want to save getting too rough for later tonight.”

The first small rock came at him from behind. Sidious felt it and took it out with a well placed lightsaber turn and stroke. Naressa guided an even larger, slow moving missile towards and Sidious responded by leaping on top of the rock, flipping backwards, and halfway down ripped his lightsaber blade through the middle part of the large stone. Once the cut was complete, he landed and directed the cut piece at her. Without moving a muscle, Naressa’s eyes flashed and the offending piece of debris detonated like a cluster bomb. The pieces and detonation created a dust screen in which Sidious leapt through to get to her.

However Naressa wasn’t where he expected her to be. His senses began to scream and Sidious began to do cartwheels to his left due to the left over debris from the exploded rock stopping their outward travel and attacking him. Naressa was situated actually right where he once stood prior to the rock exploding, having teleported there when he made his move. A very interesting counter-ploy Sidious stored in the back of his mind. He had a trick or two under his sleeves. 

The action continued, a mild blend of offense and defense that had changing speeds of action and therefore it was a much more random form of working out. It also gave the both of them a chance to get a feel for one another as warriors in the event of battle taking place. And it was obvious to the both of them that Naressa was no stay at home Sith Maiden like Nebula was. A few times he came close to her with his weapon and Nebula was countering in her movements just like a disarmed Sith Lord would. Obviously it was the past down experiences of Darth Rune she was drawing on.

The exercise continued on a good clip, both Sith entities not showing any real sign of fatigue or wanting to stop. A small part of it was dark pride, but a greater part of it was shared mutual respect. In a way this was Naressa and Sidious’ way of dancing, where they would trade back and forth with who leads the dance. Sidious would take the lead and chase a weaponless, but in no way helpless, Naressa and she showed her evasiveness and counter aggression skills. Naressa would take the lead then and make him use that lightsaber to cut through rocks or deflect some of her most minor of Dark Side energy attacks.

All was going well, and then Naressa stopped and took a knee, her arms wrapped around her midsection. Sensing her turmoil, Sidious charged anyways. He shut down his lightsaber and tackled her with the full weight of his being, plowing her over hard and entrapping her under his grip. Panting, he looked into her eyes and asked, “Had enough?”

Naressa kept her eyes close and kept breathing in, her face twitching and grimacing. Sidious released his grip on her arms and let some of his weight off her. He asked again, “Do you yield?”

“I yield,” she said quietly and finally opened her eyes. A teardrop ran down her face, but she didn’t necessarily cry in sorrow. She looked up at him and said with appreciative sincerity, “Thank you for asking me to yield.”

There was no ill will with what he did to Naressa from her; they were Sith, engaged in mock battle but a battle nonetheless. The battle does not end so easily like it did; for all he knew she was baiting in him. Darth Sidious could not, should not, show mercy to any opponent he faced.

But now the battle was over, and Sidious caressed her face carefully. “Are you all right?”

“I will be,” she assured him. “I was pushing myself there at the end and it cost me.” Sidious helped Naressa sit up. “I can’t do that when we face the Vhinech.”

“And I will remind you not to either,” Sidious assured her. “Nor will I prevent you from joining the battle or having your revenge.”

Naressa went from holding her stomach to rubbing it with one hand. She looked at him gratefully, but she asked, “You would allow me vengeance for experiencing the loss of a Jedi child?”

“Allow, no, I give it to you for it was your child, not necessarily the Jedi’s child per se, that you lost. A Sith Maiden that would have benefited your life, and Juna’s life as well.” Sidious stroked her head. “The loss has affected you, and therefore it affects me. I will not allow that to go unpunished regardless who fathered the child. We’re together now, but we are not whole until you are complete.” He pulled her closer to him and held her in both his arms. “You will be complete when you slaughter Prophet like the animal he is. All I ask of you is to give me the right to fight Prophet in return when the time comes. When I am finished with him, I will leave him alive for you to do whatever you desire, for as long as you want.”

Naressa put her arms around his waist and squeezed. Sidious felt her energies sweep through him and some of the wounds he had inadvertently sustained, minor cuts and bruising from debris and impacts, faded away. She quietly said, “Bless you, my love.”

“You’re welcome,” said Sidious, and together they rose up and headed back inside the cave with agreed upon purpose cemented by their love and understanding.

